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P DESTROY 
YOUALL. ል 


ሀ HAVE HIGH Εἰ 
CORONA HASN 
SPARED US. 


YO! 
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SIMILARITY TO REAL HUMAN BEING OR PLACE IS PURELY COINCIDENTAL. 


AT CLINIC. IT'S DUE TO 


HIGH TEMPERATURE! SURELY SYMPTOMS 
OF CORONA. QUARANTINE FOR 15 DAYS. 


| ІНАУЕ COME FROM ABROAD. 
IT MIGHT HAVE CAUGHT 
THERE. 


CORONA VIRUS SPREADS WHEN A 
PERSON COUGHS. VIRUS TRAVELS 
TO THE OTHER PERSON AND 
ENTERS HIS BODY. 


28.8 US HOW DID YOU. 


GET CORONA VIRUS? 
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nie CORONA IS KILLING PEOPLE. 7 BINI WEAR MASKS TO 
GOT TO DO SOMETHING FAST. SAVE YOUR SELF FROM m 
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THIS CORONA IS KILLING PEOPLE. ( SABU, БІМІ WEAR MASKS ТО 
GOT TO DO SOMETHING FAST. SAVE YOUR SELF FROM CORONA. 


ου 
COUGH, IMMEDIATELY 
CONSULT YOUR DOCTOR. 


CHACHA JI! HOW DOES 
CORONA SPREAD? 


PERSON ALREADY 
AFFECTED BY IT. 


IT SPREADS WHEN A PERSON \| / PREVENTION ISTHE 
COUGHS, TOUCHES YOU BY BEST CURI 


YOUR HANDS WITH 
SOAP AND WEAR 
FACE MASK. 


IT SPREADS WHEN А PERSON PREVENTION IS THE ነ 
COUGHS, TOUCHES YOU BY BEST CURE. 
HAND OR YOU ATTEND A MASS | REGULARLY WASH 


GATHERING. ॥ YOUR HANDS WITH 
SOAP AND WEAR 
\ FACEMASK. 


WE HAVE TO OBSERVE A STRICT 
LOCKDOWN. NOW ONE SHOULD 
COME IN CONTACT WITH OTHERS.) 
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STAY HOME, STAY SAFE ! 
IT'S THE BEST WAY TO STOP 
CORONA FROM SPREADING. 
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LISTEN, I'M 
GOING TO THE 
MARKET WITH 

SABU AND 

ROCKET. 


СНАСНА CHAUDHARY AND FANCY DRESS 


GOING TO THE 
MARKET WITH 
ЗАВИ AND 


51 МЕ KNOW 
IF YOU WANT 
SOMETHING. 


[GET MEA Та TO| 
WIPE MY SWEAT. 


1:68 4. START SWEATING Ба. 
SEE YOUR SHOPPING BILL. 
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од LL START SWEATING Ба. 
1 SEE YOUR SHOPPING BILL. 
ЗА. 


x 22 


YOU'RE A FLOP ACTOR. 
FLL GO ቺ FROM THE RAMLILA. 
РОРАТ! CHAUDHARY FINISH WHAT CAN YOU DO TO 
16 ALONE AT HOME. СНАСНА? 


bake е А GORILI - 


የጀ AND APPEAR IN FRONT 
GORILLAS DRESS. 


тш. τ AGORILLA 


I'VE GOT THE AND APPEAR IN FRONT 
GORILLAS DRESS. 


"5 LL BE TAKEN ^" 
AND SUFFER FROM A 
CARDIAC ARREST. 


WOW! YOU'RE 
ACTUALLY LOOKING 
LIKE A GORILLA. г 


DOIT. 


BROTHER. 
LEOPARD! 
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CHAUDHARY HAS A PET LEOPARD! 
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IWAS REHEARSING FOR. 
AFANCY DRESS SHOW. 


g CHAUDHARY AND‏ سے 
EXPENSIVE DIAMOND‏ 
BINI ! THE AROMA OF‏ 


THE PARANTHAS 15 
TEMPTING ROCKET. 


СНАСНА CHAUDHARY AND 
EXPENSIVE DIAMOND 
BINI! THE AROMA OF 


THE PARANTHAS 15 
TEMPTING ROCKET. 


ja A BIG AND EXPENSIVE 
CHACHAJI, I'M DOOMED! DIAMOND HAD COME 
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re COME TO BUY DIAMONDS 
FORMY WIVES. 
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መዝ Ж. WON'T 
GET 90606 
WONDERFUL 


DIAMOND 
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WOW! ILIKE 
THIS. GET IT 
PACKED. 


OH SHEIKH ! RIGHT 
NOW WE DON'T HAVE 


Ed __ АВС DIAMOND. 
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жш ORDER IS 
CANCELLED! 


SHOW ME A SIMILAR BIG 
er FOR MY FIRST 
WIFE TOO. 


IWOULD HAVE PAID 
RA FORA 
BIG DIAMOND. 
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YOU'LL ВЕ EXTREMELY | 
HAPPY TO SEE MY 
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ы OUR 
DESTINATION. 


RAGHU! 
STRANGERS 
ARE PROHIBITED| 
HERE. 


DHAM AKA SINGH ! DEAR SHEIKH! 
m FOR С WILL 
THE BIG DIAMOND. LIKE THE DIAMOND. 


WOW I'LL BUY IT RIGHT 


LS ЕЕЕ ЕКЕ ess MAKE ONLINE 


PAYMENT. 
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ONLY CASH а 
IN OUR МАККЕТ. 


ILL CALL MY 
P o TO BRING 
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CAUGHTIN 
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Бас YOUR MEN TO 
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A BIG PROBLEM. 
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Maurice Horn, the editor of 
World Encyclopedia of Comics, has 
described cartoonist PRAN as Walt 
Disney of Indi 
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ድ | [THIS YEAR WE HAD 
SHRIMATIJI, PINKI, BILLOO, ( AGOOD HARVEST, 
RAMAN and OTHERS. Over 600 BUT SOME ROGUES| 
titles selling in the market, ARE STEALING MY 


strips regularly appen 
papers. His CHACHA "P 
CHAUDHARY comics was adapted 
ake a TV serial which ran 
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НАСНА 
CHAUDHARY 
GUARDING 
HE MANGOES, 


TILL WHEN ? 
WE'LL WAIT. 


FOR 4 DAYS 
CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
19 STROLLING 
AROUND GUARDING 
А THE MANGOES. 


HE HASN'T 
BUDGED 
FOR 4 DAYS, 
1 DON'T THINK. 
HE'LL MOVE 


σπα MANGOES ARE ONLY DUE TO YOU 
SAVED. NOWICAN - СНАСНАЛ YOU 
SELL THEM IN THE 


ኣነ © DIDN'T GO AWAY 
MARKET. | $ А FORA SECOND IN 
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SELL THEM IN THE 
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4 - ANYTHING. 
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SO SOON. 
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WAITING FOR 
SUPER THIEF'S 
NEXT MOVE. 
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FASTEST THIEF OF 
THE WORLD. 
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MANY THIEVES. 
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FASTEST THIEF OF 
THE WORLD. 
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FAST ONE SHOULD 
ALWAYS LOOK 
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THIS CONTAINER 
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IT CONTAINS A DIAMOND WORTH RS. 100 CRORE DEIN 
SENT TO DELHI MUSEUM. TAKING CARE THAT NOONE 1 
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THE 100 CRORE BY FAILING THE 
DIAMOND. ENTIRE SECURITY 
SYSTEM. 
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HA-HA-HA | 100 
СКОКЕ DIAMOND 
15 NOW MINE. 


И HAD A DOUBT THR 
DIAMOND WOULD 


<< / GETAWAY — | Я 
STOPPED ENOUGH Е 4 
BUT МОТ NOW. е” DIFFICULT TO STOP МЕ. 


ITLL 
BREAK INTO 
PIECES, 
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TRADITIONAL 
IDEAS STILL 
WORKIN THIS. 
HI-TEC WORLD. 
АЁ USE THEM 
ny THE RIGHT dv ГД 


DAGDAG'S WORK 
15 OVER AND... 


ONE OF MY SCIENTIST 


CHACHAJI, | COULDNT] 
UNDERSTAND THIS FRIENDS HELPED ME. 
АСТ OF DAGDAG. TN HIS MODIFICATIONS MADE 
а > ἃ 


THESE DAYS 
CULPRITS HAVE 
BECOME HI-TEC. 


AND MADE МЕ HI-TEC 
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OH, NOTHING Pa 


16 HAPPENING Е 
TO THE CAR. 65. 


ACID ATTACK 
WILL MELT IT. 


— 


EX Ls I SUCH A FURIOUS ACID 
ATTACK ALSO COULD DO NOTHING, 


реа | ፦ 
FROM THE ТОР. 


Aw 


WHEN EVERYTHING 
FAILS IN FRONT OF 
CHACHA CHAUDHARY} 
ONLY ONE THING 


ea > CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY 
CATCH US. 


2 FEAR. THIS CAR 

RUNS VERY FAST, NO 

ONE WILL BE ABLE TO 
CATCHUS. 


WHATIS 
THIS SOUND) 
FROM THE 


иди 
8 3 АРАКТ 
ЕКОМ ОТНЕК. 
QUALITIES, NOW 
MY DAGDAG CAN 
FLY ALSO. 


] D | й 3 АРАКТ 
FROM THE ТОР. FROM OTHER 
QUALITIES, NOW 
MY DAGDAG CAN 
FLY ALSO. 


L FLYING 

WHERE ARE 

YOU TAKING 
US! 


кетті МЕ 
AFTER m 
RASBIHARI ? 


| INFORMATION 
us Я THAT HE HAS at 
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WHY'RE WE 
«η 8 
RASBIHARI? Г 3 
E / | 


AN ACCOUNT 
IN SWISS 


HE HAS STOLEN MILLION: = SEEN 

OF RUPEES FROM THE HIM OR HIS 

COUNTRY AND DEPOSITED RELATIVES 
INSWISS BANK. GOING 
ABROAD. 


IBIS STILL 

SUSPECTING HIM. 50 
WE'VE BEEN HANDED 
OVER THIS SENSITIVE 
CASE TO SPY ON je 


ETE HAVE TO GO 
TILL THE ROOT 
OF THE MATTER. 


ह, ὃ THE ROOT 
OF THE MATTER. 


js WE'VE TO FIND OUT IF \ ያ 

HE HAS AN ACCOUNT | аат 

IN SWISS BANK, THEN 

HOW DOES HE SABU 
omi 
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[me 
FROM 
ғ. ? 
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HIS SWISS 


ACCOUNT 71 
HERE. VIA NET 
BANKING. 


MY SUPER ኻ 
NT WILL 

BKING THIS 

TRUTH IN 
FRONT OF ALL. 
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€ ВГАСК MONEY 1 
МҮ NEPHEW'S ACCOUNT 
IN BHOPAL IS BEING.. 


TOMY SWISS 
ACCOUNT. 


EE 
TRANSFERING 
TO THE INDIAN 


pem] MY GOD ! MY BALANCE IS 
ZERO I ALL MY MONEY HAS 
TRANSFERRED IN THE ACCOUNT 
OF INDIAN GOVERNMENT. HOW 2 


ОН МҮ СОП! МУ BALANCEIS ነ 

ZERO II ALL MY MONEY HAS 
TRANSFERRED IN THE ACCOUNT 
OF INDIAN GOVERNMENT. HOW ? 


ከ. А 
1НАСКЕР YOUR 
COMPUTER BY MY 
SUPER COMPUTER 
MINI TABLET. 


| YOUR ACCOUNT NUMBER AND PEOPLE 
PASSWORD AND GAVE BACK WILL TAKE 
( COUNTRY ITS MONEY. 


ge YOU KNOW 
` m 
CHAUDHARY'S 
BECOME HI-TEC 
THESE DAYS ፻ 


: ΤΗ YOU KNOW 
CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY'S 
BECOME HI-TEC 
THESE DAYS १ 


THAT IS NOT AT ALLA 

SIMPLE TABLET BUT A 
Е COMPUTER. WORLD'S 
BIGGEST COMPUTER KING 


4 GIFTED IT TO CHACHA. 
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WOW I BY STEALING THIS TABLET WE 
HAVE DEFEATED CHACHA CHAUDHARY &| 
ALSO DONE A BUSINESS WORTH LAKHS. 
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Γ᾽ е I'M NOT ABLE y DIDIT 
к STUCK. TO MOVE. 


Е our ве OUR A I'M NOT ABLE 
TO MOVE. 


HACHA CHAUDHARY ЧА; 
AT OUR HIDEOUT. 1 
HOW? 


THE TABLET. ITS ya 
MODE IS ACTIVATED. 


==] LA BODY GOT STUCK BECAUSE T E 
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AS SOON AS SOMEONE ELSE OPERATES THIS ES poets 
TABLET INVISIBLE VIBRATIONS START COMING 
ЕСІР AROUND FOR SOME 
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«ШЕ CHAUDHARY 
с AT OUR HIDEOUT. 


| | REACHED HERE BECAUSE OF 
THE TABLET. ITS ya 


MODE IS ACTIVATED. 
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= ጣጫ BODY СОТ STUCK BECAUSE 
AS SOON AS SOMEONE ELSE OPERATES THIS PEOPLE ANUS 
TABLET INVISIBLE VIBRATIONS START COMING 
AROUND FOR SOME 
FROM IT. TIME. 


Е I OUR BODIES АКЕ 
BECOMING NORMAL 


7 IDON'T THINK b. ВЕ 
NORMAL TILL THE POLICE 
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CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
CONTRACT KILLER 


Е HF YOU HAVE RS.500. 

FROM THAT YOU GIVE ME 

RS.300, WHAT WOULD ВЕ 
LEFT WITH YOU ? 


EX: 
INTERNATIONAL 


PRICE OF 
HONEST 
INTERNATIONALS] 
PRODUCTS & 
SHARES IS 
RISING. 


||| 


IT'S THE RESULT OF THE SHAREHOLDERS' 
FAITH IN US. WE SHOULD GIVE THEM 
FULL DIVIDEND & BONUS. 
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FT 


THE CITY- OFFICE OI YES, DD. WHAT'S THE 
PLUNDER UNIVERSE. POSITION OF OUR PRODUCTS: 
& SHARES ? 


1 CHECK 
INTHE 
COMPUTER уд 
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IN THE OTHER PART ¢ 
THE CITY- OFFICE Ol 
PLUNDER UNIVERSE. 


on DD. WHAT'S THE 
POSITION OF OUR PRODUCTS 
& SHARES ? 


SIRI YOU ME 
CALLED МЕ 7 | 


та a 
PEOPLE 80 
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Г РЕТЪНКОБНАТ И SIR | BHIRUBHAI y 
PAISAWALA HAS 


Г BEFORE IM COMPLETE 
RUINED, | NEED TO 


JAMJAM ! YOU'VE TAKEN 

ALOAN OF RS.25 CRORE 

FROM ME. I'VE COME ТО 
TAKE THAT. 


Сет HAI "JAMJAM I YOU'VE TAKEN ` 
PAIGAWALAHAS ALOAN OF RS.25 CRORE 
pa COME. FROM МЕ. ГУЕ COME TO 


TAKE THAT. 


ОН WHY H @ ри | 


THIS PEST. 


ሜጫ SOME MORE ILL GIVE YOU 
15 DAYS TIME. 
СЕ THATI'LL 
GET COURT 
ORDERS FOR 
IMPOUNDING 
[s> PROPERTY, 


BHIRUBHAI| GIVE 
TIM 


I'LL REPAY ALL MY DEB} 


am WHAT DO ANIMALS 


ад ІКІШ. HAVE TO DO IN THIS 2) 
PATEL-PATEL, 
Е ОҒ HONEST, 


ат“ 
4 LIO 
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CONTRACT KILLER KOOKA DON'S HIDEOUT 


па KILL ἵ 
ΡΑΤΕΙ -ΡΑΤΕΙ 
k OF HONE: 


Y ME-4 8 
& 50 TIGERS. 


ጃ TIN OUR ES <| LION MEANS 
CRORE & TIGER MEANS LAKHS. 


ES YOUR. 
FEES IS 
4CRORES δ. 
50 LAKHS? 


HAVE TO DO IN THIS ፻ 


FT] GOING HOME ЕА! 
TODAY. TO SPEND ΤΙ 
WITH MY FAMILY. 
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вт DAGDAG IS RUNNING ጨ GOING HOME EARLY: 
PRETTY FAST. TODAY. TO SPEND TIME 
= WITH MY FAMILY. 


DAT-TAT-T-T: 
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τ YOURSELF ON THE 
3. OTHER SIDE OF THE TRUCK. 


СЕА CAN ATTACK H 
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INSPECTOR. 
MOJA! НЕКЕ, 
TAKE THE 
CULPRIT. 
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SLAB, THAT ЕВА! THIS STONE, IT'S FOR FRI 
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үз THIS STONE? BETTER CLEAN 

те COBWEBS. 
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- ТНІ5 ` BETTER CLEAN 
COBWEBS. 
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SOMEONE'S THERE 
TO SEE THE 
MASTERPIECE- 


ΤΕ AWAY- 


=» ANIDOL 
WITH LOTS ОҒ 
EFFORTS, 


6:46 ወ CO 2 900 $ ጻዘ 


FAR AWAY- 
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CHAUDHARY HAS 


MADE AN IDOL 
WITH LOTS OF 
EFFORTS. 


Есі PLEASED BY HARMING 
CHACHA CHAUDHARY. 
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HIS HOUSE IF 
SOMEONE'S 


nz SEEMS 
EVERYONE HAS 
GONE OUT. 


GOA 188 8 ጓዘ 


== Em 
NO. SEEMS 
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pe THE MANAGER] 

OF THE JAPANESE 

COMPANY MISTER. 

CHONGI CHO WILL 

SPEAK ADOUT IT. PLEASE 
WELCOME 
MR. CHONG! 


АМО 
THEN НЕ 
DIALED 

= 

NUMBER 


YOU g 
ROCKET. 


ZR - 
PLEASE ТЕЦ. 
IN DETAIL. 


P] VE TO SHOW GREEN 
SIGNAL TO THE BULLET TRAIN. 


© A 100 yo 24g 
> KB/S UE 


[ e TO SHOW GREEN 
SIGNAL TO THE BULLET TRAIN. 


ж 


ο 
TRAIN HAS 
STARTED. 


WE WILL 
DOITINA 
MATTER OF 


THERE THE BULLET TRAIN'S 
SPECIAL TRACK WILL BE BLOWN 
OFF AND THE TRAIN WILL BE 
SCATTERED LIKE A STACK OF 


e ПУЕ PRESSED THE 
BUTTON BUT THE BOMB ОМ 
THE ед; DIDN'T BLAST. 


Bos CAN CALL © 
YOUR PROBLEM ALSO. 


PTS JAPANESE HOW CAN 
YOU ESCAPE FROM 
INDIANS? 


GOA ፲፪ 8 "ጓዘ 


95 JAFANESE HOW CAN 
YOU ESCAPE FROM 
INDIANS ? 


፳፻2 ዐዐ 
NYTHING, 


E THE n WHILE 
TALKING ON THE PHONE, YOU. 
WERE SPEAKING IN JAPANESE, 
HENCE YOU THOUGHT THAT 


YOU'RE THE 
CULPRIT FOR 


` É 
YOU WHEN. 


BUTIHAD SUSPICIONS 
DUE TO YOUR 2:957 
WHEN I TRIED TO FOCUS, 
IUNDERSTOOD 2 WORDS. 


Бара CALLED UP A 
FRIEND LIVING IN JAPAN & ASKED 
HIM. HE TOLD ME THAT THERE'S 
GOING ТО ВЕ BLAST SOMEWHERE. 


2207 | 
е DIDN'T TAKE 
x LONG TO 
4i MAKE OUT 
THE THREAT. 


GOA ፲፪ 8 sl 


#4 CALLED UP A 
FRIEND LIVING IN JAPAN & ASKED e . DIDN'T TAKE 
HIM. HE TOLD ME THAT THERE'S x LONG TO 
GOING TO ВЕ BLAST SOMEWHERE. MAKE OUT 

THE THREAT. 


NOW YOU TELL, WHY 
DID YOU DO THIS ? 


да. СОМРАМҮ MADE 
А СНЕАР BULLET 


RAIN 


c һо WANTED ТО 1 ТНЕ 
ENTIRE BLAME ON INDIA. 


HOPE YOU WERE 
AWARE THAT IT ISN'T 
POSSIBLE WITH 
CHACHAJI AROUND.. 


Fan CHAUDHARY 
THEFT OF DIAMOND 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
THEFT OF DIAMOND 


CHA CHAUDHARY AND SABU. 


WHERE ARE 
WE GOING 
СНАСНАЛ? 


5. FRIEND 


HAS PUT UP 
AN EXHIBITION 
OF ANTIQUE 
DIAMONDS. WE'RE 
— ТО SEE 


2 HEARD, IT'S A 
SMALL DIAMOND BUT 
ҮЕКҮ EXPENSIVE. 


Ei κ BEITS 
PRICE СНАСНАЛ? 


Ë HIM 
BE. I'LL 
STEALIT 
RIGHT IN 
FRONT 
OF HIS 
EYES 


& 
ESCAPE. 


IT'S GOTA 
STRANGE ЭНАРЕ. 


КҮЗЕТ СНАСНАЛ, а 
SOME REFRESHMENT) 


OHIWHAT 
HAPPENED 
ТО THE LIGHT ?. 


NOBODY HAS GONE OUT AS i 
IT MEANS THE DIAMOND THIEF | Καὶ 
> WOULD ВЕ HERE. 


© & 188 8 *ዘ 


МООМЕ'5 GOT THE 
DIAMOND. 


г THE DIAMOND HAS 
GOT STOLEN. NOBODY HAS Ps THIEF AND | 
LEFT FROM HERE AS YET. THE DIAMOND 


го IVE LOST A 
PRECIOUS DIAMOND & 
YOU'RE CRACKING 
JOKES & HAVING FUN? 


KS 
Бе FRIENDS, THE JOKE 
IS THAT A MAN GOES ТО 
A DENTIST TO GET HIS 
TOOTH EXTRACTED. 


Ж. FRIENDS, THE JOKE 
IS THAT А MAN GOES TO 
ADENTIST TO GET HIS 
TOOTH EXTRACTED. 


THE DENTIST v ' 
TO OPEN HIS MOUTH. 
HE OPENED HIS MOUTH. 


BUT THE DENTIST 2 | 
HIM TO OPEN WIDER. 


HE DID THAT я 
8 THE DENTIST FINALLY THE MAN 


^ GOT IRRITATED. 
GAIN REPEATED HE TOLD THE 


INSTRUCTION. DENTIST. 


DOCTOR! DO YOU PLAN 
TO SIT IN MY MOUTH AND 
EXTRACT THE TOOTH ? 


THAT'S WHY YOU SEEM TO 
GIVE ME THIS INSTRUCTION. 


LM WAS HIDING 
THE DIAMOND 
IN HIS TOOTH. 


НЕ WAS HIDING 
THE DIAMOND 
IN HIS TOOTH. 


хош 47 AMAZING, CHACHAJI 


HOW DID YOU MAKE THIS OUT ? 


с F 
DIAMOND WAS LIKE A 
TOOTH. THE THIEF ALSO 
NOTICED THAT. HENCE, 
НЕ TOOK BENEFIT OF THE 
DARKNESS AND FITTED IT 
INTO HIS BROKEN TEETH, 


NOW I COULDN'T MAKE 
EVERYONE OPEN HIS MOUTH 
FOR THE CHECKING. SO 
I THOUGHT OF TELLING A 
JOKE 


Г SO, THE 


DIAMOND IS IN 
YOUR HANDS.” 


О & $90 4 
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CHACHA CHAUDHARY ^ 
FOREST FIRE 


ታብ RE GOING FOR 
A JUNGLE SAFARI. 


www.chachachaudhary.com 


—r 
THIS IS YOUR BED 
FOR THE SAFARI. 


« Ὁ δ 186 8 ጓዘ 


— 
THIS IS YOUR BED 
FORTHE ғ 


572% 


452 


በ п 
GET READY. МЕКЕ 
AN LEAVING E TE Ε № 
MOKNING WITH A GKOUF | 9 
FOR JUNGLE SAFARI. Да 
% ë 
= ὦ 
ድ 


БЕНЕН 
1204 ACROSS А LION HERE, 
"P WILL YOU DO ? IM AND EN, LION WILL 


CHACHIJI, IF YOU COME WHAT WILL SHE РО? 


/ SHE'LL JUST SCOLD 


BE SCARED AWAY. 


es CHACHIJI, IF YOU ታ WHAT 52) ፡ 
Fi ACROSS А LION HERE, SHE'LL JUST SCOLD 
WHAT WILL YOU DO? Е AND THE LION WILL 
/ A BE SCARED AWAY. 


Е LION 


т ТВЕ SPARED. 


2887 
s e. Y 


UNS 2 
Қ FIRE! THERE'S A FIRE IN 
IN OE 
ү v P a 


[^ ЖЕП 

WHY ARE THE 
NATIVES RUNNING 
LIKE THIS 2 


ያ м 
| | 
Ase / чт मम 
WHAT ТО DO ? LOTS OF WATER IS 
б EXTINGUISHING IT. 


ያመ ረ. ሴ 
М/НЕКЕ CAN WE GE 
50 MUCH WATER 


Аў CAN WE СЕ 
90 MUCH WATER 


ems > шм 
25/31 ОД μῶν 
аа AN ae дер ыы 


Од 100 χε οἰ 
> KB/S UE 


Бі өз 
THEFOREST 
BM FIRE IS GONE. 


Moz. CHAUDHARY 
AND OIL TANKER 


100 vo c. 


> KB/S UE 


E REFROM ^ 


THE OIL TANKER 


| ASSOCIATION. Je 
WE WANT HELP 


FROM YOU. 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
ANDOILTANKER қ 


WE d OIL 
| wit OUR TANKER 


oan ONLY yov 1 | 


ЕГІ yov 1 | 
САМ SAVE 


.5%. STOP! ELSE WE'LL BLOW] 
ANYWHERE. Wee: YOUR TANKER. 
FOLLOW HIM. 


HE WON'T GO mo !ELSE WE'LL BLO! 
ANYWHERE. AWAY YOUR TANKER. 
FOLLOW HIM. 


ብ... amma DON'T INTEND TO STOP. 


መሙ — 


७ Ὁ & ии 


DO YOU NEED MORE OIL 
DHAMAKA SINGH ? TAKE IT. 


NONE OTHER THAN 
CHACHA CHAUDHARI ? 


e " 
Too 


© 656 νο 546 
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НО, IT 
WOULDN'T TAKE 
ME MORE THAN A 
MINUTE 
TOTHROW YOU 
DOWN. 


YOU ARE 
IN MY GRIP! 


6.00 vo 
KB/S ШЕ 


YOU АКЕ 


NATION'S 
SUPER ΜΑΝ. 


δ IT'S DUE TO 
THE HARD WORK 
AND INTELLIGENCE. 
OF JAPANESE 
PEOPLE. 


CHACHA Jl! 
TOKYO 15 
MAGNIFICIEN 
CITY IN ASIA. 


енген TALK TO 
MY MOTHER. 


N WI 
DON'T WE 


ONO! YOU BELONG 
ONLY TO ME. 


^T HATHO, 
LEAVE HIM! 


I'LL BREAK HIM 
LIKE A STRAW. 


m TLET HIM 


(Πλ ESCAPE 
INTO THIS 
HOUSE. ~~ 


Ci ESCAPE 
INTO THIS 
HOUSE. - 


f 


ACLOSED ፪ 
CAN'T STOP ME. 


37v ME SOME TIME TO THIN 
ат" 


Ed GIVE YOU ONE 
DAY. BY THEN IF 
YOU DON'T 
[CONSENT TO OUR 
MARRIAGE, I'LL 
FORCIBLY TAKE 
iz SENI AWAY. 


=й ы FIND SOME WAY. AN INTELLIGENT CHACHA CHAUDHARY! WRESTLER 
MAN CHACHA CHAUDHARY HAS COME HATHO WANTS TO KIDNAP ME. PLEASE 
HERE FROM INDIA. | SEEK HIS HELP. 7 


MAN CHACHA CHAUDHARY HAS COME 
HERE FROM INDIA. | SEEK HIS HELP. 


NO WOMAN WOULD 
BE INSULTED IN ^ 
PRESENCE. 


FATSOIIT'S MY 
RESPONSIBILITY TO 
ONO. SO DON'T 
COME NEAR THIS 

HOUSE. 


HO! HO! ARAT መመ 
ANELEPHANT? 


речен BE 
YOU'RE AN 
ELEPHANT. 


BUT THIS 


/ 29 


HO! HO! LET 
MEFIRST 


TLE! 
HATHO WANTS TO KIDNAP ME. РИ 
7 HELP. 


R 
EASE 


MEFIRST 
BREAK YOUR 


p EE NO! HE IS CHACHA 
» CHAUDHARY! YOU 
ሎዉ CAN'T BEAT НМ 

IN CLEVERNESS. 


K uso | = 5) КО! НЕ IS CHACHA 
PLL KILL HIM, E CHAUDHARY! YOU 
ከጪ CAN'T BEAT НМ 

СУ IN CLEVERNESS. 


BUT መ | CAN'T LIVE 
WITHOUT ONO. 


‘ONLY TACTFULNESS CAN DEFEAT HIM. 
ILL TAKE CHACHA CHAUDHARY AWAY 
ROM ONO. THEN YOU KIDNAP HER. 


NAMASTE! 
ὅτ INVITE YOU ТО TASTE 
rnin DELICACY 
OF JAPANESE DISH, 


THISIS THE 
CHANCE. 


ы οἱ FEEL HONORED ТО BE 
YOUR GUEST. ж 


қ A 


pne MADE 
AMISTAKE 


6:50 е го 


ድ I'LL STRANGLE 
YOU. 


GESE J NOW THERE IS 
25 СТОВЕ | 
= THANK YOU | 
ABU! 
Bim 3 


A EN = < 
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THANKS FOR THE 
NOODLES, MISTER! 


С, WHAT HAPPENED 
TO YOUR MARRIAGE? 


| | WOULDN'T 
р. THINK 


drum 


m v PUG | 
|. | 


CHACHA СНА 


CRIMINAL CHUCK IS AN 
INTERNATIONAL SMUGGLER. 
KEEP A CONSTANT WATCH ON HIM. 


Gi LEEP 
LIKE A GOOD CHILD. 
TOMORROW MORNING 
YOU'VE TO APPEAR IN 

THE COUR 


GOA 5፳ 8*5ዘ 


ac THE 
DOG KEEPS 
BARKING, 


M 
a 


WHAT? CHUCK ESCAPED) 
THROUGH VENTILATOR? 
POLICE DEPARTMENT 

Пе. ВЕ DEFAMED. 


ЕТТІ MARAN. 
HOW COME YOU'RE 
IOT IN YOUR OFFICE; 
=] CHACH 
CHAUDHARY, 
IAS GOING 
IET YOU. 
== 


THIS SMACK SMUGGLER CHUCK 
HAS ESCAPED FROM OUR LOCK-UF. 


HE'S A DANGER FOR THE 
SOCIETY. HE'LL MAKE THE 
YOUNG GENERATION 


HISFOOT 
PRINTS 
INDICATE THAT 
HE HAS GONE 
TOWARDS SEA. 


WE'RE IN INTERNATIONAL WATERS | 
AWAY FROM THE JURISDICTION 
жес WOULDN'T LIKE QF INDIAN GOVERNMENT. 


THEIR HOSPITALITY. 


1,00 vo 
KB/S ШЕ 


WE'VE TO BRING Z 
CRIMINAL BACK . 


ILL DESTROY 
P ف‎ HELICOPTER. 


& © A 990 8 зо 


KB/s UE “at 


к 


е БА 
CHANCE. 
SABU! JUMP! 


Ел” А 
HAIL OF 
BULLETS! 


ڪه 


GOA ፳፻ 8 *5ዘ 


ADIP ІМ SEA OR. 
O TO LOCK ИР? 


GOA ፪፪ Rl 


HARUN, YOUR CAR. 
LEAVES TOO MUCH 


SATTI, WE SHOULD 
ENJOY OUR RIDE. 


есе НАЕМ THAT 6 DOING? PHE PENALTY ONE 


THOUSAND RUPEES, 
BUT AIR POLLUTION I$ 


INCREASING IN CITY 
DUE TO THAT. 


A WILL 
HAPPEN. 


Рета 
YOURE 
SY 


THIS GADGET WHETHER YOUR. 
CAR IS SPREADING POLLUTION 
‘OR NOT? START THE ENGINI 


መታ 100 jx] 
MUCH POLLUTION. LEAVE 1/6 UNTIL HE 
e. РА SHEDS TEARS, 


GOA ፲፪ 8 ጓዘ 


HARY! POLICE 

REQUIRES YOUR HELP TWO 

4 ОҮ ARE ESCAPING IN A CAR. 
НЕ PIPE OF THEIR VEHICLE 


Poe b- / DON'T WORRY. RE I5 A COMPLAINT THAI 
АИИ, М WELLGOSCOT| [YOUR CAR SPREADS POLLUTION. 
τν то АА MERE TOO 
STOP US. ` 


HARUN! HE 
IS STANDING 
| ό то А 
STOP US. 


THAT MAN IS WHAT? WHY ISN'T 


HUGE! TEAR 


LL 55 
BEFORE OUR М GAS FLUSHING 


OUT OF PIPE? 
Ф, 


FT 1 ISN'T GOING OUT. 
Le MUST PRESS THE 
BUTTON HARDER. 


650 8ወ ве € ወ à 109 8 чи 


a MUST PRESS THE 
BUTTON HARDER. 


WHEN THE BACK ἃ (сонет ane) © 
WAS BLOCKED, SS а ТАКЕ НМ 


Fer 


© δ. 290 ye εἰς 
Ñ ቁ 8 


STRANGE Ў 


cme WILL BE GLAD 
ТО SEE TODAY'S CATCH.| 


CO а 500 E ° 


GAZA WILL BE GLAD 


TYRE PRINTS ARE E COME 
ALSO GOING IN THAT ν CHACHA JI! WE'LL 
DIRECTION. APPREHEND 

4 ТНЕМ 500Н. 


cusa hi 


ооа m “Il 


= ME! 


GIRL! YOU'LL GET 
DELICIOUS а 
EXPENSIVE CLOTHES 
AND JEWELLERY. 


£5 AND CATS. | COLLECT THE 
GAZA! WHY PERSONS FAMOUS IN THEIR FIELDS. 
HAVE YOU 


IMPRISONED} 
US HERE? 


arum FIRST CAGE THERE IS. 3l 
να 


ts, ὁ 
EREIN 


Е [| je 
Ns 


E FIRST CAGE THERE IS. 
ATOMIC SCIENTIST, IN 1 


MUSICIAN, IN FOURTH AN 
AUTHOR, IN FIFTH A DOCTOR, 
IN SIXTH BEAUTIFUL ACTRESS, 
IN SEVENTH А PHILOSOPHER. 
IN EIGHTH A PAINTER, 


"š ILOST THE 


1 SHOULD RUN SIGHT OF SABU. 
Ф. 


FAST AND 
CATCH LADY'S 
ABDUCTORS. 


gT 16 THE SAME 
UC 
ΤῊ 
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STAY WHERE 
YOU ARE! 


E TO OVERPOWER THIS 
TALL GUY DERE Е 
TION. 
ርጋ 


n— HOW YOU 
GOT TRAPPED? 


=. = | 
πο miti а 


SABU! HOW YOU 
Т TRAPPED? 
[ V 


[ Пе 
а 


решти 


0 а 


il 
p 


Ok 190 κ чи св) 


Every woman 
will get her due respect 


and dignit 


SS The Ujjwala Yojana will be launched by the Hon'ble Prime Minister, —_ 
Shri Narendra Modi 


Ministry of Petroleum & Natural Gos 
‘Government of ncia 


E 


шие TOUR PINKI!TODAY IS YOUR 
ET. BIRTHDAY ANDI 4 
as VERY HAPPY Ё A ‘SEE ANY CELEBRATIONS. 


ОА 199 4 
> ዚ85 UE 


PINKIITODAY IS y 


m ሮሮ YOUA 
VERY HAPPY BIRTHDAY ANDI DONT 
re y 
= pf 


ር POORCHILDREN. 


Реч 9076 
3/25 ፻ iP ARN है 
MS EN JY 


100 8 “|| G 


S KB/S ШЕ ат 


^ feq 88 1 
πι EE, || 


| оси а 
< πλ हि NH Eu» 


IS FINE] 
=> 


me NO!WELL CELEBRATE PINKS 
> ` BIRTHDAY HEREAND ALSO 
SOLVE EVERYONE'S PROBLEMS. 


* KB/S UE 


CHACHA ПЕТ GO || NOIWELLCELEBRATEPINKIS. 
SOMEWHERE ELSE Î BIRTHDAY HERE AND ALSO 
‘SOLVE EVERYONE'S PROBLEMS. 


PT РІМКІ5 
BIRTHDAY AND 
EDUCATE YOU. 


65208 во GOA Be m 


| 
SEES) τ ΟΝ a. 
ቤብ 4h :: 
"i el a 
Av, d? 
OV) ን 


E POLLUTING: ато | 
s or Б 


p YOUHAVE VERY 
5.55. CONSERVATIVE IDEOLOGY, 


га THEY GROW UP 
THEY'LL DO HOUSEHOLD 
WORK. SO START. 


YOUHAVE VERY 
CONSERVATIVE IDEOLOGY. 


WHEN THEY GROW UP 
THEY'LL DO HOUSEHOLD 
WORK. SO START 


Ла ПУ) ^ LEAFNNGEARY. 
ጠ OKO 


— т 
> —— | 
GIRLS SHOULD BE GIVEN PROPER EDUCATIONSO THAT 1% 
THEY CANACHIEVE NEW HEIGHTS. UNDER PRIME 
MINISTER'S BETI BACHAO BETI PADHAO SCHEME EVERY 
GIRL CHILD CAN HAVE GOOD EDUCATION. ጫሜ 


pn 581. w 


PRIME MINISTER HAD INITIATED 
DEMONETIZATION TO STOP BLACK MONEY AND 
TERRORIST ACTIVITIES. EVERYONE IS FACING 
PROBLEMS. BUT IT CAN BE SOLVED THROUGH 
DIGITAL TRANSACTIONS. 


== INTERNET E 
CONNECTION. BY USING “99% FROM CANALSO BE USED FOR 
OUR MOBILE WE CAN MAKE TRANSACTIONS ANDIN 
TRANSACTIONS. \TMS. 


А INTERNET E 
CONNECTION. BY USING "99% FROM CANALSO BE USED FOR 
OUR MOBILE WE CAN MAKE TRANSACTIONS ANDIN 
TRANSACTIONS. ATMS. 


WOW! OUR PRIME MINISTER 
HAS STARTED SO MANY 
SCHEMES FORUS. 


WEMUST REMEMBER THAT 
OUR PRIME MINISTER 
THROUGH THESE SCHEMES 
WANTS TO MAKE OUR UVES 
BETTER. 


S 199 mu ] 


WEMUST REMEMBERTHAT 


3ሙ | CHAUDHARY 
TEAR GAS 


HAROON, YOUR CAR 
RELEASES A LOT OF 


ооа RR 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
TEAR GAS 


GATTI, WE SHOULD) = 
ENJOY THE ጋዎ 
JOURNEY. 4 


BUT LAW MAY САТСН US. МЕ 
САН BE FINED UP TO RS. 1000. 


Ше) ITIS INCREASING 
THE AIR POLLUTION 
LEVEL OF THE CITY. 


ç Ὁ ሀ፪ 8"ጻዘ 


AN INCREASED 
ΤΙ 


ON 
LEVEL ОҒ LET ME СО TILL 
| МАКЕ HIM WEEP, 


ооа 590 # 


iE 


συ DEVIL I 
WHENI 
PRESS THIS 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY, THE 
POLICE REQUIRES YOUR HELP. 
TWO BOYS ARE ESCAPING IN 
THEIR CAR. THEY ARE 
RELEASING 
A GAS ON 
THE WAY. 


T HEARD 
THE MESSAGE 
AND ALSO. 
NOTED THE 
NUMBER OF 
THE ELOPING 
CAR.. OVER, 


SE T DON'T WORRY. THERE'S A COMPLAINT. YOUR 
HES ША WE'LLESCAPE | (CARIS SPREADING POLLUTION. 


<A 
TANDING ከሻ FROM HERE 


6:52 e 


LI ΤΙ A COMPLAINT. YOUR 
БА WELL ESCAPE | (CARIS SPREADING POLLUTION. 
hey ኮላ 

TO STOP 


p !YOU GO 
THERE TO CHECK. 


SUA GAS ISN'T COMING 
TOLD ME TO 2 OUT. I SHOULD PRESS 
BLOCK THE IT HARDER. 
LEFT PIPE 
WITH МҮ 


СНАСНАЛ 

TOLD ME TO 

BLOCK THE 
LEFT PIPE 
WITH МҮ 


«Ὁ δ RF 6 il 


GAS ISN'T COMING 
М I SHOULD PRESS 
IT HARDER. 


ታሙ LAL! YOU'RE SITTING 
ON THE SEE-SAW, STILL 
YOU'RE UNHAPPY ? 


6:55 е 


СНАСНА CHAUDHARY 
HIJACKING 


CHHEDI LAL ! YOU'RE SITTING 
ON THE SEE-SAW, STILL 
YOU'RE UNHAPPY १ 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY ! 
I WANT ТО GO HOME. 


S HOUSE IS Е ІНТ 


ON THE FIFTH 
FLOOR OF THAT ΠΕΡΕΣ 
BUILDING. LIFT WITH YOUI 
ISN'T WORKING. E" Е 

IFSABU STAMPS 
THE OTHER END 
OF THE PLANK, 

TWILL JUMP 
UP TO MY 


он! ə- 
HAPPENED TO 
THE TV ALL OF 

ASUDDEN? 


МҮ AGED FATHER IS LYING ILL IN 
THAT CASTLE. 
HELP ME IN 


НО! НО И WANTED YOUR TRUCK. 
501 BEFOOLED YOU. NOW YOU 
DIE OF HUNGER HERE. 


pe PASS 
FROM ያ 


19/25 SDN “7 


TS 


Од 190 y εις 
፳ fas 8 


THAT पक 
WOMAN IS (я 
COMING. ӨНЕ 
WILL PASS 


FROM W. 
ROAD. | 


www.chachachaudhary.com 


COR RR 4 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
FINICKY SANDO 


АМ МОТ ТЕГІ Y IF YOU DON'T AGREE, I'LL KIDNAP 
тамка ከ που ч че АКО FORCE YOU TO MARRY ME. 


TAKE THIS FLOWER. 
TWAS EXPRESSING MY | | GNIFF IT AND GIFT IT TO 


THIS GIRL, THAT'S THE 
' ᾿ RIGHT WAY TO EXPRESS 
LOVE. 


gum 
RIGHT. 
ILL SNIFF 


YOU'RE 
RIGHT. 
TLL SNIFF 
т. 


BUTTHIS | 
BUILDING 


FLL FIX THE 
DOOR. 


ЖЕГЕ WRITEA 
BOARD. 
с 


S 199 mu ] 


I SHOULD WRITE А 
BOARD. 
ος ० 


THERE. 


BEFOOLED МЕ 
AND ESCAPED. 


IMA TRUE LOVER. 
ILL SEARCH 

MUN MUN. THEIR. 

FOOTSTEPS GOIN 
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B IWE HAVE 
ТО ТЕЦ. THE FILM 


DIRECTOR. THAT ? 
0132 η 
са कं 


Еуегу мотап 
will get her due respect 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
(2 


κ > 
Co THIS 
INVENTION WILL 
- ÁN [7 HELP MANKIND 
ў TH OF THIS EARTH. 
Е „> 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
(7 


PADAM SHRI PRAN INVENTION WILL 
HELP MANKIND 


Maurice Hora, the editor of - OF THIS EARTH. 


ምክ 


EUREKA! M 
EXPERIMENT IS 
SUCCESSFUL. I'LL TELL 

ABOUT IT. 


HELLO ! CHACHA Л 
THE EXPERIMENT 

IS SUCCESSFUL. | 
IWOULD LIKE YOU PA 


‘with ‘People of The Year Award’ by 
Limes Book of Records for 


Indira Gandhi released bis comic 
book * United We Stand’ in 1983. 
Publisher. 


‘Chacha Chaudhary 


on ክክ Кор ο΄ 
гуна CED 


TITLE CHACHA CHAUDHARY AND THE CHARACTERS ARE COPYRIGHT REGISTERED BY GOVERNMENT OF INDIA FOR 
THE PROPRIETORS PRANS FEATURES LLP, А-84 NARAINA VIHAR, NEW DELHI. REPRODUCTION OF ANY PART OF THIS 
BOOK IS STRICTLY PROHIBITED. NO ACTUAL PERSON IS NAMED OR DELINEATED IN THIS FICTION COMICS. ANY 
SIMILARITY TO REAL HUMAN BEING OR PLACE IS PURELY COINCIDENTAL 


82 επ АКЕ 
GOING SO EARLY Co | 
PROF 


SHUTTLE COCK'S 


ОМТ YOU GUYS JOIN US 
2 / 45 PROF SHUTTLE COCK'S 
NEW INVENTION. 


6:54 т а @ GG A 978 85% 


PROF 
SHUTTLE COCK'S 
LAB. 


HAS НЕ 
INVENTED A 


ЛА ТНЕ 
INSIDE. 


Я 
“1 
ЕТ ү 
ТНЕКО. 


MM ) 


505 ፲፪ 24g 
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STOP ! DON'T 
TOUCH THAT 
BUTTON. 


WELLBEGOING प्र 
500 YEARS BACK 
INTIME TO PLANET 


विलि | ICAN MEET MY GREAT 
| GREAT GRAND FATHER 
KING AABU. 


T 
E ч ТНЕ 


سے 
ІСАМ MEET MY GREAT‏ 
|GREAT GRAND FATHER‏ 
KING AABU.‏ 


nA 


wE 


N/E Ath 4 


ка PLANET 
FROM HERE. 


ሀ 
WHAT АКЕ ! 
За BUTTONS E 


Ез ! 
у. KILL YOU. 
EVERYBODY 
WILL KILL красота 
US AND 1 THE PALACE. 
b 
OUR 
KINGDOM. 


pe ME. 
ELSE THEY 
WILL KILL 
US AND 
= 
OUR 
KINGDOM. 


ААБОТ Y] ! 
27 KILL YOU. 
EVERYBODY 
LETS GO TO 
THE P 


LET'S DIG A BIG 
HOLE SO THAT ALL 
THE PRISONERS 
Sy BE CAUGHT. 


3 WON'T BE 
ABLE TO NOTICE 
THE HOLE. 


www.chachachaudhary.com, 


md ! THERE'S А HOLE. 
WE ARE ALL FALLING 
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OH! THERE'S А HOLE. 
WE ARE ALL FALLING 


г ΚΟ 


ΚΤ WILL 
SERVE YOU 


«Ὁ А ЕН Сэ] 


== 
THIS WILL 
= > YOU 
RIGHT. 


WE HAVE TO 
IMUST THANK YOU | || GO BACK TO 
ALL FOR SAVING MY | || OUR PLANET 
PLANET. PLEASE 
STAY WITHUS. 
EY us 
IN SAVING 
THE PLANET. 


O & в чи св) 


т AWAY FROM = | 
THOSE BUTTONS. 
y. 


" J 
JUST GONE 
FORA RIDE. 


© A 290 yo 245 
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E я ІТ APPEARS 
Р, 5 | THAT LION HAS 
ESCAPED FROM 

CIRCUS. کے‎ 


CRY 


|= 
SABU ! SAVE THAT 
CHILD. 


© ይ 800 85 
5 989 16 


ITAPPEARS 
THAT LION HAS 
ESCAPED FROM 
CIRCUS. 


uev 


E TTHEBEASTHAS 
1COULD PUSH “е NAILS AS BLADE. 
HIM TS HE HAS CUT ME ON 

SEVERAL PLACES. 


за 


1COULD PUSH = | ο NAILS AS BLADE. 
HIM 77235 HE HAS CUT ME ON 
SEVERAL PLACES. 


ІЛМЕ ОЕЕЕАТ НІМ, 
IF I COULD GET HOLD 
OF HIS TAIL. 


T 


icouLD бет |Á ED = | SABU! 
SUCCEED TO ” GF: VIGOROUSLY. 


GET HOLD OF fy -- аа CS 
e ¿ М 


ESCAPED HAS Н Ἐς 
. ТО WHERE HAD НЕ 


HE COME THIS COME FROM. 


ва NEWS: 
APOWERFUL CYCLONE 
МЕ WIDESPREAD 
DAMAGE AT COASTAL 
AREAS... 


BREAKING NEWS: 
A POWERFUL CYCLONE 
E WIDESPREAD 
DAMAGE AT COASTAL 


CAE — 
...ENORMOUS = ы KE TUMBLED 
SEA WAVES => MANY BUILDINGS. 


SHAKEN 
THE EARTH... 


OUTSIDE ОҒ 
CHACHA HOUSE. 


Е: = 
МАМУ НАУЕ 


Wer 
MANY HAVE 


«ο 
| E 
(1 NosE IS 
है ITCHING. 
a 


[| | SUSPECT IT IS MAN'S 
HANDIWORK. 


— 


таа 
CHAUDHARY ! ITIS | 
FALSE NOTION. _ /23 


Ева 


| 


STOPIITISA 
PRIVATE 
к PROPERTY. ДД (ӘЧ 
0) 92 


XE 2 


#4 
Р ታር 1. 


THERE ARE 


А 
HIDDEN PRIVATE መጠ he 
ти са MYSTERIES. PROPERTY. OPERY. ΑΝ 5 


Bo === 


Tt 
£ 


фа / 
es SS nau 


LYING AHEAD. 
ee = 


ει WE'LL HAVE TO FACE 
THOSE. 


zd 

THOSE. 

pn тегт 
Poy “ | 


| 09.3. 
m 2 DOING ATOMIC 

(СА ZIBRAAN, WHO 2 RESEARCH 
SUDDENLY 5 

ще VANISHED ? 


Юю 09፡3. ПАМ 
TO BE SCIENTIST 2 DOING ATOMIC, 


Lae WHO RESEARCH 
SUDDENLY 5 


TALENT, SO 1 TOOK THE HELP ОҒ 
OTHER COUNTRY AND STARTED 


жез 
CAUSE THAT 
CYCLONE ? 


YES!I NAMED МҮ 
MISSION 


THUNDER THE WONDER!| |1сомтко. 
MISSILES 


| BLAST ATOMIC 
MISSILES 
UNDERWATER... 


MISSILES 
UNDERWATER... 


WHICH 
== 
WZ= 

መሙ WAVES 

THAT SHAKE 
EARTH 


= 
AGENT ! 


nen ! WHOSE 
PICTURE IS THAT ? 


СНАСНАЛ! ὦ 
PICTURE IS THAT ? 


ITIS THE PHOTO 

OF DANGEROUS 
TERRORIST. POLICE 
WANT TO CATCH HIM 
AND PUT HIM BEHIND 


BEADANGER 
FOR SOCIETY. 


WHY DID NOT THEY PUT 
HIM IN JAIL, WHEN THEY 
SNAPPED HIS PICTURE ? 


Rm 1 WHAT 
HAPPENED TO 
YOUR LEG ? 


IN CITY 
SOMETIME 
AGO.1LOSTIT 
IN THAT 
INCIDENT. 


P ! WHAT here was 
НАРРЕМЕ ТО ABOMB BLAST 
YOURLEG ? ү INCITY 
1 SOMETIME 

AGO.I1LOSTIT 

IN THAT 

INCIDENT. 


CONSTABLE GATAKA ! 
YOU SEEM TO BE ANGRY 


POLICE COMMISSIONER HAS SAID 
THAT IWILL NOT GET THE 
PROMOTION UNLESS | CATCH HIM 


lia. ichachachaudhary.com 


I$ ok DARE YOU 
TOUCH ME ? 


HOW DARE YOU 
TOUCH ME ? 


AND DON'T TEASE 
ALADY IN FUTURE. 


DIDN'T YOU LEARN THE 
DIFFERENCE BETWEENA 
MALE AND A FEMALE 
mm YOUR TRAINING? 


Ao 16 A QUESTION OF MY ኝ WE'LL APPREHEND TERRORIST. 
PROMOTION. CHACHAJI, NOT FOR YOUR PROMOTION 


PLEASE DO SOMETHING. BUT BECAUSE wi MAY Ж. 


28 16 A QUESTION OF MY ኝ WE'LL APPREHEND TERRORIST. 
PROMOTION. CHACHAJI, NOT FOR YOUR PROMOTION 
PLEASE DO SOMETHING. BUT BECAUSE аай МАҮ 

? LIVE WITHOUT, 2 | 


6 НЕ 
15! 


CHACHAJI! THE PERSON YOU'VE STOPPED T А NOT 
RESEMBLE ZAGALLO, LOO K! 


ONE CAN 


"M HEAD РОК. 
DISGUISING. 


ቁ BUT HE CAN NOT HIDE А CUT. 
YOU'RE TROUBLING ATHIS LEFT EAR. MOREOVER, 
А RESPECTFUL WHEN I CALLED HIS NAME, НЕ 
PERSON ? M ሠ TURNED HIS 


6:55 e 


з HIDE A CUT 

YOU'RE TROUBLING ATHIS LEFT EAR. MOREOVER, 
A RESPECTFUL WHEN CALLED HIS NAME, НЕ 
PERSON? Ne HIS 

37 HEAD BACK, 


* ` CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY'S 
BRAIN WORKS 
FASTER THAN 
COMPUTER. 


YOU DID WRONG ጋን. 
RECOGNIZING МЕ. NOW BEAR 
CONSEQUENCES. THROW STICK lj 


ων η ! 


Од 190 уе οὐ 
> KB/S UE 


e 
GATAKA TAKE 
Aum CRIMINAL. 


= ! WHAT ARE 
YOU READING ? 


GOA 590 Rl 


СНАСНА CHAUDHARY 
FASTER THAN COMPUTER 


BINI! WHAT ARE 
YOU READING ? 


A COMIC 


ON YOU BY 
САКТООМВТ (4 


ста SAYS THAT 
CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY’S 
BRAIN WORKS 
FASTER THAN 
COMPUTER. 


ы 


ка HINDI MEANING 
OF FOLLOWING FOUR 


ЧЕ 1715 $0, 
WORDS? 


THEN ANSWER | 


МҮ ην 7 
2а ፳ 


TELL HINDI MEANING 
OF FOLLOWING FOUR 


ТЕ , | 
gem WORDS? 


THEN ANSWER 


IY QUESTIO! | Ы 
= 62: 
ኣ {5 4 


7 
S 


1, TUBE LIGHT. 
2, MOBILE. το 
ТО ҒЕТСН 


ENGLISH- 4 


аша NOW ON PRAN WOULD 


TUBE LIGHT- ROSHANI NALLIKA. 
MOBILE- GATSHEEL. HAVE TO WRITE- BINI'S BRAIN 
TRAIN- - LOHPATH GAMINI.| | WORKS FASTER THAN 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY. 


655 @ ® 3 а 190 me 61| 


TUBE LIGHT- ROSHANI NALLIKA. 
на HAVE ТО WRITE- BINI'S BRAIN 
LOHPATH САМІМ.| | WORKS FASTER THAN 
CHACHA CHAUDHARY, 


SAINT 
DADHICHI 
ACCEPTED 

፥ 


TER COVERING DISTANCE. 


= 


IAMEMPEROR 
OF JORANG PLANET. 
BOW BEFORE ME. 


IAM THE NEW 
RULER OF 
THE EARTH. 


ый MISBEHAVED 
WITH СНАСНАЈ ?, 


COUNTRY. WE DON'T 
HAVE А KING OR HIS 


SALUTE THE 

EMPEROR 
ORBE 
KILLED ? 


Ώ а 600 8" 
፳ еш 


YOU MISBEHAVED 
WITH CHACHAJI 4 


row MAJESTY ! HURRY, 
BOARD THE SPACECRAFT. 


ЕЙ” 
PYGMY! 
NOW IT'S 


DUNGA! 
TAKE OFF 
SPACECRAFT. 


GOS Ro ks 


ROCK SINGER POPPAPA 
SHOW AT MEXICO. 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
ROCK SINGER 


=Z zx 


2 4 STAR 
CHECKS OUT 
OF AIRPORT. 


Иеге 
49 


። 


34/45 መሽሽ 


— ΓΖ] 


GOA що ጓዘ 


MISTER CHAUDHARY ! 
NOW I'LL GO. 


И 


ITIS NOT 
IWANT TO к” 
PLAY YOUR LEARNERS. 
GUITAR. 


E lls HANDOVER ез 
Ж” MY DOG WOULD 
BITE YOU. 
"m ZAR 
` ЧЕЗ] ብ) са Ж» 
ጋ ም AN 


т 
3 
- 


HAND OVER E 
= MY DOG WOULD 
BITE YOU. 


IT DOES NOT GIVE SOUND. INSIDE PACKETS OF COCAINE 7 
|| APPEARED TO BE OUT OF ORDER. 50 YOU SMUGGLE DRUGS IN 
LET ME OPEN IT. THE GUISE OF MUSICAL 


SONGS AT POLICE 
STATION. 


== TO YOUR 
MOTHER'S HOUSE 
IS FULL OF HAZARDS. 
BECAUSE SHE LIVES 
` REMOTE OF 
RAJASTHAN. 


© PRAN'S FEATURES 


LOOK AHEAD ! THAT CALF 
MIGHT NOT BE CRUSHED 
UNDER YOUR WHEELS. 


हि. 9] HAS 
DAGDAG 


«Ὁ δ е ጻዘ 


RA га x 
км iL, al 


PASSAGE TO YOUR 
MOTHER'S HOUSE 
I5 FULL OF HAZARDS. 
BECAUSE SHE LIVES 
IN REMOTE OF 
RAJASTHAN. 


{7 !WHOIS 
DRIVING ? | OR. 
YOU? 


15 ENGINE 


HAS ВЕСОМЕ 
HOT. 


Од 190 yo 24g 
У KB/S ПЕ Та 


U: 


15 ENGINE J 
HAS BECOME 
HOT. 
) 


WHEKE HAVE WE 
STRANDED IN A VAST 
DESERT? 


ጨመ г” 
£t 


128. ልያ Ки | med 


RU 


> 
НА! 


= 
[5 
LOOK, ΤΗΕ 
SHARPNESS OF 
MY WEAPON. 


GOA $89 еми 


DEATH? 


LOOK, THE 
SHARPNESS OF 
MY WEAPON. 


Ед, HAS STARTED 
= 


=መ2 ; 


HOW DID YOU COME ТО KNOW 


40 / 45 MN. ^uo | THERE IS OIL UNDER. 
A GROUND ? 


IREAD A SURVEY OF OIL 
AND GAS COMMISSION 
PUBLISHED IN A 
NEWSPAPER THAT THEY 
FOUND PETROL IN 


GOA $89 еми 


IL 
AND GAS COMMISSION 
PUBLISHED IN A 
NEWSPAPER THAT THEY 
FOUND PETROL IN 


EN S اق‎ DID YOU COME TO KNOW 
THAT THERE IS OIL UNDER 
ROUND 7 


тә Ἢ ? WHAT HE IS 
-= DOING HERE ? 


1WAS JOGGING AND GONE TOO FAR 
THAT I GOT 


HOW DID YOU 
HAPPEN TO 
BEHERE? 


= SOMEONE I$ LYING ON THE PATH. ΙΝ. 
— 


κ: 
ἀπο» 


> 
HIM TO MAKE HIM 


HAND OVER 
KEY OF TRUCK. 
IVE TO СЕТ 


Е WITHMY Wis 
COLLEAGUE, WHOIS ILL TAKE THAT 
AT BACK OF VEHICLE. FROM HIM. 


THAT IS WITH МҮ 
COLLEAGUE, WHO 15 
AT BACK OF VEHICLE. 


CHACHAJI SAVED 
YOUR LIFE AND 
YOU'RE LIFE AND 
YOU'RE MISBEHAVING || HAVE TIME 
IN RETURN ? TOLISTEN 
TOA 
LECTURE. 


PES 
MOVE 
AHEAD. 


çG на 


፻፲ 
AHEAD. 


OHH ! WHAT'S FE > 
THIS? ሥሪ 
ο == = τς DUST STORM 

: ይ OF DESERT. 


A GUST OF 
POWERFUL 


INTO AIR. 


AS GUST OF 
POWERFUL 
WIND TOSSES 


DAGDAG 
INTO AIR. 


DON'T YOU FEED DIESEL TO DAGDAG THAT 
YOU HAD TO BE DROPPED FROM SKY ? 


Largest selling comics in India 


an AG 
5x9 CHACHA CHAUDHARY 


AND j 
i BHARAT ^» 


GOA $89 еми 


RA 
къ 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY «xo SWACHH BHARAT 


» 


Е КЕРТ 
N - 
ЕООТВАЦ ९० 1 
TorLAv | ቢል (9 
OVER 
: THERE. A 


a h 
Al 


CHACHA JI, WHERE THOUGHT OF TAKING 
Жа THE KIDS TO GULZAR 
GARDEN FOR PICNIC. 


x 


Ez ТАМ 

ALSO GOING. 
№ 

> < 


Ώ & 290 yo 245 
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CHACHA JI, NOW IT'S 
TIME FOR тфа e 
< ^ Cran 
eg 
NU 


Mes 


GOA 299 8*ጻዘ 


Ra 5 52 
км а 


НАСНА Jl, NOW IT'S) 


Xm ο ZY ЕЗ 
ከ mS ውያ 
É at 


SE 


[ CHACHA JI, THESE KIDS И 
HAVE LITTERED THE WHOLE + 8 


ЕЛ? DONT 
YOU PUNISH 


© ይ 500 y 24g 
Ñ 58 


ay. А 


[ЇЇ MANU! YOU ARE ALWAYS 
RIGHT. IT'S A BAD HABIT. 


ме HAS PUT THIS 


'ARBAGE IN THE DUGDI 
k — qy LOOK CAREFULLY. 


YOU HAD LEFT 
INTHE PARK. ЛА 


ake THE 
WHOLE 


WE SHOULD 
HAVE DONE 
IT BEFORE. 


WE SHOULD TAKE 
CARE OF THIS. 


nel ‘ON KIDS, 
PUT THE WASTE 
А BOTTLES 
ANDFOODIN 
DIFFERENT 
COLORED BINS. 


GARBAGE IS RECYCLED THROUGH 
MACHINE. 


6:58 OB 2 Фа Be nl 


TLL TAKE YOU TO A PLACE WHERE THIS 
GARBAGE IS RECYCLED THROUGH 


EVERYBODY. ο 
INTO DUGDUG. 
A TALK 
LATER, FIRST 


COME INTO 
DUGDUG. 


(fed 


SEE ITIS 
ss 


8:56: 19 APART OF B 
BHARAT ABHIYAN UNDER! 
MINISTRY OF URBAN 

ΜΙ 


THAT'S DOUBLE USEFUL. 
ЭМАСНН BHARAT ABHIYAN 
|| CAN ONLY BE SUCCESSFUL 


GOA ፪፪ 8 "ጓዘ 


„8. -ῃ NEVER THROW 


BHARAT ABHIYAN UNDER] 
MINISTRY OF URBAN 
DEVELOPMENT 


THAT'S DOUBLE USEFUL, 
ЭМАСНН BHARAT ABHIYAN 
CAN ONLY BE SUCCESSFUL 
WHEN WE ALL WILL KEEP 
OUR AREA CLEAN, 


WE ALL NEED 
YOUR. 
COOPERATION. 


PES ‘SHOULD TAKE 
APLEDGE TO KEEP 
CLEANLINESS 
AROUND YOU. 


መመ. 'SWACHH GIRI FAMILY 
PLEDGE TO KEEP OUR 
SURROUNDINGS CLEAN. 


| d > 
Γ Π 


|" 
m. 


» इसे आप नज़दीकी फर्टिलाइज़र की दुकान से खरीद सकते हैं 


Е 
+ 
5 
Ë 
т 
» 
= 
Е 
Ë 
Е 
5 


+ ये मिट्टी को उपजाऊ बनाती है 


P| AND ROCKET 


cocus. |. ህሽ П па Ἢ 
የበ ሐቢ ::::::::.. HAS [| 
ANNOUNCED A PRIZE А 
OF RS. 500/- FOR ፖላ 3 


- да ASTRAY DOG. 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY AND ROCKET 

μὴν "Тю шала ТШ || ІШ. ар р 
ORPORATION HAS 

ANNOUNCED A PRIZE wa 

» OF RS. 500/-FOR [1 1 

Ga A STRAY DOG. MM 


"o 

ae 

2% 
9—7 


РЕ — سم‎ 


ТЦ CAPTIVATE 

OW WITH THIS 

y ROPE AND TAKE 
- YOU. 


HOW DARE YOU 
TROUBLE MY КОСКЕТІ! 


O A 100 «4 
У KBS ШЕ а 


PRANS 
CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
DROKO AND MOKO 


SUNFEAST BOUNCE presents ο 
CROKO AND MOKO лю SWACHH BHARAT 


उना | 


MY FRIENDS ARE COMING 
OVER FOR LUNCH TODAY. 


SUNFEAST BOUNCE BUDDIES ат Y ? | 
ሺ. ENJOYING THEIR FAVORITE BOUNCE BISCUITS NEARBY (ON S 


TEE, SHOULD TELL HIM 
ABOUT OUR PRIME 
MINISTERS" SWACHH 
BHARAT MISSION. 


E — 
pe - — — sssi = 
13/49 फीरि απο 

Αμ 

®_ y ^ 


GOA що е ጓዘ 


(CHACHA JI, JHATPAT JI 
NEEDS ТО BE TAUGHT 
NOT TO THROW THE |М 
WASTE ON THE ዐለ! 
N 


© 


77, 


πετ 
ва 2 


DAY 
2) 
A 


ган @ 


d ὦ TTS EQUALLY IMPORTANT TO 

ITSVERY || KEEP OUR SURROUNDINGS 
iQ IMPORTANT ኣር ደ... ተ” 

ОКБЕРОЦЕ << 2 


GOA ኒ፻ вещи 


Ra га X 
км i, εἳ 


— = Wb 


ITS EQUALLY IMPORTANT TO 
IT'S VERY. KEEP OUR SURROUNDINGS 


IMPORTANT NEAT X CLEAN ALSO. 
TO KEEP OUR 
APF 
К. dy 2, 7N $ 


ΤΙΝ 
UE = 


WE SHOULD መ де 

NOT THROW UNHYGIENIC AND 
OUR GARBAGE UNHEALTHY. 
e OUR 


659 ወ 6 CO 2 FP All 


ALL OF US NEED 
TO PARTICIPATE IN Waw н 
SWACHH BHARAT Ш d 


P. TOMAKE а) 
AXIS а 4 
= ТЕ € 


PN 


CHACHA Л, 
ТМ SORRY. 
1एश KEEP МҮ 


हैं NES THIS HAPPY NOTE, 
HAVE SUNFEAST 
BOUNCE BISCUITS. 


Moko and Croko ara having fon ኮነ a fat, whan Sunny Hele tham 
а Wila sacrat Bounce stall k in the canter of the 66: and 
‘here are many Bounce Бесік” Both of them want do get to 


659 9 во 


Moko and Croko ara having fon in йй, when Sunny ішік ham 
a hile secret “Bounce sill 


аи the ፎ‹ገነ of the fae and 
here are many Bounce есік” Both of them want 40 gel іс 
Ња stall frat ard gel all tha ከር; 
Play with а friand and help your favourite character raca pada 
Же maze о get Ίο the Bounce stall frst. 


Enjoy the yummy, creamy 
Sunfeast Bounce cream biscuits. 


6:59 0% BG CO 2 {44 E 
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E KEY 

THIEF HAS 

STOLENOUR 
CARS. 


WE'VE HEARD- HE HAS 
A MASTER KEY THAT 
UNLOCKS EACH VEHICLE. 


p 
A EASILY ESCAPES 
ЖАҒЫМ! WITH THE VEHICLE NN 
= а 
"y. σα 
፡ - ή 
„м እን Ον 


19/49 ሥ Ç 


% 


5 ዩ፳ 8*ጻዘ 


GOA $89 еми 


Е" ‘THIEF 
EASILY ESCAPES 
= я WITH THE VEHICLE bal 


adhe 


ER CHALLENGE 
MASTER KEY TO в 
AND STEAL МҮ < 


CHAUDHARY TNO 
DAGDAG 15 GONE 
FOR SURE. 


ккертне | οὔ 
PE k | TRUCK ON THE ROAD) 
TZ sa 


рам: ы КЕҮІ 
TIME TO STEAL SHOW YOUR, 
HIS TRUCK. TALENT. 


& Ὁ 5 489 8 il 


TOTER መኣ 
TIME TOSTEAL ka F ww БҮ 
HIS TRUCK.) HOW Yo 


LEAVING THE. $, 
TRUCK HERE WAS (OES 


IVE CONNECTED Ἰ 8 
ITS LOCK WITH THE 
|| POWER BATTERY. 


БЕШ GOLDEN САТ 


BOVAN | WE'VE ТО 
STEAL THE STATUE IN 
THIS PIC FROM THE 
MUSEUM. 


BOVAN | WE'VE TO 
STEAL THE STATUE IN 
THIS PIC FROM THE 
MUSEUM, 


THIS WAS THE 
FAVOURITE CAT OF 
AN ORDINARY CAT ? QUEEN ΚΟΤΚΟΡΑΚ. WHEN 
THERE MUST BE OTHER, IT DIED, THE QUEEN GOT 
VALUABLES IN THE А CAT MADE OF GOLD 
MUSEUM. WITH та INTHE 


[т REACHED 
OUR DESTINATION. IF 
ANYONE OBSTRUCTS 
OUR PATH, SHOOT HIM. 


re REACHED 
OUR DESTINATION. IF 
ANYONE OBSTRUCTS: 
OUR PATH, SHOOT HIM. 


IF ANYONE OBSTRUCTS 
OUR WORK, RONO 
‘SHOOTS HIM RIGHT 
AWAY. 


THAT WILL ВЕ 
YOUR LOSS. 


Ба ‘ONE. YOU'RE HOLDING| 
ONE SUCH DUPLICATE. 


GOA 500 5 


— 
JUST LIKE HITLER 
HAD A DUPLICATE, 

EVERYTHING ELSE ALSO 

HAS ONE. YOU'RE HOLDING 

ΟΝΕ SUCH DUPLICATE. 


=== መ 
KEPT SAFELY 
INTHAT 


TAKE THE ORIGINAL 
GOLDEN САТ, 


ONLY THE 
TWOOFUS 
ARE НЕКЕ 


БЕНЕН DONT 


LOVE 
YOURSELF. 


IT SEEMS, 
YOU DONT 


LOVE 
‘YOURSELF. 


ЕЛУ ТНЕ 
CARETAKERS ОЕ 
THIS MUSEUM. 


ET CHAUDHARY AND KITE FLYING 


WHATDOICOOK TODAY? 
ITALIAN, INDIAN, CONTINENTAL 
OR CHINESE DISH? 


WHATDOICOOK TODAY? 
ITALIAN, INDIAN, CONTINENTAL 
OR CHINESE DISH? 


Ж. YOU COOK 
IT. WE'LL NAME IT 
AFTER LOOKING 
АТП. 


ЖО IWEATHER 
IS VERY GOOD TODAY. ЕР Il bring the 
LET'S FLY KITES. kite& string 


тт” 7 таш 
Рі 


Ag WEATHER, 
15 VERY GOOD TODAY. 
LET'S FLY KITES. 


COARNE 


ΜΞ bring the 
kite& string 


YES, HENCE IVE 
BEEN ABLE TO 
CONTROL YOUR 
STRINGS ALL 
THESE YEARS. 


24 


ELSE YOU WOULD'VE 
FLOWN OUT OF d 


LU GOOD KITE 


UNCLE 
ማገ LAKHANVI! GIVE 
Ф 4 ING. 


АКО STRII 


ምጥ 


ITLL BE FUN TO 
re WITH 


GOA 990 E ηι 


ЮЗ TTLLBEFUNTO 
UNCLES x ra WITH 
OTHERS. 


= 

THERESONE Ü 
THING THAT 

YOU CAN'T DO. 


= 
IMPOSSIBLE 


ЕСЕР SABU'S М: ed 


cOMNG.YOUYETO | a 


DEFEAT HIM. [4 


ITLL BE DONE. THERE'S 
NOTHING CALLED AS 
IMPOSSIBLE IN MY 

^ DICTIONARY. 


— —À 


THERE, 90805 


| ८०॥५०४०/४४० | a =й 


DEFEAT НМ. 


ITLL BE DONE. THERE'S 
NOTHING CALLED AS 
IMPOSSIBLE IN MY 


JUST WATCH 
THE FUN. 


r= HELL 
FALL 
UNAWARE OF 
ANYTHING. 


Ὁ & 590 8 
CO # м?т 


кл 
къ 


= Е HELL 
FALL 
UNAWARE OF 
‘ANYTHING. 


Gear I MY SPINE'S 
CRACKED. 


سے 


GODIIGIVEME | 
RS. 1000. 


ж NOT ASKING ж == 
PRIZE, BUT MONEY FOR MY 
TREATMENT. 


ЕЗІ 
= FALL 

LJ UNAWARE OF 
2g ANYTHING. 


ГЕР epe | ws 
^ | 


ΕΝ 


ን | j 
[тох 


PRIZE, BUT MONEY FORMY | መ 


GOA 188 8 


GOD I! GIVE МЕ 


ጩክ IT'S YOU I'M NOT ASKING FOR THE 
WHO'S HURT AND PRIZE, BUT MONEY FOR MY 
NOT SABU. TREATMENT. 


ጋር KITE 
WOULD YE СОТ 
токн, BUT NOW 
IT'S FINE. 


— ም. ІКІТЕ FLYING HAS 
A CHARM OF ITS OWN. 


Pr 1 98 
WEATHER IS 
£r FINE TODAY. 


YES, THATS WHY 
DAGDAG IS 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY AND SABU'S EARRING 


YES, THAT'S WHY 
DAGDAG IS 
ENJOYING THE 


ڪڪ 
THEY'RE STANDING IN‏ 
E ju THE MIDST THE KOAD.‏ 


THE BRAKE. 


| 


Г ARE YOU GUYS) 
OBSTRUCTING 
THE RO] 


СЕЗ 9 ARE YOU GUYS) 
OBSTRUCTING 
Sy ROAD? 


Se PRINCESS 
WANTS SABU'S 


Jg m ር MADE 
ἘΞ) N OF А SPECIAL 
WILL BE TOO METAL FROM 
BIGFOR JUPITER. 
HER EARS. ` PRINCESS 
Ç WILLGETNEW 
JEWELLERY MADE 
OUT OF THAT. 


< 


πώ 


C ТРОМТ BE 
ANGRY. HAND THEM 
ONE BY ONE. 


«Ὁ à 599 us 


[7 


с £ = 
ANGRY. HAND THEM / mn CRT | 
‘ONE BY ONE. መመ CHACHAJISAID. ESA 
LL 


OE НАТНАН 
NOW IT'S OURS. 


አመመ ८१५ 
a7 eM 
THEY AR: 
9 Диск, 
ғ” WB! 
к” LAND. 
CNS = 
` - 


SSS; 
ተዳ —u 


GOA 4486 δα αι 


кл ma 52 
км шш 


GUARDS ! KILL THE GIANT 
AND BRING HIS EARRINGS. 


i 


- GETS - 
- сй ‘ 
Да - > 


7 ==] PESTS! 
ITS TIME TO 
FINISH YOU. 


24 1DRINK 
THIS COCONUT 
WATER AND. 


IFRS 
— 
Î YOU IN THE СА! QUIETEN DOWN. 
Seem ( % „а 


QUIET!) 


Су а 
DHAMAKA 
SINGH! LOOK, 
IVE MADE ል 


የ BURN CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY TO. 
ASHES WITH ITS HEAT. 


G © & 599 8 ^ 


KB/S ШЕ 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
HEAT BURNER 


DHAMAKA 
‘SINGH! LOOK, 
ТУЕ MADE ል 


KABAD-JUGAD! 
WHY E YOU 
FITTED A HORN 
ON TOP OF IT? 


ITS NOTA 
HORN. IT'S A 
HEAT BURNER. 
WHEN IT 
RELEASES 
HEAT, IT 15 
Зур OF 
BURNING THE 
OBJECTIN 
FRONT OF IT. 


WOW HIF YOU DO THAT 
TLLGIVE ANY AMOUNT 
ἘΠῚ ASK РОК. 


56.0 vo 546 
\ ፒ85 8,411 


ILL BURN CHACHA WOWUF YOUDO THAT 


CHAUDHARY TO. ү 
ASHES WITH ITS HEAT. ПО СМЕ ANC AMOUNT 


BOSS IILL FINISH መ=. | ы) 
OUR ENEMY 1 


AND RETURN. | 


ERE 

CLEANLINESS DRIVE IS GON = 

ONIN THE ENTIRE COUNTER HAS OFFERED 
FREE CLEANING 
OF THE HOUSES. 


45 
CLEANLINESS DRIVE IS GOING: Lan 
ONIN THE ENTIRE СО HAS OFFERED 
1 FREE CLEANING 
OF THE HOUSES. 


FLL PULL THE FILTH 
FROM THE HOUSE. 
INTO MY TRUCK. 


ICAN CLEAN YOUR ENTIRE - 
А THIS HOUSE IF YOU WISH. 
қ CLEANER 
PULLED THE 
COBWEB INTO 
THE TRUCK. 


7:00 ӨЗӘ © & 2⁄99 еи се) 


HADI h BEEN 

FROM JUPITER, IT 

Ц WOULD'VE BURNT 
AN ! 


«Ὁ 5 5፳ 8 "ጓዘ 


E GOT SUSPICIOUS wen 
HE CONNECTED THE 


FIRSTHE c А 
SMALL VACUUM 
CLEANER WORKING 
ON THE TRUCK СНАСНА CHAUDHAKY'S BRAIN 
BATTERY. WORKS FASTER THAN A COMPUTER. 


Pe | IID PLANTED 
POTATOES ! HOW 
COME A HAND 
GROW OUT? 


250 8 со | 
` 85 UE 811 


OH I'D PLANTED 
POTATOES! HOW 
COME A HAND 
GROW OUT? 


Ε”. HE'S COMING 
TOWARDS ME. 


588 BREATHING OUT THIS STONE WILL 
FIRE. HIS INTENTIONS SMASH HIS HEAD. 
AREN'T GOOD. | SHOULD 
PROTECT MYSELF. 


€ ወ δ ፳፪ 8" 


HE'S BREATHING OUT 
FIRE. HIS INTENTIONS 
AREN'T GOOD, | SHOULD 
PROTECT MYSELF. 


4 
4 Bl 
! “8 ف‎ a 
е THE 000९5 
OPEN. 


8528 50 “Ба 
SCAREDIHAVE (Ба 
YOU SEEN A 
GHOST? 


«5 50 
SCARED | HAVE 
YOU SEEN A 
GHOST? 


SHOULD 


ЕЗ BE KILLED. 


HAS BURNT 
THE HOUSE | 


AREN'T 
AFFECTING 
HIM. 


GOA $89 еми 


RA га x 
км is a 


AWEIRD DEVIL НАБ 
COME FROM HELL. HE'S 
BURNING HOUSES. 
DOZENS OF PEOPLE 
HAVE BEEN BURNT 


ሾኛ FHESNOT STOPPED, 
1. CAUSE 
Е ON, 


DAGDAG RUN Ὁ 
FASTIOUR 
DELAY WILL ۴ 
CAUSE MORE 
DESTRUCTION 
BY THAT DEVIL. 


WAIT SABU | HIS. 


STOP THAT FIRST. 


ro жу ረሙ { 
Е | 9680 GATHERS HIS ENTIRE 


70008 ® O Β 186 κ 9 


SABU GATHERS HIS ENTIRE 
STRENGTH TOGETHER. AND. 


FIND 10 DIFFERENCES 


መ= 
Yi 
መጩ:! A 
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GOA 500 8ሣ 


RANG 
CHACHA CHAUDHARY ль 
PRECIOUS DIAMOND 


2 PEE 
DIAMOND 


INTERNATION 


Iw FACT, TWO БРНО 
NAL THUGS 
WANT 72 SNATCH (Y. 


GOA 188 8 


MILLION 
RUPEE 
DIAMOND 


Iw FACT, TWO INFAMOUS 
INTERNATIONAL. THUGS 
WANT 72 SNATCH (Y. 


S 199 8 “41 E 


ΑΜΑ / HERE (S THAT 
SHEIKH'S 
DIAMOND век. 


WHEN YOU WENT 
INSIDE HE TOOK THAT 
VIMOND ८ p" 


00 Wo 246 
al 


соли 


асти THERE 1$ макреу AWA / HERE (5 THAT 
лула OF THAT SORT. SHEIKH е 
< OIAMOND век. 


$4 7 WHERE ARE YOU TAKING 
THIS DIAMOND 


THAT WIS AN ORDINARY 
ABICE OF GLASS ΘΕᾺ 
DIAMOND 15 WITH ME 


THIS (5 REOUY SERIOUS. THIS 

15 NOT A 2055 OF GNERNMENT 

OMY BUT OF MILLIONS OF 

ተር” Rod WHO WANT 72 
REID NEY 


EN 


ται 
ТОКВАМ 


Ce 


(Sie, LOR OF BOOK 
ARE BEING STOLEN 
FROM OUR LIBRARY ДА 


ONE EVENING A CLERK REPORTS ТО THE 
EVENING A CLERK REPORTS ЛО THE p 


ЕЯ {5 REALLY SERIO His 
15 NOT A 2055 OF ONERNMNENT 
. BUT OF MILLIONS OF 
AVRE O WHO WANT 72 
READ NEW BOOK. 


2-3 STEALS га 
THESE та ж Б 
AFTERALL Z J| መሪ 


WE a SEARCH 
EVERYBODY . 
ë алыш 


Кок Banks ARE 
FROM XIR LIBRARY 
CH THE THIEF 


Who CAN BE THE АМ 
OF COMMON FOE: 
LET'S FIND OUT. 


DESIT 
| 


CE) 
NG 


ድ MUST CATCH THE THIEF 


COSR 


Who CAN BE THE ENEMY 
ок COMMON FOLKS τ 
eer's FIND OUT. 


| Да 


TM APPLYING WAX 

ри THE FLOOR. TWA 

WILL MAKE (7 
η 


| 


Ώ & 290 yo 24g 
A KBS ПЕ 4 


BE CAREFUL, BROTHER) | 


ЭХ 


меке в THE тие? 
WE CONEIS 
IN THE TURBAN 


QUILT 
«КОҚ 
SABU 
NOT THE LEAST. SINCE 


WINTER /# ROUND THE 
7/31 CORNER, A GUILT Has 0 
ас AU FOR SABU. 


— 


GOR BERS 


NOT THE LEAST. SINCE 
WINTER 15 ROUND THE 


WERE YOU ARE, DEAR. COTTON MAS » 7) / N 
OME. NOW MAKE | 0 IT! IN MAKING 
РЕ SUCH 2 HUGE QUILT, 
TLL HAVE 72 TOIL 
LIKE HELL. 


7% CWACHI нар ж? WORK AAY A 
MAKE 22079 BOUT. 


ሪሪሪ THIS: 
UT ISA BIT 


I TOWED WELL OF 
407 FOR IT. NOW 


7% WAKE 922079 QUILT. Gui — 
Al 5260. 


I TOLED HELL OF 
407 FOR IT. NOW 


SONE 
[2 INCE. 


Ώ & 500 yo 24g 
A WB ПЕ 8 


2 i 
б 


ГА, ARE 
HEARNE МУ DONKEY 
AWAY ? 


THEM TO MARS FOR DISTRIBUTION 
TN WASWERAMEN. 


52 Oop sabe / 
THEY HAVE 
HIGHLY POWERRUL 
WEAPONS. WE 
CAN'T FIGHT 


соз eas 


THEM 12 MARS FOR. DISTRIBUTION, 
TN WOSHERMEN 


7%, /4ሯሬያ ^ war ==) у 
HOW DARE THEY HAVE 
YOU THREATEN HIGHLY POWERFUL 
/ 


WEAPONS. WE 


TAKE AWAY ALL THE DONKEY. BUT FIRST WHY 

DON'T YOU LEARN DONKEY-RIDE τ 

ON MARS ,222 YOUR LABOUR Witt BE LOST 
RIDE ON, 


Ώ & 400 8 4 
> квв UE а 


Hos] “ይያ © WHAT (5 so SPECIAL 
IT VOU THAT YV CAN 
SANE EVERY PROALES 


πι” 
KNOWLEDGE 


CHAHATI / WHAT (5 50 FECHA 
(ABOUT YOU THAT YOU CAN 
SOLVE EVERY PROBLEY 


WELL cHACHATI £ WHAT /ዎ 
T АЖ BRAIN 


J CHACHA Tl, WHAT 15 
GENERAL KNOWL 


ызамен“ 


| ETDs ZHACHATI, WHAT 15 
KNOWLEDGE. 


GENERAL 


Од 190 8 
> KB/S UE 


(Ее ነ DION'T 
YOU 722८ ME 
EARLIER 2 


Cr 


> DIDN'T 
YOU 722८ ME 
EARLIER ғ 


я: TIME FOR HOME 


окуга UNG 
ае е 
YOUR SUGAR ፣ 


705 вв ас 58.58 


204 ይይ 
WITH THI 


ይው / 
TAKE AIWAN 


YOUR. 
BRUSHES, 


MUST THROW THIS BUCKETFUÓ 
OF WATER ON im| 


GOR 148 α "ῆι 


— 
You bb ӘЙТТЕ? 
ο ΕΙ 

ጋ Qu THEN Til GIVE УРО 


THERES Pence 
PH Í 


TAKE AWAY 


po 


ООРУ ! THIS 8 MUST THROW THIS BUCKETFUL 
BRUSH WALA HAS OF WATER ON ММ; 
BECOME A NUISANCE. 

MOST TEACH HIM A 


КР 4 ` FEES AKLO. 3 


THREE RUPEES. 


TERMELON 
TRADE 


27 :+ База. WATERMELON S ARE SWEETER 
y TURBUZIRAM CHAN SUSAR AND THAT'S WHY THEY 
WHY THE PRICE 5 ድ COSTE 
so мен 2 


THREE RUPEES A KLO. 
THREE RUPEES / .... 


r EY TURBUZIRAM ! 
__ (WAY HE PRICE 5 
so мен 2 
ፌን.) ሃ ኖ«ደፖ 
(Е TRY THEIR: 


Ен TASTE IT 
FOR YOU. 


== AND THOS 
FINISH МУ WATERMELONS 
IN TASTING е? 


#ይ 


ш-н -/2 DON'T WANT TO < WELL 
COLLECT A HUGE CROWD OF 2 
|| n 5 


y TURBUZIRAM Í WHY HAVE YOU THROWN 
W SKINS ON THE ROAD V EE LET AYAY ምያ“ 
et TOWER = 


wow! 
WONDE 
DELICIOUS / 


HEY TURBUZIRAM ^ WHY HAVE YOU THROWN 
THESE MELON SKINS ON THE ROAD © 
/ሥ SOMEBODY SLIPPED ? 


LET AN) 
THAT /5 WOT МУ 
ЭМДИ I BOTHER © 


E USE OF ARGUING 
WITH ሃያኛ, 

| WE 15 DUMB- 
HEADED. 


OH ^ 
у ENTIRE MELONS 
27 CRUSHED! 


Ώ A 400 yo 4 
> квв UE а 


= / 
MY ENTIRE MELONS 
GOT CRUSHED! 


gum κ {HAHA 
RIGHTEY ADVI: 
THROW SKINS 


NSH! 
PIT 13 READY, 


DEADLY 


TRAP 


IND TVE DEED 1 


9 199 E ΩΙ 


DEADLY 
= | 


AND I'VE COVERED IT 
WITH. HEY. 


222 TREN AND (ген HEL токе МЕ 25 δῆλος ) 
MOUSTACHE WILL ==) | CHOUDHARY AND OBEY ALL MY ORDERS 
HIM HERE. X | 


— md 


(«гр еее way | 
~ жи BARKING | 
кы swuw oe | 


Од 190 yo ος 
> KB/S UE 


[eme ра ата «νά жосу г 


προσ σσ Î /RRRR / GHA) AR 
ok WHY ARE YOU THRASHING 


WEY USTAD вата! IN / 
| I'VE BROVSHT 
4 GOOD MEWS. 


ሬወ51፳8ሣ% 


cem гир 


SABUS BLD WAS MADE IN THE OPEN, h | wey usm сама! өтті! / 
[ 43 I'VE BROUGHT 


A GOOD NEWS. 


ще you 
CHL мм 
ҰЛАР Е 


w 


b. eA 
CHAUDHARY ! WHERE 
5 YOUR IBU г HENGE 2 рі 
Z CHALLENGE: HIM. CONSIDER YOURSELF 4 TOP 


CHAMPION 
I CHALLENGE YOU. 


| Ес 
ОМАРА REL к 
а ЕР 


F W 
WALLENGE HIM 
ASE IME 


CHAUDHARY © WHERE 
15 YOUR SABU ғ 
Z CHALLENGE. HIM. 


«Ὁ £ 186 


πλ ΚΕ REALLY VERY SHARP. 
IM GONG 


Ru You a2WARD/ you 
CONSIDER YOURSELF A TOP 


(ath 
I CHALLENGE YOU. 


q 
| LE YOU'VE SAME ጩ/ሯ THEN FACE.) | 


m WACHA JI 
иа” 
P. WAN 
| 2820062 RED Ф 


WHERE) 


ΩΝ 

уда NOT 12 ос 
NEAR HIM. WHE 
YOU ALEW LIE 
AFLY JUST IN 
ONE SNEEZE, 
HOW COULD уд: 
FIGHT "A > 


706 Ө & @ 25 ዚዩ 8 ጓዘ 
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«б PRANS 
comics CHACHA CHAUDHARY 


τ IONS GEN BOMB 


BAS CHAUDHARY, 
HYDROGEN BOMB 


Maurice Horn, the editor of 
World Encyclopedia of Comics, has 
described cartoonist PRAN as Walt 
Disney of India, 


Entertaining generation after 
generation, his comics have been 
constant companion of every 
gster's growing up, who 
the exploits of his 
ters, 

ACHA CHAUDHARY, SABU, 
SHRIMATLI, PINKI, BILLOO, 
RAMAN and OTHERS. Over 600 
titles selling in the market, his 
strips regularly appear in numerous 
newspapers. His CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY comics was adapted 
to make а TV serial which ran 
continuously to 600 episodes on a 
premier channel. 


Travelled widely over the globe, he 
delivers lectures at International 
Conferences. He has been honoured 
with ‘People of The Year Award’ by 
Limea Book of Records for 
popularizing comics. Prime Minister 
Indira Gandhi released his comic 
book * United We Stand" in 1983. 


Publisher 


GOA {ἀξ 8 "ጓዘ 


है መጫ 
HYDROGEN BOMB 
PARTI 


WE'LL DEMAND A 
MAN AGAINST 


| THE PERSON WE WOULD DEMAND |) 
15 VERY IMPORTANT | 


7:06 OG ር] GOA 100 8 Fl 


55 jionews.com/mac 


| THE PERSON WE WOULD DEMAND ሽ 
18 VERY IMPORTANT | 


DHAMAKATICANT Ч 11САМТ 1 

= YOUR PUZZLES | 

d^ HE NAME OF THAT 
IMPORTANT PERSON 7 


SON IY 
HAVE GOT TIRED BY 
WALKING | LET ME 


АККУ YOU IE. ¥ 


7:06 OF © © & BRAG 


95 jionews.com/mac 


cm DU MIGH 
T TIRED В 


HELP | THEY 
KIDNAPPED MY 
9001 


`w WHERE ARE 7 
YOU OFF TO ? | 


TO 2 
STATION | 


THERE MIGHT BE 
SOME EMERGENCY | 


706 ወ፳ 4 GOA 190 E 


25 jionews.com/mac 9 


бі MIGHT ВЕ 
SOME EMERGENCY | 
SUDDENLY 
SEND FOR ME? 


SABU | WAIT ^ 


THERE, 
WHILE 
1 GO IN TO 
MEET HIM i} 


(CHAUDHARY SAHAB | DHAMAKA SINGH OUR FORCE CAN STROM me | 
HAS KIDNAPPED A CHILD | HE | 


PLACE OF DH гвит 
DEMANDS TO SWAP А DACOIT = “ፊፊ AM ДКА ጥሞ i 
МАМЕ КАКА WITH THE PREEDOM WE FEAR THAT HE WOULD KILL 


іш CHILD | DIFFICULT PROBLE 
sl 


7:06 Ө € ( ሬወ51፻8ሣ% 
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IB _ 


DHAMAKA SINGH | ГУЕ COME 
WITH A HAPPY NEWS FOR YOU | 


Diamond Comics - English 


еле CHILD | YOUR 
MOTHER 15 WAITING 


706 00 ва O 8 FP FE 


Diamond Comics - English 


IL एण] 


COME CHILD | YOUR 
MOTHER IS WAITING 
FOR YOU | _ 


= I THE WAY НЕ 
WALKS MAKES МЕ 
SUSPICIOUS | 


706 O@ жс ов 299 δα τῆι 
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DHAMAKA SINGH | | - = 


NOT TO PURSUE THE PATH OF 


7:06 OG GOR S29 8ሣ፤ 


55 jionews.com/mac 


j WHICH ONE ? cm TO FORGET THA) 


UNPLEASANT ONE | 


\ WAS А DREADED ሂር 
МО | THAT'S SO MUCH ANDCRUELDACOT! κ 


га ! MOREOVER HE WAS 
DESTINED NOT TO DIE | 


[WHY НЕ COULD Е NOT EVEN 172 ቋ 
NOT DIE? WITH A = P N 


P 
f; y BULLET? | 


GOA ке 


(ү 55 jionews.com/mac 


ЕЎ 7 


ወ 


[WHY HE COULD J NOT EEN] EVEN ТЕ Er 1 
| мотив? J| ህጠለ Е W^ vows. 


т г Е OUTLAW WITH HIS ACQUIRED POWERS STARTED KILLING 
INNOCENT PEOPLE | WHEN HIS OPPERESSION BECAME UNBEARABLE: 


KEF.: 


hé -ያ: WE CAUGHT 
AND THREW НІМ 
IN THE SPACE | 


RODAL | WHAT NEWS HAVE 
YOU BROUGHT 7 


ADAM | КАКА IS 
NOT IN JAIL, BUT 
WANDERING IN 


796688 ве CO ϐ 89 8 
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Var IRAKA IS 
NOT IN JAIL, BUT 
WANDERING IN 


ІТ t$ VERY DIFFICULT TO BRING HIM ON МЕ ላ б 1WANT КАКА AT ANY 
EARTH | BECAUSE THE PROGRAMMING ነ 
ОҒ THE COMPUTER HAS BEEN DONE 50 | ፳፻፪ (6 COST | START 

А MAN KNOWN AS PROFESSOR ZAAK WORKING ON PLAN | 


BATSMAN SUCCI 

E TWO RUI 

SCORE 15 ONE HUNDRED 
FORTYFIVE ! 


7060609 ва OA 1995 
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INKS | YOU SAVED MY LIFE || 
HOW CAN І REPAY YOUR 


ui - HAD A WISH | BUT YOU'RE NOT 


GOING TO FULFIL THAT | 60 FLL 
601 7g 
$ К ` 


DON'T SAY THAT | I'LL DO 
MY BEST! 


706009 8G OARRA 


95 jionews.com/mac 


τν HAD А WISH | BUT YOU'RE Jg 
GOING TO FULFIL THAT | SO FLL 


DON'T SAY THAT | I'LL DO 
MY BEST! 


| KNEW YOU WOULD 
TAKE EXCUSES | BETTER 
| SHOULD LEAVE | 


ZOLA | LOOK, THAT IS or ! 
WE'LL FIND YOUR WISH HERE ! 


706 ወወ COAR 


(ү 55 jionews.com/mac 


NOTORIOUS DACOIT 15 
INSIDE THAT CAPSULE | 


E YOU BRING HIM FOR FEW SECONDS ON 
EARTH 7 | WANT TO SHAKE HANDS 


IF HE LANDS МЕ YOU DON'T mle pe 
HERE, HE O BRING HIM ? YOUI J 


WOULD BETRAYED ME ! 
PLUNDER 


| OHH I BETTER | WOULD HAVE [πι TRY то BRING КАКА ON EARTH | 
BUT AFTER A HANDSHAKE HE 
| WILL HAVE TO GO BACK TO SPACE 


7:06 CL 3 € O89 m © 


55 jionews.com/mac 


— BETTER | WOULD ! [πι Ter то BRING КАКА ON EARTH 
BUT AFTER A HANDSHAKE HE 
WILL HAVE TO GO BACK TO SPACE | 


eee ee THE DOOR OF ROCKET OPENS АМО 
TUR d ENTERS IN- 


سس 
LET US GO TO THE BEACH | CAPSULE]‏ | 
WILL FALL IN SEA |‏ 


[SPACECRAFT TRAVELS LONG DISTANCE | SEPARATED CAPSULE ORBITS 
ouR: 


THE EARTH-- 


JOURNEY--| 


GOAN 189 ms 


қ” TRAVELS LONG DISTANCE SEPARATED CAPSULE ORBITS 
F/T TOURNEY THE ΕΑΚΤΗ-- 


D ο 


е 
= ТНЕМ-- 


m THAT LANDED 


SUCCESSFULLY 
^| INTO THE SEA | 


BREATHED IN OPEN 
ATMOSPHERE АҒТЕ 
^ LONG TIME ! 


NJOY SHAKING HANDS 
1 BEAUTIFUL WOMEN | 


कि MUSCULAR MEN | 
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І ENJOY SHAKING HANDS 
= WITH BEAUTIFUL WOMEN | 


AND 1 WITH MUSCULAR MEN | 


[ZOLA 1 YOUR WISH 16 
FULFILLED | ASK RAKA TO 
| ENTER IN THE ROCKET | TO GO 
BACK TO SPACE | 


"E 
WOMAN ! 


IF YOU HAD NOT BROUGHT МЕ 
2 1 WOULD HAVE 


707 Ве Ὁ 8 88 
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"OY КАКА IIF YOUR POWER ANDA =“ | г 
WOMEN'S SCHEMING COMBINE 1 UNDERSTAND WHAT 
[HEN WE CAN CONQUER THE WORLD < DO YOU MEAN | 


ZOLA ! YOU HAVE 
ТЕ МҮ 
HEART BY YOUR 
DELICIOUS FOOD | 


7:07 OG 


0 55 jionews.com/mac 


oO 


Y 
МЕЦ. SIT AND P LAN| 
OUR STRATEGY 


I AND WEAPONS | 
ОК THAT WE HAVE TO RAID 
THE TREASURY | 


e | 
ALONE ! 


— — 
І HAVE CONFIDENCE IN YOUR 
POWER | BUT ONE MAN CAN NOT 

DO EVERY 3081 


Ti 
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2.3. = BIG MAN 
SHOUTING? | 


-- 1 


STOP | THIS IS A 
SECURITY ZONE | 


707 вв ве оа pm 
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THE HEAYY DOOR I$ CLOSED ! MY GUN 2 


HOW WOULD WE ENTER? | 
Ра F Бозе" OPEN THAT ! 
ወም" wee i 
2 sD 
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TAKE ALL | IT 


[MONEY T) | 2 2 कुक: 
"T 1 1 © 


| Поло том ] ` 
=U ፒሀርኗ] 


К 


С TODAY WE 
τα” 

ΙΜΡΟΘΘΙΒΙΕ ТО 
POSSIBLE ! 
üw 


7:07 OG 4 & ወ A ኒ፻ есщ 


KB/S 
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C 


bi 


TODAY WE 
CONVERTED 
IMPOSSIBLE TO 
POSSIBLE ! 


መ 


28 WOMAN ' Е M WHILE 
[REMAINS Š I'LL LOOK AFTER 
А || THE MONEY! 
|МОМАМ! 


YOU MEAN ILL DO ALL LABOUR AND 
‘OU POCKET ALL MONEY የ HOW WICKE 


DON'T FORGET 
THAT ІТ WERE 
MY EFFORTS 


707 Е ( CO2 ка 


55 jionews.com/mac 


р 
YOU MEAN ILL DO ALL LABOUR AND 
ሀ POCKET ALL MONEY ? HOW WICKE! 
YOU ARE ? 


DON'T '፡ 
ТНАТ ІТ МЕКЕ 
МҮ EFFORTS 


| OTHERWISE YOU WOULD 


| ROT IN FAR OFF SPACE 


P 11 HAVE TO 
STOP YOUR 
TALKING ! 


70 вв 86 Gà Meus 


ντ τα йк | 
е ІШ. COMMAND YOU I YOU'LL 
HAVE TO WORK UNDER ME | 


ICHACHI | WHY ARE YOU 
ANGRY ON YOUR 
BIRTHDAY 7 


1,00 vo 46 
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ICHACHI | WHY ARE YOU 
ANGRY ON YOUR 
BIRTHDAY 7 


YOUR CHACHA HAS GONE 

OUT OF HOUSE SO THAT HE 

MAY NOT HAVE TO PRESENT 
A GIFT TO ME | 


HE MIGHT HAVE GONE TO 
BUY A GIFT FOR YOU | 


INI, HAPPY BIRHTDAY | PLEASE; 
ACCEPT THIS DIAMOND 


ie 


1 CHERISHED А 
й | LONG DESIRE TO 
WEAR A COSTLY 


7 IAMOND RING I 
A 


2m 
Ше” 
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| CHERISHED А 
Ж |LONG DESIRE TO 
WEAR A COSTLY 
DIAMOND RING | 


ΡΝ 


СНАСНАЛ ПЕ YOU HAD 
lore ОРО DIAMOND IN MARKET BUT | 
я NOT FAKE CAR | 


pr + CHACHA CHAUDHARY | TAKE THIS 
GUN AND KILL ME | 


707 ВЯ ( CO 2 1455 3 
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* HAS RETURNED ON ያ / THIS 16 NOT GOOD, 


MISTAKE | / PROFESSOR | HE |S А BEAST 
wT ғ ТО SLAY PEOPLE IS HIS HOBBY | 


к DON'T WORRY ! LL m / RE 
^ PPREHEND НІМ AGAIN | 
ὦ 


SABU | | TRUST 
(OUR STRENGTH | 
UT THAT IS ALSO 
A HAZARDOUS 


WE'LL HAVE ТО WAIT (4 
AND WATCH RAKA'S 


GOA 900 E 4 


шг HAVE TO WAIT 4 
AND WATCH RAKA'S 
NEXT STEP | 


SIR | HE 15 GURL 


F HE WAS THE CHIEF ADVISER OF 1 όλ 2j ኑ OW CAN ONE] CAN ONE 


MADAM ZOLA | NOW YOU САМ 
EARN HUGE MONEY ? 


[KIDNAP PERSONS 1 GOOD | HAVE YOU 


| MONEY WOULD WALK TO А LIST OF THE 
мда ? 
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Г KIDNAP PERSONS | [T GOOD | HAVE YOU 
MONEY WOULD WALK ТО A LIST OF THE 


= до ? 


አን ሠ) WHEN AAKARA 16 OUR 


— 


L — * πια HOSTAGE, PRODUCERS | | 
DE UES UNDEPPPOADLULCIO 


707 ВЯ ( CO £ RP E 
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WHEN AAKARA |! 
HOSTAGE, PRODUCERS 
Е HER UNDERPRODUCTI 


—— 
| РЫСА АНА | ni chick. WHOSE 


„5. 3 JRE | SAW THERE 


а 


707 09 SE coses 
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ДАНА Ine cuc woe 


WHAT IS THAT የ 
НЕКЕ SHOOTING 
OF A FILM IS GOING 

ON! 


7:08 OF BG © S мен il 


0 55 jionews.com/mac 


” ሩቲ 


Т «б PRANS 
comes CHACHA CHAUDHARY 


HYDROGEN BOMB 


7:08 OF BG 55 ፻፳ 8*ጻዘ 


pas ur is AND SHOW THEM 
WHAT мөнмент FOR [፪፪ 
SHOWING YOU DISRESPECT 


INSECTS ! YOU'VE 
WOKEN MY ANGER ! 
A = — 


= 


708 OG 25558 il 
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| ΜΕ " 
GIVE YOU CHANCE 
IN MY NEXT FILM | 


DOES NOT‏ ڪ. 
PARDON ЕМЕМУ |‏ 


865 CO 2 186 E All 


kx = ራቃ WITH 
PREPARE ТО Iw ጐት“ HEROINE | 
601 wt 


ACTRESS AAKARA А HOSTAGE 
1 == DEMANDS TEN THOUSAND 
КЕ RUPEES FOR HER FREEDOM 


[ SECURITY FORCES HAE 
SURROUNDED THE 
BUILDING 


GOA FP 8*5ዘ 


URITY FOI 
SURROUNDE 
BUILDING | 


AAKARAS 18 FILMS ARE UNDERPRODUTION | IF SHE 
i= 18 KILLED OUR LOSS WILL BE MANY TIMES MORE THAN 
THE RANSOM DEMANDED | 


“ኽኻ [| WE REPRESENT FILM PRODUCERS’ GUILD | ACTRESS 


BETTER WE ا‎ THE MONEY IT IS NOT THE QUESTION OF MONEY ` 
AND GET RELEASED HER | NO BUT OF LIFE | EVERY LIFE IS VALUABLE | 
BLOOD WILL SHED | YOU'LL GET BACK YOUR HEROINE | 

THAT 19 MY WORD 


а YouTube GOA 186 юеми 


Delhi vlog Sheetal С) 
happy diwali my family а уоцімБезһогів.. 
Play Turn Off Watch Later 


[ше IT IS NOT THE QUESTION ОҒ MONEY ` 
BUT OF LIFE | EVERY LIFE I$ VALUABLE ! 
| YOU'LL GET BACK YOUR HEROINE ! 
THAT 16 MY WORD 


RAKA ! WE ра] р: 
COME TO TALK | 


| 


7:08 ® € = © GOA ፪፪ 8 ጓዘ 
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goo WE PAY THE MONEY [тле NOT THE QUESTION OF MONEY \ 
| | AND GET RELEASED HER НО | | | BUT OF LIFE | EVERY LIFE IS VALUABLE | 
BLOOD WILL SHED | YOU'LL GET BACK YOUR HEROINE | 
THAT 15 MY WORD 
та ү x 


КАКА | WE HAVE 


[^^i 


Foo 
| »- == Cit: = 


THIS IS MY REPLY | RAT, YOU 


7:08 04 4 GOA 900 τα "ΙΙ 
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c: 18 му ==] RAT, YOU 
POSTED COMMANDOES 
RROUND MY BUILDING AND HAVE 
СОМЕ TO TALK FOR PEACE f 


| HAVE 1 
BROUGHT A 
TRUCK LOAD 

OF YOUR 


FIRST l'LL OPEN THE 
TRUCK TO SEE 
MONEY ! 


7:08 OE = © GOA 299 $5 
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(өші Е 
| SAFE 1% 


Lr = — 
MY PRISONER | I'LL NOT = 


REST UNTILL | САТСН 


7:09 OG зо GOA $89 Rl 
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m PRISONER | I'LL NOT 
REST UNTILL | CATCH 


к= PLACES 
p LEG HURDLE--4 


—a 
TO PLACE A HURDLE 
IN MY WAY INVITES 
DEATH! 


7:09 ® во GOA 186 $5 
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oT 
ЕС AND HERE 


7:09 OG а о GOA 100 $5 
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51 
а, ОМЕ? | CONSCIOUS 
| А “5 КАКА ON DAGDAG | Ë 
ንኑ — d 


GOA 100 $5 


WE'LL PUT HIM BEHIND THE BAR 
THERE'LL BE RELIEF FOR 


SORRY jJ 1700 
MIGHT ВЕ FEELING 
| UNCOMFORTAPLE IN 
CARRYING TWO HUGE 
61 


j! 
щик NEXT GUEST LOOK 
- к AN IMPORTANT 


VIGILE ON THE PRISONER | 
HE'S A DREADED ONE | 


70009 «с 25 189 п 
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=. 


bse ШИ [OFFICER | KEEP CONSTANT] 
VIGILE ON THE PRISONER | 
HE'S A DREADED ONE | 


ο, 
GURU GORAN | WHERE ARE YOU 
GOING? 
| BEEN PUT IN CENTRAI 
JAIL 


— WORLD WILL NO 
BE FULFILLED ! 


2. 2 
5 199 8*ጻዘ 


"ча ጋርን ΩΙ 15 TIGHT AT FRONT 
GATE OF JAIL ! LET ME TRY 


FROM BACKSIDE | 


PERHAPS | MAY БИССЕ 
2 WITH THIS BAMBOO | 
THE WALL I$ 
HIGH ! тв 
DIFFICULT FOR 
А PYGMY LIKE 
ME TO JUMP 


, ir 
I AM INI 


W WE HAVE TC pue ۴ 
GET 001 


7:09 00 «с O δ ኒቼ 8*ጻዘ 


OHH | HE 
PULLED OUT 
THE IRON 
FRAME! 


т 


መረት 


709 вв ве © Ὁ A t ul 
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PEOPLE OF 
WORLD | 
PREPARE TO 
TASTE MY 
ANGER | 


2» SET CENTRAL JAIL ON FIRE | ALL 
PRISONERS AND - 
SECURITY GUAR! 
PERISHED IN 
FLAMES | 


Г WHAT EN NEW 
HAPPENED, B^» NEW 


7:09 04 3 GOA 188 $5 
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Аи ~ WHAT 
HAPPENED, 
вм? 


А WOUNDED LION HITS 
MORE VIOLENTLY | 


E PRI =ч соло 
NOT ESCAPE AND WERE 


i ITHISIS NOTA 
RMANENT SOLUTION 
THAT'S WHY | АМ 


THAT INDICATES 
TO A COMING 
DANGER | 


7:09 OG 
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558 ጻዘ С 


ROCKETIS | 
AKING STRANGI 
VOICES ! 


TOA η 
DANGER | 


THERE- | € TIME HAS 
885 TO CROWN 
YOU A KING | 


| [TAM EGERLY AWAITING AM EGERLY AWAITING FOR 1 
THAT MOMENT, GORAN 1 


НЕ BROTHER OF AAKARA, SALDON, 
[6 A RENOWNED SCIENTIST | HE 
USED TO WORK ON A PROJECT TO 
MANUFACTURING A HYDROGEN 
[BOMB FOR A EUROPEAN COUNTRY | 


wasa WAS HAPPY WITH SALDONS 
| BUT НЕ HAD SOMETHING ELSE IN HS 
кы ІНЕ STOLE BLUE PRINTS OF HYDROGEN 


| BOMB AND VANISHED ፡- 


7:09 Ө & 2 Ñ 190 ዘ 
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GOVERNMENT WAS HAPPY WITH SALDONS 

I BUT HE HAD SOMETHING ELSE IN HIS 

Laie STOLE BLUE PRINTS OF HYDROGEN) 
li BOMB AND VANISHED -- 


THE MALIGN SCIENTIST RAN FROM ONE COUNTRY TO 
OTHER | ALTIMATELY HE SET UP А LABORATORY 
UNDERWATER IN INDIAN OCEAN AND SUCCEEDED TO 
DEVELOP THE DANGEROUS BOM | THAT BOMB CAN 

FULFIL OUR WISHES | 


ዘ DOES NOT SALDON HIMSEL! 
CONQUER THE WORLD WITH HIS 


THAT IF UNSUCCESSFUL HE 
WOULD BE KILLED | THAT 
mc ο NOT THE CASE WITH YOU! 


E SUBMARINE 
. zw | WILL TAKE US 
ARES | UNDERWATER | 


709 ወወ GOA 188 δα il 
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сн | |ARE TAKEN‏ یر 
Е Cy sonet‏ 
эла. | WILL TAKE US‏ 
А-а» | UNDERWATER |‏ 


т, FRIEND GORAN ው महमा 
ASK YOUR COLLEAGUE 
TO MIND HIS HEAD | 


GOVERNMENTS 
κ. ОҒ WORLD WILL 
==] BOW BEFORE 
ЕУ | БЕН OUR THREAT | 
ET 


ΕΚΕΙ WHAT ARE 
YOU DOING ? 


CO А 186 и 


ЕД L 
HAVE TO 
WORK 


SALDON | GO 
UNDER ME | 


INTO THE SEA 
AND BE A FOOD 
OF A SHARK! 


END MAILS TO EVERY COUNTRY ‘SAYING THAT WE HAYE MOST] THAT WE HAYE MOST 
POWERFUL HYDROGEN MISSILES | IF THEY DON'T TRANSFER 
THE SOVEREIGNTY IN 24 HOURS TO US, WE'LL START REVERSE) 


COUNTING TO FIRE | ፤ 


GOA 589 "η 


OLE Wi 
ЕА HOAX | OUR FORI 


CHAUDHARY I RAKA 
HAS THREATENED TO 
DESTROY THE UNIVERSE | 


BINI | NO ONE SHOULD 
DISTURB ME FOR SOME ~ 


TIME | | HAVE TO FIND 
SOURCE OF THE E-MAIL! B 


7:09 OG 2 δι 390 ЕТ 
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GOT IT | የ6. SOMEWHERE UNDER 
ы R OF INDIAN OCEAN 


CHACHAJI | SIR | YOU'LL a” 
YOU EVEN TO DROP US OVER 
DID NOT GIVE b | THE SEA ! 
TIME TO 
CHANGE 
CLOTHES | 


ГЦ. FLY YOU WHEREVER YOU WANT TO СО | 
THERE 15 ONLY ONE DIFFICULTY | YOUR 
COLLEAGUE CAN NOT SIT 
INGIDE THE PLANE | 


SOME NAUTICAL 
KILOMETRES 
‘AHEAD | 


70 00 = GOA 188 Β се 
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CHACHA CHAUDHARY | 
መላ | WHAT WHERE TO DROP YOU የ 
шам SOME NAUTICA 
ТІ МЕК 
HER ? KILOMETRES 
AHEAD | 


r 
WE'LL HAVE TO FIND RAKA'S 
PLACE BEFORE OUR 


ὄ WHOLE WORLD WILL PERISHI 


& 
aj 
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DEADLINE HAS ENDED | | AM 
GOING TO FIRE THE MISSILES | 
THE WHOLE WORLD WILL PERISHI 


PEN DOOR 
ок! 


SHOOT 
> “t M 


c 
mm s 
СХ 


HO | HO | BACKWARD 
STUPID I YOU COUNTING IS ON | ONLY 


Ak СНАСНАФ FIVE SECONDS MORE | 
FINGERS AS 


MISSILES 


OFF ON 


du] [9 


[5] 


FINISHED 
ALONGWITH THE 
WORLD IN JUST 
TWO SECONDS | 


9፡28 & Ὁ 5 $89 RIG 
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AVE COME? 
7% 000 | YOU'LL BE 
ἘΞ 
ALONGWITH THE 
WORLD IN JUST 
TWO SECONDS | 


AAMMMI 
F 


ч 


FALLING RAKA'S | 

АА HAND STRIKES| 
ON THE ОЕР | 
SWITCH AND-- 


P= Е 3 
THANKS, BACKWARD G "и. 
COUNT 16 STOPPED SWITCH | 
AND THE IMPENDING| ὮΝ 
DANGER 16 GONE | 
BUTTON | 
AGAIN ! 


710059 ва O 8199 чи 
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πο NI FIRST I'LL | 
HAVE TO እፈ 
КЕМОҮЕ 
hie 
N 1 


Ju . 


«| ЕТМЕ FIRE УЕ 
) ΄ 


AAHH | 
SUCCEEDED /” 
BEFORE НЕ COULI 


(town = кі. 
D ፈቃ ϱὶ 


= _ | 


7:10 OG αὐ © ов 188 All 
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AAHH | 
SUCCEEDED 
ум STOPPING НІМ 


SABU | TIE HIM WITH || 
THE ROPE | 


THANKS I THAT IS 1 
A DANGER TO THE ШИ | POSSIBLE WITH COMPUTER 
WE HAVE TO DEFUSE AND THATLL BE DONE | 
| 


GOA 188 8 "ጓዘ 


“ዝ# MISSILES POSE — ЕЛ I THATIS 1 
А DANGER ТО THE MANKIND POSSIBLE WITH COMPUTER 
| WE HAVE TO DEFUSE THOSE | AND THATLL BE DONE | 


ΕἸ 


FICULTY TO BREATHE 
UNDERWATER | 


° επ OF THOSE FAMILIES 
WHOSE KIN YOU 


THAT SHIP 
WILL TAKE 
US TO THE 


7100 $ | CO 188 5l 
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EET! 


€ SHIP 
WILL TAKE 
US TO THE 
LAND | 


Е CAPTAIN OF SHIP HAD 
SENT А WIRELESS MESSAGE 
ON THE COAST | A HELICOPTER, 

16 WAITING FOR US 


E nd АКЕ YOU TAKING 
ME TO የ LEAVE МЕ | 


gc THERE | 

TOWARDS THE WE'RE ALMOST 
[VOLCANO | WE'LL HAVE OVER THE 
$) ОКОР А РАББЕМСЕК | MOUNTAIN 1 


E |. CAPTAIN OF БНР НАО 


SENT А WIRELESS MESSAGE 
ON THE COAST | A НЕ! 
16 WAITING FOR U: 


«Л 
ы. жн АКЕ YOU TAKING 
ME TO ? LEAVE ME ! 


MOVE THERE | 
TOWARDS THE WE'RE ALMOST 
[VOLCANO | WE'LL HAVE OVER THE 
3 DROP А PASSENGER | MOUNTAIN | 


WHY АКЕ YOU TWO NAKED ? WHO 
HAS STOLLEN YOUR CLOTHES 7 


7:10 ® € жа 
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РВАМ Y 


COMICS CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
AND 
%5ТКЕКОТН.,ОҒ SABU 


po, STRANGT OF 
SABI) 


RAMU | |,SETH ZAAKI 
HAVE COME TO MAKE 


7:10 Ө & 3j GO & 390 4) 
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— 
4 RAMU ! I,SETH ZAAKI 
4 НАУЕ СОМЕ ТО МАКЕ 


YOU RICH. 

The heart throb of millions of 

отк strip lovers, cartoonist Pran 

all town, Kasar, 

maistan Абе completing 

his MA. in Pol.Sc. and studying 

Fine Arts, he started his cartooning. 
career іп 1960 from Daily Маар. 

During those days foreign 
b 


ted comics having Indian 
acters and ов local themes. 
characters CHACHA 
HAUDHARY, SABU 
HRIMATIJI, PINKI, BILLOO 
RAMAN have become 


ofthe People ofthe Year 

995, instituted by Limes 
of Recorda. Ма two episodes 
HACHA CHAUDHARY 


The reason forthe popularity of 
Рене characters is that they 
present simple and straight humour 
hh directly thes the laughter 
| сезе of the reader 


GOA на 


«еа SEE YOU आसत 1 


M КАКА! 
WHY'RE YOU 


LA ! HOW IS 
ELEPHANT ? 


ВЕ m ІТ HAS BECOME 
DIFFICULT TO FEED MYSELF 
IN THE DAYS OF HIGH 
COST OF LIVING, WHAT 
TO TALK OF AN ANIMAL ? 


711 OG 
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DIFFICULT ТО FEED MYSELF 
IN THE DAYS OF HIGH 
COST OF LIVING, WHAT 

TO TALK OF AN ANIMAL ? 


OF RAMU 


MY ANIMAL WILL GO ON RAMPAGE IN 
FARMER'S FIELD AND DESTROY HIS 
CROP, HE'LL SELL THE LAND. 


711 OG aE GOA 188 R 
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T ፳ во 
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J | 
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d THE PLAN WELL. DO IT MYSELF | 
MISFIRED ! 


AND SIGN THIS SALE DEED HO - HO! Fear 


OTHERWISE l'LL PUT YOUR HUT NE 
TO АСТ. 


711 OG @ ७ Ὁ а 195 “1 GD 
(ү 55 jionews.com/mac 


E 


AND SIGN THIS SALE DEED HO - HO! ғ: 
OTHERWISE I'LL PUT YOUR HUT MAKE E. УЕ NE T 
ON FIRE ! ο 


HE DOES NOT WANT TO SELL HIS 
AND. NO USE IN COMPELLING HIM, 


7:11 5 а @ 
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| 
Жо BAEK TD ЖҮП, 


መሃ EVERYONE BE SEATED 
WHOSOEVER MOVES, 
WILL BE KILLED 


ETE 


= 2 Y κ vae 


GOA $89 8 "ጓዘ 


11 


М PLANE IS GOING ТО BINI ! BRING A 
PAPAD FROM 


LAND AT AIRPORT 
KITCHEN. 


TERRO ነ 
WITH 182 PASSENI 
THE RELEASE 


98 ws € Ὁ 5 5፻ 84 
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GOVERNMENT 15 СО! 
DEMAND ОҒ 


711085 GOR 
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1,00 vo 46 
KB/S ШЕ 81 


ፍ] 
GOVERNMENT I$ SETTING 
A WRONG PRECENDENCE 


£ or 
PFRSONS. 


P TA! 
LLL DO AS | SAY. менг 


Г YOU'RE FREE 
s 4 
=. - 
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Fa PLANE уния 

САМТ GO 

ANYWHERE. 
WE'VE 
DEFLATED 


THE TYRES 


ARTS BRAIN WORKS 


| ( ኒርሬ AAGOTA OR I'LL 
SHOOT PASSENGERS 


пев we ०७३ Ми и 
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Шы s AAGOTA OR I'LL 
SHOOT PASSENGERS. 
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= == 
€ Q э > 
ч ሂር... 
) ` 
5) - te 
ж № 


АУЫЗ 
P 
ፖ/ 


Ci 
Ë 
K YL 


3 
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КАНИ ! BOARD Є =) 
WILL NOT FETCH ELSE 
MUCH MONEY. 


Z 


реј 
4 


ἴδιο Ub 411] 


HIS VEHICLE 
IWE'LL WHISK 
THAT AWAY 
AND SELL 
FOR GOOD 
AMOUNT. 


тем 


w 


1 


пи 


Mim 
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RATION IN KITCHEN IS Y 
πο SHOULD WITHDRA! 
a INEY FROM BANK. 


7፡11 ВЕ GOA 199 m il 
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ТНЕКЕ ІМ МҮ 
із 


oa US DRIVE AY 
THAT TRUCK 


( JDHARY ! 

Y UID YOU TAKE 1 
τοι JBLE OF COMING. WE'D | 
НАУЕ SENT MONEY AT YOUR 

RESIDENCE 


7:12 @ * © 
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N 
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STOP | YOU MUST BE TIRED ағалы» | CUP OF TEA WILL 
AFTER. A LONG JOURNEY. MAKE YOU AFRESH. 


712080 BG CO S ९89 All 
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&J 


HOW MUCH OF 27) 
WOULD YOU LIKE 7 


712 ВЕ GOA RP E il 
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да ^ 
HIM. THIS IS + 


THIS CITY HAS FIVE SUGAR 


MILLS. WHERE WAS THE 


" 9 TO IMPORT SUGAR τῷ: 


2 DAN 
CHACHA CHAUDHARY'S BRAIN WORKS Е 
FASTER THAN COMPUTER. 


7:12 ФЕ во GOA 186 8 ጓዘ 
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ж. LL DESPATCH THE MAN 
TO HELL WHO DID IT. 


712 Е С) Os Wr чи се) 
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71208 ва Ώ δι 0 чи 


IT 16 DAWN. ONE MORE 


gu | 
^^ L DAY HAS BEGUN. 
“жт ГГ 
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IT 16 DAWN. ONE MORE 
DAY HAS BEGUN 


me du. DURING 
SLEEP AT NIGHT 


V" CHACHI]! THAT HAPPENS ኘ [ 


BECAUSE YOU DO МОТ 
HANCE TO — 
PEAK 


DURING 


ας 5 CRORE IS ON STAKE FOR 
TODAY'S CRICKET MATCH. 


GONJA! INDIAN 
BOWLER, SINGH 
WILL DEVASTATE 
THE FOREIGN 
TEAM. WITHDRAW 
YOUR STAKES. 


7:12 В CORR E 
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аж Pa 5 CRORE IS ON STAKE FOR 
TODAY'S CRICKET MATCH 


GONJA! INDIAN 
BOWLER, SINGH 
WILL DEVASTATE 
THE FOREIGN 
TEAM. WITHDRAW 
YOUR STAKES. 


1S NOT POSSIBLE. 
1 KNOW THE WAYS TO 
WIN A MATCH, 


SINGH | YOU'RE ك‎ 0. 
YOU'LL NOT PLAY THE 


S wal YOU TRIED TO STEP 
OUT OF YOUR HOUSE, 


WE'LL BREAK YOUR 


712 OG С) 8 500 Βα ጻዘ 
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а YOU TRIED TO STEP 
OUT OF YOUR HOUSE, 


WE'LL BREAK YOUR г 
LIMBS AND MAKE YOU í 
UNFIT TO PLAY. 


T CHACHA CHAUDHARY | ГМ 
CRICKETER SINGH ӨРЕЛІ Ὧν ug WE SHOULD KEEP HIM 
UNDER SURVEILLANCE. 


COUNTRY HAS HIGH 
HOPE ON YOU. 


THAT IS ONLY WAY TO SAVE 
OUR MONEY. THAT 16 HIS 
HOUSE 


И ае HAS 
COME 
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g HAS 
СОМЕ 
Our! 


е“ А 
CRICKETER 7 


71298 9 ७ Ὁ ἃ 189 1t "til O 
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6ዐ | YOUR TEAM 
15 WAITING. 


e DHAMAKASINGH | | AM ROLA 
1 ЕСЕ, MINN ἐφ 
INHERITOR ОҒ PROPERTY WORTH 


CRORES OF 
RUPEES. 


маг. YOU KILL HER, ALL THAT 
WEALTH WILL COME TO ME. 


71209 во CO 2 146 E All 
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TH 


33 


€ YOU KILL HER, ALL THAT 
WEALTH WILL COME TO ME. 


YOUR WORK 16 


Pe  .= BULLET I$ 
= FOR HER. 


7:12 ® @ j GOA 188 Al 
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0 


= г “шш 16 MINNI I =: SAND 
а“ CASTLE 


mmy BULLET IS 
= FOR HER. 


BE PREPARED 
TO DIE! 


E R R R | DON'T DO THAT 
ON CHILDREN'S DAY. 


THE SOUND OF FIRING | BETTER FIX THIS 
WOULD ATTRACT | SILENCER TO YOUR | 
77] POLICE, GUN. 


Г ERRRIDONTDOTHAT с.і. СНАСНА 
ON CHILDREN'S DAY. CHAUDHARY | 


THE SOUND OF FIRING BETTER FIX THIS 
WOULD ATTRACT TE | SILENCER TO YOUR 
1 POLICE. 


- m" À = 
YOUR SUGGESTION IS | А 2 К 
RIGHT. i ) 


LET US GO HOME ! 
MAKES THE GUN 
TO FIRE 


7:15 @ * © 
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PRAN «б PRANS 
comics CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
LOTTERY AMOUNT 


Пі AMOUNT 


715 OG ( GOA 9 5l 
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б “А 
4 

Maurice Horn, the editor of 
World 


regularly enjoyed the exploits of his 
famous 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY, SABU, 
SHRIMATUL, PINKI, BILLOO, 
RAMAN and OTHERS. Over 600 
titles selling in the market, his 

strips regularly appear in numerous 
newspapers. His CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY comics was adapted 
to make a ТУ serial which ran. 


Dn 72 Q ЕБ 
premier channel. Ç VER YOUR 
“Travelled widely over the globe, he 1 “ጉሙ 
delivers lectures at International: 


Conferences. He has been honoured 
with People of The Year Award by 


book United We Stand” in 1983. 
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ΓΗ -- | WAS GOING TO GIVE | 
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ጨዉ ተ. 


ን, " ВИТ! HAVEN'T | 


OW IS MINE NOW! | SOLD IT #7 
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DHAMAKA 
Î SINGH! HE 


INSULTED ME. 
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LL KILL YOU 
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[ AS HE WAS THE 
ONLY HEIR OF YC 
WEALTH HE THO! 
TO KILLT HEN 
WHO LAID GOLDEN 
EGGS AND GRAB 


7:14 ВЕ ጩቭ 2.5 ፪፪ W sl 


55 jionews.com/mac 


7140 | GOA 190 E il 


55 jionews.com/mac 


WE зе 
zi 


M έλος, 


714 OG = (9 O A FP E il 


0 55 jionews.com/mac 


7400 BE 


25 jionews.com/mac 


714 OG а © O & 490 Gl 


55 jionews.com/mac 


ТНЕКЕ АКЕ М 
ጨ 


7:14 OG а © О & 490 6 Gl 


55 jionews.com/mac 


7:14 OG GOA 10 е il 


55 jionews.com/mac ७ 


71409 во ς Ὁ 2 мен All 


95 jionews.com/mac 


| AT 5, 
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PRAN .ይ PRANS 
CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
AND MISS UNIVERSE 


»- OF THE 
FOREIGN TEAM 
HITS THE BALL OF 
INDIAN BOWLER, 


Entertaining generation after 
generation, his comics have been 
constant companion of every 
youngster's growing up, who 
regularly enjoyed the exploits of А 
famous characters, 

CHACHA CHAUDHARY, SABU, 
SHRIMATUL, PINKI, BILLOO, 
RAMAN and OTHERS. Over 600 
titles selling in the market, his 
strips regularly appear in numerous 
newspapers. His CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY comics was 


continuously to 600 ері 
premier channel. 


Travelled widely over the globe, he 
delivers lectures at Internation 
Conferences. He has been hor 
“People of The Year Award’ by 
Book of Records for 
larizing comics. Prime Minister 


book * United We Stand” in 1983. 


Publisher. 


b- OF THE 
FOREIGN TEAM 
HITS THE BALL OF 
INDIAN BOWLER, 


BALL CROSSES 
THE BOUNDARY 
FOUR RUNS! 


CHACHA CHAIIDHARY 
OUR TEAM MIGHT BE 
OEFEATED? 


жоқ! BATSMAN MIGHT | 


NOT TAKE ANOTHER RUN | 


RIVAL TEAM + 
AMASSED A 


OUR LIONS ARE COMING TO 


PLAY THEIR INNINGS. 


RIVAL TEAM 
AMASSE 


INDIAN 
BATSMEN ARE 
QUITE CAPABLE 
0 SCORE MORE 


OUR LIONS ARE COMING TO 


PLAY THEIR INNINGS. 


МАМ | OUR SUPER SPINNER! 
WILL TURN YOUR LIONS 1८ 
ATS AND SEND THEM 

BACK TO PAVILION 


IF YOU DON'T ш መ 
THEN HAVE А BET ? 


E KIND OF 
ӨРІМ I$ THAT ? 


top and touch the back € to exit 
full screen. 


IE OF 
SPIN IS THAT? 


COUNTRYS SUPER 
SPINNER WOULD 
BOWL OUT YOUR 

WHOLE ТІ 


e WILL 
MARK OUR ΜΙΝΙ 


መጠ | HAVE TO GO FORWARI 
AND HIT THE BALL 
BEFORE ІТ TAKES SPIN. 


€ 
НЕ REMOVAL 
OF LAST 
ATSMAN WILL 
MARK OUR WIN 


HAVE TO GO FORWARI 
AND HIT THE BALL 
BEFORE IT TAKES SPIN. 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


AND HIT THE BALL 
BEFORE ІТ TAKES SPIN. 


e 
HE REMOVAL 
OF LAST 
ATSMAN WILL 
MARK OUR ММЦ 


HAVE TO GO FORWA 
AND HIT THE BALL 
BEFORE IT TAKES SPIN. 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


й 
HIS HANDS 
WILL HAVE 
TO BE 
BANDAGED 
IN PLASTER, 


CIC SABU! 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


:: 2 HAS 
WON THE 


А тест ዝብ Б N\ LL >= 
L——— λα σι е | 


4 Drag from top and touch the back button to á 
full screen. 


T I$ DIFFICULT 
GO FURTHER. 
AMMED 


T I$ DIFFICULT 
GO FURTHER 
JAMMED. 


al 


BHAI 4 ! 

WHY THE VEHICLES 

HAVE COME А 
STANDSTILL 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


)W MISS AMERICA 

ONE OF THE FIVE 

FINALISTS WILL 
ANSWER THE 
QUESTION. 


5PREAD EDUCATION 
HILDREN AND ЕКАО! 
Р 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


mr 
NEEL! | 


| М | беш SHE 15 LUCKY 
FAMED | Tow LE 
DAATO | 
гү У 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


5 ባው 
ж. 168 pec 
ASIDE! = > 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


Әт ARE YOU 
FORCING THAT 
LADY? LEAVE 
HER ALONE 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


ET SEE) ж 
| YOU! | д 


Ж 
N 


VE BEEN CH 
INIVERSE 


R SHOE STI 
YOUR OWN HEAD. 
ONE MAN СА 


WANT MISS NEEL 
AND | MYSELF WILL 
GO TO TAKE HER 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


YOUR OWN HEAD. ONLY 
ONE MAN CAN DO ТНА АА: А. 
HAPPEN, WHOSE GOTO 4 ἘΚ 


BRAIN WORKS РА ^ ROCK, COME ! 
THAN COMPUTER. у 


f we must Eod FAULT 


THIS TIME. 


TRUCK Gere manne 
тоновете WANT MISS NEEL 
AND | MYSELF WILL 


4 


Y SUSPICION РКОУЕ 
BÍ RIGHT. SO YOU ARE THERE 
FOR THE SECURITY OF THAT 
Αἱ 


top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


HAMELEON ! Y ou A 
FIRED AT CHACHJI ? 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


19 
ТАМ 


p 1 


em HAIL OF h. 
BULLETS WILL MAKI 
WHEN SABU 16 ANGRY А VOLCANO HOLES IN YOU. 
ERUPTS SOMEWHERE 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


TEDENOUGH! ] | 


EE 


2% 
| d ET | 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


CHACHI = 
oh) APPLY TURMERIC. № 
WOUNDS WILL 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


СННАККА ВНА 
PLAYER AND 


m KNOW, | CAN 
ALSO SMASH 


Г тне MATCH 16 
ABOUT TO START. 


ቨ ад from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


F 


Г’ THE VISITING 

TEAM'S BOWLER 16 

GOING TO THROW A 
ar 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


A 5 OVER. WE SHAL à N T 5 NOT OUT А 
TOMORROW 149. HE WILL CONTINUE 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full — 


E SET ANGRY / 4 
ЕТ THERE ВЕ ROITS ሬ 


OPLE GET 
NT 


HACHI PUT 
LOTS O! 
BUTTER IN 
x THE LASSI. 


ЕЗ WE HAVE АМ 
EMERGENCY. OUR STAR 
BATSMAN СННАККА BHAI 
HAS BEEN KIDNAPPED. 


CHACHI PUT PARK THE CAR. 
LOTS OF || | ብር TAKE 


BUTTER IN SOME e Ai EA Т” 
x ы: 


"s 


СНАСНАЛ WE HAVE AN 
EMERGENCY, OUR STAR 
BOARD BATSMAN СННАККА BHAI 
PRESIDENT, HAS BEEN KIDNAPPED. 


<. WILL со ON 
RAMPAGE. WE MUST 
SEARCH HIM OUT. 


WE SHALL GO 
TO THE CRICKET 
PAVILION. 
BATSMAN WAS 
LAST SEEN А 


PERHAPS WE SHALL 
ыр 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


መሞ TO TAP 21 | H 
WITH THEIR ВАТ 
ТО SMOOTHEN IT. | 
CAN SEE HE DID THE 
SAME HERE. 


WE SHALL GO 
TO THE CRICKET 
PAVILION. 
BATSMAN WAS 
LAST SEEN 


PERHAPS WE SHALL 
FIND A CLUE. 


CRICKETERS HAVE THE 
HABIT TO TAP PITCH 
WITH THEIR 
ТО SMOOTHEN IT | 
CAN SEE HE DID THE 
SAME НЕКЕ 


Г OKAY. BUT WHERE DID 


THE CAR 607 


ONE OF THE 
MEN 15 AN 
m HE 
DROPPED SOME 
TOBACCO NEAR 

THE CAR." 


* CHACHA CHAUDHARY'S BRAIN WORKS 
FASTER THAN А COMPUTER. 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


GOT THE і 
STUFF YOU ch 3 
WANTI 
DRUGS? 
COME IN 


| WHERE IS THE 
CRICK 


ЕТЕК? 


η АМОТНАТ 
CRICKETER BOTH WILL DIE 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


КЕ у SPEED ЦР! 
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7 «ይ PRANS 
comes — CHACHA CHAUDHARY 


" AGRE 


APA еи лауа 


НЕ THE ADJOINING ROOM. 
PERHAPS THIEVES HAVE 
BARGED 


Entertaining generation after 
ዝመ his comics һауе been. 
constant companion ር... 
youngster’s growing ul 

regularly enjoyed the exploits of his 
famous characters, 

CHACHA CHAUDHARY, SABU, 


‘with "People of The Year Award” by 
Limes Book of Records for 
popularizing comics. Prime Minister 
Indira Gandhi released his comic 
book * United We Stand" in 1983. 
Publisher 


АТА 


п И AUN 


NIS атут 
WAKE UP! | HEAR NOISE 


4 
τος ΤΗΕ ADJOINING ROOM, 
PERHAPS THIEVES HAVE 
BARGED IN 


Sy 


| WILL CALL THE SOCIETY WHICH 
ASKS FOR DONATIONS. / 


YOU GONE MA +) 
DONT YOU CALL THE POLICE 


ы 
с 
Е 

E 
Е 
с 
9 
n 
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о- 
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DAD! ISN'T THE BRIBE ТОС . | 
MUCH? 
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| = wir WAS THE FIRST PRESIDENT OF 
AMERICA? 
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Гови co, ce BAI GO, GET THE 
AND THEN KILL + 
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JOKE АМ 
HIS BRAIN EX 
NK HE HAS REALL 


WORD 
EKIOUSLY 


INE OF 
THE SEVEN WONDERS 
OF THE WORLD. 


YES, THAT IS WHY 
WE'RE GOING 
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5 HAT MAD WANTS TO HIT 
THE ТАЈ AND BLOW IT UP 
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दिक्क टा 
ह 


| | GOT HOLD OF 
Ё THE STEERING 
SABU! WATCH OUT! SWERVE of ‘STEER 
THE TRUCK! Ve Z зш? 


MANAGED ТО 
TURN THE TRUCK 
ON TIME. 
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Mes 
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था! 


E — बॉस! क्राम हो गय " 
| | የመ बाहर गाड़ी τ बैठे. sv 
| मैं इस कबूतर को उुड़ाकर 

आता हूँ. 
እብ 4 
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1 | | ጋ 
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- बॉस! क्राम हो गय 2 | 


- ах көте एक ar ) አነ 
| የመረ बाहर गाड़ी τ बैठी. " चाबी है. || 
मैं इस कबूतर को 35174 ΙΓ 2258 
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/ T efe ч 25 ` 5 
ቺ ) (A 


[र जज हो जडे हे कनो ዝብ 


उसके बेरल का 
सफाई भी की है? 3 
ር d 


ая अपने сат") 
ы से ही т! 
|| 


72408 во 
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ая अपने 5] 
E रोगे! 


Г ята" अब तुम मरने ) 
ना रहे हो! 
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ሪኖ: GET RID OF THE 


PERSON ON TOF. 


= 
WE FAILED 


fi pn. 
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7:25 ВЕ CO 2 500 8 чи Ce 


፦ SEE, 7 
WITH THAT RED ТІ 


[ | ! SEE! WHAT DO YOU PLAN ТО DO now?) 
< 


ἂν KNOW HER «ὦ | 
соме! 


- ማድ 


" WILL 
WAIT НЕК 
UNTIL НЕК 
PARENTS 
LEAVE 
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M WILL 
WAIT НЕК 
UNTIL НЕК 
= 
LEAVE 
HOME 


а Ey 

и GE HE 
OKAY. DON'T DO ANY -% DIDN'T SUSPECT 
MISCHIEF, OR ELSE а us. 


PRAN б PRANS 
SHA SHA SHA JOHARY' ) 


= SABU I THE ADVICE 


ОҒ OLDS REACHES YOUNGSTER: 

AT SAME TIME, BUT LIGHT OF 
ADVICE REACHES THEM 
WHEN THEY GROW OLD | 


(нАСНАЛ 115 THE 
SPEED OF SOUND 
MORE OR THAT ОҢ 


1 ЕС STARTS 


К RAINING! Д 


Е ТЕТ INSIDE THE | 
— осо | 
— 


MANY 
VEHICLES 


О & 499 yo οἰ 
> KB/S UE 


MANY 
VEHICLES 


= 
[отт | 


| га = 
E | FIRE | 


ባሪ П ο ! xo E 


А САН САТСН а 


4 


BALLU | 
ka 


HIJACK THIS 5 
TRUCK ! Y 


| HIJACK THIS Р 
TRUCK ! 


| Е TROUBLE 
= | TRAVELLERS ? 


F 


S 7 
Ав YOU SOW, ΟΝΕ 
к 


YOU'LL REAP ! 


ENEMITY WITH 7) ጩ 
WOULD COST Y 
= 


ፍው WHILE | 
WHISK AWAY THEIR 
Fre | 


AWAY IT, LET ME 
PUNCTURE IT! 


<= SABU | YESTERDAY 

É WENT AWAY WITHOU 
BOWLING TO ME ! 
YOU'LL DO THAT NOW} 


ea WENT AWAY WITHOU 
BOWLING TO МЕ! 
YOU'LL DO THAT NO! 


WERE YOU AFRAID 
| MIGHT NOT HIT A ጅጋ 
CENTURY ? 


NO | | DID THAT 
FOR YOUR 
BENEFIT ! 


NTIL YOU BOWL FOR) 
ME, | WON'T LET You) 


| HAVE INSTRUCTED SABU 
NOT TO HARM ANY i, ! 


НАКМ ? HOW A 
BATSMAN SUFFER 
А1055 ?1АМ A 


Ντι YOU BOWL РОК 
WME, | WON'T LET YOU 


PATAN | IF YOU INSIST, LET 
US DO THAT! 
ст ЈО THAT | 


P | 


E OUT ! OTHERWISE 
YOU WOULD HAVE BEEN 


SABU ! WE'LL 
| HAVE SOME 


| 


(он | MY ВАТ] 


GOA $89 8 *5ዘ 


BHARSINGH! ነ 


WHY DO YOU 
m. | WE'LL LAMENT AT 


HAVE SOME IDDLE OF ROAD 
МАТ! 


ian OF CITY 
| WILL NOT GET 


‘AST NIGHT A STORM 
IUPROOTED THAT TREE 


= ee ICH BLOCKED ROAD 


= ! 
REMOVE 
THE TREE ! 


535 190 8 чи С 


። | 
3 


ο στ το 
| THROW IT? 


HANKS | THE TREE 
с. I] WILL PROVIDE МЕ 
SHADE AND FRUITS ! 


© δ. 599 Y 
δι 5፻፪8 


(Үнемлмесо сан | 


° GET LOT OF MILK. 


tM СОМ | i CAN | 
° GET LOT OF MILK. Жә 


2 


в 


G 3 EX 6 
CO 2 146 All 


О 
WAY | GARA GRABS} 
DOMESTIC 
__ ANIMALS. 


t. TAKE RS. 10/- DOG I£ 
MINE 


é BUT !- 


YOU САМ TAKE 
iT FREE 
OF COST 


Ел САМ TAKE 
iT FREE 
OF COST 


J CHANGED, N 


AM YOUR 
MASTER! _ 


« 1 E Y 


SINGH ! 13 
INSULTED ME. 


| WHO DARED? 


= HOW HE DEFEATED YOU 7 


(his DOG CHASED 
ME AWAY ! 


THE OWNER 16 
AN. TE 5015 
HIS DOG. 


THE OWNER |S ШШШ 
AN Tt md —— 
HIS DOG. 


TLL РАСК CHAUDHARY TO НЕШ 
FOR KEEPING SUCH A РЕТ V 


κί 


መ A 500 E 
> KB/S UE 


TU. TAKE HIS DEAD BODY AND SHOW 
TO UNDERWORLD ATLASTWEARE | 
FREE FROM HIS TERROR! | 


FOOL! YOU 
DESTROYED MY 


| FREEZE ! NOW YOU DON'T HAVE ANY 
WEAPON, YOUR STICK 15 GONE ! 


О A 390 8 “ና 
> KB/S UE 


FREEZE ! NOW YOU DON'T HAVE ANY 
WEAPON. YOUR STICK 19 GONE ! 


AGAIN YOU'RE UPTO YOUR ነ 
MISCHIEVOUS ACTIVITIES? 


ΠΟ — 


| DILAWAR | CURSH THAT 
| op WOMAN! 


ነዱ (111/1101 


( DILAWAR | CURSH THAT 
OLD WOMAN ! 


FLL PAY YOU “ሠሪ NO ле”) TWO LAKHS 
!TRIED MY BEST! Ты ONLY WHEN YOU FINISH HER. 


СОТ HER FROM 


LL SHOOT HER ЕКОМ 
BACK. IF 
TR 


NO MATTER IF DILAWAR FAILED 
FLL KN ^" 


AATTER IF DILAWAR FAILED 


WHY ? IS THIS Яя NFVER IMAGINED vou Y 
š WOULD Di HA 
HE WAY YOU | CHEAP ACT? Д 


BEHAVE WITH 
ELDERS 7 


А5 HE WAS THE 
ONLY HEIR OF YOUR 
IWEALTH HE THOUGHT 
TO KILL THE HEN 
WHO LAID GOLDEN 
EGGS AND GRAB 


ALL AT once. Д J 


Ώ 8400 yo 24g 
> KB/S UE 


Од рш 50 


HH | 
“уд р 
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By | 
ТЕЕ ЕЕ TIRED. 
SIT AND RELAX 


PRANS 


EXPENSIVE MADD) 
гет Xx 


/ 
| 
> 


== 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY AND 
EXPENSIVE DIAMOND 


BINI ! THE AROMA OF 
THE PARANTHAS IS 
TEMPTING ROCKET. 


ТЕН” BIG AND EXPENSIVE 
СНАСНАЛ, I'M DOOMED ! DIAMOND HAD COME 
БЕН | TO MY SHOWROOM 
WHAT HAPPENED FOR BEING POLISHED. 
GOLDSMITH 
MANIK CHAND ? 


па 
ІТ HAS BEEN КОВВЕО ! NOW WE WILL LOSE 
OUR GOODWILL AND THE CUSTOMER WILL 
ASK FOR A COMPENSATION. 
Hy 


ος m a f 
5 s | 
=a а“ Ἂν. 2 4 7 
NOTHING ይ 

wu parren - А bss 


5 P ) 
= y 


፻ ድ /] 


..- о RELYING 
ግ YOU 4 


—  s— 
© PRAN'S FEATURES LLP 


ЕЕ COME TO BUY DIAMONDS 
FOR ΜΥ WIVES. 


መሙ 


WONDERFUL 
DIAMOND 
ANYWHERE 
ELSE. WOW ! ILIKE 
THIS. GET IT 
PACKED. 


OH SHEIKH ! RIGHT 
NOW WE DON'T HAVE 


ር ORDER IS 
CANCELLED ! 


SHOW ME A SIMILAR BIG 
ora FOR MY FIRST 
WIFE TOO. 


| WOULD HAVE PAID 
RA FORA 
BIG DIAMOND. 


HE'S TELLING 
ፀንሽ νετονιαιτ. 
ነ ७ e-m. ER. 


$ (9 


YOU'LL BE EXTREMELY 
HAPPY TO SEE MY 
$1 


== OUR 
DESTINATION. 


и ! 
STRANGERS 


DHAM AKA SINGH! DEAR SHEIKH ! 
ІНАУЕ A CLIENT FOR YOUR WIFE WILL 
x. BIG DIAMOND. LIKE THE DIAMOND. 


WOW пи BUY IT RIGHT 
μην 1 TELL THE PRICE. 


I'LL MAKE ONLINE 
PAYMENT. 


A A 
CHEQUE ? 


% 


l'LL CALL MY 
Ре TO BRING 
CASH. 


WHY HASN'T THE CASHIER COME? | 


/ E HAVE СОТ 
CAUGHTIN 
THE TRAFFIC. 


d YOUR MEN TO 
COUNT THE MONEY 
AND BRING. 


A 


| {οὖν 
ΠΕ ІМҮ WANT TO SEE. 
=| COMMISSION ! TT 
H 16 255. ae 
ΠΗ =z í ) 
Ee a p | та : 


s= WON'T 
LISTEN EASILY. 


` » ፎ 
t αὶ < 
T X 
=< 
>9 
Ф 
еш 
-> 9 \ 
шш 
м τ 
га < 


δν 


=== 
E 
* 
x I 


WE TRACED YOUR 
we LOCATION AND 


REACHED. E ! 
Π гї НЕКЕ? 


Em WELL DONE 4 
ν v. 


MANIK CHANDI IKNEW THAT 
SOMEONE FROM YOUR SHOP 
HE BROUGHT WAS INVOLVED IN THIS. 50 
ЕЕ НЕЕЕ ТО 
BUY THE 
DIAMOND. 


8 EERE 


* CHACHA CHAUDHARY'S BRAIN 
WORKS FASTER THAN COMPUTER. 


ЕТ 
YOUTRIEDTO |— 
ee) THE HAND Π GREED GIVES 
THAT FED YOU. || BIRTH TO CRIME. 


уа 
[ | 


ከጥ 
LTW 
| \ Y 


॥ 
ТНЕКЕ 


SD, 


FFF 
K 


GHOST! 
AVE I! 


НА! НА ! НЕ LEFT 
HIS SUITCASE. 


Era YOUR UNCLE IS 
CALLING YOU. 


OVER THERE, ON 
THE ris 


Wes HERE, 
IT'S EMPTY. 


WHERE'S πα 
GHOST 


OUR 
| 
MANGU ९ ያ 
4 


у 


Ж” 
CUNNINGNESS 
WON'T WOKK. 


= а 
2% 
zo 
<= 
Е > 
ΕΣ 
%5 
59 
52 
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T «ϐ PRANE 
comics CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
ος GOLD COINS 


CHACHAJI!1 WANT TO PLAY MUSIC! 


WHAT CAN 
YOU PLAY ? 


ЕЕ sasu A. 
WE PROPRIETORS PRANS FEAT 


HAVE NOT YOU READ 
THE BOARD ? 


WHISTLE 
15 NOT 
NOISE 7 


«ca GOOD 
OING TO 


DRINK LASSI I 


LALA ! WOULD YOU 
LIKE TO BUY A CAR ? 
ITS CHEAP. 


| S MY CAR -— YOUR 
WHICH WAS STOLEN HAND ! 
FEW DAYS AGO 


d кы BUT 
CHACHAJI ! HE WANTS ር3 FIRS Л. 
TO SELL MY CAR TO ME ! LET ME 


15 NO 
TAKE A PETROL 
TRIAL ! IN THAT ! 


WELL, l'LL PAY YOU DOUBLE THE 

AMOUNT THAT OF LALA. GO AND 

TAKE THE MONEY FROM MY MAN 
STANDING AT CORNER 


НАСНА CHAUDHARY ! 
че МНАТ АКЕ МУ FOREFATHERS WERE RICH 
YOU LOOKING FOR ? THEY HAD HIDDEN GOLD COINS 


SOMEWHERE. | AM SEARCHING 


E Y USED TO HIDE MONEY 7 
A PLACE WHERE IT WAS LEAST 
EXPECTED ο 


Ὁ CHACHA CHAUDHARY'S BRAIN 
WORKS FASTER THAN COMPUTER 


WE'LL SELL COINS FOR 
CRORES OF RUPEES 


CHAUDHARY ! 
DHAMAKA SINGH 
АТСНЕО AWAY 
THE 
ТЫ 


HAND OVER THE 
COINS TO ME. 


pe: 15 BISHNU ! 


d FIND HIM 
AT HIS HIDEOUT 


ВЕТТЕК ТО 
ЗТОР ТНЕМ 


ТНЕКЕ. 


CHAUDHARY ! 
YOU CANT SEE 
US. BUT WE DO! 


m <n 


WHEN SABU IS ANGRY A 
VOLCANO ERUPTS SOMEWHERE 


ВЕТТЕК ТО 
ЭТОР ТНЕМ 


ТНЕКЕ. 


CHAUDHARY ! 
YOU CAN'T SEE 
US. BUT WE DO! 


WHEN SABU I$ ANGRY A 
VOLCANO ERUPTS SOMEWHERE 


ГЦ. ТАКЕ 
COINS 


SAFELY 


TREASURE ы WAS DUE ТО ‘LL TAKE AWAY THAT 
SLIPPED THAT BIG LAMBOO. THEN YOU CAN 


AWAY d REGAIN THE TREASURE 


wILL YOU 
DRINK 


THAT 15 MY 
WEAKNESS 


та 2% > ጋ Ди 
Е: a 

онн! ५. 

SMOKE !! 


5 


pu 
| 2 4! | 
|) f ዴ Ж. 24 


THERE 15 NO SABU WHO 
COULD HAVE SAVED IT. 


ЕТ MF SEE 
WHO CAN 
STOP МЕ? 


FAR OFF AWAY ! 


№ КОСКЕТ ! СНАЗЕ НІМ 


AT CHILD HAS INHERITED РЕОРЕКТ 
WORTH CRORES OF RUPE 4 HIS 


SABU ! GET THAT 
CHILD ! 


[1700 


№: ROGUE HAS 
SAVED HIM 


YOU MADE 
MISTAKE ВҮ 


BOKA ! A TALL МАМ HAS 
SAVED THE CHILD! 


YOU DID "m AT OUR 
HOUSE ? 


THE THING AT WHICH YOU 
FIRED 15 А KITCHEN РОТ 
YOUR BULLETES ARE 
FINISHED. 4 


©: CHAHCA 

CHAUDHARYS 

BRAIN WORKS 
FATER THAN 
COMPUTER. 


BOKA 
YOUR 
THAT 
CONDITION? 


WHY NOT І 
REMOVE MY 
UGLINESS ? 


WHY NOT 7 SO 
MANY HAVE BEEN 
BENEFITED BY MADAM 


4.7 


E 
BEAUTIFUL ? 


UGLINESS I$ A CURSE THE PRICE OF BEAUTY- WHEN | AM 
ONCE | TOO WAS A TREASURE 16 Re. ONE LAKH BEAUTIFUL, 
SUFFERER. THEN А | YOUNG MEN 
DRANK THE WONDER WILL 
DRUG AND RESULT 15 ASPIRE TO 
BEFORE MARRY ME 
d 


LOOK, THE REAL 


FACE OF MADAM 
BUTTERFLY ! 


WHEN SHE MOVED, HER EAR RINGS 4. ІКІШ НІМ ч 
REMAINED STATIC. | UNDERSTOOD 
MADAM WAS WEARING MASK. ¥ г 


RTE, í 
£ HERE 15 YOUR 
J MONEY BACK. 
M 
% αἱ | 
" ረ 24 
1! ` 
. ыу E x 


(% WANTS TO 


HIT US. 


Eu PLANT TREES, NOT FELL 


THEM. 
ም 
e ) 
7 


WHEN SABU 15 ANGRY, 
A VOLCANO 
ERUPTS SOMEWHERE 


— 
CHAUDHARY ГМ 


GOING TO CRACK 
YOUR HEAD | 


F. ГУЕ wORN 
A HELMET UNDER 
THE TURBAN 


BECAUSE WHO KNOWS 
WHEN BINI MIGHT = J 
THE ROLLING PIN AT ME ? 


P e YOUR 
CHI EIS L] 
EAUTIFUL 


y" der. 


NO ONE 
CHACHI IS COOKING | 

MATTAR PULAV 
WE LL EAT THAT 


^PORTUNE TIME 
TO SETTLE THE ፳ 
SCORE 


« PRANS 


comics CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
DEADLY DAN 


13 A I THAT 
CHINAWARE 15 BIGGER 
THAN Οὐκ, IF WE GET 
THAT IT'LL GIVE ELEGANCE 
TO OUR HOUSE 


DAOLA ! | AGREE 
WITH YOU ! 


OLD MAN! WHY 


е: ουκ 
CHINAWARES 7 


/ 


Е 15 A DEADLY DRAGON 
PAINTED ON YOURS, WHEREAS 
OURS HAS A BEAUTIFUL FLOWER. 


፥ 1 VAAI t ДВА 
ራሥ ጋዉ 
ГООМТ МАНТ ሃዕሀ 
REPENTING LATER 
T МЕ WANT ም 
í v 


У | WAS GOING TO 
THROW THAT 
IN GARBAGE ! 


CHACHAJI ! 
PLEASE TRY MY 
EAR RING ? 


1 AM GOING 
m. ^ 


2 ^ 
ДІ ; 5 ^ Ка? ! STOP THE CAR! 
= |^ í 

Е 5 “ y | 


LADY | PART WITH 
NECKLACE. 


r—mn 
STOP ! WHY ARE YOU 
TROUBLING A GIRL ? 


MAGO ! THE GOLD THIS PERSON GIVE THIS 
WEARING AROUND HIS NECK ЭМЕ TH 
MORE VALUABLE THAN THE TO US ! IT 


GIRL'S NECKLACE 


MY = 
IS SAVED. BUT 
THEY (00ТЕ0 


WE'LL GET 
GOOD 
AMOUNT BY 


INCREASE THE 
SPEED AND 
CRUSH HIM 


YOU DAMAGED 
OUR CAR ? 


Е, ке 
Bees. LOOK ! THE 
RING 16 3 


wHY‏ ا 


Ка i ^s YOU LOOK SAD? 


е WILL BE ROLLED BACK, BUT 
WE WANT 50% 


1 
м PROFITS | 


7 


L 4 


INANCE MINISTER: 


SIR ! DAN 
SPEAKING ! TAKE 


ON BICYCLES ! THEIR 
NUMBER I$ MORE THAN 
CARS. HENCE 
MORE REVENUE ! 


SHUT UP | CYCLE 15 MEANS ОҒ 
CONVEYANCE OF THE POOR. 


| SIR, THAT 15 TOO MUCH ? 


| BuT LESS | እ 


THEN ON WHAT TAX 
SHOULD BE LEVIED TO 


TO OFFICE . 


| SIR ! YOUR DRIVER 15 


| DEAD IF YOU WANT ТО 
LIVE GET IN OUR 


D ከሽ 
LOOK. YOU'LL HAVE TO FACE 
CONSEQUENCES 


FOR THIS 


y IT SEEMS 


YOU'LL BE OUR GUEST ar YOU ARE A PUPPET 


UNTIL YOU SIGN 9 ОҒ SOME BUSINESS 
TYCOONS ? 


PAPERS EXEMPTING 
CARS FROM TAX. 


FINANCF MINISTER 
HAS BEEN 
ABDUCTED! _ 

1 


HE MADE 
COUNTRY S 
ECONOMY 
STRONG AND 15 
AN ABLE 


9) DMINISTRATOR 


ΤΗΕ CRIMINAL INVOLVED WEARS LONG v] 
ОАТ 


CONFECTIONERY, COAT. s ЕЗІ 1 
zu Ж L- n 
CONCLUDED 44! ( 
THAT ? 5 WHERE EVER HE 
% WALKED HIS 
LONG COAT 
SWEPT THE 
DUST ОРЕ! 


и HAIR FROM HIS 
MOUSTACHE I5 LYING 


Г DACOIT APPLIES WAX ON ! 
HIS MOUSTACHES. vi HERE. iT iS NOT SOFT 
ΙΝ а ቷ ዐሀዩ ТО МАХ! 


— WHEN YOU KNOW THE DISEASE, በ CAN ВЕ - V 
EAB CURED ABDUCTOR 15 DEADLY DAN. НЕ } 


СОМЕ ЕОК व 
HELP. DON'T YOU 
WANT THAT 
MINISTER SHOULD 
CO-OPERATE 
WITH YOU? 


BUT HOWLL WE ENTER ? 
THEY WILL WELCOME 


αι. tL =) TO US WITH BULLETS. 


GO TO THEIR 
HIDEOUT 1 


DISGUISE 
AND ONE BY 
ONE ! SABU ! 


Г’ !HAVE 
| PRESSED 
< THE DOOR 
| BELL 


Е BUT 


номи. 3 
DO THAT ? 


си oa 
YOU HAVE 
T POINT 


COME IN! 


СА HERBS. PLEASED, 
HE PROMISED TO HELP ME 


ANYTIME. NOW THE TIME 
HAS COME 


С CHIEF 1] SUSPECT А RAT HAS 
INTRUDED ! 


cm 


— 53 CAPTAIN ! 


орек" J YOUR 
CHOPPER ? 


BUT SABU YOU ARF ” 
TOO BIG TO ENTER —aa 
А НЕЦСОРТЕК ? DON'T WORRY 
IVE A SOLUTION 


има ጩ ን 
НЕ INSTUKCTED ME 
TO NAVIGATE 
TOWARDS WEST 


1 HAYE TO TAKE | 
HIM SAFELY TO 


HIS 
DESTINATION. 


SIR ! | TOLD YOU. 
НЕ 15 А CHEAT! 


я онн! "m 
BULLETS ! 
po 


L^ 
› 
$ 


ο αφ 


THIS Н 
WILL CRUSH 
YOUR 


А м 
us =? Ф ኳ 
- 
е » ФФ“. 
| = TRD 
Gi BREAK YOUR 
GUN 


x 
- HEAD WITH ЕМРТҮ 
в. е 
Р as 


NOW IT 
15 MY 
TURN! , 


И 
5 
E < 4 
OHH ! LAM | COME TO SAY 
ENIM WORLD 
SL 


SIRI YOU | /^ THANKS. ^ 
( CHACHA, 
CHAUDHARY ! 
СА, 


ARE FREE v. 


— /-- 
d - 


Sees 
V ск! YOUR 
| ворот нло | É 


we ( 


CHACHAJI ! MY SON 
SHOKY!5 MISSING ፤ 


ы DID THAT HAPPEN ? 
ኤኤ: VIDYAWATI ! 


5 WENT TO MARKET АТ 
MORNING TO PURCHASE A KITE. 
ІТ 15 EVENING NOW, YET HE HAS 


NOT RETUKNED. 


እ 
А 


oL ! GIVE 
| iy KITE 
FORA 


WHILE 
ГЕ IAM 
GOING TO 
FLY iy ! 


DO THAT AFTE 
(уал 
ON 


И т 
SOARED 
HIGH IN 


ሮሜ) 

ОМ. | GO BACK 7 

FORGOT THE ROUTE 
TO MY HOUSE 


B STRING ! 
CAN REACH 
THE PLACE | 


ideni WHERE 

@ ] = NAME MOM IS! 
ON THAT KITE ? 
MOM MUST BE 

WAITING 


| STRING x %- 10 
BACK SIDES ОҒ 
THOSE HOUSES 


Е —— - 4 
WELL, LL LEAVE! ነ ኮሽ ( NOW FLL FLY THIS 
TAKE CARE OF YOUR | "€ 


HOLHOLA rer) 


OKAY. KNOW FLL BLAST 


YOU TO MILKY WAY in 
THE SKY | 


АМУОМЕ 
ино 

INTERFERES 

| TREAT HIM 


LIKE THIS 


G0 TO 
HEAYENS | 


2 

K 

>. مستت‎ 
ж 


us 
ግዲ.) 
ο 
— 


NOW I'LL FINISH YOU 
WITH MY GUN ! 


| TWAHEWOSPOGI | | (нео!) E 


БЕЛ МЕМТ 
DOWN DEEP 
TO HELL! 


CHACHA Jl! 


| WEATHER IS T 2. 


PLE ASANT TODAY J TODAY ! 


YES. КЕЛЕ ! THAT 16 
WHY YOUR CHACHI 
WILL PREPARE 


= _ PAKAURAS ! 


BINI ASKED ME TO BUY RED 
CHILLY FROM MARKET. | SAID 
WHY? YOU ARE THERE! 


BURA-HURA 1- 


፪ Е LANDING 
NOW о ДА 
РОК FOOD 


=” THEY v» ) БЫ 
| INHABITANTS OF fi С) TLL PRESS 
THIS PLANET. (2 <a 2 
ται BUTTON TO 
COMMUNICATE 
WITH 
THEM 


SIR | THEY CALL ME CHACHA CHAUDHARY — HE Т 
MY COMPANION SABU. WHERE'RE YOU FROM ? 


PLANET MAARSHAAN ! OUR 
VILIZATION 15 MORE 
ADVANCED 
THAN YOURS 


т መ: መመ” ------ 
MY COMMANDER BAZZAM SENT МЕ 


HERE TO KILL POPULATION OF THIS ГАМ HUNGRY. ነ 
343 t t JN OF + 
| PLANET. 50 THAT PEOPLE OF тш. ковати 
| OUR PLANET COULD ВЕ / THAT AND EAT ! 
REHABILITATED HERE / — A 
--ТЕНАФІШТАТЕО HERE 2 


` 


ТНАТ 15 
МОТА 
FOOD STUFF ! 


IF iT IS 
EDIBLE 
THEN LET 
ME HAVE 


uy, 


7 

WHAT IO MAT S κεομιΥ! 

ишш” ται = USED IN 
Lam Vu 


THE SCREAM 15 HEARD SEVERAI 
LIGHT YE 


E — 73 lei 

4 NI ( OF EARTH HAS INJURED 
ще OUR FRIEND! ГМ GOING 
_ - ΤΟ PUNISH НІМ. IS 


SPACE SHIP READY ? 


‘ | m ў 


JNDER MY 
CONTROL. 8 
HOW DARE P} 
THE RFD ^^ 
መ TURBAN | 
BAZZAM'S CHALLENGE 


SPACE SHIP = 
NAVIGATES 
TOWARDS 


EARTH 


s -— 
х YOU CHALLENGED HOLD YOUR 
THE RULER OF THE | μοι, 

GALAXY BY INJURING | TONGUE 
ITS SOLDIER? , 


YOU SHOULD BE 
PUNISHED ! 


АСКА ! YOU ATTACKED 
HACHA Л? 


GOURD ! TAKE | А NARROW 


CARE ОҒ YOURSELF _ ESCAPE ! 


IA ANG 7 j = == 


| THERE GOES TWITH ARAM 1 
YOUR 


3 > “Шаў 
ሪ x ` yy = 


FIRST TASTE PUNCH OF МҮ 
LEFT HAND ! 


ME OUT! “ሥር | PROMISE. | г. © 
ICANT | 4 rout бо | 4 e $ > 
BREATHE ! / 


WELCOME AS 
AWAY? Д 


A GUEST, ВИТ 
ASA 


>> IMPERIALIST 
YOULL ВЕ 
TREATED 


LIKE THIS. 


\ 


Ж CANEN 
WITH | 
AMBITION TO | 
CONQUER 
EARTH ВИТ % 
RETURNED 
WITHOUT 


EY S 


к 


( DIGEST 
| ІА CHAUDH | 


Maurice Horn, the editor of 

World Encyclopedia of Comics, has 
described cartoonist PRAN as Walt 
Disney of India. 


Entertaining generation after 
generation, his comics have been 
constant companion of every 
youngster^s growing up, who 


regularly enjoyed the exploits of his 
famous characters, 

CHACHA CHAUDHARY, SABU, 
SHRIMATLIL, Р 1, BILLOO, 
RAMAN and OTHERS. Over 600 
titles selling in the market, his 
strips regularly appear in numerous 
newspapers. His CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY comics was adapted 
to make а TV serial which ran 
continuously to 600 episodes on a 
premier channel. 


Travelled widely over the globe, he 
delivers lectures at International 
Conferences, H been honoured 
with *People of The Year Award’ by 
Limca Book of Records for 
popularizing comics. Prime Minister 
Indira Gandhi released his comic 
book * United We Stand' in 1983. 


sss 


HIS IS THE ONLY HOUSE 
WHOSE DOORS ARE 


OPEN TWENTY-FOUR 
HOURS A DAY 


САМ | TOO CUT AN ALBUM ОЁ MY SONGS? 


— - 4 
HAVE YOU EVER SUNG в ! 


! ONCE SANG А SONG ABOUT SPRING. MY HUSBAND 
SAID HE WAS BENEFITED FROM THAT 


CHACHA ТЕ -- IF SOMEONE PLAN 
ын Ede BUT MY TRAGEDY IS WHILE 
TREE, WATERS AND NURTURES IT, WHO SHOULO 1 TOILED FOR YEARS, SOMEONE 


GET TO ENJOY THE FRUITS OF THAT? bi 15 ENJOYING THE FRUITS 
= U P 8%, 

» 5 
< 


| COMPOSED THE TUNE ВИТ SOMEONE HAS 
РІНАТЕО AND IS MAKING LAKHS ОҒ 
RUPEES OUT IF IT. | WANT YOU TO 
MELP ME CATCH THE THIEF 
= | m, 


| 
г CAN'T I СЕТ CHEAPER | 


| 
> 


PM 


ΕΤ 


TAKE WHAT 


MLL TAKE ALL. STACK THEM UP OUTSIDE 


SO THAT ! CAN LOAD THEM IN MY 


THEIR FACES 
IN MY LIFE 


Q і y I'LL DRIVE АТ FULL SPEED AND 
KNOCK THEM DOWN. 
BOTH OF THEM WILL DIE. 


—— nn 
=. 
“ግነ / Е 
= WHERE 4 
DID YOU GET SO MUCH 
[ Y ? 
J < ^ 
ὦ, 


1 WON RUPEES TEN LAKHS IN THE LOTTERY 
SINCE THEN I'VE BEEN 
WORRIED LEST THE MONEY BE STOLEN. 


MOTTO! WHY WASTE TIME READING 
THE PAPER? THINK OF A PLAN TO ROB 


| 


| WINNER Г / 
ክላ) / TEN LAKH | 


5 


WE SHALL ROB RAGHUVANSH 
OF HIS MONEY 


MOTTO! STAY THERE. FLL 
GO AND GET 


THE MONEY 


) г ላ 
^ 1 “тш ር 
4 PNA Eg = я 
mmm 1 - 
ሪድ 
Yj "m 
CHAUDHARY! GIVE ME THAT c^ ἃ ) THAT'S YOUR PROBLEM. A 
TFT АМ DEPRIVED OF THIS 
— i THUG ONLY TRUSTS THE LOOT 
WILL LOSE HIS TRUST IN ME — NN 
ж I" š 


NO ONE KNOWS 


005 LIKE 
። ቭ WHAT IS IN CLOSED 


СНАСНАЛ GOT 


| ATA 
ኻ> 
ል CHIDING AGAIN 157, 
РОТ 


HEY! WANT TO SEE THE 
HISTORIC KOHINOOR 


<s 
= CLOSER. 175 SPARKLE WILL YEOWW! 
DAZZLE YOUR EYES ШЕ. EYES! 


n У Е 


እ. POWDER IN MY 
EYES AND ROBBEO 


оон! MY = | መ WHAT 9 
MY EARRINGS? ^2 ፦- 
3 


DON'T WORRY. HE WOULDN'T HAVE GONE FIVE THOUSAND TWENTY, | 
FIVE THOUSAND TWENTY 


ONE, FIVE THOUS. 


FAR. FLL LURE HIM WITH THIS CASH 


MOGHUL EMPEROR'S HISTORIC KOHINOOR. айлық в 
| ሌን 
и L 


E 4 Е 
CHACHA СНАЦОН E 


BLOWS FIR 


COME A BIT CLOSER! 


A REMEMBER | . vou FRIEND ROL-POT! WHOM DO YOU 
ONCE FROM THE COPS? WANT TO BE TAKEN CARE OF? 
АМО YOU SAID YOU WOULD 
RETURN THAT FAVOUR? 


- НЕ MADE МЕ TO RETURN MY LOOT 
BACK TO THE WOMAN. Е FROG! мне | 
ነ PRAYERS BEFORE 
160 YOU. y 


rs e ARE YOU? COME 
OUT.l'LL KILL 
YOU FIRST 


TO HELL 2 YOUR 
FRIENDSHIP! YOU GOT 
ME ni rec 


= н 
Е DO YOU SUFFER 
A TOOTH ACHE? IS THAT THE 
REASON YOU VISITED A 
DENTIST? 

\ 

? 


YOU ARE RICH 
L| Even YOUR 
TEETH ARE 
TEETH FIXED EXPENSIVE 


LAJJYO! 1 HAVE 
FOUR GOLD 


AT VIE ФЕВ 


(zz WHAT 15 


Е WE BURGLED ІТ FROM THE 
MUSEUM. IT IS WORTH MILLIONS OF 
DOLLARS IN THE INTERNATIONAL 


TES ARE WE WAITING 
FOR? LET'S START ON 
OPERATION STATUE! 


THE MUSEUM HAS EMPLOYED 
CHACHA CHAUDHARY AND SABU 
FOR ITS SECURITY ^ 


ἃ МЕАМ5 А5 
LONG AS THEY REMAIN 
THERE, IT WILL BE 
DIFFICULT 


TO EXECUTE 
OUR PLANS. 


ТАКЕ ТНЕМ ТО ТНЕ МЕАЯВҮ BUILDING 


AND BELOW THEM UP WITHA BOMB 


IT'S THE FIRST DAY 

AND TO MAKE ONE 
HUNDRED ROTIS FOR YOU ፦ 

ISN'T AN EASY TASK. 


НАВА! СЕТ ТНЕМ t 13 CHACHA CHAUDHARY! 
OUT OF THERE! zi" SABU! YOUR FOOD IS 
3 KEPT IN THAT HOUSE 


” COME, 7 ке YOU STAY HERE WHILE 
ብ VLL GO TO EAT 


LET'S EAT. I'M HUNGRY. 


ar INSIDE THERE 
ARE DELICACIES 
KEPT THERE 


E ACTAS 


E) 
A SHIELD. 1 е 


Г 1 ARREST YOU FOR DACOITY АМО 
| TERRORIST ACTIVITIES 


ж) 
е 
= 
er 
= 

1 
е 

4 
э 
ж. 
ке) 

J 


Maurice Hora. tbe editor ef 

Wurtd Encychepedia of ነ has 
shescribed cartoonist PRAN as Walt 
Daey of Indis. 


Entertaising geacration after 
generation, bis comic have been 
constant companion of every 
youngster's growing up, whe 
reguberty cajuyed the сары of ክኩ 
famous characters 

CHACHA CHAUDHARY, SABU, 
SHRIMATUL, PINKI, 881,000 
RAMAN and OTHERS, Over 600 
titles selling in (ከና market, his 
strips regularly appear in numcrous 
newspapers, His CHAC 
CHAUDHARY comics 

to make a TV serial whi 
continuously te 600 cpivedes ва a 
premier chanaw! 


Vravelled widely over the ghobe, һе 
delivers lectures at International 
Conferesecs. He has been honoured 
with "People of The Year Award’ by 
Limca Book of Records fer 
popularizing cosses. Prime Minister 
Indira Gandhi released bis commie 
book * United We Stand” in 1983. 


™ 
CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
OPERATION 


TODAY | AM 
LOOKING FOR 
A SCOOP ! 


A STORY WHICH WOULD 
MAKE THE EDITOR TO 
THUMP MY BACK ! DACOIT 
DHAMAKA SINGH ? ONCE 


| НАО EXPOSED НМ! 
е -- ο 


HE HAS BLOCKED ROAD' 
AND HAS A GUN! 


DID YOU SAY ON TELEVISION ТНАТОНАМАКА SINGH ROBBED рх 
PEOPLE TO FINANCE POLITITIANS DURING 


t3 LET ME GO! 
OTHERWISE I WOULD 
LOSE MY JOB ! 


г GOING TO 
δ THIS WORLD! 


> ድፈ ите NOT FEA 
TO QUARREL WITH MEDIA ! 


Í | ONLY WANT TO SAY 
THAT MEDIA 15 VERY 
POWER- f 


A 


"ብ THANKS, 
V) CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY ! 


IDON'T KNOW 
WHAT'S HAPPENED ? 
DAGDAG APPEARS 

TOBE SLOW! 


ALL RIGHT! 
ET HE ГЦ. FEED HIM 
IS HUNGRY ! HH | | DIESELAT 


” 


TILL YOU GIVE HIM LUNCH, 
I'LL HAVE A WALK! 


DRINK DIESEL TO a ROULO, THE GANGSTER- 


SATISFACTION ! | GURU ! WE'LL HAVE TO 
GO TO LOOT A BANK ! 


k NOWADAYS THE SECURITY 

OF BANKS HAS BEEN TIGHTENED 
VERY MUCH! THEREFORE IT HAS 
BECOME А RISKING JOB 


INSTEAD WE SHOULD} {GURU 11 CAN UNDERSTAND! 
LOOT FACTORIES ! BUT WE WOULD NEED 
WE'LL GET MONEY A TRUCK TO LOAD THE 
BY SELLING THEIR LOOTED MATERIAL ! 
GOODS! 


EY 1110 115 HE 
ABLE TO TAKE RISKY 
ASSIGNMENT ? 


=> ከረታ WAS HIS 

LEFT ? NOW TAKE 
HIM AND BRING 
ATRUCK ! 


HOLD ON ! WE'RE 


TAKING muck JR THE 
TRUCK ! S 
d 


ғы” A 


ΚΟ. HOW'S THIS 

MOBILE OIL ? 

D κ N 
SS n 


andi. ና 

ጀልሃ MY w 1 e 

AREN'T YOU SCARED 

OF TWI ) 
рам ) < 2 ነ 


[νων ἨΩ͂ , Эл ር ІІ - 
TWISTER rro | 
Ж ας 
/ 
Ñ ДЕ | >= | 


س 


— сини 


2, 25 


YES, THERE THEY 
ARE, WHO DID ALL 
Вар 1005! 


ROULO ! HE IS 
VERY CUNNING | 
DON'T BELIEVE 


FLL 
DESPATCH 
BOTH OF 

THEM TO 
^E ! 


IF THE BARREL OF MY GUN 
IS BLASTED, | WILL BE 
REDUCED TO PIECES ! 


WHEN FIRED WOULD 
BURST THE BARREL OF 
YOUR GUN KILLING YOU 

INSTANTANEOUSLY ! 


"dea FIRE AND 
SEE THE 
RESULT! 


INSTEAD YOU CAN KILL YOUR) 
BOTH ENEMIES WITH ONE а 4 
FIRE OF THIS DOUBLE 


P ==] DOES NOT IT FIRE ? 


FOOL! WHY WOULD 
ONE GIVE A LOADED 
GUN TO AN ENEMY ? 


vo CONFUSED ADVERSARY CAN 

NOT TAKE A DECISION, AND 

THAT BECOMES THE CAUSE 
OF HIS DEFEAT 


| (Pw Ku CHAUDHAR'Y'S BRAIN WORKS FASTER. 
THAN COMPUTER. 


MR. DRUM WILL is DRUM HAS SCORED 
PLAY HERE! AHUNDRED GOALS! LET 
US PLAY A MATCH! WHO 
WINS, HE PLAYS HERE! 


BUT WE CAME 
HERE FIRST 
TO PLAY ! 


STOP ! LEAVE THE GIRL 
ALONE ! 85. 
ا‎ a ERA ее 
F 


ALREADY 
Е.т" 8 
H 


w 3 
( © (πα Кыт 


mA ARE YOU ` Е HELP YOU ! $0 THAT 
REMOVING YOUR YOUR BULLET WOULD HIT 
TURBAN ? STRAIGHT AT MY HEAD! 


= BE WAITING 
FOR ME FOR LUNCH ! 


BINI ! WHERE 
ARE YOU 
GOING ? 


p YOU CARE FOR HOME ? 


EVEN A SCHOOL 
THERE 15 NO BREAD IN 
KITCHEN ! GOING TO TEACHER DOES NOT 


MARKET TO BUY THAT! т CHIDE SO MUCH! 


Е YOURSELF ! DON'T SCA 
_ ANYONE! 


[7 


| IWANT 


S LAME | DON'T 
= DON'T YOU FIND HAVE LEGS BELOW KNEES! 


SOME WORK ? г. WHO WOULD EMPLOY МЕ? 


2! BINI ! WHERE IS BREAD! 
Ye. A SANDWICH OF 
THAT FOR ME!1AM 


IGAVE THAT TO A h 
GRADUATE ВЕССАК, 
WHO WAS LAME ! 


ROCKET,COME!LET | 
bes SEE HIM! 


k 

WHY МОТ RESTORE 
YOUR LE ? 

ТЕ» 


CHACHAJI, 

HOW DO 

I LOOK IN 
THE SHIRT ? 


SABU WILL NOT JOIN 
FILMS! IF ANY ACTRESS 
STARTED TO ROMANCE 
WITH HIM, HE WOULD 

BECOME at ! 


AFTER TAKING TEN 
| £— DOLLLARS, 
KILL HIM! 


ROOTA ! DOVA IS MY ONLY DAUGHTER ! | WANT 
SUCH A SON-IN-LAW, WHO WOULD BE COMPETENT 
ENOUGH TO MANAGE MY BUSINESS AFTER MY 


DEAR DOVA I LOOK 4 THIS 

PHOTO! HOW WOULD THIS 

YOUNGMAN ВЕ AS YOUR 
HUSE 


ша ይቤ РІСК 
HIM UP | 


HOW WOULD YOU 
RECOGNISE THE MAN DL - » - НЕ 15 ENORMOUSLY 
I5 TO ВЕ КЮМАРРЕР 7 ८ — 8 — TALL AND WEARS 
x EARRINGS ! 


SIR! YOUR RELATIVES 
WANT TO SEE YOU ! 

BOARD THE VEHICLE ! 
WE'LL TAKE YOU TO 


GONGAS BUNGALOW. | DAUGHTER ፤ | MUST 
PRAISE YOUR CHOICE | 

п! 
| ШІП а 
Ж 

v 


RELATIVES ? WE DON'T EN MY DAUGHTER 

EVEN KNOW ANYONE у (= DOVA MARRIES THAT 
YOUNGMAN, WOULD NOT 
WE BECOME RELATIVES ? 


WE DON'T LIKE THIS 
ALLIANCE ! 


Mer + μὰ 
αν... 
ZR > 

ae е 


STRANGE ? DO YOU LET ME SEE WHO DARES 
WANT A BRIDEGROOM TO STOP US! 


WHEN SABU IS ANGRY A VOLCANO 
ERUPTS SOMEWHERE. 


SORRY, GIRL! =! 


i 7 ILOVE MY a 
та BACHELORHOOD! ф + 
E να 


SCORCHING 
SUMMER 


ICANT TOLERATE 
ANYMORE 


ow 
f V5 


- > : 


SABU, WE SHOULD 
GO TO SOME COOL 
PLACE ! 


АНАРРҮ JOURNEY TO 
— чани | 


ста промт 
SEE YOUR 
HUSBAND ? 


HE CAN'T BEAR HOT а ! 
HAS GONE TO SPEND TWO = 

MONTHS IN ګت‎ mm DID 

SWITZERLAND | ; NOT YOU 

5 ALONG ? 


Е FEEL ) THEN WHAT DO 
UNCOMFORTABLE € YOU DO TO WARD 
IN AIR JOURNEY ! jt “уы OFF HEAT ? 


IOPEN 1 WHAT 9” 
REFRIGERATO LOVELY 
AND STAND 


BOTH SPEND FIFTEEN DAYS THERE — 


mw 
ЗАВИ, WE 
HAVE TO 
^e TO 


YOU ν΄ 8 ΤΟ SWITZERLAND IS A SMALL 

SPEND THERE ላ COUNTERY ! SABU'S DIET 

TWO MONTHS? / ж 4 CAUSED THERE FOOD 
yv SHORTAGE---- 


L THE CITY MAYOR CAME AND REQUESTED 
US, EITHER SABU 
ur. ነ | STAYS THERE OR 
#ፈፎ CITY PEOPLE ? 
YP А E 
T ግም » М 
چ‎ Ñ ©. 
ШК = 
Ll. x 
की. o 02 
я “ Вз 


7 


WE'LLSELL 
THIS HOUSE 
AND BUY LAND 
IN OTHER CITY 
AND BUILD 
SHOPPING 


MOTHER, SIGN THE 
PROPERTY PAPERS! 


NO!THIS 

BUILDING 
BEARS THE 
MEMORIES 


acl BE FOOL! 
BE PRACTICAL! | 


I WAS RIGHT! | 


ыы 
WE FAILED I ГЦ. Г, 
MAKE ANOTHER 
ATTEMPT! ሥ 


RODENTS! 
YOU TROUBLE 


4. LAMBOO ! YOU INVITED 
YOUR DEATH T 


бет WHAT АКЕ YOU DOING 7 
COULD YOU SEND HERA 


I'M SENDING AN E-MAIL TO MY MESSAGE ? 
FRIEND JOHNSON WHO 
LIVES IN LONDON | 


BROTHER GAVE ONLY 101 RUPEES ON RAKHI! 
INFLATION HAS INCREASED ! | HAD 
SERVED HIM SWEETS WORT 
200 RUPEES! 


py. YOUR BROTHER-IN-LAW IS E SITS LEISURELY ሆ 


EATS MUCH ! MY HANDS 
መ А ኦ5ኗ፳፤ HE DID NOT BUY МЕ E 


FOR HIM 


15 во ALETTER OR 
HEAP OF COMPLAINTS ? 


YOUR SISTER 
HAS SENT A 
HOT MAIL ! 


ο a THE CONDITION ОҒ κ: 
COMPUTER. CAUSED BY 
YOUR SISTER'S HOT MAIL I 


PROMOTION 


EMPEROR SHAHJEHAN BUILT 
WORLD RENOWNED TAJMAHAL 
IN THE MEMORY OF HIS WIFE 
AFTER SHE PASSED 


e MUCH HE LOVED 
HER ? WHY DON'T YOU 
DO THAT ? 


> А 
PLOT---- 


| CHACHI | 1Š THE 
= READY ? ГМ 
\ 


HUNGRY 


a ክፎ 
FOOD DOES NOT ነጩ E 
COME FREE ! 7 ኔ 
-- / 
4% ጄ.፡ 


ES 
КЕ 
Al 


Ра SIR! COULD 
) I GET SOME 


IAM AN OFFICER е: CAN GET YOU 
OF A PRIVATE А JOB ON ONE 
CONDITION! 


PRIOR TO THAT YOU'LL 
HAVE TO WORK IN 


EE THAT ILL WHAT'S THIS 
GET YOU WAY TO GET 


EMPLOYED IN PLOY! 
МҮ COMPANY | ЕМ мып 


I TOO HAD WORKED 
IN THE HOUSE OF 
AMANAGER! ЗЕ | 


COULD 
GET 


IF YOU SERVE, THEN 
YOU'LL GET ITS 
FRUITS ! 


Ы gc 
im s 
D T] 
HH н 
"| 
- nd 
" 
m - e 
“| ае |=! i 
4 


PRAN 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY 


СЕАСК ҮОМЕ. 
ከበዐርዘ OUT SKULL! 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY | Амсомето 


ROCK! YOU ASKED 
FOR YOUR DEATH! 


ርባ RET = ες 


---SEVEN--EIGHT-- 
NINE--TEN ! 
CHAMPIONSHIP 
TO BHALOO! 


[ड | 


| „me 


A አኤ! 


«€ ¿4 lj $ VS το (2 22. 
оо САЗО dO ¿ü 
- æ Á > | ፐጣ Г. 4 
{ ғ ALEAF E 
ELSE WHO WANTS WHICH FLIES 
TO TAKE CHALLENGE 2 HIGH IN AIR, 
ALTIMATELY m Ж " 

DROPS ON 

ይ እል | 


559 श] b е 


፦ 


НЕ ОТТЕКЕО 
ТНАТ! 


l'LL TEACH НІМ 
ALESSON! 


I DON'T MIND IF 
HE WANTS TO 
DIE INSTEAD 
OF PYGMY ! 


LOOK!NAILS 1 
UNDERNEATH HIS 


OPPONENTS ! 
BUT YOU 
FOUGHT 

AMAZINGLY ! 

BOW, | WANT 

TOBLESS 
YOU! 


NOW ONWARD 


IT WILL BE AN 
EQUAL FIGHT! 


Y A HEADER CAN 
INFLICT ONLY ONE 


№ CHACHA CHAUDHARY " 
HEAVY PURSE 


BINI, LOOK ! WHA’ 
HAVE | BOUGHT FOR 
OU ? BEAUTIFUL 
URSE 


WHAT А WOMAN WOULD 
DO WITH AN EMPTY PURSE 7 


я Мч FIVE RUPEES ? 
1 
५४ ΠΕ MONEY IWOULD NOT TAKE THIS 
SMALL AMOUNT! 


Е aly | | < ПНАУЕ 
PLL FILL IT F: | LOADED IT 
| | WITH MONEY ! 


n DON'T OPEN MY PURSE 
IN A THOROUGH FARE 
TO GIVE ALMS ! 


STORE 
FOR 
BEGGING ? 


р σ ዓ 

DHOL ! WHY NOT WE ILL SPREAD SHAMPOO! 

WHISK AWAY THE A SLIP WOULD MAKE 
ree & НЕК PURSE 


жая КОПА, 
HER HOLD 
15 TIGHT! 


RODA ! HOW apr 
A BIG EGG ON 
YOUR HEAD ? 


һас да I HAD FILLED 
THE PURSE WITH 
ONE-RUPEE COINS ! 


WATER PROBLEM 


Б; — H => 
KAZAAM 
15 COMING 

OUT! 


AN IMPORTANT ከርሮ 
47 ? ፖሪ 


ЕУЕ S 
Jeg AND DINNER! 


< 


ВІМІ =A A GUEST 
FROM JUPITER 


ቁ геј d —— | ГУЕЕАТЕМТНАТ! 
4 ጋ BUTI AM THIRSTY! 
INEED WATER! 


| ША 


( WE CAME ТО KNOW * THERE 
15 ONLY ONE PERSON WHO CAN 
25 OUT US FROM THIS TROUBLE; 
AND THAT IS CHACHA CHAUDHARY ! 


LET US GO! w TRY 
TO FIND A SOLUTION 
THERE! 


p 
SPACE CRAFT HUKLS 
ITSELF TO THE 
SPACE! 


| PRAY YOU 
TO SAVE THE 
LIVES OF 


THE SOONER WE 
REACH THERE, 
THE BETTER WILL ВЕ! 


AND ANIMALS HAVE 
ALREADY DIED DUE TO 
DROUGHT! REST ARE 

арыс) FOR THEIR TURN !‏ ا 


ӨЗ АУ y MORETHANHALF 17) (s ` 
% POPULATION OF MEN Ἂν 
eas 


Ë ፌጌር መም 
GN ® 
ГА к= 
WATER! E SONIS 
THIRSTY FOR MANY 
DAYS! 


== US TAKE А 
ROUND OF STATE 4 


{THE CRATER CONTAINS 
Lx) WATER, BUT IN THE 
P4 SHAPE OF ICE! 


THOSE MOUNTAINS 


АКЕ? 
ст > 
ТНОФЕ АКЕ b 
VOLCANOES WHO 
ARE DORMANT A. TTN SEE A RAY 
FOR YEARS! D» X | OF HOPE! 


сс Те E 
о ዊመ 


KAZAAM ! YOU FALSELY | 
IMPLICATED ME ? 


m^ ἃ 
SABU'S ANGER ERUPTS VOLCANOES 
AROUND. 


€um ARE 
J THROWING TONS OF 
с) HOTLAVA! “ jJ 


THANKS, CHACHA THANK ж, ?- 
CHAUDHARY !YOU τ WHO BORE 


DID A MARACLE | YOUR SLAP ! 


CURRENCY EXCHANGE 


BINI ! WHAT ARE 
YOU DOING AT 
COMPUTER ? 


Tn A WORKING ON Y THAT 16 THE 2 
ФЕ INTERNET ! THEN ASTROUNT NEIL 

23 | ARMSTRONG WOULD NOT 
DO YOU А > | HAVE REACHED MOON! 
HAVE መ= 3 IE 
EXPERIENCE ? 


с и ME GO AND SEE! 
На аг ΠΠ 
ГЕ А 


eu 4 WAS A WRITTEN MESSAGE 
ON COMPUTER; ‘MAIL IN BOX’! CAME 
HERE AND FOUND IT EMPTY | 


É; ME HAVE А WALK! 


« IN EXCHANGE IF A THOUSAND RUPEE 
NOTE ! LOOK, HE GAVE ME THREE FIVE 
H 


UNDRED 


COME! 24 WOULD 
LIKE TO SEE 
THAT ANGEL! 


> ! 
LOOKING 
HAPPY ? 


A STONE HURTS ME 
IN MY SHOE! 


1 WOULD LIKE TO EXCHANGE 
MY GOLD RING WITH THAT | 


е CAN BUY IT FOR Ë 
THOUSAND RUPEES ! 


“4 
г 


e ARE TWELVI 
THOUSAND! 


Г. eA г 
SU 


=. ን: 
МІ μπι | 


መጨ 


| GET HOLD OF 
THAT RASCAL! 


É መም ее лен E 
[21 ፳! 
m | 
/ η NEWS- A GANG 
WHO USED TO SMUGGLE 


e HOSTAGE 


= 
THOUSAND 
СКОКЕ AND SIXTY 
FIVE LAC RUPEES, 


MISS RUBY ! HOW 

MUCH РКОҒІТ 
OUR COMPANY HAS 
EARNED THIS YEAR ? 


=) SHOWS 
PUBLIC 
LIKED OUR 


А 


T (WHOSE PHONE? / PHONE ? | Ὃ ОДО YOU 


SEND ТЕМ THOUSAND N; ! 
OTHERWISE МЕЦ. DIFFUSE YOUR 
1 


f SHUTUP! 


INARY 


፳፪ GL Д US GO TO FIX 
| НІМ! 


TIGHTENED THE 
[ГЕ CAN FIND 
ZUBI SETH [ДП SECURITY ! 


IN HIS OFFICE ! 


«($c 
2” 


“ыш 


77.9 ФЕТН! "ar ARE 
YOUR MEN ? 


TWO CRORES 
FOR MY 


"a YOUR WIFE TO па НЕКЕ ) 

WITH TWELVE THOUSAND CRORE p Mess DEMAND 
RUPEES! 

D 


EST. | STRENUOUS 
EXCERCISE WOULD 
INCREASE YOUR 
HUNGER AND YOU 
WOULD EAT MORE | 


ቻ. CUT YOUR 
HUSBAND'S 


C 2 [Zw V НЕ DEMANDS A RANSOM OF 
_ ME rj TWELVE THOUSAND CRORES I 
HAS MADE MY y ልወ ፈየ Hint? 
HUSBAND ል HOSTAGE ! 
Ñ, НЕ САМ МОТ 
> 7 e Y Y 
ር ፈረምን Js & 


BAKAAL | COME 
DOWN AND TAKE 
— RANSOM! 


2 LTIS NOT 
TWELVE RUPEES 
WHICH ONE CAN 
CARRY IN POCKET ! 
ITIS TWELVE 


WHICH IS LOADED 
ONATRUCK! 


фа 
` Sm 


[፡፡ У 
SD 
Да 


x ብያ 
š а 
“АЗЫ 
Оаа “Ч 47, vr 4 


INSPECTOR MOZA F 
YOU REACHED ON 
TIME ! TAKE 
YOUR GUESTS ! 


INSPECTOR ! COME 
UPSTAIRS ! YOUR 
JOB [2 NOT 
FINISHED YET! 


THANKS FOR OUR FREEDOM ! BUT Жы. DID BAKAAL COME TO | 
WHY HAVE YOU ASKED FOR RUBY'S ARREST? SRO THOT COME 
SHE'S OUR COMPANY'S EMPLOYEE | THOUSAND CRORES ? 


5; 


Г LOOK | RUBY SENT E-MAIL INFORMING BAKAAL 72% YOUR 
PROFITS ! ӨНЕ WAS PROMISED 


|< CHACHA CHAUDHARY' BRAIN WORKS FASTER THAN የ παν 


IHEFT 


EB. CALL F шн Lu CHACHA CHAUDHARY'S 


ANIMAL! WORTH LACS 
ASTRAY РОО, lv. OF RUPEES! 


MONEY ? 


ή THAT ROGUE cup | | = 
| MY PIGEONS ! 
я | - 3 : ሜራ 


Ар» 
M dt 


| DON’T BUY HIM ! 
YOU SAW НІМ 
ASSAULTING МЕ! 


Г WATCHING TV THE WHOLE 
DAY ! NO CARE WHAT HAPPENS 
TO HOUSE ? 


ΤΝ DOG'S OWNER p ፦ 
АСНА CHAUDHARY ፻ = SHOOT HIM DEAD > 
ee, τα. А 


В: 
/ CI 


e КОСКЕТ 15 ue N 
AN ORDINARY DOG, BUT ል 


MEMBER OF 
mc: a: 11 


KILL MOSQUITOES 


СНАСНАЈІ! NUMBER OF 
THEFTS ARE INCREASING 
IN CITY! 
теза m Са 


Ф 


< IREAD ж 
ТНАТІМ 
p, ж NEWSPAPERS! š 


FOR ME! PLEASE 
MEDIA IS BLAMING 
US! 
3 
< š 


за 


IN EVERY y 
WHICH WAS 
BURGLED ! 


Е HUSBAND 
IS NOT AT 
HOME! 


Г WERE FROM CITY 
“TiO | CORPORATION ! HAVE 
TO SPRAY 
] INSECTICIDE 


/ 
N Gi E | 


εἰ LIQUID WOULD = (| 
MOSQUITOES ! 


ITIS FOR 

| YOUR 

| κω if 
. \ SS 
У 


< 


Eg Cus DON'T 
LET STRANGERS 
ENTER ІМ! 


YOU WOULD SUFFER ° €, ILET US GO TO 
DENGU IF MOSQUITO & в BLOCK! 
BITES YOU! #5 


ሮብ ር82፪= ጨመ lI HAVE 
RETURNED 
| НОМЕ! 


WE ARE GOING TO DIE [ OFFICIALS OF CITY Eu) HAD 


COME TO SPRAY INSECTICIDE ! THEY 
OF DENGU! FLED ON BARKING 


OF ROCKET! 


~ < Y 
ы aj 


ха 
ኤፌ መ. | 


Ж, 


Са. 

1060 786) 
ТНЕКЕ! | 
—" | 


Г THEY USED TO SPRAY 
SEDATIVE AND MAKE 


HOUSEHOLDERS 
UNCONSCIOUS ! THEN 
THEY DISAPPERED 


TWO 
MOSQUITOES ! 


y — 
ΘῈ 
zo 
мэ 
-> BS 
ш 
Ex 
[o] 
z 


14 Ez AY! 
> 1 2 
ә | 24) |= [р 5) 

& Ir 

= 162% 

= С = 
МЕ а n |, 
5 | 


LL FIND OTHERS ! 


| 


= WE' 
Аз: 

алын 5 4 С 4. 
Е “I 


Y 
6 | NODOCTOR 
LIVES НЕКЕ! 


CURE HIS COLD, 
ዝ WOULD НЕ 
TREAT YOU ? 


СНАСНАЛ! E2 TASTE HAS 
DIASPPERED ! | CAN'T FEEL 
WHETHER A THING IS 
BITTER ОК. 

а! ок 


PRIME MINISTER 
SAID INFLATION 
HAS COME 


va 


Jë $ 


< THIS 
MEDICINE FOR 
SEVEN DAYS! 


» ITHIS MEDICINE IS | 
VERY BITTER. I CAN'T IT! 


спасла (1141113 EY 
SSS κ» 


LACS ОҒ PEOPLE WHO SUFFERED 


AND 
DICTATOR |“ 


MISTER Wa 2S, RIA '| 
на Ем FOOD AN Ж 


ΑΒ 


Ú 


Г: E DUT THOUSANDS OF INNOCENT PEOPLE АКЕ BEING TRAMPLED 
(7) THERE UNDER TANKS-- 


RC WHEN THAT IS NOT ENOUGH, 
THEIR AIR FORCE PLANES 
DROP BOMBS | WHOEVER 
ESCAPE, THEY CROSS 


SUGGEST A NAME OF 
EMISSARY TO BE SENT 
TO TALK THEIR 

PRESIDENT ! 


PRIME MINISTER 
OFFICE'S VEHICLE ? 


THEY MIGHT COAX 
YOUR UNEMPLOYED 
CHACHA TO JOIN 
POLITICS ! 


НАСНАЛ ! al 
WANT TO SEND YOU TO OUR 
№ COUNTRY | 


ст: 
WHY DICTATOR THAT A GROUP 


ROTANDA IS no ६1७७०] WANTS TO 
OVERTHROW 
HIM AND 
CEASE POWER ! 


ፍት ዘኮ EXCELLENCY | INDIA HAS 

SENT AN EMISSARY, CHACHA 

CHAUDHARY, TO TALK ТО YOU | 
Ed 


YOU SAY, THE EMIGRATION OF OUR 
PEOPLE HAS CAUSED A SERIOUS FOOD 
AND HOUSING PROBLEM IN YOUR COUNTRY Yanga SIR, ል HUMAN 
WHY DONT YOU KILL АЦ THOSE ? LIFE IS VERY 
PROBLEM - PRECIOUS ! 
THIS IS NOT 
SOLUTION ! 


..----------------:5:: 
! 


54 ENTER IN 7 
3 Е, P. 


ሽ 


1 


k 


= ! BLAST THE 
BUILDING WITH 
RDX ! 


5 
INSIDE ! 


WHEN SABU 16 ANGE 
A VOLCANO ERUPTS 
SOMEW 
^ Ao M } 


THIS PILLAR WILL CRUSH HIS 
BONES TO PEBBLES! 
7—1 
πα, 
/ > 
Sh. v. 
) MEI - 


eR 


) AN, HAND DICTATOR ROTANDA 
OVER TO PEOPLE ! THERE 
I$ BLOOD OF LACS OF | 
PEOPLE ON НІ5 HANDS ! 
v» 
> 2 v 


τν 


WE HOPE EVERYTHING " 
BE DONE ACCORDING TO 
THE LAW OF LAND ! 


FOREIGN EXCHANGE 


"ድ ШЕ) ; MY BAG CONTAINING И 


ALONE ? WHY CAMERA, PASSPORT, 
ARE NOT YOU, | CURRENCY ETC. HAS 
LIKE OTHERS, 


ТАМ TOR, А TOURIST FROM NORWAY | 
| HAD HEARD A LOT OF PRAISE ABOUT 
INDIA - ITS LUSH GREEN VALLEYS, HOLY 
RIVERS AND THE HOSPITALITY OF PEOPLE Fi 


WAS FEEDING PIGEONS PLACING 
MY BAG NEARBY ON BENCH | 


| 


NOW NO MONEY IS LEFT WITH Р к 
MISTER ТОК, YOU'RE OUR 
ME EVEN ТО BUY А BUS 
TICKET ТО KEACH NORWAY GUEST AND OUR HOLY 
EMBASSY FOR HELP | EPIC SAYS - A GUEST 


1S AN ANGEL | 


m IT I$ OUR DUTY TO RECOVER 
YOUR BAG ! 
= Фа 


THAT YOU HAVE J / 


Ша) !HOW f IWANT TOGO TO 
5; MOVIE ! WOULD 
YOU 
HOP DURING s xk 
Ὕ ABSENCE 7 


š ። ра 
RUPEES FOR. ONE 
DOLLAR ? 


BECAUSE 


ALL RIGHT, THAT'S IT ! | 
serie 70070 
NORWEGIAN EXCHANGE OF KRONES ? 
k. ше | 


"ee ς 


ONE RUPEE 22) geen) ONE 
KRONE | YOUR FIVE 
THOUSAND KRONES 
WILL BUY EQUAL 
NUMBER OF RUPEES 


ТНЕ МАМ Sn 
YOU WILL MAKE 
THE PAYMENT ! 


l. 


[ WHERE DID YOU HIDE 
| THE STOLEN BAG ? 
ta 
2 MZ 


b x 


ТЕЗ HE CALLED A KRONE A DOLLAR, 

romp DIAN R š Е 

ТЕ 181 КЕОМЕ» 5.5 RUPEES | 
THEY SAY- STOLEN CLOTH IS 


OFTEN MEASURED BY BAMBOO ж 
AS YARD! M 


ድድ ФЕАЕСН ОМ 
WEBSITE ТНАТ-- 


E 15 OTHER WHAT DID SHE USE ቨ 
BEAUTIFUL KEEP HER BEAUTY ? 


a 
IN MILK! 


NOW SAY, SHOULD 
I SEARCH A LIST OF MILK 
BOOTHES TOO IN CITY ? 


INSPECTOR MOZA ! ነ 

HOW COME YOU'RE 
HER 

—Ñ‏ سد 


መሙ 


СНАСНАЛ I 
JEWELLER 
HIRANAND'S 
ua RUBAL 


WHAT DOES YOUR 
INVESTIGATION 


FROM SCHOOL A 
DAILY AT 12.15 AND 
५० 25. HOME | 
YESTERDAY HE DID em 
NOT REACH HIS HOUSE ! 


PASSERSBY SAW VANISHED 23] 
HIM ALIGHTING THE WALKING HOME 


DID YOU SEE ANY 
SCHOOL BOY BEING 8 
«A YESTERDAY ? 


TRY TO RECOLLECT MIGH 
HAVE PURCHASED ICE CREAM 


0 ел. THIS 
WAY DAILY ! f SOMETIME ? 


ONE CHILD USED 

М ТО BUY ICE A 

FOR TWO- EE 
DAYS DACK ! 


ж” 


YESTERDAY TOO THE TWO 
А ቸክ) е CAME AND CHILD m 


«5 нм! ERR SIR, TODAY 


€, E 
ORANGE BAR | 


OKAY ! WE BOTH WOULD EAT | 
CHOCOBAR TODAY | 
— - WAS 
| LA PANI 
2, | 


THAT [SIR ? | 
459, 
ТЕКСЕ, 
= ес 
k 4 Q 
y5/ 20 ‘es 
UM | 
Ë: WE'LL HAVE TO : T PRINCIPAL MADAM] 
[5 T: 


PLEASE CALL ALL 
0 MALE TEACHERS ! 


F MOZA | 
NOW WE GO TO THE 
HOUSE OF CHILD ! 


AS ΕΞ 
BRING MY SON! _ 


фи, 


"А ! ARREST 
THIS MAN ΤΗΕ 15 THE 


re 


ПІШІН 922 
L” 245 


MOZA ! TAKE HIM ТО ЖЫ 
POLICE STATION, WHIL .. 
Е GO TO BRING CHILD 1 = 


FIRST, LET МЕ 
PEEP 
INSIDE ! 


7 


BALL 


CHILDREN ! HOW 
COME, YOU ARE 
NOT PLAYING ? 


UNCLE, OUR 
BALL HAS 


ΓΕ. UKE CLEANLINESS ! 
| SPRAY INSECTICIDE 
THRICE A DAY! 


“> [9 THE REASON | Пеги 
| NEVER FELL SICK ! EN 


SEN BALL 
WAS DROPPED IN 
YOUR HOUSE ! 
PLEASE RETURN 
THAT TO THEM ! 


THEIR PLAYING IN THE 1 (THINK TWICE! 
HAS BECOME ል NUISANCE || | !T 15 BENEFICAL 


* I TO RETURN THE 
WHICH ! DON'T LIKE ! BALL | 


ja CHILOREN HIT THE BALL, IT GOES TO DIRTY 
DUST, OUTLET AND MUD FULL OF GERMS WHICH 
GET STUCK TO ВАЦ | THAT MAY CAUSE 
ы DISEASE! 


THERE IS 
YOUR BALL | 


j WHAT MADE THAT BUE 
4 UNCLE ТО — ON 
OUR BALL ? 


THAT 15 THE 
MIRACLE OF 
CHACHA 
^| cHAUDHARY'S | 
BRAIN | 


IWANT TO EAT 
WATERMELON ! 


— — — 


IF WE TRY ТО "v 
" ENTER HOME CQ 
ድስ WITHOUT А MELON © ነ 
CHACHI WOULD NOT 99७ 
| ادد‎ A usi “€ 
i V 
10 А 


ж 


መሠ 

/ < Ний” 

ее? e г Δ 
Ко | ኣ 


CHACHAJI ! WHY 
ARE YOU GETTING 
TIRED? HOP IN MY 


SETH GULGUL ! 
2% AM DOING f 
JOGGING ! 


BUT FRESH AIR ОМ НЕ WHO HAS 7 
FOOT IS ALWAYS CARS, WHY SHOULD, 


BETTER! m, | HE TAKE TROUBLE 


መሙ OF RUNNING ? 
= — 
b 


ጊዲ 


А 


GULGUL SETH | P 


"сир INSPITE ОҒ HAYING 
(У 7] VEHICLES! F 


IT I$ COMING 
FROM THAT 


HOUSE ! AND SEE ! 


ІШ) (сон ΠΤ 16 
INSIDE? } 


YOUR BACK 
EF । | የመዝ WITH 


CASH! 


SEARCH 
dE | КНОЛ DAS | WHAT ARE 


YOU LOOKING AT ? 


СНАСНАЛ! 
THERE I$ METAL 

UNDER THE 

GROUND | 


υ 
ВЕСОМЕ А СКЕАТ 
SCIENTIST, BUT 
SUDDENLY HE 9) 
BALANCE OF HIS ፡ 


IF YOU DOUBT, YOU CAN 
| DIG THE EARTH! 


_ a US GO ON 
OUR WAY ! 


IF YOU DIG , THE FACT mem 
WILL COME OUT ! 


А HOW DID THESE 
EU И WEAPONS COME 
ο. HERE? 


= 


> >. з ID =a 4 
Жи за: ““ 


L ነ 
е 
^ 


/ 


іт GOING ? 
U 


K Бе | TO SEARCH 
/ MINERALS ! 
r 


б, 


EE HOW ARE YOU? 
| | МЕ COME! 


CHAUDHARY, И À 
“ተዝ COME IILL SHOW 
a YOU THOSE | 


3 TAKE N | YOU ARE 
GOING TO DIE | 


dics E PRANS 


Chacha Сац а у 
ካሪይ ይ ሌዓ ይ ይ ሴን) ግሪ ይ ይ ቤክ ቤይ ይ ይ ९९, 


Maurice Hern, the editor of 

World Ғөсугінредіз of Comics has 
described cartoonist PRAN за Walt 
Onan of India. 


Entertaining geeeration after 
generation, his comes have been 
constant companion of every 
yeungster’s growing up, whe 
regularly enjoyed the exploits of bis 
famous character, 

CHACHA CHAUDHARY, SABU, 
SHRIMATIL, PINKI, BI 1 OO. 
RAMAN aad OTHERS. Over 600 
titles selling ia tbe market, his 
strips regularly appear in numeraus 
newspapers. His CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY comics was adapted 
to make а TV serial which ran 
contisesusly to 609 ερόνινθεν өз a 
promier chanel. 


Conferences Не has bees honoured 
with ‘Peopte of The Year Award” by 
Limes Book of Records for 
popularizing comics Prime Minister 
Indira Gandhi released his comic 
hook * United We Stand" in 191. 
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THAT DID NOT GO РАК. -- DON'T BOAST ! LET ME 
OFF AS EXPECTED! SEE HOW FAR. you CAN 


THROW IT 


THAT LANDED 
IN THOSE 
RUINS! 


YOU PROVED TO ВЕ A GOOD 
FOR NOTHING HUSBAND ! 


| NEITHER BUY ME АМҮ 

LOTHES NOR JEWELLERY | ALL bm HOW MOGH CAKE 
MY LIFE IS WASTED WORKING OTHER HUSBANDS TAKE OF 
IN KITCHEN I-- = THEIR WIVES ? 


г ! TOO MUCH TALKING 
CAUSES HEAD ACHE ! 


CHACHAJI! LOOK, 
WHAT HAVE I FOUND ? 


THE KOUTE TO THE ANCIENT 
TREASURE 15 MARKED IN 
PRIMITIVE LANGUAGE ! 


THE HALF MASK OF am | 
CLEOPATRA POINTS TO A 
TREASURE ! 


THEN LET US 

SEE WHAT IS 

THERE KEPT 
Ga us? 


сш МЕ GO TO а, 
AND TELL HIM ALL! 


JUNK! CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
D SABU pid SETOUTTO 


“- δὴ CLEOPATRA'S 
F. “e TREASURE ! 


Na 


= 


SHOT! NOW ALL 
THAT RICHES 
BELONG TO 


A THICK FOREST I5 AHEAD ! WE 
HAVE TO SCALE THE DISTANCE 
ONFOOT! 


ARE W 


ad РЕ 


LOOK OUT, СНАСНАЈІ! J 


М 
X 


SS 


BEWARE SABU ! THEIR 
WEAPONS ARE SMEARED 
WITH POISON WHICH IS 
POTENT ENOUGH TO 
KILL AN ELEPHANT! 


LOOK AT 
YOUR 
SPEAR! 


THEY ARE 
RUNNING ! 


| В ፖሚ . СНАСНАЛ || CAN SEE A 


LETUS 1 MOUNTAINOUS RANGE ! 


ІШ PROCEED ! 


LIGHT THINGS 
GO UP 
QUICKLY ! 


4 
ba STONE CORNER 
SAVED ME FROM 
FALLING ! 


/ N 
THE а 
5 
PICTURESQUE! 


WHAT IS WRITTEN 
UNMASK MORE CAUTIOU 
ቃ. VAST 


WHILE 
PLAINS AHEAD ! DESCENDING ! 


< LOOKS ROCKET 
LIKED THE PLAIN 


№ ! 
FRUITS 
FORUS! 


° K 
APPLES ARE 
FAVOURITE 
OF ROCKET! 


a TOSTOP | 
HIM! 
Өлү 

| - $— 


ICOULD Ди ) HIS 
MOUTH! 


P OF CROCODILE 
ще DOUBLES 
> UNDER WATER! 
LN 


CROCODILE А ANXIETY 
IS INCREASED! 
SABU? Ἢ 


DS 


ce DIRECTS 
THE WAY! 


CHACHAJI! A HORSE 
FOR YOU TO RIDE | 


TIS 
INDICATING 


IF YOU LOVE YOUR LIFE. 
ne ne HANDOVER THE MASK 


JOURNEY ! TO JUNKMAIL | 


„М, М + 


УМ! av 


НО ! НО | EVERYONE IS AFRAID pal 
OF DYING! ! 1 


ЕЛДЕ 


THAT В WHY PARENTS ASK THEIR SON 
TO LEARN READING AND WRITING! 
THAT I5 WRITTEN IN ANCIENT LANGUAGE ! 


ы 
न y т (22. 
PRESS MASK'S ШИ А y 12७०७ 


ЕҮЕ T YOUR 
FINGER! 


FOOL | IF YOU PUTA 
FINGER INTO THE EYE OF 
SOMEONE, WOULD NOT 
THAT CAUSE TEARS 7 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY 9 BRAIN WORKS FASTER 
THAN COMPUTER 


LE 15 
IN DANGER ! е. 


i 


MAGAZINE 15 
EXHAUSTED! 


WHEN SABU IS ANGRY. A 
VOLCANO ERUPTS SOMEWHERE 


FROM НЕКЕ WE 
HAVE TO MOVE TO 


THERE I5 ITS 
DESCRIPTION ON 
MASK! WE TOO HAVE 
TO JUMP IN! 


CLEOPATRA! 4 


οι το σπα 


THAT STATUE [74 7 DE V 

LOOKS TOBE Л ЖШ 

THAT OF "4 1 H^ NU-MI 

QUEEN ሀ e. 
P 


v THIS IS А 
PART OF THAT! 
ча ІТ 


SABU, 
WITH THE MAIN! 


5 ща 
THOSE EXPLORERS WHO САМЕ TO 
SEEK TREASURE AND PERISHED! 


የ HOLD! 
e. 

¢ | 
Де lí 


Е 
E 
|< 

ЕЗ 
ІЗ 
ЕЗ 

o 


US GO TO 
TREASURE ROOM | 


THANKS, МЕ КЕ IN 
OPEN FRESH AIR | 


LET U5 GO UP 
FROM THE 
WELL ! 


B መ ም KNOW 
WHAT DO! 
HAVE IN MY 
FIST? 


THIS DIAMOND 15 

WORTH MORE THAN 
FIVE MILLION 
RUPEES! 


eL + 
ας. f = 


YOU'RE STUCK TO 
NEWSPAPER EVEN ON 
HOLIDAY ! NO TIME 

TO TALK TO ME ! 


вмимец GOSSIP ТЕ 
AFTER IEA | 


TFOOD! 
m. L 
y ሟጓ 
32 Же 


025 
C 


s LET US 
GOSSIP 
PEACEFULLY ! 


— 
Ж” 


~ 
፦ JUST 
| REMEMBERED, 
ГНАУЕ TO SEE 
2 INTERNET ! 
CL y 


as TO SEND 
SOME MAILS ! 


F TOMY 
MOTHER ! 


{ — LIRA!WHAT IS IN 
YO D? ла 


lars 


WOW HIT SMELLS | है | [አነር ከፌ መይል 


ы-і 
“Ῥ 


Рът E É m. | 
a 2 
ΥΕ 


> 1 
A ІНАУЕА 
7 S መቋ] SOLUTION! 


| 


BINI ! PREPARE 
HALWA FOR 
BREAKFAST ! 


aaa 
i! l'AM GOING 
' 


ሚወ BUY THAT! я H ET 
= Ἡ -- 5 c 
т N 


D DRINK A | 
РОҒТЕА! 


26 fi 


LEAVE THE ТІМ АТ 
DOO! 


К | NO DANGER! ΜΝ " 


NO'! YOU'RE TIRED ! МҮ 
HUSBAND WANTED 
ТО HELP YOU! 


$0 YOU WERE 
STEALING MY ф 
ТІМ OF GHEE? | |) 


na? TABLES 
ARE TURNE 
ум ONUS! | 
ልቃ || 
ፏ 


BINI ! THE BUTTON ON 
MY CUFF IS DETACHED ! 
STITCH IT ! 


IF YOU BRING NEEDLE, 
I GOT THE THREAD, BUT | WOULD STITCH THE BUTTON 


NOT NEEDLE ! TO YOUR SHIKT ! 


= МЕ SEW МҮ 
TORN GARMENT ! 


E? 


m ° 


R^ 
FEM YOU PLEASE 
GIVE ME THE NEEDLE ? 


rx 11 DID NOT KNOW THE 
RECESSION HAS GONE 50 
WIDESPREAD THAT PEOPLE 
WOULD START 
=з 


ü > МЕТЕУ > | 3 CHACHAJI ! WHERE 
SOMEWHERE ELSE! ARE YOU RUSHING TO ? 
ኒ 


2 ap 


BILLOO ПАМ IN SEARCH ОҒ 
A NEEDLE TO STITCH 
BUTTON ON MY 


ΙΙ 


FE? 
(s. 


зас 


T U Ἡ ዩ001፤ሺ'5 Nor NEEDLE || емо 
BUT A PIN! 
| | q | ME BUYA 
: í sas = 
фа е ж-е 
5 z^ MES 


| 
ІТ 1S THE FREE ONE | 
WHICH YOUR SIGN P 
BOAKD 


ቪ መ 
ዴዴ መሙ ‹ መ 


LT 
4 = 


RULDU ! WHY АКЕ 

YOU AFTER ME ? 

I DONT WANT TO 
MARRY YOU ! 


CREF) SWEETHEART ! MARRY 


ME AND LIVE HAPPILY 
ALL YOUR LIFE ! 


WHENEVER | AM OUT, 
RULDU, THE ROGUE 
COMPELS ME TO 
MARRY 


WHERE 15 НЕ, 
WHO TEASES 
GIRLS ፻ PLL 
uL HIS 
BONES! 


[55 
1 e i 


= | THE GIRL WHO IS 

COMING AT MY BACK IS 1 

BEAUTIFUL | WHY DON'T YOU 
MARRY HER ? 


IF YOU GET АМСК 


HOMELESS ! 
LET ME TACKLE 
THE PROBLEM ! 


SWEETHEART! TODAY || 
መህ {WON'T LET YOU GO 

UNTIL YOU REPLY ME ! 
ና αὶ — 9 


THE GIRL WHO IS WALKING ፌ/ | 
ME IS AN ACTRESS | IT WOULD BE 
ADVANTAGEOUS TO MARRY HER | 


ዛ Y £ fi ЖЕДІ) 
У. Киа BUT SHE SAID YOU 


M j ARE AN ACTRESS ? 


> ae. — 


STUNT 
ACTIONS IN 
FILMS! 


LET ME SEE 
WHAT CHACHI 
HAS COOKED ?| 


PLEASE ASK BINNI! IS LUNCH 

QUICKLY ! READY ?, FEELING 
N я HUNGRY 
में है, हुआ ат ory, (राजनीति 
शास्त्र) और फाइन आर्ट्स का 
अध्ययन करने के याद उनका 
вт. कैरियर 1960 में दैनिक 
मिलाप से शुरू हुआ। 


उन दिनों सारे भारत में विदेशी 


1.-1 YOU HAVE NOTHING TO DO BUT 
TO ΕΑΤ.ΕΑΤ AND EAT 
ча СО TO EARN SOMETHING 
THEN YOU WILL GET LUNCH 
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Í ΡΝ № LET'S GO | TODAY я DON'T RETURN 
) < š ч WITHOUT EARING ! 
NI&ANGERISHIGH! J Ж da" 
F 


Y me = 
<e езе ке | 


ы 1 BECOME MY PARTNER 
IN BUSINESS 
J AND EARN 


6 


“ከ 


WHEN YOUR 
COLLEAGUE BE 
OF HELP ? 


I'LL TAKE BOTH 
т YOU TO A 
FOREIGN "sa ! 


NC 
54 


Z: 5% " 
TEM Ы 


SE 


= СНАСНАЛМНАТ | | 


WILL WE DO OF THE ፦ 
PRIZE MONEY ? 


Se 
[ή TIME TO PART М 
522. éd 


YOU , I'LL GET THE WHOLE 
AMOUNT ! 


y 
е” 
4 


1 νε) መ 
κ» д 
BAG ! 
* > | 


a) | | 
ы | NOW SHOULD WE ҮП  МО1тнІ5 
/ हो died MONEY ፻ | WILL GO TO 
ΝΟ ШЫ CHARITY | 
5 
у = + ጫነ 


2 


ч στ اى‎ 
(9 = 


FRIEND КАНИЦ 
WHY'RE YOU 
TENSE ? 


GOLDY ! I'VE LOST 
FIVE LAC RUPEES 
IN A CASINO ! 


j= 3 І HAYE 
TO PAY SOMEONE ! THAT MISER WOULD NOT ኳ 
PAY ል SINGLE RUPEE, 
I DON'T EVEN IF | AM KIDNAPPED ! 
HAVE 
THAT MUCH 
“መወ ! 


PLEASE LEND МЕ BORROW FROM YOUR DA 
ж 


OF YOUR DADDY'5 BANK ACCOUNT, 
I'LL HACK THAT AND PASS OVER THE 
AMOUNT TO YOU ! 


f TO A MAN WHO 
WANTED TO CHEAT HIS 


Ds l'LL PROVE 
MY WORTH ! 


AT GOLDY HAS NOT TURNED | 
NIGHT.| UP! HIS MOBILE TOO [5 
SWITCHED OFF | 


— 


Г’ CHACHA CHAUDHARY | AN 
INTERNET HACKER TOOK жене. 
DINA МАТН 6 MONEY AND FLED | | iE BIRD 
WE SCANNED AIRPORTS AND 
RAILWAY STATIONS | 


f SABU ! WE'LL HAVE | т 
10 T WE HAVE TO 
yaza 
TO GO TO OUTSKIRT | < KEEP WATCH 


SABU ! I'LL FOLLOW 


THAT MAN ! DON'T 
LET ANY ONE 
з GO OUT OF 
3 


— Tw 


А 


ТНАТ 


“лау HOUSE ! 


A SERVAN 
EMERGES... 


| << 


— FOREIGN 
BRAND 
ደ: ! 


14 X 
SUICIDE ! 


SMOKING CIGARETTE 15 
INJURIOUS TO HEALTH ! 
THAT TOO CAUSED YOUR 
[> 
7 i 


"መፍ 
Д 


N 
INSPECTOR MOZA ! 
THERE 15 ACCUSED 
NUMBER TWO ! 


SABU ! YOU HAVE 
LONG LEGS AND 
ROCKET CAN RUN 
FASTER THAN I CAN ! 
STILL YOU TWO 
EMAIN BEHIND МЕ ? 


DUE TO Б COMES ON WAY, І 
WOULD BE THE FIRST 
EA FACE THAT ! 


ር 


% 


= FORGED AHEAD 


i ? ұғы AND DISAPPEARED | 
Z] ROCKET GO AND SEE 
/ 39 Аа 


WHERE HAS HE GONE ? 


( I'VE PASTED A TAPE ON YOUR 
% ! DROP YOUR STICK ! 


TO ME ALL YOU 
AT ! 


ONE RUPEE NOTE ? 
FORK OUT MORE ! 
че; 


mi HIS OTHE 
POCKET | 


S ln 
ΠΩ ኒ | 4 


MI Е ЗА ዲያ. ` 


Si WAG nen tr) Е - И аве. 


M^ “Ум! КАП 


2 A y. 3) 
RUS ው መ < Ж: 
еи K% / j /΄ 
“ем f YOU ATTACKED 
Уеа қуады МЕ? - 


YOU ARE а, | Стр 


BROUGHT OUT ES 7 SLOWLY 

TO GIVE TIME TO MY COLEAGUES 
TO REACH НЕКЕ 3 
a 


2 . ሙጫ ὁ 
P о 
| NA 
¥-CHACHA CHAUDHARY'S BRAIN WORKS FASTER 
THAN COMPUTER. 


ROCKET | YAWNING 
15 THE SIGN OF 
LAZINESS ! 


ы 
GO AND RUN TO | = — FAST! ጋ 
SEVEN OR EIGHT 4 ጋሻ THERE 15 А BOWL OF 
KILOMETRES. THAT - E | 
WOULD MAKE YOU | | | MILK AHEAD 

ALERT ! 2 м2 34) 


> 


MRS. DOVA ! LOOK, 
A DOG IS CHASING 
YOUR አስመ САТ! 


YOU'RE GOING TO 
DIE, IF NOT UNDER =) 4 HF I DON'T 


THE WHEELS. THEN ዱ ACT, MY PET 
| WITH A BULLET ! 7- 7 WOULD DIE ! 


wa ኸ 


HAND IN HAND 


YOU'RE A USELESS 
HUSBAND ! 


OTHERS,BUT DON'T HAVE 
EVEN TWO MINUTES FOR 


4: 
ма 


ር БД DONT BE ANGRY, 
| DEAR LILL TAKE YOU 
ATO MARKET JUST NOW! 


aa THERE 
ይ EARTHQUAKE b 
INSIDE | 


WONDERFUL 
STREET ? 


CHAUDHARY ! WHY ARE 

YOU HOLDING THE HAND 

OF YOUR WIFE ? DO YOU а 
THINK ӨНЕ WOULD E 


ዛፍ LOST? 


NO, | AM AFRAID IF | LEAVE lal 

HAND, SHE MIGHT NOT RUSH IN 
ANY STORE FOR 
a κ 


COMES СНАСНА 
CHAUDHARY ! 


HAND OVER ALL 
CASH OR -- SHOPPING ! 


SPENT SOME MONEY ОМ 


ӘДЕТ Та 
1355-47 P 
> > 5 хіб 
EES 
шеке 
шЕ5, 
БЕ 
ЕЕГЕ- 
x 
Реза 
jr ore 
|822“ 
|<<< 
loro 


SSN CHACHA CHAUDHATY'S BRAIN WORKS FASTER THAN COMPUTER. 


|22222222 GAZALO ! А6 LONG AS | ў ВКА!М ТАМК wir] | 
СНА С ή ΗΑΝΡΙΕ ТНАТ КЕО 


| WE САМ NOT BREAKEVEN | TURBAN ! 
A PIGGY BANK | 


BRAIN TANK ! WHY 


k DOES GAZALO CHOOSE THAT ONLY I CAN FULFI 
p YOU FOR EA BETIS “ዝለ 


THE ASSIGNMENT | 


DRENCHED IN RAIN ! 

| PUT IT THERE TO 
Y ! YOU TATTERED ІТ? 
E Ber АСА | 


* _ 


AG I'M GOING TO 
SHATTER YOU ! 
21 


Т CONDITION TELLS THAT 
YOU WERE UNSUCCESSFUL ! 


9 15 NECESSARY TO 
LOOT FEDERAL BANK 
TODAY | LET'S GO! 


IT REQUIRES A BIG VEHICLE 
TO LOAD BIG MONEY ! 


ጨን = 
ἊΝ . ጩና ሴሌ 


MANAGER FOR SECURITY 
REASONS | 


| HEAR YOU ALWAYS ጆ a YOUR МЕМ | 
WEAR RED TURBAN TI ይጀ > TURNED THAT 


| 7 md INTO ለ МЕТ! 
€ с | ^ 


y, 


/ 


E BE OF STRONG ሠ 
L3 LONE # - RIDDLE YOU WITH BULLETS ! 


| 7. ነዎ 


2 ውድ 29 


| ία 
YOU СА 


TO LOOT? M» | 


YOU eit UNFOLD THE HOLD 2% x 
OF A PYTHON, BUT NOT 454 ^ 
THAT OF SABU ! А N Зл 
1 WC) 
a 
D 


UNE». 
E 2° | 


EX. 


[/ 
NOW, FIRST OF 


ALL I'LL HAVE 227 


TO BUYA 
TURBAN ! 


INSPECTOR MOZA ! TAKE 
THEM | 


ОНН ! | AM THIRSTY, 
BUT NO WATER IN 
= ! 


TODAY THERE 
16 NO WATER 
IN TAPS ! 


RE: SAHAB ) I'VE INCREASED 
ТНЕКЕ 16 SHORTAGE || |ТНЕ RATE OF WATER! 
1 
OF WATER IN CITY ! ια LESS! 


WHAT ARE YOU DOING? 


F εκει YW ONLY R5.300/- FOR 
A RECESSION | ^ SAMPLE ! YOU CAN 
d^ Go AWAY! | SELL IT FOR Кв. 1600/ 


KEEP IT! IF IT SELLS, THEN PAY 


2 МЕ! НЕКЕ 15 МҮ 
MOBILE NUMBER ! 


ρε 


OF THIS ! 1 2 774 ሠ 
መ мера c" 


5 
ολ) 


MADAM ! HOW 
" ABOUT THIS ? 
3 


| WANT ТО BUY A | 
ы. 


FLL ር ρὴ "፪፪ 
Z ГД, 


PLEASE GIVE МЕ 
TIME OF ONE WEEK ! J | 


E REQUIRES A LOT 
OF A MATERIAL ! | DON'T 
AVE $0 MUCH MONEY ! 
"И. RETURN 
IN A WEEK ! M 


IWANT1OO ` 
STATUES IN A 


E 
z 
o 
Ὁ 
шы 
= 
4 
o 
u. 
> 
& 
E 
= 


-3 
- 
< 
፦ 
ы 
© 
E 
= 
8 
> 


e 
LADY HAS 
NOT 
RETURNED 
NOR THE 
SCULPTOR ! 


WE'LL PLACE AN 
ADVERTISEMENT 
FOR A ғ 
SCULPTOR ! 


THE BUTTON WHEN 
YOU SEE 
НІМ! 


CHACHAJI ለ FOREIGNER 
ANDASCULPTOR | 
| | CHEATED ME ! ! 


КАММЕЕК SETH ! 
DON'T WORRY ! 
E 2 


IT'S APPEARED | NOW 
THE NEXT STEP ! 


TERATED ML 


WHERE'RE 
YOU GOING ? 


THERE'S 
NEW DAIRY ! 
THEY GIVE 

HALF A LITRE 
MILK FREE ОМИ 
4 BUYING TWO 
LITRES ! 


= ОЕТ 
МОКЕ АТ 
SAME PRICE ! 


Ax, I'LL GET LOT OF 
BUTTER OUT 
OF THE MILK ! 


IT SK A FOOD 
POISONING ! 


E MUST HAVE 

EATEN SOMETHING |. DAI 
К rrom рлкү!) | 
M à 


=> - 
NY 


„ЁЗ. ) 
EN - к= $ 
HROUGH i 
WINDOW ! 


PATIENT MUST HAVE 
EATEN SOMETHING 
RONG 


— SLIP iN = 
THROUGH 
WINDOW | 


WHITE 9 


p-> ae SHAMPOO AND 


REFIND OIL ? 


I BROUGHT A |] 
POLYPACK MILK ! 


PRANS 
CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
JAMBO 


СНАСНА СНАУОНАКҮ 


AND АМВО 


GA 
# 


The heart throb of millions of 
comic strip lovers, cartoonist Pran 
was born in a small town, Kasar, 
now in Pakistan. After completing 
his M.A. in Pol.Sc. and studying 
Fine Arts, he started his cartooning 
career in 1960.from Daily Milap. 
During those days foreign 
comics were being published 
ай over the country. Young Ргав 
created comi У і 
ылыы че: | Я WAS FEELING 
Ww መጠው CHACHA BORE ! SO I'M TAKING HIM 
SHRIMATUI, PINKI, BILLOO OUT FOR A WALK ! 
and RAMAN have become 
phenomenal success one after the 
other. 


Winnerofthe People ofthe Year 
Award 1995, instituted by Limca 
Book of Records, his two episodes 
of CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
series have been acquired by 
International Museum of Cartoon 
Art, USA. In 1983 Prime Minister 
Mrs. Indira Gandhi released his 
comic book, "Raman - United We 
Stand." 

The reason for the popularity of 
Pran's characters is that they 
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HEY ! THAT IS 
MINE PET ! 


15 YOUR NAME WRITTEN ON НІМ? 
ANIMAL BELONGS TO ONE WHO 
— НІМ! 


HOUSE E WOULD NOT 
ALLOW ANY 
THIEF TO ENTER 


ЕН DIDN'T 
YOU KNOW 
DOG AND CAT 


TITLES CHACHA CHAUDHARY AND SABU AND THEIR CHARACTERS ARE COPYRIGHT REGISTERED BY GOVERNMENT OF INDIA FOR 
THE PROPRIETORS PRAN'S FEATURES, A-84 NARAINA VIHAR, NEW DELHI-110028. REPRODUCTION OF ANY PART OF THIS BOOK 
15 STRICTLY PROHIBITED. NO ACTUAL PERSON IS NAMED OR DELINEATED IN THIS FICTION COMICS. ANY SIMILARITY TO REAL 
HUMAN BEING OR PLACE IS PURELY COINCIDENTAL. 


LEAVE КОРЕ ! THERE 15 


É YOU'VE 5 ! 
NOTHING LIKE FREEDOM IN 
| KNEW HE WOULD МОТ 554 WORLD ! 


KEEP YOU LONG ! 


E PEOPLE LIKE DIAMOND BECAUSE 
OF ITS 

BIG AS A ደ ес BEAUTY ! 

JAMBO 

ELEPHANT ! 


JAMBO! 


БАТАЯ ТОД КЕУЕК: 


SHANKER ! 
TODAY 15 
HOLIDAY ! 
LETS PLAY 
CRICKETI 


ASLAM ! I'LL 
BAT FIRST ! 


HAS GONE 

INTO THAT 
HOUSE ! 

BRING ^r Ж ! 


i WHY 
YOUR PLAY 15 
HELD UP ? 


| a WRESTLER) | |.— 
DOES NOT GIVE OUR BALL ! ES І FETCH 
መ THE BALL | 
Š СИ ሃኑ 
en) А 2 
/ है “ S У 
Š ара 
ው и 
4 y 
75. onam 


= RA (А 
ፍረ P 
Lone CRACK 
P YOUR BONES 


cm 
~ 3 
| WIE 1 
= 2 
ኣጋ YOU WERE SAYING SOMETHING ፻ Ἶ 
ረህ ን - 
Ф 9 
Δ 5 ә 


ኞ PHUKA ! 
I'YE LAID THE SKIN 
OF BANANA ! 


SHUGA ! IF WE TUMBLE 
THAT WOMAN DOWN, 
І CAN ESCAPE WITH 
HER PURSE ! 


Е HER SO THAT] NI 
I CAN PICK HER ITE] 
POUCH ! ix 


И оста POOR PHUKA! 


OOWW, MY B 


1 


| 


ls 
E 
= 
Ф 


АСК 


PHUKA ! SHAME ОМ 
YOU ! TROUNCED BY ም AND YOU ARE 
I CHIDING ? WHAT А 


A LADY ? FRIEND ARE YOU 7 


Е ӨНЕ GOES! 
| THANKS, FAT PERSONS 
WALK SLOW! 


IF YOU LOVE 
YOUR LIFE, 
HAND OVER 


COCKROACHES HAVE 
COME FROM የ 


ብርዱ 
k ATTACKED » 
SUDDENLY ! 


THE POLICE жу СОМЕ АТ 

THE SOUND OF YOUR GUN ! 
MINE 15 FITTED WITH SILENCER, 

WOULD NOT MAKE SOUND | 


SAY, WOULD YOU PART WITH 
PURSE OR I 77. ТАКЕ 
THAT AFTER KILLING YOU ? 


ምጃ) 


ΜΝ BECAUSE THERE 16 
መ ከዕ BULLET IN THAT! 
( 
5) 5: φον 
& > 


WHY DID YOU 
DO THAT TO 
МЕ? 


RAJAN ! WHY DO YOU 
ALWAYS TAKE ME ALONG 
ON YOUR BUSINESS TRIP ? 


ua, E І DO NOT WANT 
TO BE SEPARATED FROM YOU 
EVEN FOR A MINUTE ! 


ж. | SETH'S CAR HAS 
JUST PASSED ! 


т ! YOU 
ARE MY LIFE ! 


| (У/НАТ?ТНЕҮ HAVE 
- BLOCKED THE ROAD ! 


GAGOL!IKILLED СҰ? 2 E > 
w THEM AND TOOK Е TN: 
THEIR BAG OF шы PÀ 
FULL CURRENCY ! Ж “Z 
wr 74 


ፈጂ 


— w 
= 


= و‎ | WE GOT MONEY ! WHAT 
PURPOSE HIS KILLING WOULD 
SERVE ? 


| SABU | YOUR EARS DAGDAG 1 GO 
ARE SHARPER THAN THAT SIDE ! 


a tU μα ! YOU 
FIRED ON A 
CHILD ? 


p | 


4 


WS <=: 
K 2 
{~ αρ, 
NO. 
YA 


f 
WHEN SABU 15 АМСК 
VOLCANO ERUPTS SOMEWHERE. 


€ [=== 
С መ) zl 
за R 1: YOU ТА 
NR us 
Пре 7 
UA 
РБ 


DEADLY PLATE 


DHAMAKA SINGH ! 
HE IS 


СІЛТІ HIS PLATE IS DESTRUCTIVE! |, Y ! WHAT A PLATE, 


IT WILL DESTROY CHACHA ἢ № MEANT FOR SERVING 
I| RICE, WOULD CAUSE 


ጨጨ τ᾽ HARM? _ 


YOUR GUN ALERTS THE ENEMY, " TRUE ! BUT WHAT ሠ” 
WHILE NO ONE SUSPECTS ል V^ PROOF ? 
RICE PLATE ! а 


CAN THAT CUT THE TREE δα. 


PALATPLATE, LET ME ! 
SHOW YOU ENEMY ! 


FILL YOUR MOUTH WITH 
MAXIMUM 


FIRST ILL 
SLASH THE 
га) ОМЕ! 


ጃራ 


pee. 


mE IS WRITTEN, I'LL 
SUFFER A LOSS | 
ወ: 


- ἡ ІШ. BUY A NECKLACE 
AND YOU'LL PAY THE BILL ! 


4 


А RIGHT MISTER SMITH ! | 
| ACCEPT YOUR INVITATION ! 


ር 2 
x. M if 
1 4 45 N 
Wied i GPS, 
"ЕЙ SABU | ROCKET 
=== WILL ASSIST YOU | 


» DON'T BE A 
3 X^ SPENDTHRIFT [11 
< AT MY € K F 
! ! ФА 
WR E | 
Е) 


< 


ег 15 DINN Е 


BINI, YOU CANT READ ENGLISH | 
STILL YOU DID NOT STOP BUYING 


| MADE A PROFIT! ENGLISH 
NEWSPAPER HAS MORE LEAVES. 
THEREFORE ITS RADDI 
p. 2, МОКЕ МОМЕҮ! 


As DINNER ! IT'S Y 


POSSIBLE THAT 
POWER MAY 
RETURN BY THE 


F 17007 WAS 
DELICIOUS ! 


NES. Ч WAS 
HUNGRY ! 501 
SWITCHED OFF THE 
MAIN SUPPLY OF 
ELECTRICITY ! 


ZALZALA ! TODAY OUR 
EAM HARD ROCK WIL 
PLAY A MATCH ! 


1 
N 


ты”. Y 
[ WHICH IS m ER 
| TEAMS CLUB! 
እ ኦር ጩ 
ME 
ነ፦ 
> ረ 


CE T 


E 15 A NUMBER жол 
WORLD TEAM AND WILL 
ММ TWENTY-TWENTY MATCH ! 


5 ! WE ы 
МОТ UNDERESTIMATE 
CHAUDHARY CLUB ! 


FIELDER 15 
UNABLE TO 
STOP THE 


BOWLER'S NEXT DELIVERY.. 
©) 
7 


p 


2 


RETURING 
VALIO 
р 


4! 


OUR TEAM NEVER SCORED 
SO LOW! 
ZALZALA ! OUR ka 0 CX 


OPPOSITE 
TEAM y 
WITH LOWER 


TS CHAUDHARY CLUB WINS THE 
МАТСН WITHOUT LOSING A WICKET. 


ΕΞ ΘΕΕ Wl 
IN NEXT er. Í 
MATCH! IF THEY ARE 


ІТ 15 IMPERATIVE 
TO KILL THEM ! 


Log DOES NOT LIKE 
DISTURBANCE WHILE EATING | 


WINNING ОК 
LOSING 15 
NORMAL IN A 


THE BLAST DESTROYED FS: 


THAT BUILDING ! 


COE == ? YOUR 
HEAD ВКОКЕ 
MY GUN ? 


BECAUSE SABU 
15 INHABITANT 

а JUPITER AND 
HIS BONES ARE 
EXTRA STRONG ! 


ANOTHER LA 
PLAN SO к= 
THAT NO 


Š NOT 
TAKE PART IN 
TOURNAMENT ! 


HR 
EN 


С 
ха x LET'S GO CHACHAJI AND 
b EAT OUR FOOD ! 
@ 


7 2 νι... 
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DHAMAKA SINGH ! 
WHERE ARE WE 
GOING ? 


AUNT, WITCH 
MAYA II 


Maurice Horn, the editor of 

World Encyclopedia of Comics, has 
described cartoonist PRAN as Walt 
Disney of India. 


Entertaining generation after 
generation, his comics have been 
constant companion of every 
youngsters growing up, who 
regularly enjoyed the exp 

famous characters, 

CHACHA CHAUDHARY, SABU, 
SHRIMATIJI, PINKI, BILLOO, 
RAMAN and OTHERS. Over 600 
titles selling in the market, his 
strips regularly appear in numerous 
newspapers. His CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY comics was adapted 
to make a TV serial which ran 
continuously to 600 episo 

premier channel, 


Travelled widely over the globe, he 
delivers lectures at International 
Conferences. He has been honoured 
with ‘People of The Year Award’ by 
Limca Book of Records for 
popularizing comics. Prime Minister 


Indira Gandhi released his comic 
book * United We Stand’ in 1983. Фо 
Publisher CHACHA 


Ее 


TITLE CHACHA CHAUDHARY AND THE CHARACTERS ARE COPYRIGHT REGISTERED BY GOVERNMENT OF INDIA FOR 
THE PROPRIETORS PRAN'S FEATURES LLP, A-84 NARAINA VIHAR, NEW DELHI. REPRODUCTION OF ANY PART OF THIS 
BOOK IS STRICTLY PROHIBITED. NO ACTUAL PERSON IS NAMED OR DELINEATED IN THIS FICTION COMICS. ANY 
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HOW АКЕ YOU 
AUNT MAYA ? 


7 
И: 

% 2 
47, 


ማው МЕ DHAMAKA МУ ኔሄ 
WITCH MAYA I! YOU HAVE COME 
AFTER YEARS! 


AUNT, PLEASE HELP ME 
TO CONTROL CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY. 


A BOTTLE !! 


ን 


X | зе (Ж СНАСНА 
с ARY IN THIS. |ጩ 


& № 


AUNT ! YOU'VE GONE CRAZY. 
HOW WILL SUCH A BIG MAN 
FIT INTO THIS ? 

مڪ چ ۷ и‏ 

YOU IGNORANT 

FOOL !! YOU'RE 
UNAWARE OF MY [= 

POWERS !! 


...HOBBLE... 
GOBBLE... 
HOBBLE... 


| ሕብ. Ei LAMPAT 
TRAPPEDINA 
BOTTLE !! 


>. 
ВЕАКТНЕ 
RESULT OF 
LAUGHING 
AT МЕ ДИ F | 


ашыта) . GOBBLE... 
COME OUT OF THE 
BOTTLE! 


ይዝ WITCH, | WANT 
2 BOTTLES LIKE THIS- 
1 FOR CHACHA AND THE 
SECOND FOR SABU. 


n 


HOBBLE. ..GOBBLE. | ‹ 


N: РАМ... HOLD THE somes) | MAN IN THE BOTTLE. 


| ARSHATA DAM. AND CHANT THE ENEMIES WILL. 
MAGIC WORDS... BE TRAPPED 


<< 
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. м ! FOUND 
THEM ON THE 
WAY! 


Жала” AND SABU, 
l'LL TRAP YOU TWO IN 
THESE BOTTLES AND 
ТНКОУ IN THE SEA 
C. 


QUICKLY CHANT THE WORDS, HOBBLE 
GOBBLE...MANIN THE BOTTLE 


d I 


NOW I HAVE THE BOTTLES, 
же | SO MY MAGIC WILL WORK, 
AM 1 + M 
et < ç A ५ ү 
51 4 
Me 


№ 
HOBBLE...GOBBLE... 
MAN IN THE BOTTLE ! 
r ) 


ES 


2 
ων 


. € YOU sow] 
80 SHALL 
YOU КЕАР. 


7 Û ar sro SHOULD 
BE THEIR 
PUNISHMENT? 


www.chachachaudhary.com 


A |НА 1. 
ТКАРРЕО 


SABU ! WHERE DID THEY 
WANT TO THROW ምን ІМ 
THE BOTTLES ? 


IF YOU DIGA 7) FOR 
OTHERS, YOU'RE SURE 
TO FALL YOURSELF. 


h 


SEND THEM 

WHERE THEY |] 
WANTED TO || 
SEND US. 


| 


ЕС 
ES: 


ЖАПЫ NOW THE FISHES 
SOMEONE WILL FEAST ON US. 
HELP! 4 ү 

А 

40 


я 55% ІНЕФ 
ЗНАКР 
CUTTER. 


BUT ከመ DON'T v" - 


TO OPEN A 


B 4 
OUTLET. E 
а | ; 


“24% 4 
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HENCE HE'S 
, 8 SHARP 


CUTTER. 


l'LL JUST GO AN 
) RETURN. 


CHAUDHARY ! BOW 
YOUR NECK, I'VE TO 
KILL YOU. 


मै 


WAIT! WHY 
ARE YOU 


www.chachachaudhary.com 
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= DOUBLE ROLE 
Сая AM CHACHA ba OF CHACHA т. 
CHAUDHARY. CHAUDHARY ! L 


HE'S MY BROTHER 
CHHAJJU 
CHAUDHARY. LEAVE 
HIM, SLIT MY THROAT, 


THEREAL 
CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY HAS 
AN IDENTITY 
MARK. COME, 
l'LL TELL. 


OH GOD! 
WHOIS 
TELLING THE 
TRUTH ? 


THISISTHE Ë 
Ἐν IDENTITY MARK. |P 
ча 2x3 ም“ Г 


ar 
ха 


ТАКЕ ТНЕ = 
LEFT ONE A जा AND TAKE THE RIGHT Γη 
FROM | | ONE FROM CHHAJJU ! | 
CHACHA! ው 4 62. 
2% (ር š 


ኤሚ 


|| BOTH BROTHERS | 
HAVE СОТ TOGETHER. 


а II HA I! 
WAS 
TRYING 


° 3 CHACHA CHAUDHARY AND BUNTY- BABLI 


Ks CHACHA CHAUDHARY B ግ 3 
HAS A SUITCASE FULL J 69 KR 
MONEY IN HIS HANDS. و‎ ॥ РА 


Д үз, Lug 
NOW THE 1 
SUITCASE IS * Em LET'S Е 


e HIM. 


A HAVE YOU ша 
EVER SEEN A COMET ? 

E (| cover! | 5% 

z o 
«ἡ Q 


ILLRUN ) 
O| WITHTHE |. 
(SUITCASE. 


SUFFERING FROM 
CATARACT. 


re =. τς 
YOU'LL REPENT ! 


3 ሐ. 4 


ЖЕ ! HA ! TODAY WE 
ROBBED CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY. 


= ARE 
MANY STARS 
AROUND YOU. 


www.chachachaudhary.com 


OH | DAGDAG'S TYRES 
E а GOT CAUGHT IN 
NOW THE THE SAND. 
DESERT 15 
STAKTING. 


I'LL DRIVE 
CAREFULLY 


. 5 
TIRED, LET'S 
TAKE SOME 


THE FAIR. 


OH!SOUND 
MOF A BULLET! — 


WHERE ARE 


BURRED 
UNDER THE 


፳፪ ТНЕ YOU HIT A 
EGYPTIAN OUR BOSS ? : (6) Z 
PYRAMIDS. ሞም 22 
S > qe» 

52 
. i | ሐ 


ኣሜ Τό 


1 W 
D τα 


— 
YOU GIRAFFE ! ІШ. pc JAVELIN 
BURY YOU HERE WILL KILL YOU 
IN THE SAND. 


EE !WENT ΕΤ. Е 
< РАӨТНІМ. 


YOU DWARF ! I'LL 
CHOP YOU LIKE 
CARROT. 


ዴሪ. AWAY! 
WERE 
HOPPING 
50 MUCH! 


са 8 ϐ; YOU 
PESTS! 
BUZZING 
TOO MUCH. 


к= GO. DAGDAG HAS A ORY да ኀ 
TAKE ENOUGH REST. Та 
κ JOURNEY. 


в СНАСНА CHAUDHARY AND FANCY DRESS 


LISTEN, I'M 
GOING TO THE 
MARKET WITH 

SABU AND 

ROCKET. 


LET ME KNOW 
IF YOU WANT 
SOMETHING. 


E I'LL START SWEATING ኮይ. 
| SEE YOUR SHOPPING BILL. 


ДЕ САКЕ 
OF THE 
HOUSE. 


YOU'RE A FLOP ACTOR. 
N THE RAMLILA. 
РОРАТ | CHAUDHARY WHAT CAN YOU DO TO 


I5 ALONE AT HOME. CHACHA ? 
ш - Ἢ 


ILL ጅን А GORILLA 
I'VE GOT THE AND APPEAR IN FRONT 


GORILLAS DRESS. 


е, ВЕТАКЕН m а 


AND SUFFER FROM A * DO ТАМ E. 
CARDIAC ARREST. | = 


ОРКОУ 
x7 


| WOW ! YOU'RE 
ACTUALLY LOOKING 
LIKE A GORILLA. 


ВКОТНЕК 
LEOPARD | 


le АҒАКЕ ЕЕЕ 
GORILLA. MY GODISAVE ME 
FROM THE LEOPARD | 
N 4 


www.chachachaudhary.com 


IT'S WEIRD | CHACHA == 
CHAUDHARY HAS А PETLEOPARDI 


[ 522220 ІНА 1 
μες eS SS 


LAUGHING P 
LIKE A HUMAN 9 СА 
i EN I WAS REHEARSING FOR 
A FANCY DRESS SHOW. 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY AND 
EXPENSIVE DIAMOND 


BINI I THE AROMA OF 
THE PARANTHAS 15 
TEMPTING ROCKET. 


пег BIG AND EXPENSIVE 
CHACHAJI, ІМ DOOMED | DIAMOND HAD COME 
TO MY SHOWROOM 
WHAT HAPPENED FOR BEING POLISHED. 
GOLDSMITH 
MANIK CHAND ? 


=a 

IT HAS BEEN ROBBED I NOW WE WILLLOSE 

OUR GOODWILL AND THE CUSTOMER WILL 
ASK FOR A COMPENSATION 


& n 
WILL HAPPEN 
YOU'LL GET M 


..- "em RELYING 
3 YOU 4 


u sisa 
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@ су COME TO BUY DIAMONDS 
FOR MY WIVES. 


መመ 


А 


GET SUCH A 
WONDERFUL 


DIAMOND 
ANYWHERE 
ELSE. WOW I ILIKE 
THIS. GET IT 
PACKED. 


OH SHEIKH I RIGHT 
NOW WE DON'T HAVE 
А BIG DIAMOND. 


] 15 
CANCELLED | 


SHOW MEA SIMILAR BIG 
ет FOR MY FIRST 
WIFE TOO. 


i | WOULD HAVE PAID 
AA FORA 
BIG DIAMOND. 


HE'S TELLING 
¢, ME TO WAIT. 


mm = YOU'LL BE EXTREMELY 
DEAR SHEIKH | COME WITH ME FOR m HAPPY TO SEE МҮ 
A BIG AND BEAUTIFUL DIAMOND. : $1 


=a OUR 
DESTINATION. 


RAGHU | 
STRANGERS 


DHAM AKA SINGH І DEAR SHEIKH! 
| HAVE A CLIENT FOR YOUR WIFE WILL 
6:3 BIG DIAMOND. ] LIKE THE DIAMOND.) \ 


WOW I'LL BUY IT RIGHT 


mE I TELL THE PRICE. I'LL MAKE ONLINE 


PAYMENT. 


I'LL CALL МУ 
E o TO BRING 
CASH. 


WHY HASN'T THE CASHIER COME? 


/ E HAVE GOT 
CAUGHT IN 
THE TRAFFIC. 


ТЕЦ. YOUR MEN TO 
COUNT THE MONEY 
AND BRING. 


ГРА ІМҮ 


ч COMMISSION 


ሙ= YOU ARE 
UNDER ΠΗ 
Sem . 2 ARREST! | ЖИ 


= 
ыш 
= 6 
ox 
>ш 
52 
р 5ጅ 
> ७ 
5 


WE TRACED YOUR 

= LOCATION AND 
REACHED. s 

Wir; WELL DONE p 


INSPECTORII 
а 
= 


хе, 


НЕ BROUGHT 
кз НЕКЕ ТО 
BUY THE 
DIAMOND. 


(шш) | 
YOU НЕКЕ? 


[ CHAND! I KNEW THAT 
SOMEONE FROM YOUR SHOP 
WAS INVOLVED IN THIS. SO 


4 


zl 


YOU TRIED TO 
Eeo ἃ eo THE HAND 
THAT FED YOU. 


CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
AND GHOST 


© PRAN'S FEATURES LLP 


esj THERE, 
BROTHER! YOUR ON THE 
UNCLE IS CALLING TERRACE, 


ш 
м 
ш 
ЕЗ 
ш 
m 
o 
z 
2 


ARE YOU ? 


m" | 
GHOST! HAI HA II HE LEFT 
SAVE II 7 HIS SUITCASE. 


HERE'S ANOTHER W 
PREY. I'LL TRAP HIM 


T 7 YOUR UNCLE 15 
ALSO. 


CALLING YOU. 


WHERE'S 
GHOST 
MANGU ?, 


Ж” 
CUNNINGNESS 
WON'T WORK. 


gt SA ዞር 
HERE'S YOUR У Б 
GHOST! v 
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Crop out the 
Negatives 


MOTIVATIONAL 6 


BANOISH 
BANDITS 


watching 


Bandhish Bandits f 


NTERTAINMEN 
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CONTENT 
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: 
through the 
. edges of 
)Sunderbans 


. Royal Enfield 
Ride to 
Mandarmani 


ACLUSIVE 


5 What's Hot? 
TRENDING 


Surfing through the edges of Sunderbans 
TRAVEL 
How to rebuild trust in your relationship 
RELATIONSHIP 


& Crop out the Negatives 
ሯ MOTIVATIONAL 


е Bandhish Bandits 
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P "Ballie" the constant companion 
TECH 


54 Income Tax Savings 
MONEY 


My The most attractive version of yourself 
LIFESTYLE 
е Are the stars by your side this manth? 
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& Royal Enfield Ride to Mandarmani 
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WORLD AROUND US 
TEAM 


Soumadeep Chatterjee 
Nilanjan Kala 
Susmita Chatterjee 


Susmita Chatterjee 
Swagato Chatterjee 
Soubhonik Banerjee 
Arkapravo Ghosh 
Jyoti Mukherjee 
Anuradha Agarwal 
Pritam Май 
Nilanjan Kala 
Soumadeep Chatterjee 


Tanmoy Saha 


Tania Roy 


Pritam Maji 
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elcome to Worl! Around Us Magazine. Everyone is really trying to do their 

best in the current situation. Things have been difficult regarding almost everything 

given the current circumstances. | feel that, only time can help us heal. The best we 

can do is adjust to the current circumstances and continue living our life in the best 
way possible. It had been quite a journey with a lots of ups & downs. All of us needs to stay positive 
& motivated with which | believe we will sail through these tough times. 


1 remember writing in my personal journals when | was around 4" grade | have researched a lot in 
my past years about magazines & read a lot of books. | always feel that reading is what keeps us 
motivated & helps us to keep going. | have been writing about various articles for a very long time, 
decades. It made me realise that writing is what | do best. Thus, with the help of my team, | have 
created something to keep everyone informed & motivated i.e. this Magazine which would fit in 
everyone's Ше & tight schedule as it is compact. This issue consists of great editorial contents that 
have been designed from the reader's perspective & will give you utmost joy & pleasure. 


"World Around Us Magazine’ promises you all the updates that you need to know in the major 
‘segments going on around you. 


| would like to thank the team of World Around Us Magazine without whom this Magazine would 
have never been possible. Special thanks to our fans who provided us with love & support to push 
us through & give the best magazine content, quality & design. Let us hope for the best & keep 
reading World Around Us Magazine! 


ы 


Soumadeep Chatterjee 
FOUNDER & EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 
soumadeep.chatterjee@outlookcom 


HOW TO REACH US 
Website: worldaroundusmagz.blogspot.com 
Subscription: WhatsApp: +91-7003978338 
Email: worldaroundusmagz@gmail.com 
Facebook: www.facebook com/worldaroundusmagz 
Advertisement: worldaroundusmagz@gmail.com 
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What's Hot? 


Dhoni Retires: An End of an Era 


Former Indian Cricket Team captain Mahendra Singh Dhoni has announced his retirement from 
international cricket. The local boy of Ranchi who debuted in 2004, with his calm attitude, keen & 
fierce understanding of the game and ingenious leadership qualities, changed the face of Indian 
cricket, M. S. Dhoni gifted our country with two world cups i.e, ІСС Т20 World Сир and ICC Cricket 
World Cup in 2007 and 201 respectively. Dhoni is currently the one & only cricket captain in the 
world to have won and claimed all [ርር trophies. India became the No. 1 Test side in 2009 under his 
leadership and went on to stay at the top for over 600 days. He has also led India to victory in 21 
home Test matches, the most by any Indian captain & unarguably the quickest man behind the 
wicket, with 195 international stumpings, the most by any wicket-keeper. Setting standards for 
wicketkeepers & captains to come, he finishes with no remorse on the field. Complementing his 


DING 


outstanding career & wishing him the best in life. 


A plane of Air India with 190 souls on 
board crashed at an airport in the 
state of Kerala, killing no less than 18 
people. The Air India plane of model 
Boeing 737, which was en route from 
Dubai, skewed & slipped off the 
runway due to heavy rainfall and split 
apart in two after landing at Calicut 
International airport also known as 
Kozhikode International Airport or 
Karipur airport. The flight was part of 
the Vande Bharat programme which 
was to bring stranded Indians back to 
their own country due to this current 
pandemic. In this unfortunate event 
Captain Deepak Vasant Sathe, who 
was a former Wing Commander 
fighter pilot of IAF (Indian Air force) 
and his co-pilot, Captain Akhilesh 
Kumar gave the ultimate sacrifice 
doing their duty towards their nation 
under Vande Bharat programme. 


Our sincerest respect to all of the 
pilots, crew members, passengers 
and their family members who 
suffered this immense loss. 


Currently there are about 165 different vaccines for 
COVID-19 being developed round the world. The main 
sorts of vaccines include: viral vector-based vaccines, 
virus-based, nucleic acid-based and protein-based 
vaccines. Russian adenovírus vector-based vaccine was 
registered by the Russian Ministry of Health on August 
11 and have become the primary registered COVID-19 
vaccine on the market. The announcement created a so- 
called “Sputnik moment” for the worldwide 
community. In 1957 the successful launch of the primary 
space satellite by the Soviet Union reinvigorated space 
research round the world. Thus the Russian COVID-19 
vaccine is called "Sputnik V". Before the start of clinical 
trials the vaccine had gone through all stages of pre- 
clinical trials with experiments on different types of 
animals, including 2 types of primates. Phase 1 and 2 
clinical trials of the vaccine have been completed on 
August 1, 2020. All the volunteers who were injected are 
feeling well, & no unforeseen or unwanted side effects 
were observed among them. The vaccine induced 
strong antibody and cellular immune response. Not one 
participant of the present clinical trials got infected 
with ८0५0-19 after being administered with the 
vaccine. The vaccine was confirmed by high precision 
tests in the lab for antibodies within the serum of 
volunteers, as well because the ability of the immune 
cells of the volunteers to activate in response to the 
spike S protein of the coronavirus, which indicates the 
formation of both antibody and cellular immune vaccine 
response. 
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8 we all know that 
Sundarban is the 
biggest delta in the 
A Жол, having 
tremendous natural 
beauty hiding inside it. It is 
also first of its kind to have 
Royal Bengal Tiger 
residing in its Mangroves 
situated in West Bengal in 
India. It was named for its 
famous mangrove tree, 
‘Sundari’. Apart from that 
many other mangrove 
trees are there like Goran, 
Bain, Hogla, Golpata etc. 
Sundarban is full of natural 
beauty and resources with 
its Flora and Fauna. It is 
extended through two 


neighbouring countries 
India and Bangladesh. 
Believe me, if you haven't 
visited it yet, then don't think 
twice. Pack your bags and 
get started to explore the 
beauty of Sundarbans. 


November to February 

It is well connected to every 
part of the country. The only 
thing you have to do is to 
reach Kolkata. Here either 
you have to take a train from 
SEALDAH towards 
CANNING or you will have to 
board а bus from 
ESPLANADE to reach 
CANNING. From there, you 


have to reach GODKHALI by 
auto or bus or cab. Then, 
take a launch from ferry 
ghat to reach 'Pakhiraloy'. 


Many people consider to 
stay in launches while 
others prefer hotels. 
There are lots of Hotels and 
Lodges are available in 
Pakhiraloy in all ranges 
from mid-budget to Luxury 
(From ₹ 800 - 5000). And 
dont be afraid of tigers 
roaming around your hotels, 
because the hotel's 
peripheries are well 
secured by fences. 

Almost all Hotels are well 
equipped with tourist boats 


= тш CAMP 


PHOTO CREDIT: Ти ADVISOR = 
SUNDARGAN TIGER CAMP 


^ for travelling through 
the heart of Sundarban. You 
better talk to your Hotel 
manager rather ‘than 
wandering outside your 
hotel and get confused. 
Fooding is available in all 
hotels within reasonable 
prices with yummy taste! 
If you are determined to 


explore Sundarban, | would 
suggest you to buy a tour 
package from any of the 
reliable ‘tour operators. 
Then, you won't have to 
worry about fooding, 
Lodging, arranging boat, & 
taking permission ‘for 
entering forest area. 
Everything will be arranged 
by the tour operators only. 
Cost of tour 

It solely depends on what 
kind of package you are 
purchasing. Generally, it 
varies from Rs 5,000 -10,000. 
All tourist spots generally 
remains same, only the 
quality of Hotels and their 
services change 
accordingly. 

Places to Visit 

There are many tourist 
spots like ^ Sajnekhali, 
Sudhanyakhali, Dobanki. 
Sundarban tour is actually a 
3 days 2 Nights tour 
program. И may seem to be 
а short tour but within this 
time-frame it consists 


everything, unless (jokingly) 
you make friends with tigers 
& choose to stay there for a 
longer period of time. Here 
is a short guide for you. 
#Sundarban Diaries- Day 1 
On reaching Hotel in the 
afternoon you will have 
lunch and take some rest. 
Around the evening, you will 
visit the Pakhiraloy River 
Junction to see & hear 
various & awesome species 
of birds and feel the nature's 
stunning beauty during 
sunset. Then, you will get 
back at the hotel to get 
yourself charged for the 
next day. 

#Sundarban Diaries- Day 2 
This is the most vital day of 
the tour. It will start by 
visiting the Sajnekhali Tiger 
Reserve & Sudhanyakhali 
Tiger Reserve іп the 
morning. There are watch 
Towers inside these Tiger 
Reserves to safely have а 
view of the forest. Here you 
will find Museums, 
Mangrove Trees and short 
roadways secured by fences 
on both sides through the 


forest to have a glimpse of 
the beautiful Sundarban. 
Thereafter you will reach 
Dobanki, which lies in the 
core area of the forest, very 
much prone to have a view 
of the Royal Bengal Tiger if 
you are lucky. If not, then at 
least Tiger pug marks will 
fill your heart. Here іп 


Dobanki, you will feel how 
blessed we are to have that 
forest. After that you will 
return at the Hotel. All your 
day will be spent on the 
boat. 

#Sundarban Diaries- Day 3 
On this day you are bound to 
feel sad while you return to 
your home from this 
wonderful national park 
taking a wonderful memory 
with you. 


RELATIONSHIP 


How to Rebuild Trust in a 
Relationship 


-Susmita Chatterjee 


“When you fully trust someone without any doubt, you finally get one of the 
two results- A person for life or a lesson for life." 


times we experience it from our significant other. But life moves on and we make new 

relationships or even try to amend the broken ones, though the question remains.” Will I 
be able to trust my partner again? Will | get hurt again? What if he turns out the same?" Whatever 
the situation, the question keeps lingering within our sub-conscious minds, they converge to a 
reality that being able to trust someone again is overwhelming. However slow or scary the process 
may seem, the good news is that trust can be rebuild! 


W: we believe it or not, most of us has encountered the bitter taste of betrayal; at 


TAS # 


DO YOU HAVE А 


So, if you аге willing to put real efforts into your relationships or repair your scars in your 
relationship, here are some tips which may help you out: 


#1 Openly discuss your relationship status 


Build a habit of checking in with each other about how your relationship is proceeding. Learn to 
discuss the feelings with each other. If you feel something is not going as you had wished, then 
confront your partner. Feel free to discuss emotions related to insecurity, anxiety, ambivalence, 


and how would like your relationship to proceed. This, not only improves trust but also reduce the 
likelihood of misunderstandings due to untold and un-resolved issues. 


#2 Be reliable, honest and transparent 


Learn to be responsible. Do not let your actions defy your words. Your partner looks up to you 
when you are reliable. Transparency is a great way to showcase your commitment. Do not let your 
partner work to get information- offer it freely. Though it may breach your privacy, but hide 
nothing. People tend to trust when their partner is honest and forthcoming with sharing process. 


#3 Acknowledge your feelings: 


You cannot console your partner unless you console yourself. Learn to acknowledge your own 
feelings and confess to your partners. If something is bothering you, tell them. Avoiding raising an 
issue at the earliest moment causes more discomfort later on. But don't be defensive. Own your 
actions, and let your partner know that you will put more efforts to make things better. Learn to be 
patient, addressing the problem will lead to strengthening of bond and gaining mutual trust. 


"Without communication, there is no relationship. Without respect there is no 
love, Without trust, there is no reason to continue.” 


#4 Communicate with each other: 


However bad the situation is, communicate. Even if you feel shattered, still communicate. Your 
partner is also а human. Don't expect them to read your mind. Speak up, and create an 
environment to allow your significant other to open up. Explain your feelings, however trivial it 
may seem, be it jealousy, insecurity, or even if you are feeling low or anything else. Menial tasks 
like exchanging texts, informing about your daily routine can really help you to build a sense of 
connection and trust. 


#5 Respect each other: 


Treat each other humbly, nothing can surpass genuine love. Don't try to control the person; love 
your partner for who they are. In a healthy relationship; valuing each other's opinions, listening to 
each other, being kind, honoring boundaries, compromising, cheering up each other, contributes to 
respect. Also, respect yourself. Self-respect is the key to build confidence and maintain a healthy 
relationship by respecting your partner. 


“Trust can be rebuilt. It takes time, communication and pure honesty.” 


A healthy relationship is based on foundations of trust, understanding and romance. A secure 
relationship also has physicals impacts such as reduced illness, lower blood pressure, and peace 
of mind. So, do not violate trust again. Keep the small commitments, be a good listener, give each 
other personal space, only then you can finally taste the sweetness of unconditional love. 
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| 
Crop out the Negatives 


his is a world of Run and Rush. It is 

easy to get lost. Getting lost in the 

bias is the common thing and it 
happens in major portion to those who 
live a 'Out-of-box' life, communicating 
with varied kinds of people around. 


Now this bias is itself another domain of 
positive and negative circuits powered by the 
complicated cerebrums and thus it is difficult to 
stay positive when your soul is experiencing 
the world through a negative bias. The 
difference between what is positive and what is 
negative depends on what aspect you are giving 
to it Your childhood, your maturity of 
understanding, your experiences, your bounced 
behaviour, your ‘interaction with the 
environment stands in understanding the 
smaller and broader aspects. So let me skip 
this phase and point out the positive and 
negative poles as good and bad in general 
ideology. 


A glass half-filled can be seen as positive ог 
negative depending on the person who is 
seeing it. Reading our own 
mind is one necessary step 
we must follow. 


* Slowing down 
vehicle of 


your 
seeking 
negatives will slow down 
the negative momentum- 
Take a break when things 
get stressful, take a nap or 
meditate and start with a 
new prevalence. 


* Speak about the good 
things in your life - Make 
your positive belief system 
more concrete. Share the 
good things with others. 


-Swagato Chatterjee 


% Cultivate a gratitude practice - Be thankful 
for all the good things in your life. Think about 
what is going well and least what has gone 
wrong 


% Expand your thoughts - There are glimmers 
of good in everyone. Try to find it out from your 
friends, colleagues, relatives, etc. Create time 
for pleasant moments. Laugh through your 
heart. 


* Find out what is true- Be good and possible 
by enhancing your observation without judging. 
Replace pre-conceived ideas and face what is 
real 


% Help others and that will make you feel good- 
Look for ways to make things better for 
someone else. Kindness create ripples. 


All these above steps is not a One-Day journey. 
Collect all the positive vibes around you in a 
bucket-of-positivity, day-after-day and repeat. 
You might not notice it at first but practicing 
gratitude, kindness and mindfulness 
consistently is how you create positivity in your 
life and crop out the negatives. 


p 


\ 4 ARE YOU 
POSITIVE 
ENOUGH? 


ЕМТ 


Why people аге watching Bandhish Bandits? 


-Pritam Май 


NMENT 


AMAZON ORIGINAL 


SERIES | prime video 
574! - 


BANDISH BANDITS: A Magnum Opus of Indian musical TV series with a mesmerising and 
inspiring classical music experience and treat to music lovers. 

Bandish Bandits as a TV/Web series showcases Indian classical music which goes beyond your 
imaginations, against anything that you have ever experienced in Indian Entertainment Industry. 

A series that explains the Indian Heritage of Gharana culture of music so well, with — picturistique 
locations of Rajasthan that charms your heart and makes you fall in love with it. A tribute to Indian 
classical music with feuds and conflicts between music maestroes showing their worship and passion 
for music as an art, distant from money making business of modern world. Lead Casts Shreya 
Choudhary and Ritwik Bhowmik creates an enchanting love story between two artists from different 
worlds connected through music with some spices and twists hidden in these dramatic havelis 

Its Grand music takes us to a whole another world with vocals from legendry Pandit Ajoy Chakraborty 

Dhananjay Mhaskar with Javed АІ, Shivam Mahadevan and Jonita Gandhi and compositions beautifully 
roped by Shankar, Ehsaan and Loy, from theme song to background score, from jugalbandis of samrats 
to charismatic and melodious bandishes. 

Performances of Legendry Nasiruddin Shah as Pandit ji with Atul Kulkarni, Sheeba Chadha, Rajesh 
Tailang, Shreya Choudhary, Ritwik Bhowmik was a treat to our eyes.The acting, storyline, and mainly 
the enchanting classical music fused with some modern variations makes Bandish Bandits a worthy 
watch worth every minute of your free time 


-Nilanjan Kala 


his modern-day problem has made the need for companionship even more desirable, and we keep 
wondering about different possibilities. Is it possible if someone can wake you up in the morning 
by removing curtains like your parents used to do? What if someone can wake you up with good 
music and a positive quote in a giant screen like an elder sibling! How would you feel if someone can 


maintain the air conditioner temperature, clean the house with a vacuum cleaner, prepare hot water for 
shower, defrost your foods and veggies, ready the toaster like a house-maid? Will life be super easy if 
someone can guide you every time you get into the wrong posture while doing exercise! What if someone 
can take care of our elder parents or pets when you are in the office and inform you instantly if there is an 


emergency! I guess each one of us desires one or all of the things mentioned. If 1 say, you can get all the 
things through a modern solution! Yes, you heard it right! There is a device that provides a solution for all 
these problems, a perfect personalized companion who will understand, take care of you, your family, 
your pets as well as your house throughout the day, The name is Ballie, 1! 


AMSUNG BALLIE 


E Ballie- It is a small ball-shaped robot that helps you around the house. Samsung claims that with 
the help of AI, Ballie will be a tool that can act as a medium that can help customers connect with smart 
devices in their homes, and it can be a personalized companion to your kids and pets. The small round 
shaped structure helps it to follow you and move across the house. The embedded high-resolution camera 
can help it capture and provide solutions as per the needs of the user. The smart voice recognition makes 
it user friendly for all the members of the family. 


We can access Ballie from the phone by which the user can interact with it and use it as a security device 
to get live feeds on parents, kids, and pets at home. Let's see what Ваше will do for us. Once you wake up, 
it can show you an enlightened video wishing you good morning at your TV. When you moved to the 
kitchen, it will help you with your hot beverage as per your choice, ready to be served in your beverage 
maker, While you are performing your morning routines, it will remind you of all the essential events and 
fetch news from your favourite genre. Then it will act as your personalized trainer who will capture your 
moves while exercising from all directions and give you a report and feedback of your performance in the 
device of your choice. After that, when you are going for the shower, it will prepare the water temperature 
as per your preference to give you a refreshing bathing experience. Once you left for the office, it will be 
staying at your house like a guarding angel taking care of your family and your home. 


It will keep reminding your parents about medicines, keep checking them whether they are doing good or 
not, and will clean your house with a vacuum cleaner before you return from the office. Once you are 
from the office, you will be welcomed by ВаШе with a temperature of your choice. ВаШе also takes care of 
safety as you can accidentally step over it and fall. So it always maintains a distance of one meter. Ballie is 
like for everyone, and it is everywhere. It is like the perfect companion we are waiting. Currently, Samsung 
ВаШс has showcased its capabilities at CES 2020 in Las Vegas, and it is supposedly going into production 
very soon. We hope that Ба Ше reaches our house very soon and become the perfect companion we all are 
waiting for! 


монг 


How to Save Income Tax? 


-Nilanjan Kala 


INCOME TAX 


ARE YOU LOSING 
YOUR MONEY? 


harrowing and hurtful when someone takes away your hard-earned money. Every year we go 

through this same feeling again and again. Yes, you guessed it right!! Its taxes. А report of 
Times of India states that an average salaried employee has to pay more than 50 percent of their 
salary as direct and indirect taxes in the form of income tax, service tax, GST, etc. Horrifying Right!! 
But there are some avenues left which an employee can use and reduce the mammoth burden of 
taxes. Here in this article, we are going to explore the different ways which can be used to save our 
hard-earned money and increase our savings. 
i). Home Loan- Always dreamt of buying your dream house! Buying a house on loan will not only fulfil 
your dream of staying in that house, it will also be light on your tax statement. A salaried employee 
can save Rs. 1, 50,000 taxes under 80c on the payment of principal towards housing loan. 
1). Health Insurance Policy- Residents can claim the premium amount paid towards insurance policy 
under section 80D. For people whose age are below 60 years of age, the exempted premium amount 
will be Rs. 25000 and for people above 60, the amount is Rs 50000. 
iii). Investments- Some investments in the capital market can help not only in creating wealth but 
also in saving taxes. The Equity linked saving schemes(ELSS funds) help you save tax under 80C. 
iv).Investment in Government Schemes - People can get a good assured return on investment by 
investing in government schemes and can also save taxes under 80с. The schemes which come 
under 80C are Senior Citizen Savings Scheme (SCSS), Sukanya Samriddhi Yojana (SSY), National 
Pension Scheme (NPS), Public Provident Fund (PPF), National Pension Scheme (NPS) 
v). Rented Premises - What if you cannot take loan for your dream house and have to stay in a rented 
apartment. You can claim Tax exemptions for House rent allowance (HRA) under Section 10(13А). Your 
salary slip should contain an HRA component to get the compensation for the same. Although, the 
total tax exemption on rent paid is calculated as the minimum value of three components: 

a) Annual HRA received from the employer 

b). 50% of the annual salary if the individual is residing in a metro city (40% in case of non- 

metro cities). 

c). Total annual rent should be 10% of the basic salary. 
vi). Charity - Doing charity not only makes you feel good but also provide a relief in your tax billing. 
Donations made to different charitable organisations in cash are eligible for tax waiver amounting to 
12,000 under Section 806, Online or bank transactions enjoy complete or partial tax exemptions. 
One thing to note here is one can claim a maximum of ፳ኗ.1, 50,000 under section 80C.The deadline to 
file the tax return has been extended till November 30, 2020. Hopefully when you file for tax return in 
2021, there will lot of returns you will be expecting based on the above tools of tax savings. 


H ow would you feel if you have to sacrifice a large amount of money without your will? It is 


LIFESTYLE 


An effort to discover your style 


Say no to an extravagant shopping spree 


Make some tough decisions 


eel 


Are the Stars by your Side? 


ARIES (Mar 21 - Apr 20) 


You need to give some peace 
to your mind. Do just that on 
the 3rd or the 13th - as you'll 
have what it takes to clear 
the air. The month as an 
entire look as if there'll be 
little time for love or money 
quite routine, hard work, but 
you'll survive and feel 
pleased after the 23rd when 
such a lot had been cleared 
up, and your prevailing 
atmosphere changes, with 
you mood becoming 
extremely romantic. 


TAURUS (Apr 21 - May 21) 


An auspicious period in 
which everything will go 
your way. Unrealistic 
matters will begin to 
materialize. You will gain the 
interest of a person of 
different sex who will want 
to get to know you better, 
Open yourself to the world 
and people, and prepare for 
changes. Soon you will make 
a big step forward. In free 
time, attend parties, 
business meetings or 
banquets. You can also have 
some old acquaintance with 
a person who will want 
more than just friendship 
from you. At the end of the 
mission, the best time will 
come to embark on a long 
journey. 


GEMINI (May 22 - June 21) 


-Soubhonik Banerjee 


As there is very active 
Mercury during the first 
week of September think 
twice before you criticize 
someone because your 
flurry of words will be far 
harsher than you might 
realize and in retrospect, 
you'll wish you'd been 
gentler and more tactful. 
Other than that, you'll get 
excellent results for your 
efforts and can enjoy 
additional dashing around. 
Always try to maintain a 
positive environment with 
your relatives. 


CANCER (June 22 - July 22) 


Everything you miss 
immediately is simply more 
outdoor activity. If the lack of 
contact so far was caused 
by some misunderstanding, 
now will be the perfect time 
to return to the situation 
from the past and explain 
everything completely. It is 
never too late to rebuild 
friendship. You will achieve 


many successes this month, 
but the person with whom 
you're during a relationship 
won't be happy about it. 
Continuous confusion 
around your person can 
make her irritable. 
Promotions will make you 
forget your loved ones for а 
moment and focus on your 
career. 


LEO (July 23 - Aug 23) 


This month is the time to do 
something new and achieve 
success. Decision should be 
taken on parental advice. 
The month will be important 
for money related matters. 
There is also an indication of 
profit for the people related 
to the commission, royalty. 
September appears to be 
fruitful as far as purchasing 
or selling a property is 
involved. In this month stay 
away from the lawsuit. 


VIRGO (Aug 24 - Sept 22) 
Overall Love life is good but 
may get affected by other 


activities. Getting married ог 
ending a relationship, 
starting or increasing your 
family and therefore the 
purchase of a property are 
all distinct possibilities. Your 
practical, logical qualities 
are going to be enhanced 
and your tendency to stress 
is going to be negated. You 
will be able to work 
creatively. Your suggestions 
are going to be received with 
enthusiasm by your partner 
and you'll not lack birthday 
surprises. 


LIBRA (Sept 23 - Oct 23) 


Don't suggest anything 
remotely controversial to 
your partner during the 
primary week of September 
2020, because the chances 
of a positive response are 
virtually nil; but from then 
you'll get exactly what you 
would like and once you 
want it - flying lessons, a 
visit to Antarctica – you 
name it! If possible, find time 
to be a laid back Libra, that's 
not difficult for you, but you'll 
get increased enjoy 
relaxation until the 23rd 
when the Sun enters your 
very own, glorious sign! 


SCORPIO (Oct 24 - Nov 22) 


Relationships with 
colleagues or business 
partners might be difficult 
during the primary week of 
the September, and while 
things might not come to à 
head until the 21st, with the 
possibility of a final 
resolution after the 28th, 
you're well ready to leave 
problems at the office and 


luxuriate in life in your usual 
ebullient style, with 
opportunities to socialize 
and widen your circle of 
friends. 


SAGITTARIUS (Nov23-Dec?1) 


Although Jupiter is travelling 
through your sign and 
supplying you with both 
opportunities and support, 
there's quite a lot of 
temporary stress 
surrounding you at the 
present. A beneficial month, 
during, which the celebs 
would make sure that no 
serious health or mishap 
troubles you. Nothing very 
encouraging about your 
career this month, since the 
celebs aren't in an obliging 
mood. There would be a lot 
of hard work, and even then 
expected gains would not be 
realized. Travel, of which 
there should be a good 
amount, would also bear 
little fruit, though there 
could be some marginal 
percentage for you during a 
sojourn towards the East. 


CAPRICORN (Dec 22-Jan 20) 


As per the Capricorn 
Horoscope 2020, the 
planetary positions at the 
beginning of the month play 
in your favour. Your patience 
is boosted and you're likely 
to mingle with a social circle 
you didn't feel comfortable 
with earlier. It is an ideal 
time to push your limits and 
go for the set goals on 
occupational as well as the 
financial front. Your 
Capricorn Horoscope 2020 
says that, if you were aiming 


at investing, now's the time. 
For all this, you would need 
to work day and night or 
even round the clock to 
achieve a certain level of 
progress in life this month. 


AQUARIUS (Jan 21 - Feb 18) 


You're drifting up to cloud 
nine, and loving every 
colourful moment. Enjoy 
whatever goes on in your 
life, but do attempt to keep a 
corner of your emotions 
anchored, because twice this 
month the planets are being 
teasingly naughty towards. 
you. On the 9th the Sun 
argues with Uranus (your 
ruling planet), their influence 
will cause you to unwisely 
extravagant, and on the 2151 
when Venus and Neptune 
are hostile your judgment 
regarding the opposite sex 
may be somewhat impaired. 


PISCES (Feb 19 - Mar 20) 


This is a pleasing time of 
year for you when to urge 
the foremost of the positive 
influences working for you, 
attempt to spend rather 
longer than usual with your 
partner, sharing what you 
have in common. Missing out 
on these opportunities may 
not be in the best of your 
interest and can lead you to 
an unexpected loss. It is 
predicted that you simply 
may develop a replacement 
relationship this year. You 
are likely to spice up your 
interests with regards to 
finances or occupation 
thanks to the entry of this 
new relationship. 


CLUSIVE 


Royal Enfield Ride to Mandarmani 


-Arkapravo Ghosh & Jyoti Mukherjee 


MANDARMANI 


With this pandemic hitting, the whole world has gone under complete lockdown which means no travel, no 
fun. We are finally trying coming back to normal by taking all the safety measures and following the few 
restrictions given, With the unlocking starting in West Bengal and lockdown continuing on particular dates, 
we thought of taking a break from the pause and bring out our companions for a quick and safe ride to the 
beach. Keeping every possible consequence in mind we "Тһе Enfield Riders Community’, started our journey 
early in the morning for a One-Day-Ride. 

We started our bikes at 5 Am and the Sun was barely visible due to the clouds, We all met at our decided 
meeting point - Santragachi Bus Stand, and we were thrilled to see all the Enfield's lined up while some 
purring their 350s and 650s to hit the roads. We felt thunder raging in our veins when 25 Royal Enfield 
machines started altogether. It seemed that we were the ones in charge of The Weather. The roads were 
welcoming us while our destination was calling us. All this set our mood as we started and finally felt freedom! 
After sorting out the routes we reached- Kolaghat for breakfast, where our destination was 75-80kms more 
to go. Sher-e-Punjab being the most famous joint for travellers going through the Bombay highway served 
as brilliantly as they used to. In spite of the lockdown, we dint have to compromise with the menu. The food 
was delicious as always without putting a lot of strain to our pocket. After a bit of over-eating, we finally 
focused on our destination which was- Mandarmani, Sea-side Village in West Bengal, Since it was 
Independence Day, we met a lot of other solo and group riders on their way of celebrating the 73rd Indian 
Independence and became our travel companion. 


== this day, India witnesses a huge celebration of independence with tricolour flag hoisting, parades and 
cultural functions across the country. Our idea of celebrating this day was freedom and what better way to 
find freedom other than being a rider! The roads were colourful with our Indian flag and it spread the Indian 
Spirit through the thumping of our beasts. А bit of traffic, the rain, the bumpy road didn't matter because it 
was all a part of the thrilling riding experience. Roads were a little wet because of the humid weather conditions 
and rains. But we powered through safely. We all were geared up with riding jackets, bottom, gloved and full- 
face helmets. It helped us to evade the tiring and humid-air hitting us. It was а 4.5hrs ride after multiple halts 
including few for photo-shoots. We finally reached our destination, Mandarmani which is near about 180km 
from our respective homes. We had lunch at The Viceroy Beach and Spa Resort which is a bit on the expensive 
side but not so much. Some peaceful hours at the beach, good food and mainly taking a break from the city 
life was all we needed for refreshment. Though we were not willing to, we had to come back since it was a 
One-Day-Ride. We had to get up & start our journey which was very quick and took around 2.5hours to come 
back to the city. 

There is not much to talk about the destination though, but the journey, which was fulfilling and thrilling. The 
roads and the speedometer were so much in sync. And being a rider there is so much I can ask for. Mask, 
Sanitizers, Gloves and Social Distancing are mandatory if you are planning for such a ride. 


The Enfield Riders Community 


a | was small | looked at the mirror 
happily, 
Since then life had changed dramatically. 
Earlier | used to be happy me, 
| choose to live in a way that is free. 
My own thoughts matters me the most, 
In a world where | am lost. 
With an un-borrowed vision, 
1 am on my own mission 
Then | grow up, 
And things got disrupt. 
What will others think? 
In this thought my whole world shrink 
How to be happy? | forget, 
For which | later regret. 
Instead of listening to my inner voice, 


Painting of Krishna 


Life’s what our perception is 


-Anuradha Agarwal 


| am doing something that is not my choice. 


-Таптоу Saha 


Tanmoy Saha 


Just to be іп the crowd, 
І also started shouting loud. 
But, 

Life is a valuable gift which we should respect, 
Happiness and sadness are it's subjects 
To be happy we just need our own 
appreciation, 

Which helps us to deal with any situation. 
It's ok to be yourself, 
Sometimes you just need your help. 
Life is what our perception is, 

And we have to play this quiz. 

Just with a little caution, 

We have to choose an option - 
Deluded thoughts and pain OR 
Clear vision and gain 


Life's what our perception is 


When | was small | looked at the mirror 
happily, 
Since then life had changed dramatically 
Earlier | used to be happy me, 

1 choose to live in а way that is free. 
My own thoughts matters me the most, 
In a world where | ат lost. 

With an un-borrowed vision, 

l am on my own mission 
Then | grow up, 

And things got disrupt 
What will others think? 

In this thought my whole world shrink 
How to be happy? | forget, 

For which 1 later regret. 

Instead of listening to my inner voice, 

1 am doing something that is not my choice. 


-Anuradha Agarwal 


Just to be in the crowd, 
l also started shouting loud. 
But, 

Life is a valuable gift which we should respect, 
Happiness and sadness are it's subjects. 
To be happy we just need our own 
appreciation 
Which helps us to deal with any situation. 
It's ok to be yourself, 
Sometimes you just need your help. 
Life is what our perception is, 

And we have to play this quiz. 

Just with a little caution, 

We have to choose an option - 
Deluded thoughts and pain OR 
Clear vision and gain. 
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2nd 
October Varanasi is ата: 
2020 going to be 
the first 
woman pilot of 


Friday, Fit Lt Shivangi “Φον | | 
Singh, from қ | 


National 


Holiday 
Happy Rafael. She will 
Birthday to join "Golden 


Arrows" 


the Father 
ofthe Squadron 17 
Nation, of the 4.5 - 
Mahatma generation Rafael at Ambala Airbase. India 
Gandhi has purchased 36 Rafael jets at INR 59,000 


crore from France to be delivered by 2022. 


How Vaccine will be distributed by GAVI? 
-CEPI & WHO formed САМ δι trying to 
develop & distribute vaccine as soon as they 


are available 
-596 of Total Dosage will be kept for Outbreak 
-Vaccine for 10-5096 of total population by 


Underground Jaipur Metro e-inaugurated 
by Rajasthan Chief Minister Ashok Gehlot 


Self Financing participant countries only 


, F 8 i al ha: = 
-Countries will be given vaccines for 20% of LS EEO е μονος 


total population service within 2.12 km from Chandpole to 


-2 Billion vaccines to be distributed by the 
endof 2021 


Badi Chaupar in, Jaipur city. For now only 
smart-card holders will be able to travel 


Shimla a 
being a student the toll 


the summer of 


2019, an 
cabopportunt 
1 Bimal. 


lowra ew Delhi y 
е we hired a car and 
"The of Hill Stations: | 


| is 3 ind We enjoying a ro À 
5 fulfilling our de ЖІ off an item out of our bucket list... 
convention 18 ads of mere mortals and 
у towards the heavel ) othills of the mighty Himalayas, „> 
є ora and fauna, and sensing ће = 
rise of chill in the air steadily, as we go u view of rs i 
® mountains from the car was chameleonic, mutating b minute. For us, ва 
> moment of absolute bliss and harmony &very time we Watched outside Не pane of our 
car. Following an immersive and alluring јо0теу of 10 hours, it was'almost twilightwhen 
a eventually arrived at Shimla. 
2 ым song н же Ψ x FH -ም- 


ግ par » 


- | 


Е 


| checked into our hotel which ме had previously booked, 
entered our room, and freshened up for an enchanting even- 


ing stroll throughout the mall road of Shimla. 


he loopy and curvy Mall road was in a psychedelic trance. But no, 
is strung out along a 12km this was real. This was Shimla. 


ridge, with steep forested Following this visual treat, we went for 
hillsides sloping away in all 
directions, the Himachal capital is one 
of India's most popular hill resorts, 
buzzing with a happy flow of heat- 
escaping Indian vacationers, The only 
way to get around central Shimla is on 
foot. Vehicles, including taxis, are 
forbidden from The Ridge and much of 
The Mall, with traffic funnelled along 
Cart Rd and Circular Rd, As Traffic is 
outlawed from the central part of town, 
walking is pleasant, even with the 
huffing and puffing of hiking uphill, 
Subsequently reaching the highest 
point of the ridge there was a tableland 
where resides the 2nd oldest church of 
Northern India - Christ Church, Shimla. 
Of that elevated hilltop Παύαπά, the 
panoramic view and the majestic 
grandeur of The Himalayas were 
breath-taking, | was lulled into a gentle 
complacency and was roused seeing 


а treat to subdue and conquer our 
hunger. There are several iconic 
restaurants, cafes & bars along The 
Mall (especially near the lift), there are 
dozens of simple, economical Indian 
eateries in Middle Bazaar, just a few 
short steps below The Mall's central 
section. Prices are especially good for 
thalis (multi-curry meals), 

After а sumptuous meal, we retired 
ourselves in our hotel room for a good 
night's sleep. We woke up early & 
approached our hotel's open rooftop 
garden to experience the foreground 
gashes of a yellow-lit sky with a bluish 
texture in the background that slashes 
open the innards of the surrounding 
mountains while facing the chilly 
sensation & inhaling the purest form of 
ак that enveloped the entire 
atmosphere of ош surrounding 
scenery, Devouring a big nutritious 
breakfast we decided hiking to the local 
sight scenes named Scandal Point, 


the spectacular peaks of the mountain 
ranges against the skyline. | felt as if 1 


Jakhu Hanuman Statue, Town Hall, 
Gorton castle, Gaiety Theatre, 
Himachal State Museum, Тһе 
Viceregal Lodge, Shimla Heritage 
Museum etc while enjoying a lump 
sump meal of Himachali cuisine and 
thalis in between our local sight scene 
parikrama, 

While capturing the picturesque 
landscapes along with ourselves in our 
DSLR's we also tock our time capturing. 
the experiences of the breathtaking 
views and scenery in our hearts and 
minds, taking our timeline towards 
dusk. ॥ was dark now and we could 
see the small lights twinkling all over 
the mountains along with the city from 
the Ridge. We decided to halt & pause 
for a few moments to enjoy the beauty 
and serenity and calmness of Shimla 
and its views surrounding us, for it was 
our last day in this paradise and it was 
time to take the heights of adventure to 
the next level, which was Manali, 
thereafter enjoying a lavish dinner and 
resigning ourselves in our hotel's room 
for a comfy sleep. 


x New Day comes with 


a New Destination 


e were же : 
excited that Wë 


‘Woke up early at 5 am ии 
“апа packed our cases 
Е inside 5.30 апа 
completed our 
breakfast within 6 ат 
4f? as we had a long 
:.. journey ahead «to 
^. Manali. There are many 
unforgettable bits in 
every man's life. 
Nonetheless, only a few 
of them get indelibly 
engraved іп ош. 
memories. Rare of my. 
ж most memorable 
moments ४ 
associated with 
! road trip to Мапа! а 
the time ме зрепи 


ኛ there. We commence: 

our journey towards 

2X Manali in a local car 
which we had 
previously booked. 


Е vales, with риге 


verdurous slopes; idyllic, rustic 
agrarian human settlements, far 
off glimpses of the white sheep 
grazing on the slopes of Q 
mountains under the awning of ` 
the azure sky are the 
enthralling illustrations one gets 
as a bonus for coming to #6 
utopic Eden. As we approached 
Manali, the mountains became 
more towering. К was noon 
when we reached our holel in 
Manali. 
The harmony, tranquillity, and brilliance of Manali and its surroundings were hypnotic. We had 
booked a Riverside Resort on the banks of Beas River, so the nature was abundant. Of the 
room's balcony, the distant snow-clad white mountains and the calming sound of the Beas river 


gave the illusion of a different offbeat universe. It was evening now and our hotel manager beck- 
oned us, along with other groups for an enchanting bonfire camping in our resort grounds 


a the dark starlit sky with the only sound of gushing 
stream of Beas river passing by including the warmth of 
the bonfire, was proving to be a magical evening 
Following these enchanting events, we eventually had 
our dinner and went off to sleep. 
The next day we hired a local cab to visit Rohtang pass 
and Solang valley. Rohtang Pass lies beyond the 
habitable world that continues to enchant travellers. 
During our journey to Rohtang pass, we braved bone- 
chilling gusts, slippery roads with their deadly curves, 
and sometimes extremely rough weather. The reward for 
this effort was being greeted by snow-capped 
mountains, encountering the thrill of а challenging 
journey, and breathing in the fresh mountain air along 
with few inches of fresh snow covered like a blanket all 
over the ground and slope of Rohtang pass, Now we 
understood the cunning location of the pass coupled with 
the spellbinding escapade of nature all around us, 
making Rohtang Pass so popular. Enchanting sights of 
glaciers, snow-covered peaks, and rivers continued to 
amaze nature lovers like ourselves to ride the 


bottlenecked roads that were unforgiving and wouldn't 
entertain amateur drivers. We spent more than an hour 
playing with the snow, sliding, skiing, and throwing 
snowballs at each other. Next, it was time to tour Solang 
valley, so we hopped back into our car and after an hour 


of treacherous drive, we reached Solang valley where 
we enjoyed the thrill and fun of adventurous activities like 
zorbing, paragliding, ATV riding, and skiing/skating. 
snowmobiling, etc individually depending on our choice 
of adventure sports. On our way back to Manali we also 
had the opportunity to visit the Hidimba Devi temple 
which was at the entrance of a forest covered with huge 
pine trees. We returned to our hotel in the evening and 
spent our last night gazing at the starlit sky blanketing 
over the towering mountains and eventually treating 
ourselves to a lavish dinner. 

Gniving at a different offbeat universe( Manati ) 
We had spent a glorious midsummer, living our dream in 
Shimla & Manali, and the next morning my heart was 
heavy as we left the Eden of our fantasies. The beauty of 
Shimla & Manali was unforgettable; but far more 
beautiful was the journey itself. We discovered that there 
was no wifi in the mountains but you won't find a better 
connection. Concluding my travelogue with a thought 
that occupied my heart ል mind during our journey:- 


"-бгед Child 
«Pritam Maji 


я time to visit 
All year round. 
April -July For travellers who 
want to escape the heat of 
the Indian summer and enjoy 
the scenery of mountains 
with a clear blue sky along 
with the thrill of adventure 
activities/sports. 
October-November For 
travellers who wants to see 
the autumn magically 
bloom the flowers and 
the apples in apple 
orchards with snow- 
capped mountains afar 
surrounding under the 
blue sky along with the 
thrill of adventure 
activities/sports, 
December-January For 
travellers who wants to enjoy 
the snowfall and freshly laid 
snowy blanket all over the 
valley and roads of Shimla & 
Manali, but also flexible with 


their timelines and sight 
scenes as there could be 
blockades! roadblocks for 
exaggerating amounts of 
snowfall. 

February - March For 


travellers who could be lucky 
enough to experience a 
snowfall but mainly to enjoy 
the freshly laid out snow all 
over the valley with few 
available adventure activities 
or sports, 

Adventure Activities 

* River Rafting in the River 
Bees 

14 km Rafting [Pirdi to 
Bajaura] - Rs 800/ person. 

8-9 Grade III Rapids | Easy | 
Duration - 1:30 hr. 

10 km Rafting [Pirdi to 


Sarabai] - Rs 700/ person. 

7 Grade ॥ Rapids | Easy | 
Duration 1 hour. 

7 km Rafting [Риф to 
Bhuntar]- Rs 700/ person. 

5 Grade ॥ Rapids | Easy | 
Duration - 40 min (Bargaining 
is a must) 

There are three locations of 
River Rafting near Manali, 
above one is Pirdi and the 


other two locations for river 


rafting are Raison And Babeli, 

* Paragliding in Solang valley 
river with a per-person cost of 
INR 2000-3000 for 5 to 7 
mins of flight duration 
(depending on the winds), or 
with a per-person cost of INR 
4000-5000 for 14 to 16 mins 
of flight duration (depending 
on the winds). Prices also vary 
due to other costs like the 
hiring of GoPro for a video of 
your flight. (Depending on 
your Bargaining power) 

* ATV Rides/ Quad Bike rides 
in Solang Valley with a per- 
person cost of INR 800-1200. 
(Depending on your 
Bargaining power) 

* Skiing in Solang Valley ог 
Rohtang Pass with a per- 
person cost of INR 800-1200 . 
(Depending on your 
Bargaining power) 

е Snowmobiling in the Solang 


Valley or Rohtang Pass with a 
perperson cost of INR 800 
1200. (Depending on your 
Bargaining power) 

There are also some other fun 
adventurous activities which 
are less dangerous and also 
more economical than the 
above activities: Zorbing, 
River Crossing, Zipline, Rock 
Climbing, Rappelling, Cable 

Car Ropeway etc. 


How to Reach 
There are several ways 
to reach Shimla and 
Manali. 

1, Train to Kalka Railway 
station & from there 
book and enjoy a 
- scenic toy train ride to 
Shimla Station or you 
can also hire a local cab or car 
to Shimla from Kalka. 

2. Train | Flight / Bus to Delhi & 
from there a hired car till 
Shimla or Manali. 

3. Train | Flight | Bus to 
Chandigarh & from there а 
hired car till Shimla or Manali. 


How to plan 
There are a huge number of 
tour operators in cities all over 
India who designs package 
tours of Shimla & Manali 
starting from INR 10k per 
person. You can also plan 
your tour by pre-booking your 
train or flight online and pre- 
booking your hotels online 
according to your choice and 
budget. Local cab or hired car 
can be booked on spot from 
Delhi/Chandigarh/Kala ог 
Shimla/Manali for both inter- 
state travel destinations and 
local sight scenes. 

*Pritam Maji 


Б Peace to your Relationships 


very relationship is a “roller coaster" ride, 
filled with ups and downs; somewhere it 
can be really challenging. also very 
rewarding as well, leading to a thrilling 
package of love and togetherness. 
No relationship is a perfect one, and it is totally 
normal for partners to disagree on things, have 
trust issues . incompatibility and unmet 
expectations, to name a few. The problem starts 
when the disagreements are handled poorly or 
delayed ,which causes more stress among 
partners resulting in further misunderstandings 
and arguments. Your relationship may be going 
through a tough 
phase now, but no 
conflict exists which 
cannot be resolved 
with poise and 
understanding. 
Everyone prefers a 
night of fun and 
cuddles over fighting 
and shouting. So, if 
you want to have a 
calm and fun 
relationship, here аге 
some ways for you, 
BEWARE OF YOUR 
FEELINGS AND TRY 
NOT TO OVERREACT 
We tend to start 
arguments when we 
ourselves аге 
annoyed. You might 
think that you are 
annoyed at your 
partner because they didn't reply soon enou£h, or 
was late to a date, but in reality, you are annoyed 
because you disagreed with your friends or a 
dispute at the job. Before you start arguments, 
compose your feelings, and try to consciously 
listen to your thoughts. When you listen to 
something you dislike, you tend to be angry. But 
before you snap at your partner, take some time 
alone. If you still feel terrible, try something which 
uplifts your mood. This way the negativity curbs 
down, thoughts become more rational, and a 


person becomes less argumentative when 
confronting their partners. 
COMMUNICATE 
Communication is always the best effort you can 
put to stop your fights. When your partner says 
something that pisses you off explain it to them. 
We all have been to “one-word replies" , to make 
our partner known that we are angry. But it isn't 
the healthiest way to sort out problems. In this 
digital world, though texting may help us to think 
and control one's emotions before replying, the 
person reading those might not be able to 
“catch” the tone of the texts; drawing out the 
argument for days. 
Then, the best you 
can do is sort the 
Î problems face to face 
and let your body 
lan£uage and tone 
do the talking. 
Playing the blame 
game is never 
fruitful. It might be 
easy but 5 equally 
unfair, unkind and 
vague. When you 
blame your partner, 
they become more 
defensive; one 
becomes the victim 
and the other 
becomes the origin of 
all problems. 
Remember, listen to 
what each of you has 
to say, act upon that, 
and be proactive to solve the discomforts. 
APOLOGISE AND ACCEPT APOLOGIES 
If you want to be in a relation, ве! over your pride 
and learn to apologise. Making mistakes is very 
normal, fights are normal too and therefore both 
of you should be comfortable with apologizing. 
Both of you can do make valid points in an 
arÉument, so you need to be more open and 
apologise when you are wrong. When your 
partner is upset, they need your support and love. 
Show them your sincerity by making an apology. 


E if you are still angry after an intense fight, you should always accept an apology. If you don't, you 
are putting your partner off apologizing in the future. Forgiveness is not something you should 
withhold, and if you do, your partner might end up thinking that you are playing with their feelings. 
Therefore, accept genuine apologies and try to fix the problem. 

REMEMBER YOUR RELATIONSHIP IS MORE IMPORTANT THAN FIGHTS 

If you are past your "honeymoon phase", don't you worry, You can always £o on having a deep and 
meaningful relationship with some sincere efforts and love for each other. 
Everyone has their baggage of problems, you need to learn to go past it and fight to make your 
relationship work. 

Don't just focus on the bad traits of your partner every time you fight. The more you focus on negative 
traits, the more negativity your relationship will get surrounded with. Think about the positive traits, 
recall why did you fall in love with them at first, or what are they good at. Always remember that there 
is a reason you are in this relationship. You might not be able to change the past, but the present and 
the future is yours to define. So, shut your hard feelings іп the closet, start looking forward with 
positivity, be more generous and treat your partner with more love and care. 
MAKE TIME TOGETHER AND TAKE TIME APART 

This a mechanical world and we all have loads of responsibilities, be it career, passion, family and 
others. Sometimes, it may be difficult to take time out of your of a busy schedule and spend quality 
time with your partner, which can be very normal. But workload can never be your excuse every time. It 
is important to carve some time out of your schedule and give your partner a full day of undivided 
attention, to cherish and prioritize them. Express your affections and talk to them about your 
problems, which makes you come out as feeling positive about your relationship. 
Equally, you should think about taking time apart from each other. While things at your work can 
cause stress, it also trues that relationship is overwhelming and stressful. Be encouraged about taking 
time apart, as it helps you to have a different perspective of your relationship. 
LEARN TO LOVE YOURSELF 

Prioritize yourself first. If you don't love yourself, you can neither impart love nor accept love from 
others.it becomes a constant worry that your partner may leave you. Insecurities grow from this 
emotional crack, makes you clingy, needy, jealous and annoying. Focus and spend time with yourself. 
Do not rely on others for complimenting you. Remind yourself that you are worthy of love and you will 
find yourself encountering fewer conflicts. One highly effective way of strengthening the relationship is 
taking good care of yourself, sparing some “me time”. Eat healthily and sleep well, for what it aids in а 
good relationship. 

Every couple goes through rough patches but constant conflicts are tiring and draining. You tend to find 
the true essence of your relationship when there is more love than arguments. When there are fewer 
fights, you enjoy each other more, May these ways help you in your next arguments, and you resolve 


quickly into a more peaceful and fun relationship with each other. 


u the Reql Vou 


es, you read it correctly. we need 

to moult our grey thoughts and 

make our world green. But the 

question is how? Indeed, we 
cannot feel positive all the time. Being 
positive means to be 
optimistic Seek out the 
good out of every bad 
situation. See the grey in 
between the black and 
the white phases of your 
life. Convert your 
negative emotions into 
positive actions. People 
tend to have three types 


of mind-set. Read Eu ВЕ" 


find out which type of 
mind-set you have: 
Pe 


compare thems h others" 


mentality 


They considered a success as a relative term 
ie. their success depends on other people's 
failure. They feel happy when others fail. 
They feel jealous if you achieve more than 
them. They always try to feel you down so 
that they can wear the crown. They feel 
insecure all time. 


with lose/lose mentality are 


пе; e th 


e thinkers 
They will always try to take you along their 
journey in the sinking boat. You should 
never discuss your plans with them as they 


will do everything to suppress your idea. 
They will criticize you and make you feel 
anxious. So you also hesitate to take the first 
step towards your goals and finally you quit. 


ith the win/win г ality are 


achievers 


They are people who let 
them work hard, fight 
= their inner weakness 
and make their dream 
come true. They always 
Cheer others to take a 
small step towards their 
dream. They believe small 
| steps together make the 
successful victorious road 

ahead clearer. They also 
think their success depends on other 
people's success too. To become the person 
we want to be, we must have the winning 
mind-set. If you are surrounded by 
successful people then they are creating a 
positive environment which helps you in 
attracting your goals towards yourself. 
Stephen R Covey, American educator, 
author, businessman, and keynote speaker 
stated - "win/win is based on the paradigm 
that there is plenty for everybody, that one 
person's success is not achieved at the 
expense or exclusion of the success of 
others..it's not your way or my way, it's a 
better way, a higher way." 


E: the p 


ко the mirror 


mportance to your thoughts and listen te 


t. God has given us 


е good things fr 


the atrocious thoughts | your other 


E 
fhech’ р 
START 


te 


Mulan 2020 is the latest adaptation of Disney" 
beloved animated character and film Mulan 
which hit the theatre's in the late "90s. This 
latest movie version ensures the showcase of| 
many cinematography shots of grand scale, with 
dazzling modern special effects with vibrant 
colors, innovative action sequences & gravity- 
defying drone shots. The movie explores the 
bravery & dedication of a single warrior girl 
with the strongest of “CHI” among all male 
warriors, leaving everything behind to protect 
her motherland, her kingdom, and her family 
The female director along with veteran actors 
like Tzi Ma, Donnie Yen, Jet Li, and Gong Li 
gave powerful performances along with intense 
battle sequences make this re-narration of Mulan. 
a more sophisticated adaptation, along with 
stressing the story's themes of female 
empowerment and family devotion, thus making 
it a worthy watch for all. 


Binge-worthy films ‘Mulan’ & ‘Tenet’ 


Tenet is the rt film creating an 
exhilarating and mind-boggling experience 
while watching, by one of the most celebrated 
newfangled cinematic visionaries: Christopher 
Nolan. The time manipulation narrative 
explored in this movie is another innovative 
coup de maitre that seeks to give more wonder 
and amazement than his preceding effort: 
Christopher Nolan attempts to alter the fabric of 
reality by scripting the movie about a secret 
agent who undertakes a treacherous, time- 
bending mission to avert the start of World War 
Ш. Performances of Robert Pattinson, 
Elizabeth Diebicki & John David Washington 
is at par along with the script, concept, 
direction, cinematography, and the futuristic 
premise, thus making this movie a must-watch 
for all movie buffs and normal viewers. 
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E date was 
January 9,2007. 
The world was 
going to witness 
something new, 
something spectacular. 
You must have guessed 
it by now. It is the first 
ever iPhone laugh by 
One of the best 
presenters of the world - 
Steve Jobs. Since then 
the yearly apple events 
are widely awaited as 
they once considered 
something which will be 


ground-breaking and 
highly innovative. The 
2020 apple event 


occurred on September 
15,2020 which is named 
as Time files Event. On 
this event Apple 
launched for devices 
and one service. 

Apple Watch Series 6- A 
fitness partner that measures 
all the ways you more 
Provides meaningful health 
insights and a connection to 
the people and things you 


care about most. Its unique 
activity rings show your daily 
activity. It keeps you 
motivated with awards 
personalised coaching and 
activity competitions. It has 


multiple number of workc 
and you can splash with the 
watch as it is water resistant 
up to 50 metres, Unusually 
high or low heart rates and 
irregular heart rhythms 
(known as arrhythmias) could 
be signs of a serious 
condition, But many people 
do not recognise 
symptoms, so the underlying 


the 


causes often go undiagnosed. 
Notifications in the Heart Rate 
app will alert you to these 
irregularities so you can act 
and consult your doctor 
Apple Watch has apps that 
help you focus on your overall 
health and wellness by letting 
you easily ‘track your 
menstrual cycle, protect your 
hearing from loud sounds and 
practise mindfulness. With the 


ECG app Apple Watch 
Series 6 is capable of 
generating an ECG similar to a 
single-lead 
electrocardiogram. It's а 
momentous achievement for 
a wearable device that can 
provide critical data for 
doctors and peace of mind 
for you. With Maps, you can 
find driving, walking, transit 
or cycling directions to 
wherever you are going and 
get a tap on the wrist when it 
is time to turn. It can measure 
blood oxygen saturation. If 
you have the Series 6 Apple 
watch, you may not need to 
ше а dedicated 
oximeter. Apple Watch Series 
6 also has a new Solo Loop, 
which has a single band with 
no clasp. It is made of silicone 
being launched in 
seven colours, There is 
another version of this called 
Braided Solo Loop. Apple 
Watch Series 6 price starts at 
Rs. 40,900 in India 


pulse 


and is 


= Watch SE- Loved the Apple 
Watch 6! But it is too pricey right. 
Apple has got a cheaper alternative. 
5 The Apple Watch SE appears to be ап 
upgraded version of the Apple Watch 
Series 3, It has the same S5 chip for 
Functional Strength | twice the performance of Series 3 
Training | Apple watch SE will be available in the 
f cellular models. It will also support 
altimeter, Ға! Detection, swim 
proofing, etc. It has got almost all the 
goodness of the Series 6 except ECG, 


oximeter etc. The Apple Watch SE 
starts at Rs 29,900 in India 


iPad 8th Gen- The iPad 8th Gen has the А12 Bionic chip, authentication via Touch ID and а 
similar factor like the 7” generation, The processor is the biggest improvement as the previous 
generation was using ап А10. The А12 Bionic was used on the iPhone Х series. The iPad 8th Gen 
also supports Apple Pencil and Apple's Smart Keyboard cover. The iPad 8" Gen starts at Rs 
29,900 in India. 


iPad Air (2020)- The iPad Air has a redesigned body with flat borders that allows it to support 
the second-generation Apple Pencil. It sports a single rear camera and a 10.9-inch Liquid Retina 
Display. The Touch ID fingerprint sensor is integrated into the power button on the iPad Air 
2020). The iPad Air (2020) has the new A14 Bionic chip, which is expected to be powering the 
iPhone 12 series too. Apple says the A14 is based on the 5nm process technology, which is an 
industry first according to the company. Apple says the iPad Air (2020) offers 4096 better CPU 
performance and 3096 better graphics performance than the last generation iPad Air. It also gets 
more iPad Pro features such as support for Magic Keyboard, USB-C, better camera performance, 
and faster LTE performance too. Price starting at Rs 54,900 in India. 


the services of Apple, then 
- 7 the customer must shell 
out a large amount of 
money. So, Apple solved 
the issue with this 
combined service which 
 - -: provides all the services. It 
will be launching in India 
later this year and Indian 
pricing will be revealed at 
that time. 
Apart from that, Apple has 
launched iPad OS 14 
_- which has resolved the 
[P— — pain point and brought 
some amazing features of 
( Q — —  — — A ὗς 1 the apple pencil. The apple 
pencil now can be used 
across the iPad. It can be 
used to write the website address and surf the net. It can be used to make notes which will be 
transformed into text instantly. With the advent of iPad OS 14, the whole iPad can be used using 
the pencil without any textual 
intervention. 


Apple One - Apple was 
individually providing all 
its services like Apple 
Music, Apple TV«, Apple 
News+, Apple Arcade, 
Apple fitness+ and iCloud 
If any user wants to use all 
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Apple has brought some much- 
needed changes to its line-up of 
devices which are technologically 
superior with advanced usability. They 
will be coming up with their iPhone 12 
series in the upcoming months. If you 
are looking to buy а laptop 
replacement, or wanted а smart 
companion for your mobile and 
yourself or some digital notebook or 
some platform which provides unified 
services, you can land on the Apple 
India page and find quality solution 
for every need and want of yours. 


- Nilanjan Kala 


Will it iron out tax wrinkles? 


ith an intention of 
boosting revenues 
to meet imminent 
fiscal crunches, 
many developing countries 


introduce new tax reforms. Major Appeal and Taxpayers’ Charter are 


changes happened in Indian 
direct tax system since 1962 for 
a variety of reasons. Amid 1962 
to 1990, the Income Tax Act had 
been dismembered more than 
three thousand times and 
prompted the renowned 
constitutional and tax jurist, 
Nani Palkhivala to observe the 
Act as a national disgrace! 
However, still the unending 
march of amendments is on 
and refining the efficiency of 
the tax system continues to 

be a key confront in India. 

To renovate tax administration 
further and to erase the 
possibility of corruption and 
overreach by tax officials, Prime 
Minister Narendra Modi recently 
uncovered new (ах reforms. 
According to him new reforms 


and to create taxpayers friendly 
environment the government 
launched a fully digitized tax 
system on August 13, 2020. 
Faceless Assessment, Faceless 


the main components of the 
transparent taxation proposal. The 
faceless assessment and taxpayer 
charter will come into force from 
August 13, 2020 whereas the 
faceless appeal system will be 
effective from September 25, 2020 


will benefit sincere taxpayers of the Faceless assessment targets to 
nation, whose hard work sways the ensure fair and polite treatment for 
evolution of the nation. Unleashing (ах payers by tax officials. The 


the "Transparent Taxation — 
Honouring The Honest’ platform 
through video conference, the 
Prime minister showed grief 


towards low number of taxpayers in entrust the taxpayer and should not 


India and urged citizens of India 
who owe taxes to take bold step to 
contribute to nation building. 


Modi's new tax mantra 
Aiming to have fundamental 
reforms in India's tax configuration 


scheme makes the Income tax 
department accountable for 
maintaining the tax payers’ 
nobleness. The department must 


disbelieve anyone without 
evidences. This scheme aims to 
eradicate the face-to-face 
communications between 
taxpayers and income tax officers. 
Acentral computer selects tax 
returns for scrutiny or inspection 


based on risk and mismatch 
considerations. These cases will be 
allotted to team of administrators 
randomly. At another arbitrarily 
selected location this allocation will 
be studied by officers and if they 
agree, a notice will be remitted by 
the centralized computer system 
which has to be responded by 
electronic mode. Income tax 
surveys to gather information for 
scrutiny assessment will be 
assumed only by the investigation 
wing. 
The previous system permitted 
| tax administrators from 
| inspector onwards to originate 
_| the survey with approval from 
the joint commissioner of 
| income tax. Nevertheless 
exceptions will be made in 
cases of serious fraud, major 
tax evasion, sensitive and 
search matters, international 
tax charges, Black Money Act 
and Benami property. To make 
the current tax system 
seamless, painless and 
faceless, the Central Board of 
Direct Taxes which is in charge of 
administration of personal and 
corporate tax, will liftoff faceless 
appeals scheme on September 25 
as part of the proposal to diminish 
physical boundary between tax 
Officers and taxpayers. Random 
allotment of appeals to officers, no 
visit to tax offices by tax payers, 
concealment of the identity of the 
tax administrators deciding the 
appeals and team based appellate 
decisions are the main features of 
faceless appeals plan. 


Supporting the statement made by the Finance Minister of India during the 2020 Union Budget, the 
government has introduced tax payers’ charter. The charter lists out accountabilities of the income tax 
department and taxpayers. The charter commits to provide fair, courteous, and reasonable treatment, treat 
taxpayer as honest, to provide mechanism for appeal and review, to provide complete and accurate 
information, to provide timely decisions, to collect the correct amount of tax, to respect privacy of taxpayers, 
to maintain confidentiality, to hold its authorities accountable, to enable representative of choice, to provide 
mechanism to lodge complaint, to provide a fair & just system, to publish service standards and report 
periodically and to reduce cost of compliance. In return, it expects taxpayers to be honest, compliant, 10 be 
informed, keep accurate records, know what the representative does on his behalf, to respond in time and 
make payments in time as per law. 

Taken as a whole, new tax reforms target to ease compliance burden of taxpayers, to bring fair objective and 
just system and to erase physical interface between the department and taxpayers. With this tax transparency 
era will definitely begin. Hence, the new tax proposals smell good. But taste to be tested 


Gloomy side of the policy 

Generally many policies or reforms in the Indian setting are as good as ink spilled on paper. Things begin to 
crush at the execution stage. Though the enhanced features of the reforms available to an honest taxpayer 
are yet to be released, any action taken by the government will be felt by an honest taxpayer only when he or 
she is not saddled with illogical assessment of tax returns and harassment of tax collection against capricious 
tax demands. 

Many tax experts including tax officials found the charter feeble and ambiguous, The new born legally 
approved charter is much different from prevailing citizens’ charter which has no legal backing but prescribes 
time deadline for delivery of services. Moreover, tax officers are confused and do not know whether taxpayer 
charter or citizens’ charter to be followed. In the taxpayers’ charter there is nothing tangible for a taxpayer to 
pursue compensation or for a supervisor to castigate an officer. With respect to believing taxpayers or 
respecting their conduct, the provisions of the taxpayers’ charter are not justiciable or not subject to trial in а 
court of law, Itis not clear that whether citizen's charter and taxpayers’ charter will run analogous. 

The association, Joint Council of Action, embodying income tax officers and employees has aired anguish 
over not being taken into confidence and underlined the unease among 97 per cent of the income tax 
department workforce towards the reforms. The association urged that no employee should be made jobless 
due to the reforming exercise. 


Section 132 and 132A of the 
Income Tax Act authorizes the 
income tax department can 
conduct a search and seizure. 
These were amended three 
years ago and now the 
department can raid anyone if it 
has reason to believe or reason 
to suspect. However, the 
department is not responsible to 
reveal the reason to any 
authority or even the appellate 
tribunal. To support this, Section 
132 (1) was amended 
retrospectively from April1, 1962 
and Section 132 (1A) from 1st 
October, 1975. Although tax 
payer pays the tax amount due 
on his own along with the 
penalty applicable, failure to file 
tax returns in time attracts 
severe sentence for six months 
10 seven years, plus a fine if the 


tex amount is greater than 
rupees one lakh. This prompts to 
raise the prime question and the 
question is, is it a just and 
honest system that the charter is 
talking about? 


The income tax department has 
been given stringent revenue 
targets year after year to nourish 
the monster of big government. 
This gives more powers to tax 
officers to harass us. Thus, this 
tactic and more draconian laws 
present in the Act cannot reduce 
the tax harassment and 
department's attitude has 
become more and more 
vindictive. There are even 
targets for issuing prosecution or 
trial notices and other 
disciplinary provisions, which are 
supervised weekly by New Delhi. 


Tax administrations have 


conventionally been both the 
regulator and enforcer of tax 
laws with restricted care to 
taxpayer service. Devoted 
bodies like the Ombudsman in 
Australia, Canada, United 
Kingdom, Brazil, South Africa 
and tax mediators in Belgium 
and France examine tax 
connected complaints. These 


entities are self-reliant of the tax 
organization and have been 
established under a specific 
legislation. The chief objective of 
this arrangement is to guarantee 
that taxpayers have a chance to 
raise worries when they feel they 
have been treated crookedly. 
Unfortunately, taxpayers of India 
do not relish this privilege and 
there is no tax ombudsman in 
India. 


egrettably taxmen are 
not reprimanded for 
delaying cases and for 
imposing the harsh 
penalties. Many taxmen keep 
cases alive by simply raising a 
monotonous enquiry from time to 
time. Few years ago, the 
Comptroller of Auditor General 
pointed out that to augment tax 
revenues, an improper demand 
was made and the State Bank of 
India was enforced to make a 
payment of more than Rs.10,000 
crore on March 30. This aided 
the taxman attain his year end 
goals and within a week in the 


new fiscal year the amount was 
refunded. In India, no harsh 
penalties are levied on such 
officials. 


As a final point, the Income Tax 
department known for its wrongs 
than rights it has practiced in the 
previous decade of tax reforms. 
Although the government 
proposes to narrow the trust 
deficit between taxpayers and 
the department, but the 
allegations of annoyance by the 
latter decline to go. The tax 
payers will feel and develop trust 
in the government only when 
they get fair treatment. It would 
be important for the income tax 
department to assure that new 
promises do not remain only on 
paper. It is significant to publicize 
the reforms including the charter 
and create an awareness 
movement leading to a novel 
era. While the taxpayer charter 
is founded on relaxing 
compliance, the policy 
declarations must also replicate 
in the functioning of the tax 
administration. Proper training 
has to be provided to tax officers. 
to shift the emphasis from simply 
raising (ах orders to supporting 
taxpayers and truly rationalizing 
assessments. This will surely 
augment tax collection, permit 
the government to spend more 
freely and shrink the burden on 
truthful taxpayers. Otherwise, 
painless, seamless, faceless tax 
platform initiative will be 
hopeless, fruitless, worthless. 


-Shivanand Pandit 
(Tax Specialist||Financial Adviser ) 


FASHION & LIFESTYLE OCTOBER 


Summer coolers 


Cool tips to get done with the mixed weather blues 


L ight is the key 
go for denims, cargo, summer dresses and really casual 
stuff if you’re opting for summer day outings. 


As denims, cargo shorts or bottoms are cool and breezy it will be wise to go 
for it. Regardless of what body type, one can simply go for a denim shorts 
and a solid Tee. Going with cool and breezy styles is another trick to avoid 
getting hot and sweaty. Wear undergarments that is made with breathable 
material. One should avoid putting up a lot of makeup which can end up 
looking cakey and exhausting. Simply opt for a good concealer and 
sunscreen, for the eyes - Just a tad bit of mascara and your favourite shade of 
lipstick and You're ready to rock the summer and monsoons. 


FASHION & LIFESTYLE 


amazing thing you can do for 

yourself in summertime. Following a 
good skin routine can help fight the acne 
problem as well. Choosing a suitable 
cleanser, light toner, a non-greasy 
moisturiser and a serum will work out just 
add a tad tiny bit of sunscreen when going 
out and you are gonna be just fine girls. 


T“ care of your skin is the most 


These are few of my go to products and 1 
blindly go for in summers and all round the 
year, For my body 1 go for MCcaffeine Body 
Scub kit and biotique body wash which 
immediately smoothens my skin. 


Matte lipsticks or creamy matte lipsticks are 
a great choice if you like the lipsticks to stay 
longer. 


WANNA KNOW WHAT 1 AM WEARING 2 


Denim shorts from H&M 

Tshirt from а brand called Life, available at Shoppers 
мар outlets 

Marie Claire flip flops 

Royal Enfield Bandana 

For the lips - Maybelline New York Sensational Liquid 
Maute in the shade - Barely Nude 

For the eyes - Maybelline New York Sensational 
Waterproof Mascara 

Pro Tip» Fata lot of fruits and keep yourself hydrated 
during to fight the heat. 


SUMMER SAVIOURS 


ARIES (Mar 21 - Apr 20) 


If Aries had the well-deserved rest in Septem- 
ber, they surely understand that sometimes it's 
necessary to hamper - and that they will still ap- 
ply this tempo. October is right for walks in na- 
ture, artwork, or other soothing activities. Only 
this manner will you gather the needed strength 
and inspiration. There's no got to rush any- 
where. You'll see that by the top of the month, 
you'll feel such a rush of psychic energy, that it'll 
be clear that the downturn was well worthwhile. 


GEMINI (May 22 - June 21) 


The beginning of the new month will awaken a 
desire for rest, and thus, October will encourage 


you to hamper your life pace. The year is slowly 


reaching its end, and you've managed to try to 
tons. Gemini should realize that they don't need 
to be working all the time and rush somewhere. 
Evenings spent by reading books or watching 
films are ideal for you. 


TAURUS (Apr 21 - May 21) 


Thanks to the influence of Venus, which is 
known as after the Roman goddess of affec- 
tion, October is going to be an affectionate pe- 
riod for you. The relationships will stabilize 
and you'll finally be sure what direction you'll 
want to require. Taurus will now behave very 
kindly and politely towards their wife, leading 
to your partner feeling like theyre during a 
fairy-tale. Suddenly, you'll reminisce at your 
past behavior and realize that tons of outbursts 
were practically meaningless. 


CANCER (June 22 - July 22) 


If you've been brooding about taking over a 
replacement hobby, October is a perfect 
month to try to so. The energy of this era is 
sweet for any creative activities, and thus 
Cancer is going to be great at drawing or 
creating music. Sports also are amazing; you'll 
relax tons from the whirlwind of labor thoughts 
and thus agitate some new energy. you'll also 
shine at studying, so it's an honest idea to start 
out recuperating in your field 


LEO (Ушу 23- Aug 23) 


With the influence of Venus, October will 
heighten your empathy then Leo won't have a 
drag with sensing other people's emotions and 


understanding their needs. you'll emit love, 
because of which, you'll attract tons of positive 
events to your life - now you'll even meet the 
love of your life. Family relationships will 
flourish also, so we recommend connecting with 
your distant family also. you would possibly be 
surprised what proportion you'll get along. 


LIBRA (Sept 23 - Oct 23) 


October will bring you excellent dedication to 
show your life around, and therefore the 
universe will offer you opportunities that will 
bring you closer to the present dream, with an 
accelerated pace. because of the influence of 
Venus, Libra's senses are going to be 
sharpened, including the "sixth" one. That'll 
assist you to see people's true intentions- not 
just those they present. you'll sense fraud from 
miles away, and quickly avoid it. 


VIRGO (Aug 24 - Sept 22) 


October will bring a desire to isolate from the 
environment. Virgo will feel the simplest when 
alone now because they need a chance to 
completely devote to self-reflection. If you 
Ше to sort your thoughts, start 
journaling, you'll desire interacting with others 
is meaningless. However, confine mind that 
honest lecture your friends or family features a 
price of gold. Understanding from people 
might get you out of even the deepest crisis 


would 


SCORPIO (Oct 24 - Nov 22) 


Thanks to the present energy, your leadership 
potential will get very strong. Whether in work 
or personal relationships, your surroundings 
will feel authoritative energy. However, Scorpio 
should remember that they dont know 
everything, and therefore the opinion of 
people is often beneficial during a lot of 
instances. You're feeling such as you know 
exactly what you're trying to find in life and 
you are going for it. Go ahead, but don't ditch 
the requirements of your close ones. 


SAGITTARIUS (Nov 23- Dec 21) 


October is going to be a rather serious period 
for you. Now, you won't be trying to find 
entertainment with friends and family, but 
stillness instead, to listen to your thoughts. 
Isolation is going to be reality, and you won't 
have a drag thereupon in the least. Sagittarius 
should only inform people on the brink of them 
that everything's fine so that they aren't 
worried. Doors to the inner world are opening 
for you- you've got the chance to urge closer to 
the knowledge about your mission ahead. 


AQUARIUS (Jan 21 - Feb 18) 


Aquarius isn't generally in need of ideas, but 
October will 
Maybe you've been 
ambitious project and considering the way to 
launch it. The horoscope implies that it's a 
perfect opportunity to urge on your feet. If you 
don't have the needed financial capital, try 


mean even more inspiration 


brooding about an 


trying to find the assistance of an investor 
Beware to not fall for something that wouldn't 
be worthwhile within the end though. 


CAPRICORN (Dec 22 - Jan 20) 


October maybe a month of business and 


taking responsibility for economic 
condition. If you haven't been happy in your 


job for a few times, about finance, and can't 


your 


make it better, now's the proper time to 
require enter upon your own hands. Capricorn 
has probably been entertaining some quite a 
thought, which they need to be wanted to 
understand for an extended time, but are 
afraid due to little demand. The horoscope 


implies that you simply should go all in! 
PISCES (Feb 19 - Mar 20) 


Whether 
entrepreneur, you will do very well at work this 


you're employed or аге ап 
time. Pisces now have the opportunity to get 
better money, as well as valuable contacts. You 
will become open to work offers and clients & 
new acquaintance will enter your life. Keep in 
mind that the care you'll start giving to this 
relationship, should not exceed the care you're 
giving to yourself. Self-love is an important 
thing and one of the greatest blessings of life 


is to do what is following your mental values. 


CLUSIVE 


Curtailed Momente 


midst this pandemic situation 
going around and half-reading 
people's faces (covered іп 
masks), it is implied frequently 
that our outside environment plays quite 
a role in our mental plays. What we give 
in any form to the outside depends on 
what we receive inside our home and from 
our surroundings. Graphs can be designed easily studying a human 
mind in different locales, particularly when there occurs a 
tremendous change of certain places from glittering to lying in 
weary condition. Through various examples can be drawn, I will 
focus on the most referred, the most famous, the most popular 
Hindu festival 'Durga Puja’ also known as 'Durgotsav' this year. 
The festival which pays homage to the Hindu goddess Durga which 
for ten days with the most significant last five days namely 
Shashti, Saptami, Ashtami, Navami and Dashami. This annual 
celebration is one of India's grandest festivals which perpetuates 
the victory of goddess Durga over the devil Mahishasur according 
to mythology. Goddess Durga began her battle against the demon 
on the seventh day that is Saptami and killed him by the final day 
Dashami. Going by history, the first record of this festival goes 
back to 1500s. Since then for centuries, the festival has emerged to 
be a big one and thus has gained so much prominence, 
With this deadly thing at its peak and twisted results daily, this 
year, the festival along with all plans have been disrupted. In 
Kolkata, West Bengal, India, Various Puja committees are coming 
up with varied alternatives to maintain this so-old culture and the 
much-awaited smile and lustre around. They have come with new 
safety measures for the smooth going of the pandal hoppers and 
offering them a glance of the goddess. A new concept termed as 
"Drive-in-darshan' is made to allow people to slow down their 
vehicles and catch a glance of the pandal 
without getting out of their car. Social 
distancing norms will be strictly followed and 
mass gatherings will be avoided. In a normal 
circumstance the Puja organisers would have 
been creating a hype about their themes and 
plannings but this year there is uncertainty 
surrounding the sponsorship and thereby following cost-cutting 
me ΡΒ. 
This year's puja will not be a familiar one but there is one thing which drives 
us all for a better tomorrow and that ís hope. We are hopeful. Let us all go by 
the song "we shall overcome" and continue the celebration with new norms 
and forms. Happy Durga Puja. 
"Swagato Chatterjee 
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|Mahalaya: Mahishashur Mardini 
At 4am, the radio is turned ON 
| horus Song: 
Ya chandi. madhu kaidabhaadi daithya dalani 
Birendra Krishna Bhadra: 


Aswiner sarada prate beje utheche alotomanjir. 


Dharanir bohirakashi antarhita meghomala. 
The music & the words brings goose-bumps, Ah the feel- 
ing! The emotions that rush through the veins. wonderful 


Kumartuli: The 
Rise of Maa Durga 
Every year Durga Maa is 
made from the mud of the 
river Ganges at Kumartuli 
by the artistic hands of 
Kumars. Their devotion. 
creativity and their 
beautiful wark makes this 
festival special Even this 
year they have worked 
wonders & kept their doors 
wide open for Durga Puja 
devotees. 


Sasthi: Max Excitement AL: 


Puja starts for most of the people on this 
day. Even office goers try to make the most | 
of this day after office hours. | 
Metro Railways: Life Saviour 

A very important element of pandal hopping 
far а majority of the people is Metro. It 
commutes lakhs of people ta the 

respective pandal locations. It acts like the $ 
blood vessels carrying people inside the 
heart af Bengal Kolkata. 

Kolkata Police: The True Hero 

Hats of to the Kolkata Police who provide 
duty under 50 much pressure to manage 

the sate-keeping of pandal hoppers. 
Saptami: Pandal 
Hopping Start 

Not every Bengali gets a holiday from 
Saptami. But those who can, starts their 
puja from this day. The pandal hopping plan 
along with friends or family is so fun 


Shopping: New V 
Shapping spree without a t at 
New Market is incomplete. The vast 
on of clothes 5 
for every budget. А small bite 
бізі the food ls around. The 
overall experience is fulfilling 
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Durga Maa: The Epitome of Power, Love & Togetherness раѕһаті: The 
Saddest Day of a 
Bangali 
The marning starts with 
greetings of Dashami, the 
last day of puja. This day is 
full of sadness as the puja 
ends on this day & Durga 
Maa has to go back to her 
home. And so does 
everyone has to re-join 
work & their lives 

D rejuvenated from the next 
š day with happy memories 


+ 


- m 
Photographed by: Sayantan at | 


Hope: When is the next year Puja? 

The moment when we sit with our closed ones at the рапа! ar рег! returning after bhasan. seem to 
wonder or ask this question: "Zorer bachore puja Кайт? "meaning “When is the Puja next year?". This 
is Durga Рца- Asche bachor abar habe (Until Next Year) 


| Зоитабеер Chatterjee | 


fi. Rituparna Bhowmick 


KAEATIVITY 
Art & Poem 


The Awakener 


O thou great soul, 

We bow our heads infront of you. 

For you were not only an inspiration, 

But the painter of our dear nation. 

You make us understand 

Мо matter how worse the situation is, 
Together we can make our enemies freez 
To stand erect and fight, 

To protect our pride 

Is our birth right. 

You turned our hollow thoughts into diamonds which were 
earlier coal, 

Ignited our minds to achieve the goal 

You motivate us to chase the dream, 

And never compromise with our self esteem. 
You started the freedom movement, 

And let the Britishers bend. 


You eradicated the demon untouchability, 
Made us aware of our true ability. 
You made the world understand the power of unity, 
And never be a victim of self pity. 
You sowed the seeds of a sustainable environment, 
Without which human race will suffer from a serious ail- 
ment. 
For thou we learn 
How to fight without any weapon 
And win. 
You inspire us to be a player of the game, 
Winning and losing both are part of the same. 
On the path it's ok to stumble, 
But don't panic and be humble. 
Oh thou great soul, 
For the mankind take another birth 
Come back again on the earth. 
Shower on us you blessings, 
The world will always needs you teachings. 
- Anuradha Agarwal 


Glass Painting 


Materials Required: 


OHP Sheet 
Design to be copied 
Cardboard Framing 
Silver Foil 
Soft Cloth 
Glass Size: 32x32 cm? 
Colour: 
Glass Paint (Solvent Based) 
Glass Dut-Liner (Water Based) 
Black & Metallic Gold 


ы: | NOVEMBER 20200 


Travelogue 


Detox Diet | 


Festivalat. 
Lights 
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World Around Us Magazine 


Thank You for showing us support for World Around Us Magazine. It is only due to readers like 


you which helped us reach to a wide number of readers. Your input will be always valuable tc 


lo hope you are trying to remain calm anc 19. Time passes so quickly. Since | am of Benga 
rigin & current siding in Kolk t to witr he Durga Puja. People took a lot of precaut to Кеер 
the festival safe. Now Diwali is coming, one of the biggest festival of India. So, wishing you all, Happy & S 
Jiwa 
We have tried to ensure tha ld Around U zine maintains a proper balance among a variety of 
readers. We >nstantly trying to improve our methods of representation. Our last edition got a very 

sitive ге e. Thank You so much for your support 

Lots of things happened in the past month, some are good sor ot. It is an inevitable circle of life wh 


ith. But, if we united & strong, it might as well make our journey of life a little 


ossible 


best magazine 


id also congratulate Team WAU hom th ovember 202¢ 


t 5W е & support to push us throug 


quality & design. Let for the best & keep reading World Around Us Magazine! "World Around Us 


Magazine' will continue to provide you with all the updates that you need to know in the major segments 


going 


n around you 


Soumadeep Chatterjee 


EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 


soumadecp.chatterjee@outlook.com 
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Email: worldaroundusmagz@gmail.com Jio Ni 
Facebook: www.facebook.com/worldaroundusmagz oe 
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መ 


$hort 2.5 days trip from WestBengal 


Yeah! You have heard it right. It is Vizag and Araku Valley ;) 

Let me introduce myself, I'm Shramona Chakraborty a Master's student at IIT Kharagpur and I 
mentioned my location because this small trip was planned while having dinner. 1 along with 6 other 
friends booked tickets for the weekend from Kharagpur itself. You can start your journey from 
Howrah. 

Working people will prefer starting their travel from Friday night and they will 
reach the destination by Saturday morning. Somehow we tricked our date on a 
holiday Friday and started early morning. 

Okay let us focus on the itinerary: 


Day0 (Friday): Travel to Araku 


Day1 (Saturday): Araku sightseeing which includes travel back to Vizag 


Day2 (Sunday): Vizag sightseeing (You can extend 1 more day) and travel back to Kharagpur. (Yes we 
reached on Monday morning and ай of us bunked the first half of college). 


on 0: 
We booked Hums 
another train named Express (ma. servation. 5 
having reservations). One more addon, try to get a non-AC ticket to enjoy the view and tunnel fun. We 
reached Araku in the evening and from there we had booked a cab for the rest of the journey. (0f 
course, we returned to Kharagpur by train :D. Continue reading, you will get a clear picture soon). 
We trusted AP tourism and booked a resort with a superb view. (Resort detail is availab 


picture), It was already evening so we had a fun Friday night plan with a bonfire and we danced, had 
dinner, played a few games and enjoyed to the fullest! 


Day 1: 

At 5 am, | shot a dance video and enjoyed the resort view with a morning walk. We had a 
complimentary breakfast that day so we rushed to get freshened up and got ready first. Just after 
breakfast, we started our Araku sightseeing ich includes Bor few waterfalls, etc). It was a 
pleasant morning (we visited Araku in m qust). We preferred to go for visits rather than 


pa ` 


а cavi 


δα Da id а... 


boring common spots. This one is ziplining. 


= yes! Don't forget to taste the famous bamboo chicken platter. Then after a short trek, we ended 
Saturday's excursion with a beautiful waterfall. 


We reached Vizag in the evening with a mouth full of happiness!! Yes yes, we didn’t forget to have 
“Hyderabadi biriyani". To enjoy to the fullest, we packed different biriyani platter, phirni, coke 
from the famous restaurant “PARADISE” and munched it till we were 100% full. 


Day 2: 

One true benefit of a friend's trip is each and every fare gets shared and this is the reason we had a 
booking in a superb resort with a private beach and pool. We started our day on the private beach 
with a beautiful sunrise and then played in the pool (kindly go and check the first picture and believe 
me the view from the top of the slip was amazing). Again, after breakfast, we headed towards Vizag 
sightseeing. We surely covered a few famous spots and then we rushed towards the entertainment 
spot. 


We completed all the payments and stuff and signed off in the night by boarding Trivandrum - 
Shalimar Express. That's it friends!! Hope you loved it and | can't imagine a more fun-filled trip in 
such a short span. 

<3 xoxo <3 


-Shramona Chakraborty 


ВЕ of Family 


The most important thing to be successful is the 
ability to trust yourself. But in this dynamic world, 
we change our thoughts every single second. So 
how we are able to trust ourselves fully? 
Wondering! What're the real 
obstacles in our success route? It's 
only our belief that we are not 
capable of doin£ it. Often we blame 
others but it's not correct. We focus 
on negativity so much that we 
throw all the positive hope away. 
What if we stop believing 
ourselves? No worries, because 
some people makes us believe In 
their belief that we are capable, we 
can £o ahead, we can do it. 

We need someone who can hold 
our hands in times when we don't trust ourselves. 
It may be our family, friends or anyone whom we 
сап trust blindly. No words can explain the true 
impact of family and friends in anyone's life. It's 
not just a word or a bunch of people whom we 
constantly want to be with, It's an unseen bond 
which holds you in your tough times, which can 
make you smile when your heart cries. It can take 
you up higher and higher when you think of 
quitting. It's not just an emotion but a belief, 
hope, trust, support, caring, sharing and much 
more. They just want to be with you never 
demand anything in return. An 
investment which generates 
compounded returns throughout 
your life as your helping hand. 
As a human being, we are in B 
constant need of support and love. Z 
Love from ош parent's, family 
friends and most importantly from 
our self. Having a strong network of 
supportive family and friends helps 
us in our mental well-being also. 
Apart from the basic psychological 
needs - air, water etc and safety needs - save the 
environment, job security we need social 
interaction also. we need some people whom we 
can trust and share our feelin£s, who can advise 
us when we are in a dilemma and encourage us 
whenever we face difficult times. 


You are the two most prominent example of the 
importance of a relationship with family and 
friend. The first one is the world-famous cricketer 
who changed the perception of the world towards 

cricket, none other than the 
legendary Master Blaster Sachin 
Tendulkar. Sachin said "there is no 
buddy like a brother!! Thank you for 
а! your support over the years, 
Ajit". Sachin owes a great deal of 
his success to Ajit his half-brother 
who left his cricket job and career 
for him. Ajit did everything to make 
it possible for Sachin to play cricket 
with peace of mind. It's because of 
ай the sacrifices and support of his 
family members he is what he is 
and the world knows him. 


The second example is of the king of investment - 
Warren Buffett. He shared with Forbes in 2013 
how important it is to encourage children to do 
what they want to do. He said, "We never gave 
any instructions on specifics, but 1 think they did 
pick up the values that were meaningful to their 
mother and myself". He also pointed out that he 
is most grateful to his father for his unrelenting 
support for whatever he wanted to do. He 
mentioned, "He was not trying to live his life 
through me". 

"Love is the greatest advanta£e a 
parent can give." - Warren Buffett 
Having anyone around us who can 
understand us is very important for 
our success. It's not easy to trust 
anyone but if you are trusting 
anyone then trust them fully. 
Sometimes there are circumstances 
when all things seem wrong to us. 
But at that time also we need to 
keep patience and understand the 
situation. Not only ours but we should look at 
other circumstances also, Never judge anyone. 
Maybe you don't know what the others are doing 
for you? 


-Anuradha Agarwal 


= of Jach Ma 


| of us have faced rejections, finally passed on the third 


criticism, felt low and worthless attended Hangzhou Teachers 


1 in 1988 and like all of 


at some point in time. W Institute. He gradua 


eek for motivation in the form 15 started applying for jobs. Jack Ma applied 


leos at some point of time for 30 different and distinct jobs but faced 


an n with our life, but we are የ n each and every time. He also 
not able to take the leap of Let us дс applied for the police and was told that he 
on a journey on this edition which can was not good enough. He went to KFC with 
inspire ys to the core and help you 24 other people, everyone was sel 


er the world and society he 


faith. Tr 


take the leap ry is of Jack Ma, except him. As 


Ше found 


ər of Alibaba and one of the (маз not good enough to join КЕС and was 
Finally 


as an English teacher. Jack 


as hired 


nen in Asia the only one 
Jack Ма 
October 

Hang 


bony and often 


rainer and his 


3s а natu 


students loved him and he 


s job -- though 


fights w only made $12 a month 
at a local univer In 201€ 

who were bigger thai е ack Ma revealed һе was 
5 in "Alibaba," а t еей 10 times from 

by іш Shiying and d at the world 
He was fond nomic Forum. Jack had 
collecting crickets and r ero experience мі 
t, and he gained computers and zero 


rtise to distinguish t but he was astonished 


the noise it made 


Like many of us Jack Ma was e US in 1995. Jack 


or connections and only e fir n the 
was through education, Jack Ma did the internet but he irprise 

ame. As he completed high school he Chinese beers popped uf 

applie 6 but could not ent was the he de 


as he failed the entra exam twice. After internet company for China 


= His first 


tis not like that the idea hit him and he became s 


ompanies failed 
and then after four years he gathered 17 of his friends in his own apartment and con- 


vinced them to invest in his vision for an online marketplace he used to call "Alibaba." The 


site allowed e 


porters to sell through his website through product listings that customers could 


buy directly. Soon enough, the service started to attract members from all over the world. By 


October 1999, the company had raised $5 million from Goldman Sachs and $20 million from 


SoftBank, a Japanese telec 


m company that also invests in technology companies, The team 


remained closely linked and they are not organised. "We will make it because we are young 


ees 


апа we never, never give up," Jack used to say to his employ 
In 2005, Yahoo 
invested $1 billion 
in Alibaba for 
4096 stake in the 
company. This 
vas a huge suc- 
cess for Alibaba 
as it was trying to 
beat the china 
arm of eBay and 
it would eventu- 
aly be an enor- 
mous win for Ya- 


hoo too, 


ing 


a net value of $10 


billion in Alibaba's IPO alone. 


Jack told Bloomberg in an interview that he knew Alibaba had made it big when another cus- 
it 
money and | know you don't make any money," said the customer. "I'll pay the bill for you." 

5 on 2020, Jack Ма” s total worth is 6560 crores US dollars, He started as a middle- 


class man like mo: 


tomer offered to pay his restaurant bill. "I'm yo 


Е 


mer of Alibaba group, | made a lot o 


of us and got lots and lots of rejection. But he never stopped 

and never doubted his abilities even when the whole world doubted on his abilities 
So next time, you feel low or started doubting yourself whether you are good enough or not 
think of Jack Ma. Just remember If the World cannot see your value in your current form that 
does not mean you are not valuable. You are like a balloon who is not inflated. Once you can 
inflate your balloon with attitude, it will be inflated and big and the world will see you as per 


your true value. 


-Nilanjan Kala 
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MIRZAPUR SEASON 2 REVIEW 


ollowing the huge success of Mirzapur season 1, season 2 doesn't disappoint. 
Mirzapur season 2 has enough bullets to Keep you hooked while binge- 
watching the whole si Season 2 is a worthy heir to season 1 meeting all 
the expectations. I lling watch that ticks all the right boxes and is 
totally worth all the hype around it. This season the story enters into a political drama 
along with the blood and bullets of its predecessor. This time the script gave powers to 
female characters portraying the brains and brawn of women while playing a 
significant role in carrying forward the story. 
The story promises plots, twists, and other multiple subplots along with a few old and new 
characters each having their own issues and agenda throughout the story. Though we have 
seen our fair share of crime thrillers based on Purvanchal, Mirzapur 2 is an exciting 
addition to the crime-thriller genre of TV Series. Mirzapur 2 shoots in the right direction 
and strikes the target by delivering a bold and bloody tale of intense rivalries 


-Pritam Maji 


n iPhone 12 


Why Buy Apple iPhone 12? 
Super Retina XDR Display is 


more ‘immersive giving 
awesome clarity defining every 
detail. А14 Bionic Chip 


Processor Jets you install and 
run as many apps as you like 
MagSafe Wireless Charging 
support with up to 15 Watts 

Brilliant Camera Combination 
includes the dual rear camera 
and single front camera to 
capture your moments Buy the 
Apple iPhone 12 which flaunts 
an amazing display, brilliant 
camera and powerful 
processor. Available in 
awesome colours, it flaunts a 
trendy design which is 
straightforward to carry and is 
crafted for perfect grip. Its 
2775 mAh Lithium-ion battery 
is ideal for continuous working 
as long as you don't hand over 
because it certainly won't. It 
supports MagSafe wireless 
charging up to 15 Watts, Qi 
wireless charging up to 7.5 
Watts, charging via USB to the 
computer system or power 
adapter. Fast-charge capable: 
up to 50 per cent charge in 30 
minutes with 20 Watt adapter 
or higher. The smartphone 


features а striking screen 
Which gives you a 1549 cm all 
-screen OLED Display. This 
Super Retina XDR display 
offers awesome clarity. Now 
you'll see and do more of 
what you're keen on , without 
interruption, The resolution is 
of 2532 x 1170 pixels at 460 
ppi. Comes with fingerprint- 
resistant oleophobic coating 
Rated IP68 (maximum depth 
of 600 cm up to 30 minutes) 
under IEC standard 60529. Use 
Apple iPhone 12 which 
features a storage of 64GB 
that permit you store files in 
ease. This smartphone runs on 
iOS 14 operating system. It is 


equipped with Face ID, 
Barometer, Three-axis gyro, 
Accelerometer, Proximity 


sensor, Ambient light sensor 
Comes with Siri support as 
well. It comes with 5G (sub-6 
GHz) support. Has Ceramic 
Shield front, Glass back and 
aluminium design. Comes with 
Dual SIM (nano-SIM and eSIM) 
support. 

When you get Apple iPhone 
12 online, you get ап 
awesome companion, It 
features Hexa-Core A14 Bionic 
chip processor with Next- 
generation Neural Engine, so 
you'll play hi-end games ог 
run heavy files and perform 
tasks without fear about the 
performance. The upgraded 


CPU ensures a seamless 
reaction time , allowing you to 
multitask, play games or run 
any heavy task without fear 
about the operation speed. It 
comes with the splash- 
resistant design. With 468 
RAM you'll install multiple 
applications and run all of 
them ^ together without 
disturbing the speed of the 
phone. It flaunts an excellent 
combination of 12 MP Ultra- 
wide and 12 MP wide cameras. 
It takes awesome shots. It 
offers with a Portrait mode 
with advanced bokeh and 
Depth Control, Portrait 
Lighting with six effects 
(Natural, Studio, Contour, 
Stage, Stage Mono, High-Key 
Mono), Night mode (Ultra 
Wide, Wide), etc. Also offers 
with НОВ video recording with 
Dolby Vision up to 30 fps. The 
12 MP front camera offers 
more natural and personalized 
options, delivering the 
stunning selfies. Selfies haven't 
been so clear, approximately 
stunning before. It also offers 
a Portrait mode with advanced 
bokeh and Depth Control, 


Night mode, Time-lapse video 
with stabilisation, etc. 


Е Investments 


he IPL season is going every month. Just advice the branch moderate-high risk profile and high 
on. We are constantly Ὁ deduct the fixed amount every retums. Debt mutual fund schemes 


providing our opinion 

about which team 
should take risk and which 
team should not. We all have 
our opinions and discussions 
about what is a safe option 
and what is a risky one. While 
the IPL is going on we have 
come across different tv 
commercials like “Mutual 
Fund sahi hai”. Most of us 
have watched it and ignored it. 
So what is a Mutual fund? 
Where should ме invest? 
Where should be put our 
money? While watching a 
match, we analyse the safe 
option and risky option for a 
team but when it comes to 
money, most of the time we 
donot portray such knowledge 
and analysis. Lets analyse in 
this month's issue what аге 
the different investment 
options available and where 
can you park your money and 
what is the risk associated 
with it? 
i). Fixed Deposit - It is a tool through 
which you can keep your money safe 
in a bank. Е 5 a one time payment 
Scheme and you can select your 
tenure and the bank will provide you a 
fixed rate of return for that period. Yes 
you heard it right. The bank will keep 
your money safe and provide you 
additional money for that. So the 
scheme sounds interesting and you 


want to do it every month, No worries. 
You donot need to visit the branch 


month and they will call it a recurring 
deposit. This is the most safest option 
and return is low to moderate 
depending upon time duration of 
investment. 

ii). Equity – Always wanted to have а 
chunk of a very big company and got 
fascinated by the terms in the 
primetime news like Sensex, Nifty, 
BSE, NSE, Bazaar, Stock Exchange. 
Yes, you can be a part of it and have 
а chunk of big companies like TATA, 
Birla, Reliance. These companies sell 
the shares of their company in the 
stock market and you can buy it and 
become an investor in those 
company. A word of caution is 
investing in equity requires some prior 
knowledge and idea about the 
industry. Otherwise you will end up 
losing more than your earning. This а 
high risk and high reward option. 

iii). Mutual Funds- You don't have the 
knowledge and time to do your 
homework and still want to invest in 
stock market and gain some decent 
amount of money with less risk than 
equity and more risk than bank 


are for those who want steady returns. 
They are less volatile and less risky 
compared to equity mutual funds and 
provide less retum than equity mutual 
funds. Debt mutual funds primarily 
invest іп fixed-interest generating 
securities like corporate bonds, 
government securities, treasury bills, 
commercial paper and other money 
market instruments. 

ii). Gold- The safest and oldest 
investment options since ages. You 
can buy online gold, gold sovereign 
bond and ornamental gold which сап 
be used to take loan or sell it a higher 
price to gain from gold. Investing in 
gold has become very easy 
nowadays. You can invest from as low 
as 1 rupee and maximum to the 
amount as per your capability and 
now you don't have to store it at your 
home as well. 

iv. NPS and PPF- The national 
pension scheme and public provident 
fund is savings for the future. These 
1005 are used by the people for 
securing the future. These are safe 
options and usually yield high retums 


deposits. Don't be disheartened. The and the only catch is the amount 
finance wizards has something for saved under the PPF can be 
your needs as well in their kitty. It is withdrawn after 15 years and for NPS 
mutual funds. A knowledgeable fund its after 60. Both of these provide 
manager will invest for you and give good retums with less risk. 

you the earnings from those Hope you have much better idea 
investments and the manager will take about some of the investment options 
a minimal charge. There are two types and this list is not an exhaustive list. 
of Mutual funds — Equity mutual fund There are many more tools for 
and Debt mutual fund. Equity mutual investment. Next time you check your 
fund schemes predominantly invest іп passbook or account statement, don't 
equity stocks, As per the Securities keep it there idle and let the money in 
and Exchange Board of India (Sebi) your account money for you. 

Mutual Fund Regulations, an equity 
mutual fund scheme must invest at 
least 65 percent of its assets in equity 
and equity-related instruments. It has 


-Nilanjan Kala 
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he IPL season is going every month. Just advice the branch moderate-high risk profile and high 
on. We are constantly Ὁ deduct the fixed amount every retums. Debt mutual fund schemes 


providing our opinion 

about which team 
should take risk and which 
team should not. We all have 
our opinions and discussions 
about what is a safe option 
and what is a risky one. While 
the IPL is going on we have 
come across different tv 
commercials like “Mutual 
Fund sahi hai". Most of us 
have watched it and ignored it. 
So what is a Mutual fund? 
Where should we invest? 
Where should be put our 
money? While watching a 
match, we analyse the safe 
option and risky option for a 
team but when it comes to 
money, most of the time we 
donot portray such knowledge 
and analysis. Lets analyse in 
this month's issue what are 
the different investment 
options available and where 
can you park your money and 
what is the risk associated 
with it? 
i). Fixed Deposit - It is a tool through 
which you can keep your money safe 
in a bank. It is a one time payment 
scheme and you can select your 
tenure and the bank will provide you a 
fixed rate of return for that period. Yes 
you heard it right. The bank will keep 
your money safe and provide you 
additional money for that. So the 
scheme sounds interesting and you 
want to do it every month. No worries. 
You donot need to visit the branch 


month and they will call it a recurring 
deposit. This is the most safest option 
and retum is low to moderate 
depending upon time duration of 
investment. 

ii). Equity - Always wanted to have a 
chunk of a very big company and got 
fascinated by the terms in the 
primetime news like Sensex, Nifty, 
BSE, NSE, Bazaar, Stock Exchange. 
Yes, you can be a part of it and have 
a chunk of big companies like TATA, 
Birla, Reliance. These companies sell 
the shares of their company in the 
stock market and you can buy it and 
become an investor in those 
company. A word of caution is 
investing in equity requires some prior 
knowledge and idea about the 
industry. Otherwise you will end up 
losing more than your earning. This a 
high risk and high reward option, 

iii). Mutual Funds- You don't have the 
knowledge and time to do your 
homework and still want to invest in 
stock market and gain some decent 
amount of money with less risk than 
equity and more risk than bank 
deposits. Don't be disheartened. Тһе 
finance wizards has something for 
your needs as well in their kitty. It is 
mutual funds. A knowledgeable fund 
manager will invest for you and give 
you the earnings from those 
investments and the manager will take 
a minimal charge. There are two types 
of Mutual funds - Equity mutual fund 
and Debt mutual fund. Equity mutual 
fund schemes predominantly invest in 
equity stocks. As per the Securities 
and Exchange Board of India (Sebi) 
Mutual Fund Regulations, an equity 
mutual fund scheme must invest at 
least 65 percent of its assets in equity 
and equity-related instruments. It has 


are for those who want steady returns. 
They are less volatile and less risky 
compared to equity mutual funds and 
provide less retum than equity mutual 
funds, Debt mutual funds primarily 
invest in fixed-interest generating 
securities like corporate bonds, 
government securities, treasury bills, 
commercial paper and other money 
market instruments. 

iü). Gold- The safest and oldest 
investment options since ages. You 
can buy online gold, gold sovereign 
bond and ornamental gold which can 
be used to take loan or sell it a higher 
price to gain from gold. Investing in 
gold has become very easy 
nowadays. You can invest from as low 
as 1 rupee and maximum to the 
amount as per your capability and 
now you don't have to store it at your 
home as well. 

iv. NPS and PPF- The national 
pension scheme and public provident 
fund is savings for the future, These 
1005 are used by the people for 
securing the future. These are safe 
options and usually yield high retums 
and the only catch is the amount 
saved under the PPF can be 
withdrawn after 15 years and for NPS 
its after 60. Both of these provide 
good retums with less risk. 

Hope you have much better idea 
about some of the investment options 
and this list is not an exhaustive list. 
There are many more tools for 
investment. Next time you check your 
passbook or account statement, don't 
keep it there idle and let the money in 
your account money for you. 


-Nilanjan Kala 


BE Diet 


Detox is the new drug 

The grand festival has just been over and hs 
left every Bengali in melancholy. The 5days 
has been real heaven for those lucky enough 
to stay in hometown. Finding a Bengali who 
has preferred home-cooked food during the 
puja, would be a tough job and there can be no 
doubt that the Bengalis has spent the special 
days enjoying a scrumptious meal in favourite 
restaurants. 


how mien, chicken and the best 
has been a big 
feast for the tummy. No won- 
der, the fat has also amassed 
and probably left you bloated. 
To help you recover from all 
sorts of such complications, 


“detox” diet can be a really 
helpful solution, and that you 
can have a jolly "festival of the 
lights." 


What is a detox diet? 

A detox diet is touted to remove 
toxins from the body. Experts 
agree that caring for our bodies with a bal- 
anced approach to food, along with adequate 
sleep and movement, supports our natural de- 
toxification systems. - Willow — Jarosh 
The idea of a detox diet, dating back to ancient 
Egyptian and biblical times, has been and con- 
tinues to be an appealing one. However, the 
concept lacks strong scientific evidence and 
there aren't high-quality clinical studies to 
support them. 
The main purpose of this concept is to give 
your stomach a rest and get rid of the toxins 
and helps you enjoy health benefits, including 
a boost of energy, clearer skin, weight loss 
and others. It simply "retrains" tour taste buds 
so that you crave healthier food, to boost well- 
ness. 

How does it work? 

Detox diets can be of many types, some being 
short terms or can last for a few weeks. It has 
been identified that certain food like garlic, 
grapefruit, and different types of teas may be 


more effective for detoxification. Drinking 
more water naturally helps to detoxify the 
body, and hence water and fruits with higher 
water contents are a must for the diet. 
Dietician Subarna Roychoudhury says, " Fast- 
ing is no option. It is better to intake fruit juices 
and vegetables and cut back sugar and fat 
consumption. A strict plan for 3-Sdays seems 
to be enough to bring the digestive tract back 
in track. A longer plan is usually detrimental. 
However, when you have been eating junk for 
a longer time, the diet can be 
your BFF for a few days. 
What to eat? 

Fruits like apple, watermelon, 
banana, pomegranate, cucum- 
ber, pineapple and lemons are 
to be included in the diet. You 
can have a green coconut each 
day. 

Try to keep vegetables like 
gourd, carrots, and papaya in 
your plate. 
You can try salads with season- 
al vegetables, whole fruits, smoothies and oat- 
meal for snacks and breakfast. 
Add cooked chickpea, hemp seed, sunflower 
seed to regain energy if you feel weak. 
Make sure you drink adequate amounts of wa- 
ter, 3-4litres a day, to keep your body hydrated 
as well. 
Detox Water 

To 1 litre of water, add 2 teaspoons of chopped 
ginger, one slice of cucumber, 2 inches cinna- 
mon stick, lemon juice and honey. Mix well, let 
it settle overnight. Sieve the water next morn- 
ing, add another 3 litres of water to it. Drink 
the whole day and you would surely be bene- 
fitted. 

Simply focusing on smart nutrition and health 
habits is free and carries no risk. To stay fit, 
follow an exercise schedule and you can get 
results sooner. Feel free to try it, hope it 
helps... 


-Susmita Chatterjee 


E (Mar 21 - Apr 20) 


Beware of pushing an honest and constant 
friend or romantic partner into a choice on the 
9th; it's better to respect their boundaries and 
not push your luck. An intriguing career oppor- 
tunity looks likely to return into view on the 
12th, it'll mean extra money reciprocally for 
your leadership and knowledge . it'll become 
much easier to urge projects off the bottom; life 
is close to move much faster. If you've got a 
partner, their financial luck will spill over to you, 
allowing you to enjoy some comforts . 


GEMINI (May 22 - June 21) 


Resist the impulse to shop for someone's affec- 
tion on the 1st; you need to be loved for your 
heart, not the dimensions of your checking ac- 
count ል stalled project will start moving for- 
ward again on the 3rd, filling you excitedly and 
anticipation for what lies ahead. Acquiring addi- 
tional and far sought-after skills on the 10th will 
improve your professional prospects. 


TAURUS (Apr 21 - May 21) 


Avoid spreading gossip on the 9th; you don't 
want to urge a reputation for being unpleasant 
and untrustworthy. On the 15th, the new phase 
of the moon prompts you to sign a contract, 
get engaged or exchange wedding vows. This 
is often an exquisite time to form an exclusive 
commitment to someone very near and dear 
to you. you'll lack the expertise necessary to try 
to do an honest job on the 19th; don't hesitate 
to invite additional training or for a word or 
two of recommendation. 


CANCER (June 22 - July 22) 


Don't be discouraged by a loved one's 
pessimistic and down-hearted outlook on the 
1st; you'll always find a touch of joy no matter 
your circumstances. Your mind and heart add 
perfect harmony starting on the 3rd; making it 
much easier to require important decisions. 
You're never more attractive than once you are 
energised and enthusiastic Resume а 
publishing endeavour on the 29th. 


а (July 23- Aug 23) 


Powerful desires prompt you to start a fitness 
regimen on the 19th. Being more active will 
strengthen your body and lift your spirits. 
Starting on the 21st, you'll feel a robust urge to 
require a long-distance trip for pleasure. Plan a 
visit to a rustic that has an exotic flavour. On the 
30th, an eclipse prompts you to interrupt freed 
from a gaggle that does not excite your 
imagination. This may leave time in your 
schedule for doing the items that genuinely 
bring you pleasure. 


LIBRA (Sept 23 - Oct 23) 


Flattery will get you nowhere with a stern 
relative on the 16th. rather than trying to 
convert this loved one , it might be better to 
please yourself and do your own thing. extra 
money for luxuries will become available on the 
21st Don't panic if an emergency expense 
comes your way on the 27th; the required funds 
will arrive once you need them most. On the 
30th, a eclipse brings a cheerful conclusion to a 
legal matter or official issue. 


VIRGO (Aug 24 - Sept 22) 


If you're single, you'll find love with a fellow 
classmate. If you're already during a loving 
relationship your bond will strengthen due to 
the intellectual stimulation you enjoy. Avoid 
getting drawn into a nasty argument on social 
media within the days surrounding the 17th. 
You don't want angry words to return back to 
haunt you, The 24this perfect for 
knowledgeable presentation or employment 
interview . The eclipse on the 30th brings an 
end to knowledgeable role. 


SCORPIO (Oct 24 - Nov 22) 


Overhaul your wardrobe, develop an entire 
new style or give your home a top to toe 
makeover. The transformation will change the 
way people treat you. Don't feel compelled to 
attend on an impetuous business or romantic 
partner on the 17th. A eclipse on the 30th puts 
an end to a indebtedness , allowing you to 
forge a replacement path. rather than being 
tied to your neighbourhood, you'll search for 
add other parts of the planet 


за (Моу 23- бес 21) 


The start of the month is sweet for working 
alongside, and in cooperation with those that 
share an equivalent aims and aspirations. 
Create a personal place where you'll hear 
yourself think; dark colours and plush textures 
will offer you the cosy comfort you are feeling 
you would like , The festive season draws near 
believe building upon a romantic or business 
alliance that encourages exploration. 


AQUARIUS (Jan 21 - Feb 18) 


A family emergency would require you to 
rethink your plans during the center days of 
November, be as flexible as possible. You'll 
meet someone beguiling but basically 
insubstantial on the 27th and that they will end 
up to be all style and no substance. The eclipse 
at the top of November marks a turning point 
during а romance, Someone will get engaged 
or married, setting off a string of celebrations. 


CAPRICORN (Dec 22 - Jan 20) 


The people you meet will appreciate your 
leadership ability and that they might even ask 
you to require the helm of their group. Friends 
in high places will promote your talent on the 
19th; don't be shy about having your work put 
before the general public . an ingenious block 
will dissolve on the 29th, allowing you to place 
the finishing touches to a project that has been 
filling your thoughts for a few time. 


PISCES (Feb 19 - Mar 20) 


The new phase of the moon on the 15th 
inspires you to write down a book, record a 
podcast or launch an internet site . Putting 
your ideas before the general public will boost 
your professional stature. Career ambitions will 
grow ranging from the 21st; this is often an 
excellent time to pursue your dream job. you'll 
also consider taking a task with a charitable or 
humanitarian organisation. Stay focused on 
this glorious vision. The eclipse will prompt you 
to relocate to a livelier neighbourhood 


CLUSIVE 


Light of Introspection 


e the light - Spread the light, must be the aspiration 
for everyone and this principle should be the 
integral part while following or illuminating the light 
of introspection. Known as the festival of lights, 
Diwali is celebrated over a span of four to five days by 
Indians with increasing numbers of people joining in each 


year worldwide and is one of the key cultural festivals. 
T word 'Diwali' is originated from the sanskrit word ‘Deepavali’ where 'Deepa 
implies ‘Light and "Ма! implies ‘Row’ and therefore means the "Ком of Lights’ which 
is a common scene at homes during this celebration of the triumph of light over 
darkness, hope over despair, good over evil and knowledge over ignorance. Diwali is 
celebrated by Hindus, Sikhs and Jains and each honour some historical figure. The Hindus 
honour Lord Rama and his wife Sita who, as per legend returned 10 their kingdom after 
fourteen years of exile after defeating the 
evil king Ravana in the 15th century B.C 
Fireworks are displayed ғ а! homes іп honour 
of their safe return . A separate group 
believe that this festival is celebrated іп 
honour of the union of < Goddess Lakshmi 
with Lord Vishnu and я leave their doors 
open inviting Goddess Lakshmi in to spread 
good luck and wealth. АП these gestures 
are followed in order to welcome new 
beginnings and the - whole year ahead. 
In countries such as Fiji, Malaysia, Nepal, 
Srilanka and of course India, on the day of 
Diwali, official holidays are announced. 
People hand out sweets and goodies to all their loved ones and blow up lots of money 
on firecrackers in order to ignite the jubiliation in their hearts. Some spend time with the 
less fortunate ones by visiting at old-age homes and orphanages and hand out clothes 
and money fo those who are staying in financial crisis. In this auspicious occasion, in true 
sense we must look after each other and show concern to those who need help. This is 
the actual ignition of light and killing the darkness within us Бу introspecting our heart full 
of gratification, The more we share and care, the more will be the happiness around. Тһе 
quality of life turns to be more meaningful when the contrast, disputes among us get 
minimized. 
So, Sweep the dust from every corner, Light up the diyas outside the door, Line up the 
boxes of sweets for friends and family - That's right - Diwali is just round the corner. 


- Swagato Chatterjee 


KAEATIVITY 
Art & Poem 


The reason nt 


She's so beautiful... 
She is, | mean look at her smile, it brightens my gloomy days... 
Her eyes, the sparkle in them everytime she's under the sun, give me a ray of hope. 
Her cute little face... It fits right in my hands every time | pinch her cheeks with love. 
She might not be the fairest of them all, but everytime the sun hits her face, you can see a tint of red. 
Her walk, well let's just say that confidence silences people whenever they look at her... 
She doesn't talk much, but whenever she does it's like a melody to me... 
Okay world, that's enough of you describing her... Now let her describe her self for us... 
Me? 


I'm beautiful... 
| ат, | mean look at me, can you see my lips trembling? Trust me, it does take an effort to force them 
together so tight as | lift my cheeks up. 
My eyes... Ah that's where | usually fail, they're always so wet with tears, | try my best not to let them 
flow... Its hard to look every time it's sunny you know? It's all blurry. 
Hands are now so used to having my face burried in them as | sit па corner of the room, it kind of 
feels like my face is small so that they could fit in my hands perfectly... 
You don't need to pinch my cheeks, my face is always red. Always wet with tear stains. 
Oh, did you know how hard it is to walk when your legs are shaking? The amount of energy it takes to 
take every stride as | attempt not to fall over with these jelly legs? 
And talking? I'm sorry | don't talk much, it's a bit hard to talk when I'm trying my best to suppress my 
screams and cries when | do 50... 
Wait, that's not right? 
Oh yes I'm beautiful. 


| guess it's these things | do to look normal that makes me beautiful... 
These smiles, the twinkling eyes, the red flushed cheeks, they really do make a girl look so pretty. 
Even though the amount of energy taken to master them is a little underrated. 
But for the world. Yes, that's what beautiful means... 
So yes. | am beautiful. 
But let me tell you what | think is right. 
I'm not beautiful. 
I'm strong. 
| think by now you know the reason why. 
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"When gou realize you want te spend the rest of 
your life ith somebudy, you want the xest of 
your life ta start as soon as possible.” 
—Hary (Billy Crystal), from When Harry 


MOTIVATIONAL 
о ee € t? The Penumbra Plays $° Фес 


will start with the saying "The cave you 
fear to enter holds the treasure you 


seek" by the American professor of 

literature Sir, Joseph John Campbell who 
worked іп comparative mythology апа 
comparative religion and whose works on 
various aspects of the human experience are 
used for carrying on research. This topic is 
focussed on the hidden talents of the 
subconscious. 
A human personality comprises of both the 
lighter and the darker sides and to know 
yourself, to return to the wholeness, you have to 
jump to the deeper elements of the psyche 
Through out decades of work and research, it is 
discovered that the human mental condition is 
fragmented among the 
subcanscious. Most of us are aware of only a 


conscious апа 


small fraction of ourselves and the remaining 
stays hidden from the actual view. We choose to 
focus on the superficial and ignore deeper 
dimensions of the self. One thing we must know 
for sure that existence of certain things can not 
be ignored if we don't observe or feel them. 
They do exist 

The more we know the darker sides of our 
personality, the more we will grow towards self- 
actualization. There is a hidden balance in 
ourselves like this vast cosmos. Patterns are 
equal and lookalike. The darker sides is termed 
as the shadow and the role it plays on our 
thinking and respective outgoings is the shadow- 
work. We may not understand why we do the 
things we do, why we get enslaved to forces 


outside of our control without exposing the 
shadow. Our thoughts, emotions, reactions, 
behaviour, relationships are heavily influenced by 
the subconscious. 

Let us consider a canvas of black colour and 
filing the upper portion with sparkling dotes and 
looking the whole from a distance and certain 
angle, the canvas will look like a night sky and it 
has separate set of beauty. This beauty 15 same 
as any daylight canvas and we must open this 
night side of us and let it superimpose on the 
day side and make it a quite balanced frame of 
Ше. The yearning for growth and self- 
actualization is inherent to us all. Our darker 
sides communicate through dreams, thoughts, 
instincts, emotions. Resisting them to explore 
resists our true nature and will always result in 
veiled appearances. We will heal and grow once 
we start facing the darker sides or the shadow of 
ourselves. 

The subconscious is in many ways a depository 
of all those elements we have discarded such as 
intense emotions, those that collide with our 
ego, sexual urges. We choose to lock away these 
traits in the chambers of mind with a one-way 
door. The journey to face thern after breaking 
the door is a challenge and tough. It takes 
honesty and strength to approach the shadows. 
Confronting them means waking up the evil side 
of ours but once we interact with them in a non 
judgemental way and utilise them to lighten-up 
the ones which remained submissive, we will 
certainly hold our head high and will point out 
the most beautiful canvas of life. 


-Swagato Chatterjee 


Mutual Funds $ahi Нат Dost 


nvesting is a tool for building With interest rates staying low and as many deliveries as possible. He did 
wealth. It is not only for the investor interest in real estate fading, not try to hit every ball a four or over 
wealthy. Anyone сап get savings are finding their way into the fence. Spend time in the stock 
started on ап investing mutual funds. Investors experience market to make money. Thus, SIP is 
program, and various options with mutual funds is getting better the eighth wonder of the world and 
make it easy to begin with small every year. A mutual fund is a suitable for many of your financial 
amounts and add to a portfolio Professionally-managed investment goals. 
periodically. In fact, what Scheme, usually run by an asset Let's look into the some 
differentiates investing from Management company that brings parameters to be considered 


ino | ሺ lime—it together a group of people and invests ο μ ting i 3 
gai * t на ο. ек their in stocks, bonds and While investing in mutual funds: 


rities. tematic approach 
Investing is also about making other secures. Mutual funds are Syst TE 


i Regularly invest and disciplined 
lo riti highly popular investment option for 
priorities; for your money. 74 чаш financial pe like Investment helps you to create huge 


Spending is easy and gives retirement planning, tax planning, weallh and enhance your life cycle 


instant gratification. But investing etn ከ hild ducation Considerably. Many investors have 
requires prioritizing our financial anû зо on, As an investor you can folowed this rule and grown. 

futures over our present desires. buy mutual fund ‘units’, which Assetallocation 

No one investing strategy or approach basically represent your share of Returns from mutual funds are largely 


fits all. Every investor has different holdings in a particular scheme. Value dependent on your appropriate asset 
reasons for investing, different goals, of per unit is known as Net Asset location rather than scheme selection! 
different time horizons and varying Value (NAV). fund house selection/timing the 
degrees of comfort with investing. I'S One of the best ways io invest in market. Allocate among three: equity, 
important to define and articulate your mutual funds is SIP ie. Systematic debt, cash, 100 minus your age in 
own parameters. The only way 10 investment Plan. You can invest equity is preferable and not more than 
attain financial security is to save and specified amount on specified date 10% of your portfolio іп cash is 
invest over a long period of time. You every month. A few fund houses offer acceptable. 
just need to have your money work for more frequent SIPs - even weekly) Comprehend your risk appetite 
you Thats resin 4 480. SIPs fosters discipline. This Μονο "ል кы appetite. ыч 
г many of us, money and route has gained popularity among the Selecting the scheme accordingly is 
investments werent discussed at fetal investors in recent years -realy the Key to success. Many times 
home. lt is the primary responsibility of good development. They take away Investors think that they can take 
parents to teach their children how to the risks associated with ‘timing the enough risk, bul the risk thermometer 
deal with the money. It is the primary market" and help investors to categorizes them differently. 
duty of husband and wife to discuss neutralize the downsides of market High expense ratio 
about money matters. ከ is sad that volatilly " Expense ratio for different schemes 
many couples don't discuss the ha М Вр) е ч must be examined before selecting 
investment planning issues together. tool the scheme. You must ask your 
Remember, discipline begins at home. After deciding to start SIP, it is financial planner about that ratio and 
In order to build a fortune you must important to give sufficient time to that act. 
invest your money. It takes only investment Do not focus on timing the Ideal time to exit 
minimum effort to set aside a small market and quick money. It is your Simple question has the simple 
amount each month and make your time in the investment which makes answer. You should exit when your 
money grow. А good way to reduce money for the investor. Sachin 904! has arrived like retirement or your 
your risk is to spread your money Tendulkar accumulated maximum daughter's marriage and not when the 
within each type of investment. This is runc in test cricket by staying on the market is seemingly high. 
known as ‘diversifying’. pitch as long as possible and facing 


Nomination 
Succession planning must be kept in mind. It is recommended that every investment must have a proper nominee des- 
ignated by the main investor. 

Volatility 
The second name for volatility is equity market. Please remember that volatility gives you an opportunity to invest in 
markets when they are low and you can enjoy superior returns. 

Invest in Indian funds 
More global investors are investing in Indian stock market for improving the returns of their investors. In such situation 
international funds are avoidable, 

Review 
Most ideal frequency of reviewing your portfolio is once every quarter. The review should indicate that your portfolio is 
doing well. This should be done religiously as you go for physical health checkup at regular intervals. 

Aim 
You should have clearly defined aims or goals. The year in which goal is expected to arrive must be kept in mind. Do 
not forget to factor in inflation which will increase the amount required for various goals. 

Track record 
While choosing schemes you must ask questions about track record of fund managers. Their experience and research 
capabilities count. Future prospect of the scheme is more important than past record of the schemes. It should not be 
the only criteria for selecting the scheme. 


-Shivanand Pandit 
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How to Style Your Winter? 


“Fashion is a trend. Style lies within а person" — 
Oscar De La Penta 
inter can be one of the 
challenging season to con- 
sistently wear outfits that 
both keep you warm and 
chic. But finding outfits that are both 
weather appropriate and figure flatter- 
ing does not have to be a challenge. 
Simple planning can actually keep you 
warm and stylish without having to sac- 
rifice function or aesthetically pleasing 
looks. It is a lot easier to put outfits to- 
gether when you create a small winter 
collection of essentials in your closet. 
When it comes to styling , the best way 
is to choose -5 main styles that you are 
comfortable with and switch between 
styles every week or so. 
Let's begin with the top 5 styling tips for win- 
ter. 
1. Go over the knee 
Though many women shy away from wearing 
over the knee boots, they definitely add vibran- 
cy and fun to any outfit you wear. Get a trendy 


k look by either pairing 


them with matching 
pants or skirt, in differ- 
ent shades and material 
you feel comfortable 
wearing. 
12. Match your winter hat 
to your coat 
During winter а lot of 
body heat can be lost by 
not protecting your head. 
So, a hat is a must when 
temperatures get really 
low. A great option is to 
wear a quality faux fur 
trapper, or a wool hat. 
» | Match your hat or beanie 
with your winter coat to 
transform and complete your winter look 
3. Lots of layering 
Layering not only adds warmth to your winter 
outfit but screams CHIC and TRENDY. Layering 
allows you to play with mixture of patterns and 
textures, and also recycle old dresses and 
make the most out of them. 
4, Put a cape оп 
Capes or ponchos are always perfect choice 
when you want a dramatic and chic wear with 
minimal efforts. You can always pull in the look 
with jeans or dresses; opting for more prints 
would give a more unique look. 
5. Explore your colour palette 
Just because the weather is dull and gloomy, 
doesn't mean you have to. Explore your colour 
palette this winter and try different coloured 
coats and blazers. Add scarves with a variety 
of textures, bright prints and colours to give a 
more vibrant and higher impact look. 
“Clothes aren't going to change the world, the 
woman who wears then will."- Anne Klein 
Hope the tips help you to create a capsule 
wardrobe that works best for you. Be sure to 
put your comfort first and remember you're 
beautiful; and don't forget to cherish yourself 
and MOISTURIZE. 


-Susmita Chatterjee 


Well, #5 that time of the year again... Christmas is right around the comer and by now I'm 
sure all of you reading this, have already started planning your days to celebrote with 
your loved ones, | don't know why I'm saying this to be honest, but still, for those people 
out there who have no idea what Christmas is...( | don't know how? ) But let me tell you. 
Christmas is the event which occurs every year on the 25th of December to celebrate 
the birth of Jesus Christ. Originally it's meant to be an celebration for the Christianity but 
now | guess #5 celebrated all oround the world regardless of the religion an individual 
belongs too. 

Well Chrisimas might be just one day... But the Christmas feeling starts from way before 
the actual 25th December... Thanksgiving is also an celebration, mainly carried out in 
United States and Canada is an occasion when families and friends gather around 
celebrating the years harvest together. In India, churches refer 1o it as the harvesting 
festival. Harvesting festival, yes as it sounds, is the day we celebrate all the harvested 
produce of that very yeor , thanking the Lord above for this grace. 
Thanksgiving is also pretty similar except here, families gather around for dinner and give 
thanks for the good deeds and for the support of each member they have in their family. 


Then comes the Christmas Eve, the evening right before Christmas day. Surely one of the 
most anticipated and exciting days of the year, some would even say #5 better than the 
Christmas day. On this evening, family gatherings and parties are held, presents are ex- 
changed, in churches, choirs walk out singing Christmas carols all night long. By this time, 
the Christmas decorations are already done... Streamers, party lights, small Christmas 
trees the sign of everlasting life with god, are found almost in every other house. Balco- 
nies have a star hanging outside, the star which resembles the same joyous spirit as the 
one the star in Bethlehem held which showed the way to the new Бот baby Jesus. 
Some extra information for the ones who love the Santa Claus, this is the evening when 
Santa sneaks in while you sleep. 


Speaking of the Santa Claus, do you know who he really is? He's Saint Nicholas, who lives 
in the north pole... It's said that Santa brings gifts to only the good well behaved children, 
so children who are reading this, you know 
what you should do for Ç the best gifts. 
As for the ones who are wondering Бу now, 
how do we really enjoy p Christmas. Well firstly, 
wake up in the moming, wish your famiy and 
friends with a smile, then if you can get dressed 
and attend any neor by ፪፪ church where the 
morning gospel is being read. ॥ doesn't really 
matter what religion you are, just take a seat 
and enjoy the wonder- ⁄ ful words апа Stories 
that are shared early іп ይ the morning. Another 
very important tip spend some time with 
your family and friends, А sit with them, have а 
conversation... Some- у times conversations are 
not even needed, the С =: fact that you are pre- 
sent there beside them is just enough to make 
them happy, Open the presents that you've ex- 
changed. Take some time away from work, 
just relax, maybe go for а walk with your friends 
in the evening and en- joy the twinkling lights 
and decorations every- EE £ where, or go for dinner 
somewhere, or just play # я some music and һауе 
a good time at home. d ΄ Тһе list goes оп and on. 
To be honest, one can s never really say how to 
enjoy Christmas, just close your eyes, take a 
deep breath and do whatever you want to do, treat yourself. 
And at the end, all | can say about Christmas, the essence of it is giving... You see, it was 
on this very day that the Lord blessed us by giving us Jesus Christ who taught us the true 
meaning of life and forgave our dirty sins... Just like that, we too share and give out our 
best wishes, our love and our happiness with our friends and families and even the 
strangers who we meet and send a small smile towards them. #5 the season of making 
new friends and forgiving the old ones. Also, | truely believe that the fact that Christmas 
comes at the end of every year, giving us an opportunity to correct any mistakes and 
solve any misunderstandings that have happened in the year... Ending them all and 
stepping into the new year with a smile. 


Forgive, give and love... 
Merry Christmas everyone. 
- Akanksha Mitter 


Art & Poem 


Smartphones 


The best & worst gadget of today's world, 
Smartphones of everyone! 
Why you ask?? 
It wastes our time, 
By creeping up into our creative minds, 
Making us dull and blind. 
We stay glued to our mobiles, 
Giving up all our lessons and neglecting our chores. 
We keep swiping up & down the screen 
And surfs the net all day 
Until ending up with severe headache... 
Oh! | know | know 
It helps a bit in studies though, 
Perhaps ordering food, cab, groceries & benefits few.. 
But what it does more is, 
It wastes our time , 
By creeping up into our creative minds, 
Making us dull and blind. 
We will have specks to wear soon, 
Try to reach those miles away ignoring people nearby. 
Still getting confused whether bane or boon..? 
| pray, | wish | beg to all 
Stay away from that time killing device 
Instead go for a nice reading 
Go for novels or comics, dance, laugh, walk & pray. 
Don't waste your valuable time, 
Rather try something that will sharpen your mind. 
-Triparna Dey 
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ear Readers, 


Thank You for showing us support for World Around Us Magazine. It is only 

due to readers like you which helped us reach to a wide number of readers. 

Your input will be always valuable to us. | do hope you are trying to remain 
calm and strong. Time passes so quickly. 


We have tried to ensure that World Around Us Magazine maintains a proper balance 
among a variety of readers. We are constantly trying to improve our methods of 
representation. Our last edition got a very positive response. Thank You so much for 
your support. 


Lots of things happened in the past month, some are good some are not. It is an 
inevitable circle of life which every one of us has to deal with. But, if we stay united & 
strong, it might as well make our journey of life a little easier. Wishing all the readers a 
Happy New Year 2021. 


I would also congratulate Team WAU without whom this January 2021 Issue would not 

be possible. Special thanks to our fans who provided us with love & support to push us 

through & give the best magazine content, quality & design. Let us hope for the best & 

keep reading World Around Us Magazine! We will continue to provide you with all the 
updates that you need to know in the major segments going on around you. 

Soumadeep Chatterjee 

FOUNDER || EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 

World Around Us Magazine 


Email: soumadeep.chatterjee@outlook.com 
Location: Kolkata, India 
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CLUSIVE 


Loss of a Veteran 


ights, Sound, Rolling and 
Action - The array of these 
words has faced a sudden 
downfall by the demise of the 
veteran of Bengali Film Industry 
Soumitra Chatterjee. He was an actor, 
director, writer, and a poet and is best 
known for his performances with the 
legendary director Satyajit Ray, with 
whom he worked in fourteen films, 
starting with the debut film Apur 
Sangsar, the third part of Apu Trilogy, 
Abhijan, Charulata, Aranyer Dinratri, 
Ashani Sanket, Sonar Kella, Jai Baba 
Felunath, Hirak Rajar Deshe, Ghare 
Baire, Shakha Proshakha and 
Ganasatru. 
Soumitra Chatterjee, born in 19th January, 
1935 and died on 15th November, 2020, 
aged 85 years also worked with other 
noted directors of Bengali cinema such as 
Mrinal Sen, Tapan Sinha, Asit Sen, Ajoy Kar 
and Tarun Mazumdar and thus his oeuvre 
comprised more than 250 films through 


the course of his long career. The actor | 
was born in Mirzapur Street, close to 
Sealdah Station in Kolkata, West Bengal 
He was a student of Bengali literature and 
graduated from the City College with an 
Honours degree. 

Apart from being a talented Actor, 
Chatterjee was also known as a poet, 
painter and theatre director. He received 
the Dadasaheb Phalke award in 2011 and 
was also a recipient of the coveted Legion 
d' Honneur - France's highest civilian 
honour. During the final year of college, 
the actor saw a play by the doyen of 
Bengali theatre, Sisir Bhaduri. The play 
helped him make up his mind to become 
an actor. He returned to theatre with his 
production 'Naam Jiban' in 1978 after a 
journey of 20 years in Tollywood. Since | 
2010, he has been playing the lead role in 
"Raja Lear', a popular play based on King 
Lear by William Shakespeare for which he 
has received critical and popular 
accolades. 


ігесіог Satyajit Ray had written many diverse roles keeping in 
mind Soumitra's looks and attitude. He went on to become 
the lead as Feluda in two films - ‘Sonar Kella' (1974) and За! 
Baba Felunath' (1979). Feluda was a private investigator from 
Kolkata. Ray even made some illustrations of Feluda based on Soumitra's 
physique. Soumitra Chatterjee became an artist of such a stature that no 
awards could define him anymore. He was a legend in Bengali cinema. 


Soumitra Chatterjee was admitted on October 6, 2020 in Hospi- 
tal and shifted to the intensive care unit and was undergoing 
treatinent for COVID-19. The fact that he was born in the year 
1935 is not important and when you place that date against 1st 
October, 2020, when he last reported for a shoot before showing 
symptoms, you will realise that he was not an ordinary actor but 
the one who was professionally so much active even on his age 
nearing 86. He was not only active but very much sought-after: In 
2019, he had as many as 15 releases and in the pandemic hit 
2020, almost as many of his films either released or lined up for 
release. Soumitra Chatterjee was a person who loved the Bengali 


culture more than anything and his passing is akin to the falling 
of an ancient tree but while the tree is gone, it's shade remains. 
The legend, the veteran will always remain in our hearts. 


-Swagato Chatterjee 


CLUSIVE 


T hey say, "A nightmare is a disturbing dream associated with negative 
feelings, such as anxiety or fear that awakens you." I'm sure by now I 
don't have to explain why I've used the term nightmare to describe this 
past year. We've all, everyone all around the world been through this 

nightmare together. Starting this twin year with the raging Australian bushfires, 

floods in Jakarta - Indonesia and to the global declaration and breakout of 

Novel Corona Virus resulting in us becoming prisoners in our very own homes 

to survive. 

We've seen great losses this year, 2 million souls left us this year. Losses of some 

legendary public figures like Irrfan Khan, Rishi Kapoor and Soumitra Chatterjee are 

among the deceased, it was quiet unbelievable actually. The sudden passing of 

Sushant Singh Rajput also imposed a shock wave over the hearts of thousands of 

people. 

As if this wasn't enough to deal with, we had to lose a personality as extraordinary 

and admirable as Kobe Bryant too. As we wish for these souls to rest in peace let me 

move on to the postponed Olympics 2020 breaking hearts of millions of people 

worldwide, this took away whatever source of entertainment we had left. When 1 

talk about losses І must also include the massive wave of unemployment which hit 

people all around the world. Loss of hope every day, loss of that ray of light that 
we've all been waiting for, to shine from amongst the clouds. Now that I'm thinking 
about the incidents that have happened, my hands are shaking, this feelings of 

uneasiness and I would almost use the word ‘fear’ to describe this feeling, that I'm 

sure all of you must have felt at least once in this past year, deep inside your hearts 

that feeling of security that was lost this year, it will take some time to restore. 

Nightmare it was indeed. 

New year 2021 is going to be different from 

ever other new year we've ever had. Were 

used to wishing happiness and hope and 

prosperity to each other every year, but this 

year these words hold a significance and 

meaning that they've never held before. Hope, 

I believe it is the basic of an individual's 

living, I mean obviously breathing, food and 

shelter are important for survival, but if you 

think about it, hope is another necessity too. 

Especially after walking through this past year 

and stumbling several times, the thing that 

made up stand back up was our hopes, giving 7 

us the strength and the will to keep walking 

no matter how many times we fall. Blood 

relations exist, but this previous year Гуе 

learnt about this whole new means of 

connection amongst two people, it was by 

their interconnected hopes. So I wish 

everyone hope once again this year... A hope 

with a different meaning than what it had 

when I wished you last year on the New Year. 


appiness, here comes the second wish. I guess I can't explain about happiness 

much or talk about it. Each of us have our own versions of happiness, things 

and people who make us happy in our own ways. Again, I guess this past year 

no matter how hard it might've been we got a considerable amount of time to 
actually sit and think about everything going on around us. Well, if I must say anything 
about happiness, I am going to hold onto those small little things that gave me a sense 
of peace in this nightmare, short little breaks where I could breathe without feeling a 
heavy weight that was on my chest. For me, I believe it was when I got to spend time 
with my family and talk to my friends over call. I hope everyone finds their own ver- 
sion of happiness soon, no matter what it is. And if you've already found it, 1 wish the 
strength and courage to you, to cherish that happiness. 


Prosperity, is going to a tough wish depending on what you think prosperity is. Prosperity 
in terms of wealth will be hard for many people all around the world as a result of losing 
their jobs, at times like these the above two, hope and happiness, especially hope will give 
you the strength to get by. It important for us to remember that everyday is a new day and 
like time never looks back, we should also always keep looking forward, someday we will 
reach the horizon, just keep believing. 

Okay okay, that was heavy, let's talk about how we will celebrate this new year to 
make it worth every hardships we've been through, this year specially should be a year to 
remember, for better or for worst, don't you think? 


Well I would suggest you a few things, on the new years eve the first and the most im- 
portant dress up for the occasion, dress your best and wear pretty matching masks which 
will not only add a fashionable touch but also to your safety, conditions now are better 
than they were months ago, but we must remember that the virus is still in the air. Enjoy a 
nice get together with your family and friends, eat delicious food and enjoy with drinks and 
snacks. Reminisce the memories about the past that you share with cach other. Talk about 
the plans that you have for the upcoming year. Sing your favorite songs and ever go up to 
the terrace to enjoy the clear skies and the night air. Breathe in the air from 2020 for the 
last time and as the clock hits 12 o'clock welcome the new year with a warm embrace and 
love and new hope. 


measures before going out 
to the terrace at 12 am, or 
ጐጅ might catch a cold, don't 
want to start the New Year with 
a sneeze now do we? 

gDid I miss out on the New 
Year's resolution? Well, sorry 
it's a habit to forget about them 
on the second day of the New 
है Year. Anyway, I've decided to 


would really suggest 
please take proper 


5 ፪ሽ keep my resolution and to not 
“ЖҚ forget it or just give up. This 
` ycar my пеуу ycars rcsolution 


_ will be to successfully move on 
%ነ from 2020 апа walk into 2021 
JU 
A E 
ም 2 


without looking back while 
holding the hands of my family 
nd friends who were there 
with me and for me this whole 
past year. 

1 hope you can come up with a 
resolution you сап actually 


— 


maintain this year, after all after 
this previous year we know for 
real now that life is ever so 
small and temporary, so we 
need to live it to the best of our 
capabilities every year, you nev- 
er know what might come up 7 
next. ; 
ets go and wake up 
from that nasty night- 
mare, after all I can al- 
ready feel the rising 
sun, as the warm welcoming 
rays touch my face, 
Morning after the nightmare is 
never the easiest one because 
of the after effects, but know- 
ing that the nightmare is over 
sure feels great does it? 


Happy New Year, 2021 


sk yourself; "Do the people 

whom you call friends fill 

you up and motivate you to 

be your best self? Do you 
feel emotionally safe and comfortable 
around them? Do you find help from 
them during your difficult times? If 
not, then you may have some fake 
friends around your circle who are re- 
sponsible for draining away your en- 
ergy and leaving you with a lingering 
question of what a friend actually is. 
In every part of life, we come across new 
people. Some of them become closer to 
us, we build deeper connections and call 
them our "best friends". Apart from 
them, there are newer connections too. 
However, whether the relationship is 
new or old, everyone wants to be sure 
the friend is a ‘quality friend’. 


Fake vs. Real Friends: 

As young, we were not so mindful and 
intentional about friendships. As we 
grew up, we focused on trying to be fit 
in a friendship rather than finding 
friends who have that ' friendship integ- 
rity'. 

Friends are always there when we need 
them. They encourage us, inspire us, and 
they pray for our best. But there is an- 
other type of friend that is not actually a 
friend at all. 

True friends always have your back, and 
do not judge you despite your flaws. 
They make equal efforts to nurture the 
friendship. But fake friends aren't genu- 


Know your real friends 


ine at all. They may seem as expendable 
and convenient when it suits them. They 
are inconsistent in loyalty as well as in 
their efforts to make the friendship 
work, 

Sometimes, it is hard to discern authen- 
tic friends from fake ones. To find your 
real friends among toxic and apathetic 
people is a difficult task and mostly one 
ends up with no friends at all. It takes ef- 
fort and self awareness to spot real 
friends among fake ones, but if you can, 
you get to have a lifetime support. 


How to Spot Real Friends: 

Eliminating fake friends from your circle 
not only improves your mental health 
but also makes your physical health bet- 
ter. A stressful relationship, be it friend- 
ship or other can cause body inflamma- 
tions, research reports. A fake friend can 
appear to be caring and attentive but 
once you give them your trust and en- 
gage in a friendship, their true colours 
begin to show up. They try to change 
and manipulate you and take your ad- 
vantage. They demand more while 
providing less and you, being a highly 
sensitive people- pleaser, fall in the trap 
and try to give more. But your real 
friends are exactly the opposite. They 
will tell you bitter truth, and not always 
please you, but they always care for you. 
With them, you will never find yourself 
alone, or heart-broken. They provide 
equal efforts in cultivating friendship 
and will inspire you. 


. They will be with you in your ebbs 
and flows- they do not disappear 
when you need them the most; 
whether you are struggling finan- 
cially or physically, your true 
friends will always provide their 
support and motivate you. 

e They pray for your best and re- 
spect your opinions- A true friend 
is genuinely happy for your suc- 
cess and celebrates with you, and 
does not envy your progress. Also, 
they listen to you and respond re- 
spectfully without making person- 
al judgements, attacking your de- 
cisions. 

e They don't judge - true friends 
overlook your flaws and accept the 
real you. They love you like the 
way you are and accept that every- 
one comes with baggage and blem- 
ishes and never makes fun of your 
disabilities. They are trustworthy 
and respect your boundaries and 
stand up for you when you need 
them the most. 

«. They are fun to be around - your 
real friends won't diminish you in 
front of others. They believe in 
your essence, and exhibit a posi- 
tive attitude. They alway uplift 
your mood when you are feeling 
low. You might feel good genuine- 
ly to be around them. 


How to make real friends : 

The best way to not fall into the fake 
friend trap is to be self aware. Notice the 
changes in the behaviour of your friends 
and be more mindful about who you 


oS 


make friends with. A little effort can help 
you emit toxic people and enjoy the 
warmth of a true friendship. 

Go out and meet more people. Engage 
in deep conversations and look for the 
qualities you feel necessary in a friend, 
Pay attention to their behaviours and 
demand to know them tactfully. You are 
more likely to meet like minded people 
when you Visit your favourite places. If 
you find a potential friend, then go for 
an outing. Invite them over lunch and 
spend time together. You cannot expect 
frends to show up at your doorstep. 
You ought to engage in new friendships 
and level up your comfort zone. And 
lastly do not give up. Don't get disap- 
pointed if you fail to find a special and 
unique bond right away. Keep exploring 
and you will encounter that exceptional 
person who is waiting for someone just 
like you. 


ow that you will be able 

to distinguish between а 

fake and real friend, end 

all toxic relationships. 
You may find that you have always 
been surrounded by fake people, but 
don't get disheartened. They take away 
more from you. Allow yourself to enjoy 
the warmth of true friendship and 
make the same to treasure them. Be the 
friend you expect and want others to 
be. May your courage and compassion 
guide you and you sort out your 
friendship, acknowledge the pain pro- 
vided by your fake friends and forgive 
them. Only then you will be able to 
move forward and fully benefit from 
the real friends you have now. 


E Chair Motivation 


f I ask you, "where might you 

accomplish more work? - lying on 

a sea shore with your fellow 

friends and loved ones or sitting 
in a deserted office room? 


However strong the argument would 
be, I can bet that a greater part of 
individuals would be more productive 
in a workplace environment than in a 
vacation with his companions, which 
obviously sounds incredible. The 
shoreline is mesmerising; it is anything 
but a work completing condition. 


Discomfort : the key to motivation 


People tend to strive for comfort and 
stability throughout their lives; the goal 
being to live an opulent life with less 
hardships. But reality sucks! Life is like 
the waves; it has ebbs and flows and 
the journey's like a ship sailing on such 
waves. Some point in life is smooth 
sailing whereas some days seem a 
broken mast; when nothing is working 


out. The latter is of greater 
significance. The ability to withstand 
hardships, to weather any storm 


without letting the disappointments, 
pessimism, darkness and failure 
dampen our spirits is the key idea of 
"Itchy chair motivation", simply called 
Discomfort motivation. 


The point is, when everything seems to 
work just fine, less things complete. 
People tend to be carried away with the 
thought that they are at the pinnacle of 
business, where they earn really well or 
everything is perfect, Think of it like an 
itchy chair. The discomfort makes you 
get up. That resembles reality; life. For 
example, when profits in business are 
very low, one is more likely to evaluate 


business and probably look for ways 
which eventually leads to more 
effective business ventures. 


Bestride the peaks and valleys 


Life is hard and success is not constant. 
Sometimes you find everything smooth, 
you win in almost everything and 
nothing can stop your success. Also, 
there are episodes in life where things 
make you feel like giving up. It is a 
journey and one has to ride the ebbs 
and flows. Now it is upto that one, 
whether they will quit or simply strive 
for a better tomorrow. 


Discomfort is not the sole key 


However, the concept does not imply 
that we cannot seek comfort. Leisure 
and luxury is part of life. The 
motivation only gives us the will power 
to surpass our comfort zones and to 
work when everything goes against 
what you have planned. 

Itchy chair cannot be the only way to 
motivate yourself. One can be equally 
motivated by passion or creativity. 
People are not trapped between the 
choice of unmotivated pleasantries and. 
motivated discomfort. One can be 
happy and ambitious at the same time. 
But that is not the point. The question 
lies, "if you are already in an 
uncomfortable position, why not use it 
as a fuel for motivation?" The goal is (о 
recognise your wave and learn how to 
ride it; to make your discomfort push 
yourself forward. 


But never compromise your comfort. 
You deserve to be content. However if 
you happen to be in a point of 
recession, use that to drive you. 


nola Holmes, the youngest sibling in the 
famous Holmes family, is a multi talented 
woman; she is extremely intelligent, 
observant, and insightful, and defies the 
social norms for women of the time. Her mother, 
Eudoria, has cultured in everything, from chess to 
jujitsu and encouraged her to be а strong-willed 
and independent young woman. 

_Оп the day of her sixteenth birthday, Enola gets up 
only to find that her mother has disappeared, leaving 
behind nothing except some birthday gifts. She 
rushes to her brothers at the train station , Mycroft 
| and Sherlock, who failed to recognize her at first, not 
having seen her in many years. Sherlock finds her to 
be a girl of merit and intelligence, whereas Mycroft 
finds her troublesome. Being her legal guardian, Mycroft intends to send her away 
to a finishing school run by the stern Miss Harrison. Enola escapes disguised as a 
boy using the hidden money which she found. This information about money was 
in a secret message in the flowers left by her mother. She finds the young Viscount 
Tewkesbury hidden in a travel bag, on the train. She thinks of him as a nincompoop 
but also warns him that a man in a brown bowler hat (named Linthorn) is searching 
for him on the train. They jump off the train to escape from this. They have no food, 
so Tewkesbury forages for edible plants. Now, they travel towards London, where 
they part their ways. 

Enola, now disguised as a proper Victorian lady, continues to trace Eudoria and 
leaves cryptic messages in the newspaper personal advertisements. She discovers 
pamphlets and a safehouse which contains explosives and learns that Eudoria is 
part of a radical group of suffragettes. But all of a sudden, she is attacked by 
Linthorn. He tortures Enola for information about Tewkesbury, & attempts to drown 
her & kill her! They fight for life, but she is able to somehow ignite the explosives 
present over there and escape her narrow death. Enola, now exhausted, decides to 
pause the search for her mother and instead find Tewkesbury again to save him 
because he is not capable of defending himself. Enola visits the Tewkesbury estate 
at Basilwether Hall to learn more. Meanwhile, Mycroft has an Inspector Lestrade of 
Scotland Yard search for Enola. 
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nola, now disguised as a proper Victorian lady, continues to trace Eudoria 

and leaves cryptic messages in the newspaper personal advertisements. 

She discovers pamphlets and a safehouse which contains explosives and 

learns that Eudoria is part of a radical group of suffragettes. But all of a 
sudden, she is attacked by Linthorn. He tortures Enola for information about 
Tewkesbury, & attempts to drown her & kill her! They fight for life, but she is able 
to somehow ignite the explosives present over there and escape her narrow death. 
Enola, now exhausted, decides to pause the search for her mother and instead find 
Tewkesbury again to save him because he is not capable of defending himself. 
Enola visits the Tewkesbury estate at Basilwether Hall to learn more. Meanwhile, 
Mycroft has an Inspector Lestrade of Scotland Yard search for Enola. 
Enola, after searching for a long time, finds Tewkesbury selling flowers in Covent 
Garden and immediately warns him of the danger he is up against. She helps him 
to escape but is caught by Inspector Lestrade, as instructed by Mycroft and is im- 
prisoned in Miss Harrison's finishing school. Now, Sherlock visits Enola and admits 
that he is impressed by her detective work. Meanwhile, Tewkesbury sneaks into the 
school, and they escape together, stealing Miss Harrison's motor car. They reach a 
fork in the road and, rather than returning to London, Enola decides they must go 
to Basilwether Hall and face Tewkesbury's uncle, who she has deduced & was try- 
ing to kill him. The whole estate is seemingly deserted, but Linthorn ambushes 
them by firing a shotgun. Enola trips him using a jujitsu move, causing a fatal head 
injury. As this proceeds, Tewkesbury's grandmother is revealed as the real villain 
who was plotting behind all this; a traditionalist, she did not want him to take his 
father's place in the House of Lords and vote for the Reform Bill. Now, she shoots 
her grandson in the chest, but he survives from the bullet, thanks to a plate of ar- 
mor he had hidden under his clothes. Now, Sherlock arrives at Scotland Yard and 
Lestrade asks him two questions: first, how he managed to solve the case, and se- 
cond, how his sister, Enola solved it first. 
Enola finds a message in a newspaper and deciphers it. But she de- 
duces that it was not at all sent by her mother. At the rendezvous, 
Sherlock and Mycroft discuss Enola, and then Sherlock suggests be- 
coming her guardian. They decide to leave altogether, while Sherlock 
notices a clue, but chooses not to look for Enola. АП the while Enola 
has been watching disguised as a newsboy. Returning to her lodg- 
ings, Enola finds her mother waiting over there. They embrace, and 
Eudoria explains why she had to leave her, and why she must leave 
again, but she is impressed by what Enola has become. Enola has 
found her freedom and her purpose in life—she is a detective. 

-Susmita Chatterjee 


rom the old times, ой has been a 

very effective remedy of skin 

problems. Be it your skin or hair, 

oil is being used in beauty care 
for ages. While we can hear stories of 
Queen Cleopatra using olive oil with 
milk during her skin care, we can also 
find evidence of rose oil being used in 
bath water of  Mughal Queens. 
Massaging oil in hair has been like a 
custom passed along in generations. Oil 
not only moisturises your skin but also 
effective in delaying aging. But, the 
facial skin and the skin of your scalp are 
not similar and hence the oil remedies 
differ with distinct complications. 


Why is oil massage necessary? 


To understand the necessity , first it is 
important to know the mechanism of 
effectiveness of oil in your skin. When oil is 
applied over any skin, it enters your hair 
follicles , and nourishes the skin. Forming a 
маху layer coating the skin, it preserves the 
skin moisture and also protects the skin from 
any atmospheric externality. As a result, the 
skin does not crack and tension is reduced, 
overall delaying wrinkles. Oil can be 
vegetable oil(olive, almond etc) or essential 
oil(patchouli, sandalwood etc), both have 
several benedictions. Thus, both oil are of 
equal necessity in beauty care. 


No 'one and only' oil from every skin type 


If you have oily skin, don't use much oil, 
especially on your face. For such, try using 
one drop of essential oil with aloe vera gel. 
Tea tree and jojoba oil provides more benefit 
for facial skin,mostly for sensitive skin types. 
People with dry skin can use olive oil, alone 
or mixing with a drop of sandalwood oil. If 
your skin tends to crack during winter 
months, massaging oil over moist skin will be 


Make oil your best friend this dry season 


beneficial. 
Body massage oils 


Winter makes your skin dry and demands 
more nourishment and none but oil proves to 
be the best remedy. Oil massage also 
increases blood circulation while moisturises 
skin, keeping the body warm. Body massage 
oils mainly include vegetable oils. But every 
season asks for a change in the type of oil to 
be used. Coconut and olive oil is best for 
summer; likewise, mustard oil and almond 
oil is a better choice for winter. Choose a 
vegetable oil as a base, add a few drops of 
scented oil and make your own body 
massage oil at home. You can also add 
Neroli or Ylang Ylang oil to reduce work 
stress. For delaying age wrinkles, 
aromatherapist Blossom Косһег suggests 
using 1 tablespoon almond oil 55 th 
teaspoon castor oil and 1/4th teaspoon 
patchouli oil; mix them and apply on your 
skin. This mixture provides nourishment, 
moisture and reduces stress, rejuvenating 
the skin and making it glow. 


Hair oils 


ІК is advised by experts to massage oil in 
scalps throughout the year. Dry hair requires 
such for at least 2 days a week, whereas 
1day would be sufficient for normal hairs. 
But hot oil massage is more beneficial. Put a 
hot towel over your head after oil massage 
and keep for 5 - 10 minutes and then 
remove. Repeat the process a few more 
times. This would allow the oil to reach down 
the roots and nourish your hair more 
effectively. Hence, if you are not a person 
who cares about beauty, or if you are not into 
oils, then i would suggest you to try this 
winter. | bet, your skin will glow and your hair 
will regain its original shine. 
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ear Readers, 


Thank You for showing us support for World Around Us Magazine. It is only 

due to readers like you which helped us reach to a wide number of readers. 

Your input will be always valuable to us. І do hope you are trying to remain 
calm and strong. Time passes so quickly. 


We have tried to ensure that World Around Us Magazine maintains a proper balance 
among а variety of readers. We are constantly trying to improve our methods of 
representation. Our last edition got a very positive response. Thank You so much for 
your support. 


Lots of things happened in the past month, some are good some are not. It is an 
inevitable circle of life which every one of us has to deal with. But, if we stay united & 
strong, it might as well make our journey of life a little easier. This month is special for 
couples because of Valentine's Day. Wishing Happy Valentine's Week to all our readers. 
I would also congratulate Team WAU without whom this February 2021 Issue would not 
be possible, Special thanks to our fans who provided us with love & support to push us 
through & give the best magazine content, quality & design. Let us hope for the best & 
keep reading World Around Us Magazine! We will continue to provide you with all the 
updates that you need to know in the major segments going on around you. 
Soumadeep Chatterjee 


FOUNDER || EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 
World Around Us Magazine 


Email: soumadeep.chatterjee@outlook.com 
Location: Kolkata, India 
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CLUSIVE 


h... Valentine's дау... The day 
we celebrate the emotion that 
we call "love". It is said, that 
love is the strongest emotion 
that a human being feels in their 
lifetime. Love, has the ability to give an 
ignition to many other important 
emotions in an individual, emotions 
like sense of respect, hope, trust, 
empathy, happiness, sorrow and 
euphoria, emotions that are the basics 
to drive а person 
throughout their life. 
But do you know 
what the origin of 
this Valentine's day 
really is? Who is this 
Valentine? Апа why 
is the day 10 
celebrate love named 
after him? Well 
you're up for a short 
story then... 
Like wise minds have 
already foretold, 
Love is a double 
edged sword. The 
idea of this whole 
Valentine's day also 
came into existence 
because of clash 
between a priest and 
a ruler, and yes, love 
was the cause of this 
CN SF NT ο 
During the ending of the Golden era of 
the Roman Empire, Claudius Il was in 
power, as the ruler he felt the need to 
protect the safety of the empire and to 
ensure that he needed soldiers. Soldiers 
whom he thought to be ineffective, as 
they were too attached to their families 
and loved ones. Therefore, he went to 
an extent of putting a ban on marriage 
all over the empire. According to him, 
marriage made men weak, therefore 
making his soldiers weak, thus this ban 
was something that was necessary. 


This left young lovers all around the 

kingdom agitated and in peril. The one's 

who decided to marry anyway were 

executed immediately. In these times of 

sorrow, a Priest came to the rescue. 

Understanding the pain that young 

lovers felt, St. Valentine decided to go 

against the ruler, against the law 

imposed and started to secretly conduct 

marriage ceremonies for young couples 

who still wanted to take the risk. Soon, 

more and more 

people started to 

undergo the 

ceremony in secrecy, 

and St. Valentine 

became known as the 

"Friend of lovers", 

However, Claudius II 

soon found out about 

ж - this and well, пе had 

S Valentine arrested. 

= „ Here, comes the best 

B au of the story. 

Now let's not forget 

Er Valentine was one 

of Jesus's followers 

. and was also a priest 

with great belief in 

U his religion and it's 

* power. Asterius, who 

was the jailer who 

was assigned to 

execute the priest, 

had a blind daughter. 

Asterius, approached St. Valentine and 

offered to help him, if in return he 

could heal his daughter's eyes, which 

selflessly Valentine did, keeping his 

hand on the daughters eyes while 

praying to the almighty, and when the 

prayer was done, Asterius's daughter 

really could finally see, 

Moving on, Asterius tried his best to 

save St. Valentine after that, but 
Claudius was rigid about his decision. 


ow Ше story also tells us about how St. Valentine had taken a liking to the 
young girl he had healed and the feelings between them were mutual. 
Sadly, St. Valentine was executed, but not before he left a letter to his lov- 
er which ended with the phrase "From your Valentine", a phrase that lived 
ever after. I know, that was quite a story. But mind you this was only me telling you 
the story in brief, the main facts, there are many more stories about St. Valentine so 
if you really want to know more, do search him up sometime, these stories really do 
peak my interest. 
Now that you know what Valentine's day is all about, let me remind you one thing 
still, Valentine's Day is about the emotion Love. Love that is present not just be- 
tween lovers but also families and friends. Valentine's day is to celebrate every per- 
son with whom we share the bond of love, by appreciating their efforts and their 
support that they've shown to us, to celebrate that very important bond. 
Now there are a few days that also come along side this celebrated day. Let me give 
you a calendar so you can remember... 
7th Feb- Rose Day-Tuesday. 
8th Feb- Propose Day-Wednesday. 
9th Feb- Chocolate Day-Thursday. 
10th Feb- Teddy Day- Friday. 
110 Feb- Promise Day- Saturday. 
12th Feb- Kiss Day- Sunday. 
13th Feb- Hug Day- Monday. 
14th Feb- Valentines day- Tuesday. 
d let me remind you something, remember when I mentioned that Love is a dou- 
ble edged sword? These days that come before Valentine's day, if you want to cele- 
brate them, do so with caution. Be sure that the person that you want to celebrate 
these with really does show a spark of interest towards you too, or else, as we 
know, the times we live in now, you might be inviting a rejection. 
But that's okay... An average Human being falls in love atleast three to four times in 
their life-span, think of it as one of those trial and error times, until you find the 
one who's perfectly fitted for you! 
But yes, I know the past year has been tough, and you want to celebrate this day 
with your loved ones happily but do not forget that the virus is still in the air, do 
take caution whenever you interact with each other and enjoy yourselves to the full- 
est while maintaining safe boundaries. 
Happy Valentines day everyone! 


-Akanksha Mitter 


RELATIONSHIP 


Rehindle the spark in your love 


Ме the valentine season is here, 
love is in the air and every lovie 
-dovie is looking forward to a romantic 
moment. Tis the time of blooming re- 
lationships but if yours has gotten old, 
no need to worry Your honeymoon 
phase may be over, but that doesn't 
have to be the end of your romance. 
Bring out of your relationship rut and 
rekindle the passion that brought you 
together in the first place. 

Try something new or crazy together 
Relationships generally lose the spark 
when couples fall into the same rou- 
tine. Comfort is must but it's impera- 
tive thay this comfort doesnt cause 
you to overlook your partner or to 
give up on the possibility of a little ex- 
citement. Try something new ; be it 
any activity, a tv show or a new hobby, 
that you and your partner will enjoy 
while changing up your routine in a 
healthy way. 

More intimacy 

Physical touch doesn't have to mean 
bedtime activities but can include 
things like hugging, back rubs, snug- 


gling or just general touching. This will 
not only make your partner feel safe 
but also develop a strong romantic 
connection. Also, more touching leads 
to more sex, and will definitely help to 
rekindle the spark in your relationship. 
Introducing new things in your sex life 
can also be a way to bring back the 
thrill or fire of passion. 
Plan surprise dates 
Take turns planning secret dates for 
each other The surprise will add a 
mystery and desire. But make sure 
about your partner's preferences and 
dislikes. You can also try something 
adventurous that both of you are in- 
terested in. 
Finally, identify the strengths of your 
relationship and dream big. Reawaken 
yourself to what you have taken for 
granted. Allow yourself to fully experi- 
ence the small kindnesses and warm 
companionship, or acts of affection be- 
tween you two. Now get ready to fall 
in love all over again with your partner 
and have a happy valentine's. 

-Susmita Chatterjee 


Happy Valentine’s Day 
2021 


Refined Ripples 


е all know Swami 
Vivekananda, who was an 
Indian Hindu monk and a 
chief disciple of the Indian 
mystic Ramakrishna during the 
19th century. Vivekananda wanted to 
carry his master's message to the west 
after his master attended his samadhi 
which he did and thus became a key 
figure in the 
introduction of the 1 
Indian philosophies of f 
Yoga and Vedanta and Н 
was credited with 3 
raising interfaith ty 
awareness, bringing | 5 
Hinduism to the status 1: 
of the major World 1 
religion. (е 
Before He started his ድ 
journey, he wanted to 2 
seek permission from $ 
Sarada Devi who was the 
wife of Ramakrishna. 
Sarada devi was busy 
cooking in the kitchen 
and responded to 
Vivekananda without 
looking back at him by 
telling him to bring a 
knife to her. 
Vivekananda brought the knife to her 
and Sarada devi gave him permission. 
Before leaving Vivekananda asked her 
why she required the knife as he could 
not see any vegetables to cut as all 
were already being boiled in the pot. 
Sarada devi replied it was not about the 
knife but the way he brought the knife 
to her. This message is about the power 
of gentleness of Swami Vivekananda. 
To be spiritual is always understood as 
to be gentle but unfortunately being 
gentle is always taken as being weak. 
The weaks are gentle not by choice but 


they are incapable of making a strong 
imprint on others. Gentleness is of 
value only when it is by choice. You 
and your character are capable of being 
violent but you choose to be gentle. 
That is of great value. You are 
incapable of violence and you choose 
to be gentle. That is not of great value 
because that is coming from a certain 
incapability. 'Gentleness 
is weakness’ is а 
common misconception 
and true gentleness is 
actually the opposite. It 
requires great strength 
and self-control. We 
ፍ must not see ourselves 
D as better than someone 
else in order to be 
gentle but help others 
even who have done 
wrong. 
God is gentle with us. 
He continues to love us 
even when we are 
wrong. Without keeping 
record of our wrongs he 
forgives us if we come 
to him, pray to him 
from heart. The way we 
interact with others , 
the way our thinking processes shows 
the gentleness of our heart. Gentleness 
is similar to kindness and involves 
refining of our thoughts and cultivating 
а softness towards other people. We 
have to be compassionate towards the 
struggles and shortcomings of others. 
Maintaining a gentle attitude when it is 
difficult is actually a strength. We must 
exhibit gentleness in this harsh world 
and refine the ripples of our life 
patterns in good ways. 
- Swagato Chatterjee 


Т angled 
i n 
wires!! 
тне 

problem of our 

current genera- 
tion. We are 

т | curently in а 

digital era and 

the devices we use are smart devices. 
From phone to tablet to laptops to 
television to smartwatches, every de- 
vice is digital and they need wired 
charging for their functioning. Cables 
and charging have become the great- 
est headache for most of us. 

But Xiaomi takes it 

otherwise, what is 

a pain for the 

whole world be- 


tunity for Mi. 
mi introduced Mi 
Air Charge tech- 
nology which is 
"remote charging 
technology" апа 
can charge multi- 
ple devices simul- 
taneously and will 
recharge а 
smartphone that's 
being used, "while 
walking around or 
even when some- 
thing's in the way". The company out- 
lines how the technology works in a 
blog post. The transmitter looks quite 
large, as large as perhaps a living 
room side-table next to a couch. The 
transmitter can provide a 5W charge 


Truly Wireless Charging Experience 


wirelessly to a u 
መጨ 
Mi Air Charge Technology 


d 


smartphone. 
This kind of 
charging has 
nothing to do 
with the Qi 
standard. The 
smartphones 
need to be 
outfitted with 
a “miniaturized antenna array with 
built-in ‘beacon antenna’ and 
‘receiving antenna аттау." The 
smartphone has 14 antennas to con- 
vert a millimeter wave signal that's 
emitted by the charging pile. The sig- 
Í т nal is converted 
` into electric ener- 
| gy through а recti- 
fier circuit. In its 
current state, Xia- 
omi's remote 
charging technolo- 
gy can charge mul- 
tiple devices with 
à 5W current with- 
in a radius of 
"several meters", 
Xiaomi claims that 
physical objects 
don't reduce the 
charging  efficien- 
cy, but this must 
have some caveats. 
Yes!! The dream is 
not long enough when your device 
will only make your life easy and 
make you smart without providing 
any hassle of charging whatsoever. 
-Nilanjan Kala 


Б your future!! 


kk Fund Sahi На! LIC 
zindegi ke sath bhi 
zindegi ke baad bhi!! Na 
sir Jhuka hai kabhi na sir 

jhukega kabhi! 
We all have come across these Tv ads 
time and often and always wanted to 
save and acquire more money for our 
future. But | am a middle class man 
with limited income and unlimited ех- 
penses and there is no way I am able 
to manage my expenses and save for 
the future. 

Stop right there!! Your search is over 

my friend. Today I am going to tell 

you how you can save money for sav- 

ing money for the future. 
Time Your Saving - Make a small 
Fixed deposit(FD) by using inter- 
net banking application on the 
very day you receive your salary. 
You can make multiple FDs of 
very small amounts and will 
break those FDs by month end 
whenever they are required. If u 
can spend your month with at 
least one FD, you will become a 
champion saver. 

2. Understand Lifestyle Spending- 
We unknowingly spend a lot of 
money on our unnecessary life- 
style. These are the spending 
which can be reduced without 
compromising the quality of life 
we are leading. These include re- 
stricting eating outside, reducing. 
the number of clothes and acces- 
sories we are buying and main- 
taining and repairing our appli- 
ances and items for prolonged 
use. 


3. Save Health and Money- We are a 
very lethargic generation. The 
ecommerce and home delivery 
have made us very comfortable in 
our homes. We tend to use bikes 
or rickshaws for small market 
visits or for coming back home 
from bus stops or railway sta- 
tions. The small amount which is 
consumed by using rickshaw and 
bikes can be saved by walking 
those distances and making our- 
selves healthy. This way we can 
make ourselves healthy and save 
a lot of money. 

4. Buy what is needed - We are wel- 
comed by lot of awesome deals 
every now and then. Do not get 
provoked by these sales. The 
mega online events say bigger 
than ever sale, the greatest Indian 
festival, big billion days. You will 
always find deals which may 
seem better than ever and the 
best deal of lifetime. But do not 
fall for those marketing gim- 
micks as you will always find 
deals when you are in need of the 
products. So buy only when its 
required and not when it is on 
some never seen before sale. 

Everyone has their own income and 

their proportionate expenses. So 

there will be always expenses for your 
income, but it's the small lifestyle 
changes and the saving culture and 
habit which can make you rich or can 
leave you as you are. So choose wise- 


ly! 
-Nilanjan Kala 


Е ESTYLE 
5 Outfit Ideas for Valentine's Day 


he season of romance has 
arrived and it's of no doubt 
this year's plan is likely to 
be different, what with the 
social distancing and restaurant 
closure, But that's no excuse to skip 
the outfit department. In fact, 
Cupid's holiday is reason enough to 
get all dolled up — even if the 
itinerary just consists of an intimate 
dinner at home. Let's look at some 
full-proof look worth your 
Valentine's day agenda. 
SLIP ON A SEXY SWEATER- Pair 
up a cute cardigan in pop colour 
with a printed slip skirt, giving you a 
low lift, fashion forward look, which 
you can wear almost all the time. A 
delicate cashmere sweater or soft, 
feminine knit dress is a pretty way 
to look alluring. 
STRETCH AND DRAPE- Soft, 
stretchy fabrics will flow over your 
figure and flatter your shape. Wrap 
style dresses made from soft silk or 
jersey always look sexy. The gentle 
wrap detail hugs your waist, lifts 
your bust, and highlights your 
curves. 


GO FOR PRINTS- You can also 


experiment with a little print mixing, 
pairing a floral dress with printed 
pumps in a contrasting pattern. 
SPARKLY IS SEXY- Shiny or sparkly 
fabrics allow you to be more 
modestly dressed but still transmits 
a very seductive message. 
TRY A LITTLE LEATHER- Leather, 
with its raw edge signals power, 
passion, and excitement. Wear it in 
moderation and not head to toe. 
Wear coloured leather; it is easier to 
wear than black and looks sexy and 
modern. 
To add more effect to your outfit, 
try some relaxed, feminine 
accessories like a soft, unstructured 
purse and pretty rose gold jewelry 
and accessories. Eyes are the mirror 
of soul ; highlight them, add a little 
mystery , and let them do the 
talking. 
Hence were some good ideas for 
how to dress for a romantic — or 
purposefully non-romantic — meal 
and because February 14 is right 
around the corner, its ап 
appropriate time to pick yours out. 
-Susmita Chatterjee 
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Е Unwanted 
Truth 


For i don't wish to go this way, 
ያ wish a little more to stay... 

To finish the things I started, 
To patch up with the ones 1 
parted; 

But it's the truth that 1 have to 
accept 

There is one more route wait- 
ing for me to connect ! 


Thank You almighty for all you 
have given те... 

The innocent eyes to see the 
beautiful sight, 

And to feel the light so bright, 
The ears for the ability to hear; 
The brain to start the gear; 

Of the thinking process 

Which actually i used less, 
For the looks which gives me 
identity, 

For the chances which makes 
my destiny, 

For all the lovely people I met, 
And for all the things I get.. 


Before entering the new life, 


Just give me minutes twice; 

To fulfil my role 

So as to please my soul .. 

Oh Lord, 

Please take care of my dear 
ones, 

Fill their lives with lots of funs 
Be all their worries end with 
me, 

And always they remain ten- 
sion free. 

Forgive them for their every 
mistake, 

Make their inner soul awake, 
To differentiate between good 
and bad, 

But please never make them 
sad. 

Shower your blessings on them, 
Strengthen their inner stem 

Of believing their own self 

I will always be grateful for 
this help, 

Grant me the serenity to accept 
my departure, 

Shower your blessings on me 
and make me a perfect archer! 


- Anuradha Agarwal 
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ear Readers, 

Thank You for showing us support for World Around Us Magazine. It is only 

due to readers like you which helped us reach to a wide number of readers. 

Your input will be always valuable to us. 1 do hope you are trying to remain 
calm and strong. Time passes so quickly. 


We have tried to ensure that World Around Us Magazine maintains a proper balance 
among a variety of readers. We are constantly trying to improve our methods of 
representation. Our last edition got a very positive response. Thank You so much for 
your support. 


Lots of things happened in the past month, some are good some are not. It is an 
inevitable circle of life which every one of us has to deal with. But, if we stay united & 
strong, it might as well make our journey of life a little easier. This month is special for 
Ной. Wishing Happy Holi to all our readers. 


I would also congratulate Team WAU without whom this March 2021 Issue would not be 

possible. Special thanks to our fans who provided us with love & support to push us 

through & give the best magazine content, quality & design. Let us hope for the best & 

keep reading World Around Us Magazine! We will continue to provide you with all the 
updates that you need to know in the major segments going on around you. 

Soumadeep Chatterjee 
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Xclusive: Holi 
Festival of Colours 


OLOURS!!!! That's what flashed 

your mind at the very first 

capture of the word HOLI from 

your eyes....the natural DSLR. Let 
me elaborate..... Из lot more than just 
colours. It has a wonderful history that 
will give you a topsy-turvey ride through 
the culture of your soil and many other 
emotions attached to it... 


Holi is 

celebrated 

on Full 

moon day, 

Purnima for 

centuries , 

the Festival 

of Spring, 

Colour, Love 

and triumph 

of good 

over evil. 

Generally, 

celebration 5 

of Holi is 

Started on 

the night 

before the D Day. Holika Dahan is done 
on the very day where idols depicting 
sister, Holika of evil king Hiranyakashipu 
is burnt in a bonfire. 


The day is a national holiday in India as 
well as in Nepal and is an auspicious day 
for a gettogether with family spend 
quality time. Irrespective of their age , 
children and elders throw colours at 
each other, friends, family, neighbour's 
as well as strangers. People use pichkaris 
or water balloons to play with colours in 
holi. Some like to play with dry colours 
(Abir). Personally I prefer, Abir as the 
colours stay for a longer period of time. 
It's a wonderful scene to witness multi- 


coloured faces all around . It seems 
suddenly the life has become colourful 
in this mundane world. 


Not only this is a day when people eat 
sweets & traditional delicacies (Gujiya 
Jalebi, Moth, Malpua) & greet elders. It 
feels great to see the extravagance of the 
stalls selling these delicacies for sweet 
hungry crowd. 


There is also 
à seasonal 
overlap 
Holi gives a 
farewell to 
winter and 
а1 зо 
welcomes 
spring. It 
marks the 
beginning of 
о д d 
harvest 
season. So, 
again its a 
good news 
for our KISAAN BHAIS our very own 
farmers. 


Overall its a festival of lows - highs, ups - 
downs, wealthy - poor and the huge 
diverse sections of our society. 
Irrespective of what they are , from 
where they belong to, people come 
together to enjoy the day to the fullest. 
Its also a symbol of the secularism being 
celebrated in worlds largest republic, 
secular and sovereign country INDIA...!!! 
Once again..... BURA NAA MAANO....HOLI 
НАІ....!!! 


-Mukhar Chatterjee 
Kolkata 


Wishing Everyone Happy & Safe Holi 2021! 


E 
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A Thank You Note! 


With Love: To them who de- 


serve all our love. 

close acquaintance of mine 

once told me, you write 

very well and in fact, all my 

family members love to 
read your writing but why do you so 
often write about your parents? She 
further continued by saying to me 
that I need not have to exhibit my 
love for them by writing about them 
and it was enough if it was in my 
heart and that I should concentrate 
on writing about other serious issues 
prevailing in the society. 


I choose not to reply and yes, this article 
can also be considered as a subtle reply to 
the rather profound question she thrust at 
me. 

They say our talents are giving by God and 
what we do with it is the gift we are giving 
back to God. What better way to use God- 
given talents to express our love and admi- 
ration for our parents? 

I particularly love to write about my par- 
ents, because of the upbringing, guidance 
and support I have received and have been 
receiving from them. 

My very birth was a result of their sacri- 
fice. I remember my grandmother always 
telling me, how when my mom conceived, 
she had to undergo tremendous struggles, 
yet despite the poverty and the pain, my 
parents continued to love me and protect 
me in the womb despite a few doctors sug- 
gesting termination. 

1 remember how my dad and mom chose 
to eat radish and beets every single day 
due to lack of resources and bring in a lit- 
tle meat and keep it aside for me so that I 
could eat it. 

1 remember how dad and mom struggled 


at their workplaces, working in shifts just 
to put me in the best school and assure 
that I received the best education. 

1 remember how my parents encouraged 
every talent of mine without interfering 
and influencing my thoughts to fulfil their 
dreams. 

1 remember how they made our little 
house into a beautiful home with their 
love and fun. 

This writes up is not just dedicated to my 
parents but to all those parents who silent- 
ly work every day. Swallow every hardship, 
tackle every insecurity, wipe every tear, 
forget every aching knee just for the hap- 
piness of their children and expect noth- 
ing in return except for their love and 
time. 

1 still remember when 1 was barely 10 
years old, I had penned my first write up. I 
had submitted the story in school and it 
was published іп a newspaper. І remember 
the day when dad and mom rejoiced and 
we're filled with pride. Even today after al- 
most 20 years, my dad and mom never fail 
to congratulate me even if it's the silliest 
of articles. Their appreciation and encour- 
agement have helped me to cope at those 
times when I have felt extremely demoti- 
vated and decided to stop writing. 

1 first wrote about my parents when I was 
in college and even to this day, I remember 
those tears in my dad's eyes out of pride 
and happiness and that's when I decided I 
would write about them whenever and 
whichever possible ways, because that's 
the only way I could express my gratitude 
to them for all that they have done for me. 
Many of us are blessed with innumerable 
talents, but how much time do we take to 
use those talents to bring happiness to our 
parents, Each of us is busy striving to ex- 
hibit our talents to the world, which is 
wonderful. But have we spent a little of 
our talents to help our parents relax and 
unwind? 


Recently my parents stepped into Ше 33rd year of their married Ше. Their marriage and 
life have been exemplary. Most of us are blessed to have wonderful parents in our life. 
When we are young, we are with them but as we grow up and branch out with our fami- 
lies it's important that we spend some precious moments with them and see them in 
gratitude. 

Yes. No parents expect anything in return. І have hardly heard my parents talk about 
their struggles and have asked me something in return for the same, But, aren't we sup- 
posed to express our gratitude for all that they have done for us? 

I have attended a few funerals, where children come on stage and cry and talk about 
their dead parent and express gratitude. І have always wondered why couldn't they do 
the same when they were alive and let them know how much they meant to them. 

All of us expect appreciation at workplace, we expect certificate of appreciation in com- 
petitions, we expect I love you messages from our spouses and happy Birthday wishes 
from our relatives but why is it so hard to tell a THANK YOU to our parents? 

A thank you need not be just a word it can be though our gestures. A surprise dinner 
with them, a holiday with them. A pair of new clothes for them. Accompanying them to 
the doctor's appointment. A phone call every day. There are plenty of ways where we 
can express our gratitude and love 

Have | express my gratitude and say thank you to my parents for the wonderful life they 
have given me through my writing, | encourage each one of you, take a little effort today 
to let your parents know that you truly acknowledge their efforts and love them for 
what they did, are doing and will do. 

Most importantly remember your children are watching you. You reap what you sow. 


-Sonal Lobo 
Bangalore 


HISTORY 
Philadelphia Probing 


The project was termed as the 'Montauk 
Project and was surrounded by a lot of 


rumours stating that the US 
government had been conducting 
experiments in psychological war-fare 
in Montauk during the mid 1980's. The 
going narrative leads up to the 1983 
movie based on the incident during 
World war II with a famous covert 
military operation. 

The Philadelphia Probing, in which the 
US Navy destroyer escort USS Eldridge 
was allegedly cloaked in invisibility, 
occurred on or around October 28, 
1943. The warship was briefly rendered 
invisible and teleported from 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania to Norfolk, 
Virginia. When the Eldridge reappeared, 
the bulkhead of the ship were reported 
as suffering from delusions. Some crew 
members purportedly vanished 
altogether. On October 28, 1943, at 
exactly 17.15 hours, the destroyer 
warship from the United States Navy, 
Eldridge, at anchor in the port of 
Philadelphia, disappeared under a flash 
of green light. A few minutes later the 
ship reappeared in the waters in front 


of Norfolk, 500 kilometres 
further North. It then once 
again, disappeared, 
returning to Philadelphia, 
in the same exact spot 
from where it 
disappeared. 
The experiment was 
conducted on a_ naval 
shipyard, on a quest to 
discover a way to foil Nazi 
radar so that they could 
safely transport supplies 
to the Allies in Europe, 
which the Navy has never 
admitted, but according to 
conspiracy theories as far 
back as 1955, it not only succeeded in 
uncovering how to make the ship 
invisible to radar but cause the 
battleship to travel to another place or 
another time, After the military learnt 
about the negative effects of the 
experiment, they shut the project 
down. For over thirty six years officials 
have denied this, have denied any 
experimentation to keep the matters 
hidden and this hiding has raised 
certain questions : 
Why - 
е Were all the men aboard ship who 
survived the incident have been 
discharged as mentally unfit? 
e Did a scientific researcher оп the 
project meet a mysterious death? 
* Were identities hidden, documents 
lost and amazing connections between 
UFO, Sightings and Events in the 
Bermuda Triangle denied? 
The probing is still a mystery and lies 
among many unsolved puzzles of the 
world... 


s we are getting smarter, 
Google Assistant, Alexa and 
Siri h ave become our digital 
helpers which аге living 
inside our devices and reacting to our 
spoken commands to play music, and 
teach the spelling of those difficult 
homework words 
If the user want a voice assistance 
platform, the user'll have to pick а 
champ.This article will explain the various 
options to choose the one that best 
meets the needs, along with the right 
smart speaker for the home. 
How to Command Smart 


Speaker 

Every smart speaker is called with a 
particular word, like "Alexa" for Alexa, 
"Hey, Google" for Google, and "Siri" for 
Siri. After they listen to the user, the user 
are at liberty to ask for whatever the user 
want. The question is how to ask. 

All three voice assistants are very easy to 
talk to, but they can misbehave if the user 
don't use the proper syntax. Alexa 
especially needs to be spoken to in 
certain ways to get the results which is 
required. Once user is used to talking to 
Alexa and understand how to best phrase 
the userr requests it is not a problem, but 
too often the voice assistant can get 
confused if the user use an unfamiliar 
term or if it is phrased in an unfamiliar 
way. 

Google Assistant and Siri are both very 
much better at recognizing natural 
language, and generally much less 
frustrating to talk to. Amazon has recently 
begun integrating its new A1Z neural 
processor to its range of Echo speakers to 
improve machine learning, but for now, 
its better to go with Google and Apple. 
Smart Home and its 


Management 


Alexa, Google Assistant, and Siri can 
control almost any smart home device 
nowadays. In Alexa and Google apps, and 
with the help of new Siri Shortcuts 
feature, the user can set up different 
rooms of multiple devices to control, and 
set up multi-step routines, like "I'm 
leaving the house." 

Most newer smart home devices are 
based on Wi-Fi-and hubless, or otherwise 
work with Alexa and Google Assistant, so 
the user should be covered. 

If the user're going to use Siri to control 
the smart home, the user want to make 
sure the smart home devices the user buy 
are HomeKit-compatible, and the user 
have a HomePod, the iPad, or Apple TV to 
use as a hub. The user will then be able to 
create rooms, groups, and multi-step 
routines, and control the user's devices 
remotely, but only from iOS. Apple's 
Home app is gorgeous, but the user have 
to be completely with Apple for it to work 
well 

Google Assistant, Alexa, and Siri can all be 
used to control a home entertainment 
center or television, with a compatible TV 
or appropriate hardware addition like an 
Amazon Fire TV for Alexa, a Chromecast 
for Android TV for Google Assistant 


Third-Party Skills 

Amazon's ecosystem of voice assistant 
has been powered by large number 
of third-party skills and Amazon website 
has a directory of them.These skills do 
everything from giving the user the user 
local transit status, to checking the user 
credit card balance, to trivia about the 
user favorite college football team, to 
playing games and singing songs. 
However, the user have to seek out the 
skills the user want, and use the very 
specific syntax they want the user to use. 


Google Assistant has very less 
skills, but those skills are 
steadily growing. It tends to 
accept and understand more 
free-form conversation rather 
than demanding specific word- 
by-word syntax making it 
easier to use with these skills. 
The user can check out 
Google's skills (which it calls "actions") in 
its convenient web-based directory. 


Telephone Calls 


All of the voice assistants 
will let the user make 
phone calls from the user's 
smart speaker. Alexa and 
Google make free phone 
calls directly. Google 
Assistant will call numbers 

in the US and Canada 
through Google Duo. Alexa 
will call anyone in the US, 
Canada, and Mexico, but 
not toll-free numbers. The 
HomePod can be used as a 
speakerphone for the 
user's phone, but the user have to start 
the call on the user's phone 
How Do Smart Speakers 
Sound? 


All smart speakers can play 
music from the user's phone 
and laptop, but if the user is 
relying only оп voice 
commands, then the user will 
have to rely on cloud services. 
Alexa speakers will also play 
Amazon music. Google 
Assistant speakers will play 
from Google Play and The 
YouTube music, including 
tunes the user've uploaded to the user's 
own Google account library. Siri on the 
HomePod and HomePod mini will play 
Apple Music and songs from the user's 
Apple Music account. For any of these 
services, the user can just ask the smart 
speaker to start playing music from them. 
Almost all the smart speakers also 
support Bluetooth connections so the 
user can stream audio directly from the 


users tablet, or computer. 
Several speakers also feature 
3.5mm ports, though some are 
output-only. 
The Nest Mini and Echo Dot 
have both made strong strides 
in sound quality, but they are 
not capable to really fill a 
room, and are not quite good 
enough to be primary music speakers. As 
mentioned, the user can use them to 
control better speakers. 


The Perfect Smart Speaker for 
The user 


At the current moment, 
Google Assistant seems 
the superior voice 
assistant for smart 
speakers. Amazon and its 
ecosystem has more third- 
party skills, but Google is 
built into Android phones 
which has the largest 
ecosystem now and has 
better — natural-language 
шегу understanding, and that makes а 


q 

big difference. 

Whatever voice assistant the user go with, 
the size and the power and 


the price all have to be 
considered. The Echo Dot and 
Nest Mini are the cheapest 
entry points into Alexa and 
Google Assistant. The elder 
siblings Echo, HomePod mini, 
and Nest Audio are fairly 
powerful but still affordable 
smart speakers that can be 
sufficient to fill a room with 
sound. And if the user really 
want to get loud, the Echo 
Studio and HomePod аге 
among the biggest, and priciest, of the 
bunch. 
And if the user want video support as 
well, there are always smart displays, 
which are basically smart speakers with 
touch screens. 


Two sides of һе New Income Tax system 


Jg he admirable words of 

L.H.Anderson, an American writer, 

“Be careful what you wish for, 

there's always a catch" properly 
apply to the taxpayers of India. Keeping 
the demand of taxpayers in mind, the 
finance minister of India announced a new 
tax system with superfluity of tax slabs 
while presenting the Budget 2020. The 
new system is applicable from the 
financial year 2020-2021 onwards. The 
finance minister also gave taxpayers а 
choice between the new regime and 
existing one, leaving it to them to decide 
which they would like to select for. This 
has fabricated numerous confusions and 
chaos іп Ше minds of taxpayers, АП these 
factors made the tax laws more complex 
than unsophisticated. As the provisions of 
determination of tax liability and Tax 
Deducted at Source (TDS) would be 
different in the existing and new income 
lax system, depending on gross income 
and amount of tax-saving investments or 
deductions, selecting the right regime is 
very vital to avoid the excessive tax outlay. 
Incapable to reach out to the tax 
specialists for help due to the lockdown to 
restrain the spread of the extremely 
infectious novel Coronavirus, taxpayers 
аге clueless on whether to select the old or 
new income tax system. The new scheme 
has seven slabs compared to four slabs in 
the old scheme. Taxpayers need not to pay 
tax on income up to 2.5 lakh rupees. They 
have to shell out 5 per cent on income 
above 2.5 lakh rupees to 5 lakh rupees, 10 
per cent on income above 5 lakh rupees to 
7.5 lakh rupees, 15 per cent on income 
above 7.5 lakh rupees to 10 lakh rupees, 
20 per cent on income above 10 lakh 
rupees to 12.5 lakh rupees, 25 per cent on 
income above 12.5 lakh rupees to 15 lakh 
rupees and 30 per cent on income above 
15 lakh rupees. As per the old regime 
taxpayers need not to pay tax on income 


up to 2.5 lakh rupees. They have to shell 
out 5 per cent on income above 2.5 lakh 
rupees to 5 lakh rupees, 20 per cent on 
income above 5 lakh rupees to 10 lakh 
rupees and 30 per cent on income over 10 
lakh rupees, Tax slab rates of new tax 
system are not distinguished based on age 
group unlike the old system where the 
basic income threshold exempt from tax 
for senior citizen (aged GO to 80 years) and 
super senior citizens (aged above 80 years) 
is 3 lakh rupees and 5 lakh rupees 
respectively. Individuals not having 
business income can select between old or 
new system each year. So, they may 
exercise more useful option after 
vigilantly evaluating each financial year. 
Individuals having business income can 
exercise the option only once and that 
shall be conclusive. Individuals having 
salary have to choose between old and 
new schemes at the time of making their 
tax declaration to employer for the 
purpose of deducting tax at source. 


Mixed Bag 

The new system offers concessional tax 
rates compared to the existing regime. 
Maintenance of plethora of documents is 
not required as most of the exemptions 
and deductions are not available to the 
taxpayers. The new system treats all 
taxpayers equally and benefit of deduction 
or allowances would not be available. This 
is beneficial to the taxpayers who do not 
want to invest in options which have lock- 
in period criteria and want to invest in 
open-ended mutual funds or instruments 
or deposits, which delivers them 
handsome returns along with flexibility of 
withdrawal. The reduced tax rates of the 
new system would provide more 
disposable income to the taxpayer. In 
addition, taxpayers can customize their 
investment decisions under the new 
system. 


The existing system restricts the 
investment choices for the taxpayer as he 
or she has to make the investments only 
in the instruments specified. 

However, the major exemptions and 
deductions would not be available under 
the new tax system are plenty and they are 
Leave Travel concession or assistance, 
House rent allowance, allowances ог 
benefits specifically granted to meet 
expenses incurred іп performance of 
duties of office or employment, 
allowances or benefits granted to meet 
personal expenses іп performance of 
duties of office or employment or to 
compensate for increased cost of living, 
Standard Deduction, Entertainment 
allowance, Professional tax, Interest on 
Home Loan on self-occupied properties, 
Deduction оп family pension, Daily 
Allowance to MPs and MLAs, exemption of 
minor's income up to 1,500 rupees per 
child, Life insurance premium, deferred 
annuity, contributions to provident fund, 
subscription to certain equity shares or 
debentures, tution fee of children, home 
loan principal repayment, Contribution to 


certain Pension Funds, Contribution to 
pension scheme of Central Government, 
Voluntary contribution to pension scheme 
of Central Government, Investment made 
under an equity savings scheme, Health 


insurance premium, Maintenance 
including medical treatment of a 
dependent who is a person with disability, 
Medical treatment of specified diseases, 
Interest on loan taken for higher 
education, Interest on loan taken for 
residential house property, Donations to 
certain funds, charitable institutions, 
Rents paid, Donations for scientific 
research or rural development, 
Contributions given by any person to 
Political parties, Interest on deposits in 
savings account, Interest on deposits in 
case of senior citizens and Deduction in 
case of a person with disability. 

Which is the right choice? 

Unluckily, there is no single answer to the 
above query. And the biggest culprit again 
is the convolution and complexity of the 
Indian tax structure. Apparently, the 
reduced tax rates of the new scheme 
should result in lower taxes. But the 


removal of exemptions and deductions 
has proven that the advantage of lower tax 
rates is insignificant and worthless. People 
invested in various instruments to claim 
tax reliefs will not find the new regime 
gorgeous. Old scheme is advantageous for 
the taxpayers claiming total deductions or 
exemptions above 2.5 lakh rupees. In case 
of annual income more than 15 lakh 
rupees and 2.5 lakh rupees annual tax- 
saving investments or deductions, the new 
scheme won't have any advantage over the 
existing system. Therefore, if substantial 
amount of tax breaks were being availed 
by the taxpayers, it would be safer to be 
part of old scheme. Taxpayers eyeing to 
satisfy various financial compulsions, 
such ав wealth creation through 
investments in tax-saving instruments, 
paying premiums to take care of insurance 
needs, paying children's tuition fees, 
paying equated monthly installments of 
an education loan, buying a house with a 
home loan etc. the older regime still works 
in their interest. Taxpayers having no 
home loan, staying in  rent-free 
accommodation and desiring to make 
small or no investments may find the new 
scheme advantageous. 

As a final point, all the changes 
introduced do not categorically make 
things calmer and cooler for Indian 
taxpayers. Although finance minister of 
India mentioned that the new tax system 
will boost consumer demand, it could 
come at a heavy cost in the form of poorer 
household savings. The discretionary tax 
structure endangers a prominent concept 
that goaded taxpayers of India to save 
money for the future. Moreover, taxpayers 
have to do a comparative assessment of 
both schemes, before framing the final 
decision. Since the system is new and has 
many tricky provisions, taxpayers have to 
consult a proficient tax expert who can 
recommend the ideal route. 


-Shivanand Pandit 
Goa 


== 


NEW ТАХ REGIME 


Has seven slabs of tax rates 

Optional and applicable from the financial year 2020-2021 onwards 

Tax slab rates of new tax system are not distinguished based on age group. 
Maintenance of plethora of documents is not required as most of the exemptions 
and deductions are not available to the taxpayers. 

Taxpayers can customize their investment decisions due to high disposable income 
in hand. 

Major exemptions and deductions (approximately seventy) would not be available. 
Suitable for taxpayers having no home loan, staying in rent-free accommodation 
and desiring to make small or no investments. 


OLD TAX REGIME 


Has four slabs of tax rates 

Mandatory 

Three different basic exemption limits has been prescribed for different age groups. 

Taxpayers have to maintain many documentary evidences to support their 
investments and claims to avoid the tax disbursement. 

Taxpayers have to make the investments only in the instruments specified. 
Taxpayers can avail all exemptions and deductions. 

Suitable for taxpayers who were being availed substantial amount of tax breaks and 
eyeing to satisfy various financial compulsions through insurance and borrowings. 


-Shivanand Pandit 
Goa 


Ways to Improve Mental health 


ental health has become 

very important all of a 

sudden. As the newer 

generations are moving 
from gathering livelihood to 
aspirational dreams, the mental 
health is degrading at a very fast 
rate. Japan, one of the developed 
nation of the world has appointed a 
loneliness minister for improving 
the mental health of the nation. In 
this edition, we will be providing 
some ways to improve our mental 
health. 


Get plenty of sleep 


Sleep is very important thing for our 
physical and mental health. Sleep helps the 
body to regulate the chemicals in our brain 
that transmit information. These chemicals 
are important ro maintain good moods 
and emotions. 


Proper diet 


Eating well and having a proper diet is not 
only important for our bodies, but also 
important for our minds. Mineral 
deficiencies like iron and vitamin 812 
deficiencies results in a low mood. So we 
should try to eat a proper balanced dict 


Avoid consumption of alcohol, smoking 
and drugs 


Drinking and smoking can cause impact on 
our mental health. When you are having a 
few drinks we can feel more depressed and 
anxious the next day, and it becomes 
harder for us to concentrate. If we smoke 
regularly, between cigarettes our body and 
brain go into withdrawal symptoms which 
makes us anxious and irritable. 


Make sunlight a priority 


Exposure to Sunlight provides a good 
source of vitamin D, which is an important 
vitamin for our bodies and our brains. It 
release important chemicals which 
improve our mood, like endorphins and 
serotonin. We should always try to go out 
in sun for minimum for 30 minutes. 


Manage stress 


Stress is very much unavoidable in todays 
lifestyle, but knowing the triggers of stress 
and exactly knowing how to tackle is key 
in maintaining good mental health. 


Do something you enjoy 


Its okay to pamper yourself every once in a 
while. Having a hobby has never been so 
important than now. Everyone should try 
to find something which they enjoy and 
also find time to do that. It can be a simple 
hobby to something serious. 


Activity and exercise 

People are not being active nowadays. 
Exercising is very much needed for 
maintaining good mental health also. Being 
active not only provides us with a sense of 
achievement, but it will elevate and boost 
the chemicals in our brain which will keep 
us in good mood. 


One of the most important ways to keep 
yourself mentally healthy is to recognise 
that we are not feeling good, and we need 
to understand that we should ask for help. 
There is no shame in asking someone for 
support if you're feeling low or stressed. 
Everyone goes through patches where they 
don't feel as good as they should. Its high 
time we start talking and discussing about 
mental health and give it the importance 
which it deserves. 


-Nilanjan Kala 


е EATIVITY 


Art & Poem 


Welcoming Тһе New 
Beginning... A New 
You 


It's a new beginning to make, 
And also to break 

The past sorrows, 

Moving towards a new tomor- 
row 

With a thankful heart, 

For all those who are a part 
Of our wonderful lives, 

Who painted it with colourful 
dyes. 

Lets remove all our egos, 
Stepping towards a new go, 
Where we truly care for each 
other 

God has given us chance an- 
other! 

To start a new fresh, 

So now let's don't mess, 

For the little things anymore 
There are opportunities 
crores. 

All we need is to make our 
soul pure, 

Seeing then the success await- 
ing for sure. 

Fill your hearts with colours 
of joy, 

Life is waiting for you to en- 
Joy, 

All the little happiness, 


Which you earlier felt less. 
Open your eyes to see the 
beautiful world, 
There are plenty of white 
pearls, 
Cut the chain of all your suffer: 

ings, 
Embrace yourself with new be- 
ginning. 
For all the ways to come, 
Difficulties are there but only 
some. 
You will easily overcome all 
those, 
Finishing line is so close. 
Celebrate the life as a new you, 
A bright future is waiting for 
you too! 

-Anuradha Agarwal 

Kolkata 


፲ Xclusive t — Bi Family 8 Relationships Relationships * 
88 By the wounds we 2 y 1 | 


fe have been healed 


ie The Lost Innocence 


ΚΙ Business 
i Sustainable Strategies | 
{Bifurcated Existences 


ҚЫР 


PREMIUM CONTENT 


МАСА?ІМЕ ТЕАМ 


Soumadeep Chatterjee 


Susmita Chatterjee 


Shivanand Pandit 
Sonal Lobo 


ЕХ IN rite 
Swagato Chatterjee 
Akanksha Mitter 
Nilanjan Kala 
Soumadeep Chatterjee 
Anuradha Agarwal 
Akamksha Rai 


“Triparna Dey 
AVAILABLE IN 
Magzter & Jio News 


CONTACT US 


"48 


All Contents in this magazine are property of 
World Around Us Magazine & reproducing these 
contents by any means is illegal. 
World Around Us Magazine 


ear Readers, 


Thank You for showing us support for World Around Us Magazine. It is only 
due to readers like you which helped us reach to a wide number of readers. 
The constant support and reading from you guys are really wonderful. 


We have tried to ensure that World Around Us Magazine maintains a proper balance 
among а variety of readers. We are constantly trying to improve our methods of 
representation. Our last edition got a very positive response. We will continue to 
improve our quality. Thank You so much for your positivity. Lots of things happened in 
the past month, some are good some are not. It is an inevitable circle of life which every 
one of us has to deal with. But, if we stay united & strong, it might as well make our 
journey of life a little easier, 


I would also congratulate Team WAU without whom this April 2021 Issue would not be 
possible. Applaud for our special writers who are helping so diligently in providing 
support to World Around Us Magazine with their writings. Lots of thanks to our fans 
who provided us with love & support to push us through & give the best magazine 
content, quality & design. 


Let us hope for the best & keep reading World Around Us Magazine! We will continue to 
provide you with all the optimized updates that you need to know in the major 
segments going on around you. 


Soumadeep Chatterjee 
FOUNDER || EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 


World Around Us Magazine 


Email: soumadeep.chatterjee@outlook.com 
Location: Kolkata, India 
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World Around Us wishes all readers 
Good Friday 2021 


When Jesus gave his life on an old rugged cross, redeemed us from the 
weight of our sins, and paid the penalty of our debt all in once amazing 


Xclusive 
By his wounds we've been healed 


ood Friday. For us Christians, 
it is undoubtedly one of the 
most important days of the 
year, It was on this very day, 
when Jesus was crucified and bared 
excruciating pain and suffering for us, 
and prayed to the Lord Almighty to 
forgive our sins. Most of us know this 
story, but have you ever wondered 
why this day was called "Good" 
Friday? Even though the events that 
occurred on this day were nothing 
less than cruel and tragic? 
Now I don't know the perfect reason 
behind this "Good " either, there's no 
certain reason found till date. Many 
speculate that it used to be called 
God's Friday until with time it 
eventually changed to Good Friday. 
But I think that the name "Good" Friday 
isn't entirely wrong. The Cross which is 
now a holy symbol for us Christians 
was the place where the evilest 
criminals were crucified, tied to the 
cross with ropes, and left to die, that 
was the cruellest punishment for the 
worst of criminal 
It was on this very day when Jesus, who 
was our saviour, our messiah, was also 
crucified and died suffering but still 
asking God to forgive our sins and give 
us mercy. It was this day when for the 
first time, mercy met the cross for the 
first time. You see it was all according 
to God's plan, Jesus bared the pain and 
suffering to set us free from our sins 
and shower us with mercy. 
But there was another part of this very 
plan that took place on the third day 
after Jesus had died. The third day 
after Good Friday was the day we now 
know as Easter. It was the day when the 
stone which closed the tomb of Jesus 


was opened and two angles (John 
20:12) sat there on that stone looking 
at Mary Magdalene who stood there 
surprised, telling her about how her 
Jesus had resurrected and told her to 
spread the word to all his other 
disciples. Easter is the day when we 
rejoice in the resurrection of Jesus and 
rejoice in the onset of God's reign of 
righteousness and peace. 

Through his resurr on, Jesus 
overcame death and sin. This gives us 
the reason to believe in the promise of 
eternal life if we follow all his teachings 
and live our lives according to God's 
plan. By now some of you must be 
thinking but what about the Easter 
Bunny and Easter egg? 

Well, there is no mention of the Easter 
Bunny in the Bible, but it has come into 
origin with time, with stories and tales 
made up by older generations to make 
the children excited and happy. 
But the Easter egg, however, does have 
a meaning. From ancient times an egg 
is considered the symbol of new life 
and associated with celebrating spring. 
Therefore Easter eggs are said to be 
representing Jesus's resurrection and 
the new beginning of God's Empire. 
This year we celebrate, Good Friday 
on 2nd April and Easter on 4th April. 
And now before І end this article I 
would like to share with you a little 
verse from the Bible... 

1 Peter 2:24 - "He himself bore our 
sins" in his body on the cross, so that 
we might die to sins and live for 
righteousness; "by his wounds, you 
have been healed." 


- Akanksha Mitter 
Kolkata, India 


FAMILY 6 RELATIONSHIP 


The Lost Innocence 


remember 
school days 
entertainment 


during my 
the only 
that was 


assured to me every year 
was a visit to my native place 
twice in the year. Once during 
Christmas and another was 
during the summer vacation. 


I hail from the beautiful city of Mangalore, 
the lushness of western ghats, the cool 
breeze of the Arabian oceans coupled with 
the tantalizing smell of freshly fried fish 
in the coconut oil, forced me to stand in 
awe of my native. 

The even better and beautiful part of 
visiting native was the privilege 
guaranteed. (о be pampered by my 
Grandparents, uncles and aunts. All of us 
would mount up to more than 40 people 
when we gathered and would have the best 
of times. 

Vacations not only meant leisure, but they 
also meant work. I remember we were 
assigned small chores by my aunt every 
time we stayed at Native. Small little 
chores included mopping а room, 
sweeping the garden, washing our own 
clothes and getting grocery from the 
nearby stores. Since I was always 
accompanied by my cousin these chores 
were never tasking and we loved doing 
everything. Right from waking up early to 
pluck mangoes, or stay back late to watch 
а little television when elders were 
watching. 

Like any '90s kid would say, they were 
amazing and best days. 

Compared to us 1 am sure today's kids аге 
indeed blessed. Right from their birth, 
they are pampered, they are given а 
separate bedroom, their own toys and 
some of them are also privileged to have 
their own gadgets. Though all this seems 


really comforting, are our kids really 
happy? 

I was just browsing through to do a little 
research before penning this write up and 
I was devastated to see so many children 
ending their life due to stress and 
pressure. |t was really heart-breaking to 
see the interview of one of the parents 
who had just lost their child and the 
parents with tears said that they had given 
everything to their daughter. A good 
upbringing, a comforting home, all the 
toys and luxuries, the best school but yet 
she chooses to end her life. 

This made me think; think hard. What 
more could parents have done?? After а 
little retrospection, | realized today most 
of the parents were giving their children 
things to give them comfort, but they were 
failing to give them hard life experiences 
which would have made them stronger. 

I often hear young parents around me say, 
we have seen a fair share of suffering 
when we grew up but I do not want my 
child to go through the same. І have heard 
young parents say, I would only buy 
branded clothes for my child. He or she 
must go only to a certain school to become 
smart, he or she must eat only this food. 
They must not mingle with these sets of 
children. 

When I hear this, that's when I begin to 
realize why our kids are becoming smarter 
but are failing to become emotionally 
smart. 1 still remember growing up, my 
dad and mom always discussed with me 
their financial struggles and pains. This 
made me sensible from a young age to be 
realistic in my expectations. 1 had no 
privilege of wearing branded clothes, but 
the clothes we bought from the local 
shopping complex were still beautiful. I 
was not put into an international school, 
but the convent school I studied in taught 
me life skills and what I am today I owe to 
them in a big way. 


Above all our parents made us a part of 
their struggles, we had no personalized 
tabs or we did not get to see mobiles but 
rather we were sent out to play hard, cycle, 
fall down hurt our knees and cry. We were 
left on our own to confront our friends 
when we fought and coming back from 
school did not mean just doing homework 
and attending a number of other classes. 
Today right from the tender age of 3, 
children are enrolled in big schools, they 
are taught way beyond their capacity. To 
top it all they are enrolled in a number оГ 
classes leaving them no time to enjoy their 
childhood. Playing outside is forbidden. 
Visiting family and grandparents is 
considered to be a break in a child's 
routine. Every little time is spent in 
making them complete their homework 
and when everything else is done they are 
given screen time with no monitoring. Are 
we really giving it all to our kids? 

1 am not against big schools and quality 
education but what I am against is not 
letting our children fly out and explore. 
Leave your children out and let them play, 
when they mix with other kids from 
diverse backgrounds, they will learn how 
to handle people when they grow up. 
Leave your kids at your grandparent's 
place, they will learn to live independently 
and enjoy the fruit of different pampering. 
Give your child the freedom to choose 
what they want to do, if they do not want 
to attend а dance class don't force them, 
probably your son and daughter may turn 


out to be an 
artist and 
not a 
dancer. 
Give [ከርበ 
space to 
jump, 
scream and 
paint the 
house 
walls. 
Most 
importantly 
learn to say 
no to your 
kids. Today 
any young 
parent goes 
beyond their capacity to fulfil every wish 
of their kids. Whatever a child asks for, 
parents immediately give it irrespective of 
its need or not. I think it's very important 
for a child to get a No so that they are 
prepared for rejections in life. When they 
grow up getting every little thing in life 
that's when they will not be able to accept 
a failure. 
Let your child be corrected, today 
grandparents are not allowed to correct 
the kids. Uncles and aunts are condemned 
if they share a word of advice. Probably we 
must start treating our kids as kids, that's 
when they can truly enjoy their innocence. 
On a parting note, this is not a criticism 
towards any parents. Everyone at the end 
of the day loves their kids and want good 
for them. But along with providing them 
something good, it's also important to let 
them go through a little pain which will 
definitely make them better people as they 
grow up. 
A fall from the bicycle, hair filled with 
sand, shouting and jumping in the street 
corners, plucking mangoes from the trees, 
а nice spank from grandparents, the 
hidden sweet treats, their first crush etc. all 
these are moments they would cherish and 
would be much valuable to them than their 
toys and screen time. 


-Sonal Lobo 
Bangalore, India 


What is Spirituality? 


s life all about the physical and 
material things ме аге 


surrounded with? Or is there 
something more to life? 


Many of us keep wondering about the root 
of existence, from where and why at all life 
started. Are given this life only to liv 
earn and die? Still, the question persists: 
Why? 
АШ such questions arise in the minds of 
those who seek awakening and hence they 
t up with their very own journey of 
spirituality. 
The physical body of the human being is 
just the surface of its original being. We all 
know what we do for the wellbeing and 
maintenance of the beauty of our physical. 
body. Like - Working out, going to beauty 
parlours, salons, spa, following our very 
own diet chart and beauty regime and 
what not. Isn't it? But what do we do for 
maintaining the beauty of our mental and 
emotional body? Aiming towards our very 
own spiritual upliftment is the only way to 
ensure a balanced mental and emotional 
health while also enhancing the beauty of 
our souls. 


Gautama Buddha said - Just as а candle 
cannot burn without fire, men cannot live 
without a spiritual life. 


But what is Spirituality? 


There are too many different answers on 
the internet to understand the very term. 
But to actually understand it, you'll need 
to discover your own answer to this. An 
appropriate definition of spirituality for 
you can be found only by you, within your 
own life's journey, while you find answers 
to all the mystical quests of your life. 
You've already begun your spiritual 
journey when you start looking for 
answers beyond the physical and material 
things, recognizing the feeling or sense оГ 


belief that there is something more and 
greater to life than what meets the senses. 
Spirituality takes into account cognitive 
and philosophic areas of thoughts as well 
as aspects of emotions and behaviours. A 
person's spirituality doesn't necessarily 
depend on how religious they are. One way 
to think of spirituality is the inner energy 
(the inner life force which keeps us alive) 
in each person. The quality of this inner 
energy is a part of who the person is: it 
might be their beliefs, values, ethics, or 
anything that gives meaning to life. 


Spirituality can be explored in anything 
and everything around if we choose to 
have the eyes to see it if we choose to 
learn, grow and transform consciously 
knowing that we are nothing but souls 
having а human experience. Souls who 
have been sent to the physical realm in a 
physical body only to get various 
experiences in order to grow, to make 
mistakes, learn from it and evolve - that is 
the only purpose of a soul. And to know 
about the higher purpose of our souls in 
this lifetime, we need to first come in 
alignment with our origin. 


Pro hack: When we start practising 
mindfulness in anything we do, even if it 
is a simple act of walking, drinking water 
or just listening to a friend, and we 
choose to do it consciously by being in the 
present moment, by consciously 
observing our thoughts and belief system, 
we start developing our souls to a certain 
extent. 


Thanks for a mindful reading, with love 
and light, 


-Akamksha Rai 


Kolkata, India 
Spritual Activist & Energy Healer 


one are those days when Oneplus 
was a flagship Killer brand. Over 
the years, it has shifted to a 


flagship brand with extreme 
reliable performance and premium quality 
but there was one department that was 
restricting it from becoming a truc 
flagship device:- The Camera! This year, 
Oneplus has finally done what it needed to 
do. They formed a partnership with 
Hasselblad, the legendary camera maker 
brand known for shooting lunar pictures 
by going on Apollo 11 mission, and 
optimized the Oneplus 9 camera with 
them. Oneplus 9 is the best device till date 
to be produced by the maker and its 
quality, performance, build camera, the 


display put it in the leagues of iPhone 12, 
Samsung Galaxy $21, Google Pixels. Apart 
from this, the phone supports wireless 
charging Warp charge 50 which charges 
the phone wirelessly at 50 watts and is 
also equipped with the latest and greatest 
chip from the deadliest dragon i.c. 
Qualcomm Snapdragon 888 which 
supports the widest bands of 5G in any 
country making it a futuristic and future 
proof device. So, next time you are in the 
market for a flagship device! Don't forget 
to check the Oneplus 9 series starting at 
Rs. 49,999. 


Hiccups in 
Vaccination 


accination has started a long 

time ago in India. The 

government of India has made 

plans of who to give vaccines 
first and in which order. While the 
common people of India wonder when 
they will receive the long-awaited COVID 
vaccines and feel safe from the deadly 
pandemic virus. 
It is a piece of good news that the 
frontline warriors are in the process of 
getting vaccinated, but a question arises in 
the mind of whether to undergo the 
vaccination or to skip it, due to the after- 
effects of the COVID Vaccine. Many are 
neglecting the second dose of vaccination. 
There can be presentiment or rumours 
which can push a person towards taking a 
decision not based on solid facts. Thus, 
awareness about the plan of the 
government in taking action against the 
COVID-19 pandemic might help to get 
support from the people of India. This 
might help in achieving the desired result. 
Even though herd immunity is helping a 
bit, but it is not necessarily effective in 
eradicating the deadly coronavirus from 
our lives. 
There will be damage to the health, 
economy and wellbeing of the people if a 
second wave occurs. Therefore, it is high 
time to act and be on the guard since the 
Covid-19 cases are on the rise. 

We don't want it back. 


The Quads & Its 
Effects 


T he Quadrilateral 


Security 
Dialogue or the Quad was held 


recently which brought the 
leaders- U.S. President Biden, 
Prime Minister Narendra Modi, Morrison 
and Suga together virtually. Jointly after 


discussion by the four leaders they 
declared, "The quad is a flexible group of 
like-minded partner's dedicated to 
advancing a common vision and to 
ensuring peace and prosperity." 
АП four countries, the U.S.A., Australia 
and Japan have felt Chinese coercion, 
while India had shed blood in the borders. 
It was time something had to be done 
against a confronting global power like 
China. There is no doubt that China is the 
main reason for the creation of the Quad 
partnership. China's relentless approach 
for global dominance, coercive business & 
trade methods, tech theft, cyberattacks, 
clashes with the Indian Army in eastern 
Ladakh, threatening Taiwan & Hong 
Kong's politics, and the worldwide 
pandemic arising from the belly of China's 
Wuhan, has given the necessary thrust for 
such a partnership formation among the 
four countries. 
Jacob Jeremiah Sullivan, an American 
senior government official currently 
serving as the National Security Advisor to 
U.S. President Joe Biden said, "The four 
leaders did discuss the challenge posed by 
China and they made clear that none of 
them has any illusions about China. But 
today was not fundamentally about 
China." Narendra Modi stated about the 
quad, "coming of age"; " force for global 
good" & a "pillar of stability". 
Thus, it can be concluded that "Тһе Quad’ 
is likely to focus on the following for the 
time being: 
1. Boost Vaccine Manufacturing ἃ 
strengthening Vaccination 
2. Raise Mutual Ambition to 
imate Change 

Committed to International Law 
upholding universal values & free from 
coercion. 
4. Strengthen Financing Infrastructure 
Nevertheless, with great power comes 

great responsibility. 


address 


The author is an entrepreneur & is certified 
from Stanford University, USA 


Sustainability Strategies: Need of the Hour 


es, the world 15 

circumnavigating through the 

uncultivated territory, fronting 

à crisis unmatched in its scope 
and spread. Crises in general tend to be 
highly vibrant in nature and can push 
people and businesses to the wall. They 
also afford many distinctive 
opportunities. The unidentified enemy, 
Coronavirus has become a known enemy 
although it is invisible. We have a 
healthier understanding of the risks that 
have sprouted. Nevertheless, gearing up 
for the new normal is a big test. 
Therefore, we need to re-frame 


prevailing policies and patterns. 


By now the majority of the corporate 
entities are focusing to enrich their 
environmental, social and governance 
performance. Such sustainability 
endeavours have gradually become table 
stakes although many Certified Financial 
Officers see them as a cost rather than a 
spring of value. Sustainability strategies 
can recuperate financial show by boosting 
any of nine mediating factors such as 
innovation, operational efficiency, sales 
and marketing, customer loyalty, risk 
management, employee relations, supplier 
relations, media coverage, and stakeholder 
engagement. Ап emphasis оп 
sustainability can glow innovation in 
design, process, products and services. A 
sustainability strategy сап augment 
operational efficiency by reducing waste 
and cutting costs, Sustainable goods and 
services can assist a brand stand out from 
the mob and upsurge market stake and 
sales. Customer loyalty can be improved 
by a sustainable strategy and people are 
more dedicated to purpose-led makes that 
make ап affirmative contribution to 
society. Stakeholders and corporate 
tycoons focus on sustainability associated 
risks in markets, regulation, goodwill and 


operations. Neglecting those risks can 
have substantial negative fiscal influences. 
Workers identify more powerfully with an 
entity if they trust it is socially and 
environmentally accountable. Associations 
with suppliers and contractors are often 
only transactional but а sustainability 
focus can promote a wider and more 
productive partnership. Media coverage of 
an entity's ecological and social 
functioning is important in consumer's 
assessment of ап entity and their 
intention to buy its merchandises, A firm's 
sustainability actions сап develop 
relationships with local groups and society 
more broadly, with optimistic financial 
impressions. 

Companies can employ an analytic 
methodology called the Return on 
Sustainability Investment (ROSI) method 
to accurately gauge the value shaped by 
sustainability strategies through those 
nine factors.  Sustainability-linked 
monetary performance in real-time and 
prospective Return on Investment (ROD of 
imminent sustainability initiatives can be 
gauged at both the firm and branch level 
by implementing this methodology. ROSI 
analysis in the various sectors such as 
automotive, pharmaceutical апа 
agriculture industries have exposed 
hundreds of millions of dollars of 
sustainability associated savings. Now let 
us look into the five power-packed 
sustainability strategies which do write the 
success story of every business 
organization. 

Detect your current practicability tactics 
Largely many corporate firms fail to 
identify and  enunciate significant 
sustainability strategies which deal with 
longevity matters on which the entity has 
а substantial bearing or that have а 
weighty influence on it. Importantly, such 
feasibility mechanisms should be 
identified by all business establishments. 


For instance, a logistics plan warranting that 
trucks or wagons are fully loaded, which may 
be targeted at proficiency but also le: the 
fleet's greenhouse gas discharge: They 
should design а chart of sustainability 
concerns according to their significance to the 
entity and its external patrons. Such 
materiality matrix is very useful and definitely 
does contribute to the growth story of 
businesses by assisting in the identification of 
pertinent sustainability policies. For example, 
by deploying this plan a fim іп the 
automotive sector can identify many vital 
strategies namely waste management, a focus 
оп innovative products such as clectric 
vehicles, water conservation etc. 

Discover Ше correlated fluctuations in 
operational practices 

Traditionally many companies executed 
practices linked with a particular strategy 
without having a full picture of what has 
revolutionized. Although it may not be easy to 
instantly detect which modified practices will 
produce financial revenues, business units 
should identify as many different methods as 
they сап for each strategy without regard 10 
their financial influence. Cross-divisional team 
will play a significant role in this venturc. Each 
department or branch workforce should 
appraise actions taken in their zones to 
execute sustainability strategies. For example, 
if the top management has emissions decrease 
zoals, the execution workforce should look 
into what particular methods has management. 
modified in order to meet the targets? 
Whether the management is fixing energy 
preservation technologies or altering 
manufacturing procedures? сіс. Тор 
management should accelerate the 
brainstorming of the execution level of 
management by offering а few examples of 
varied practices at the beginning. 

Ascertain the resultant non-monetary values 
At this stage, by observing how the 
amendment in practices contributed to 
various mediating factors mentioned 
erstwhile, companies should discover the non- 
financial profits of their sustainability 
strategies and reformed tries, For example, a 
pharmaceutical company that reshaped a 
production process employing green 
chemistry ideologies may witness a drastic 
reduction in energy, chemicals, water usage, 
greenhouse emissions and waste creation. 
Undoubtedly, enhanced waste, energy and 
water management increases operational 
competence. 

Calculate the benefits 


After ascertaining non-fiscal benefits, now it's 
time for companies to decide how to measure 
their financial value. They can carry that 
exercise by comparing fresh methods with an 
established yardstick. For example, in the auto 
industry, a team can gather data on kilograms 
of thinner or turpentine salvaged апа 
reprocessed, the unit cost of virgin solvent, 
the unit cost of salvaging and recycling 
solvents and the cost of water-based surrogate 
solvents to measure the worth of reprocessing 
solvents. 
Compute the complete financial value 
Every broad strategy contains numerous 
distinct practices. Business firms, by adding 
the monetary price crafted or lost by each of 
the practices in a strategy can recognize the 
strategies which engender the most value and 
where they might want to focus means. For 
illustration, an automotive sector company to 
value the profits from manufacture efficacies 
can multiply the year-over-year decrease in the 
quantity of solvents used by the average cost 
of virgin solvent to calculate the annual 
savings. It is also practical to calculate year- 
over-year reductions in health and safety 
costs, such as Volatile Organic Compounds 
(VOC) associated health and workers’ 
reparation demands. These intangible benefits 
will definitely add more millions to annual 
savings for the automotive industry company. 
To conclude, the above-mentioned 
sustainability strategies if implemented 
professional will quide the organization to 
achieve the desired ROI on а project. 
Particularly now, as business units examine 
budgets endangered by the deadly 
pandemic, these strategies can aid the 
management to expand organizational 
finances through sustainability investments 
that build value for investors, employees, 
customers and the world at large. 
-Shivanand Pandit 
Goa, India 
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Bifurcated Existences- 


company released a new 
policy that said employees 
should be able to choose 
where they work even after 
COVID is gone. Now, that's a great 
policy. But the sensibleness wasn't 
what caught my attention about the 
announcement. It was this sentence: 


"Work isn't something you come to 
the office for, it's something you do." 


When we break this down, we realize 
what the company is trying to say is 
that work isn't a place. This is a good 
point, and we could use the reminder. 
What they're actually writing is this: 
"Work is something you do". Wrapping 
up basic ideas may make us sound 
smart, but when we peel away the 
extras, we sound basic, and here is the 
thing: People are good at spotting the 
extras. So when do our business talk 
like this, anyone who's distinguishing 
from the idea will either decide that we 
are a pain to deal with because we 
make them think too hard about what 
we are saying or that we are full of it. 
When you say things that make you 
sound profound, they would better 
actually be profound, or else you are 
needlessly making your audience work 
to understand you. It is so much better 
to just say what you mean, clearly. We 
all have these kinds of blind spots in 
our communication. 


Carrying out business takes Teamwork 
as an important factor for marketing 
and promotion of products and 
services to various networks. A proper 
team requires proper communication 
within and proper communication 


New Way of Businesses 


requires Trust among the members. I 
have estimated that I would have 
collected Rs 80,000 to Rs 1,00,000 in 
smartphones if 1 had walked out with 
every smartphone that а stranger 
entrusted me to watch while they used 
the bathroom at а local Tea / Coffee 
shop. How amazing is it that humans 
can trust each other like that? Without 
some level of default trust like this, 
nothing in society would work. We can 
walk outside without body armor 
because we trust that our neighbors 
won't attack us. We can hit the 
accelerator when the signal-light turns 
green, because we trust that other cars 
are going to stop on red. We can swipe 
our credit/debit cards at a cafe or any 
shopping outlet we have never been to, 
trusting that the particular POS unit 
won't secretly charge Rs 1,000 apart 
from the total cost for the items we 
buy. That trust, of course, is what the 
occasional criminal takes advantage of. 
But we get through most of our daily 
interactions unharmed by relying on 
basic human trust. Misunderstanding 
of trust is one of the biggest things 
that prevent teams with high potential 
from reaching it. 


A team without trust won't have good 
information sharing, and thus won't 
make quick or optimal decisions. 


A team without trust will avoid 
responsibility and point fingers when it 
could be solving problems together. 


Team members without trust will waste 
effort on protecting themselves when 
they could be using it to make 
progress. 


n the other hand, members of a team with great trust сап have 
healthy conflict, go out on a limb and explore ideas, and change their 


minds without shame or fear. All of this gives a team the potential 
for creativity and innovation. 


Certain businesses consider their customers as part of the team. In that situation, 
building trust among the customers stands in front of the row. Providing worthy 
services and answering to various queries of the customers help in strengthening 
the Audience network which is verily needed. In 1995, a group of professors 
from Notre Dame and Purdue published a ground-breaking study of trust in 
organizations that became the basis for all team trust studies today. They 
combined research from psychology, social studies, and management, to cre- 
ate a universal model of how trust works. 

The model says that people judge other people's trustworthiness on three fac- 
tors: 


+ Ability 

. Benevolence 

. Integrity 

Those factors, combined with a given individual's natural propensity to 


trust people determines how much of a risk we will take on someone else, 
particular customers or audiences and carry forward the business. 


-Swagato Chatterjee 
Kolkata, India 


Train Your Brain to Forebear Junh Food 


ravings аге everyone's 

pickle and are irresistible. 

But it is detrimental to 

health if one only craves 
junk food. Junk food addiction is a 
real thing, however unreal it 
sounds, and puts one at greater 
health risk. 


Most people deal with junk cravings daily. 
Believe it or not, food manufacturers often 
create food intending to ignite the 
addiction cycle causing cravings, hitting 
the "bliss point". It is the point where one 
reaches euphoria from eating salty, sweet 
and tangy flavours. 
Junk foods make one unproductive and 
obese. Eliminating them could ከር 
challenging, so one 

needs to prepare 

mentally; trying certain 

tactics that might 

actually help them to 

quit junk food and 

here's some: 


UNDERSTAND 
YOUR PSYCHE : 


Ask yourself what you crave. Once you 
have the answer, keeping your mind and 
eyes away from those things will become 
less complicated, Forbid yourself from 
stacking foods in the pantry and going out 
to "fast food places. 
Explore healthy stress management tools, 
like taking a walk, yoga, journals etc and 
relieve your stress. This can help you 
absorb healthy and non-food coping 
methods. 


TASTE THE RAINBOW : 


Sometimes, colourful treats ignite your 
cravings. Replicate this with healthy foods 
by adding something new and different 


foods to your meal. Eating diverse food 
can improve your overall health and helps 
in disease prevention too. 
Eat fruits with high vitamins, antioxidants 
and fib it also helps in reducing your 
sugar cravings. Be sure to have everything 
in your meal from sugary to salty, to make 
your taste buds as well as stomach fully 
satisfied. 


PLAN YOUR GAME: 


Start by shopping for healthy foods from 
the grocery with a list, and then think out 
à meal in advance. There is a higher chance 
that you will reduce your "food cue 
reactivity" - cravings induced from smell or 
advertisements and conversations etc. 
Consume heart-healthy fats like nuts and 
avocado; this will help 
you feel full and cut 
cravings and add 
protein to your diet. 
Keep reminding 
yourself that cutting 
out junk food is making 
а healthy and happy 
you. Such acts are going 
to work wonders for your junk addiction. 


Make sure to have cheat days. 
Quitting fast foods completely will be 
a greater blow which is next to 
impossible. So once in a week, release 
your cravings. This will keep you 
away from junk foods for the rest of 
the time and help cut off your 
untimely cravings. Have a sound sleep 
at night and wake up early. Just be 
sure of your own will, and good luck 
in creating а healthy, happy and 
confident you. 


-Susmita Chatterjee 
Kolkata, India 


Е The Real You And when I want it, is that a 
Sometimes sitting in front of big thing? 
mirror, To be happy I just need some 
Myself I just wants to cheer of their time.. = 
But something stops me And I don't think it's a crime. 
And asked - Are you that And then the voice replied.. 
daring she ? Breaking all barriers make 
Who stood up to chase her . yourself free | 
dreams, Now dive deep in the giant sea, 
And in the dark who never To search for the real you.. 
screams You deserve all the happiness 
Where are your thoughts too. 
vanished? Now don't be anymore 
Do you really want your life to , depressed, 
miss? Neither make your thoughts 
Don't you have any wish? suppressed 
Do you don't want your For those who ignore please 
destiny's kiss! care for else's feelings. 
I said... Because she also needs some 
I feel bad for their ignoring с healings! | 
behaviour, Believe that you are a precious 
Sometimes they just makes me SOUS gift "m. 
feel as a failure! оц just need yourself to lift! 
I keep searching for my 

identity, -Anuradha Agarwal 
And they remind me to be in Kolkata, India 
my dignity. 

Am only a wish fulfilling 

machine! 

Why are they so mean? 

For them I do whatever I can 

Still no one is my fan! 

I am happy when I am able to 

do something - 

Yes something for them! 
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ear Readers, 


Thank You for showing us support for World Around Us Magazine. It is only 
due to readers like you which helped us reach to a wide number of readers. 
The constant support and reading from you guys are really wonderful. 


Keeping in mind the second wave hitting us, | would request everyone to take utmost 
precaution and protect yourself and your loved ones. Please wear a mask, use sanitizers 
and maintain social distancing. I believe that with a positive mindset we will win over 
the second wave. 

This too shall pass... 


I would thank Team WAU without whom this May 2021 Issue would not be possible. 
Applaud for our special writers who are helping so diligently in providing support to 
World Around Us Magazine with their writings. Lots of thanks to our fans who provided 
us with love & support to push us through & give the best magazine content, quality & 
design. 

Let us hope for the best & keep reading World Around Us Magazine! We will continue to 
provide you with all the optimized updates that you need to know in the major 
segments going on around you. 


Soumadeep Chatterjee 
FOUNDER || EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 
World Around Us Magazine 


Email: soumadeep.chatterjee ?&outlook.com 
Location: Kolkata, India 
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Шсага Mask 
1 Protect Yourself and Others 


FAMILY & RELATIONSHIP 


Story after Marriage: With a Drizzle of Coconut Oil 
and Lots of Pepper 


Т о begin with, Г want to 


dedicate this article to my 

dear husband - who reads 

only those articles іп 
which he is mentioned. As for the 
others, he either chooses to ignore 
them or makes me read them aloud 
so that he can continue with his 
other "important" pursuits. Well, 
that pretty much sums up my life 
after getting married. 
I thought this could be my best 
opportunity to write about this topic. Not 
often do I venture out to write love stories 
or anything even mildly related to 
romance. 
Recently as a part of a campaign, my 
husband and І shot a video of baking а 
cake, uploaded photos of the cake with 
wine by the side and a beautiful ambience 
we had set-up at home. We received a lot 
of compliments and most of them were 
"How Romantic". Well, the arrangement 
was indeed romantic but the clutter and 
the dishes to wash after the episode was 
more romantic! On a serious note, most of 
the married couples often complain that at 
the beginning of the marriage or during 
the courtship period the spouse was so 
romantic but as the years pass, the 
romance fizzles out and the married life 
turns stale devoid of any spark. 
I have also complained a lot and did 
personally feel, where has all the spark 
and butterflies in the stomach gone? 
Slowly I realized that it has completely 
disappeared. Just like my slim figure and 
my husband's four (Six according to him!) 
packs. 
Life after marriage is definitely different. 
To put it better, it has evolved. Long 
romantic messages slowly turn into 
grocery lists. Tight jeans and cocktail 


dresses are replaced by pyjamas. Shea 
butter cream is replaced by Vick's gel. Soft 
kisses become formal pecks. Yet we claim 
that we are in love. Or are we? 
1 remember one incident, during our 
courtship period І had slipped and had 
sprained my leg. My fiancé (now husband) 
had rushed to my aid and helped me sit. 
He massaged my leg, applied some ice and 
had enquired about my well-being a good 
number of times. Recently, history 
repeated - I slipped again and landed on 
the floor in our room. To my utter dismay, 
my husband was busy looking at the floor 
instead of me. When I enquired as to what 
he was doing, he calmly replied that he 
was checking if the marbles on the floor 
were intact and they had not broken 
because of my fall! Well, priorities change! 
However, afterwards, he did lift me and 
applied a good amount of pain-relieving 
gel. Nevertheless, there was a huge 
difference in his reaction. This did make 
me realize that life after marriage had a lot 
of chillies but less spice! 

Ше was different before marriage or even 
à few months after marriage. We would 
look into each other's eyes and smile all 
day. But now, we are better off looking at 
our smartphones than look at each other. 
Before marriage, we would speak over the 
phone for hours and now calls are meant 
only for important conversations. Before 
marriage we were longing for privacy, just 
to steal a warm hug. But now, we prefer 
some "me" time over "us" time. In the 
early days of marriage, a kiss was 
mandatory before going to work and now 
kisses are restricted to Christmas and 
Easter wishing. Yet, we proudly claim we 
аге so much in love. Or are we? 
While I was planning to pen this article, a 
series of questions did cross my mind. 
How would people accept this article? 


оша they be offended? 
Am 1 propagating 
negative aspects about 
marriage? But the most 
crucial question I asked myself 
was are we still in love? 
After pondering for quite some time, I 
realized, probably "love" is cliché and 
overrated. What I understood was that we 
were committed and attached to each 
other. That is what glued us together when 
we felt we had fallen out of love. 
There are moments in each couple's life 
when they feel there is no love between 
them. But is it true? For most of us in the 
present generation, the definition of love 
is vastly different. It is romance, vacation, 
cuddling, intimacy and freedom. Probably 
we аге forgetting the aspects of 
companionship, trust, transparency, 
security and dependency. Aren't we? 
I have heard many married couples say, “I 
don't want to be dependent on anyone, I 
am independent". Well, being independent 
is appreciated but a beautiful marriage 
does involve some level of dependency 
which adds a different flavour to the love. 
I am dependent on my husband in many 
ways. I am dependent on him to pick а 
dress, switching a job or pursuing an 
interest. I am dependent on him while 
selecting a piece of furniture and so many 
other things. These dependencies of the 
couple make them glued to each other, 
when each one seeks the other's opinion 
there is a level of transparency and this 
makes way for a great amount of trust and 
compatibility. 
I have heard people say, “I want freedom!" 
I have also said this many times. What is 
freedom? When а concerned wife 
frantically calls her husband to check on 
his safety, is it curtailing one’s freedom? 
When a husband who struggles to manage 
finances, advises his spouse to spend less, 
is it curtailing one's freedom? Even today 
when I wish to buy something, I discuss it 
with my husband and so does he when he 
is planning to spend on something. Even 
today when we make plans to go out or 
catch up with friends, we inform each 
other and seek each other's opinion. It is 
not controlling; it is being involved. 


People grow and change and so does a 
married couple. As the years pass, we 
mature and so do our thoughts. While love 
remains intact it is expressed in different 
ways. Today when I leave for work my 
husband does not kiss me and say | miss 
you. But he helps me during the busy 
mornings and waves a gentle goodbye. 
Most of our outings today are not long 
drives. But a short stopover for a glass of 
wine and some peaceful time. It is not 
about passionate sex, but long hugs and 
the reassurance that there is someone 
sleeping by your side. 

1 have received tremendous support from 
my husband. When I planned to switch 
careers taking а huge risk, ከር 
wholeheartedly supported me even though 
we were not financially secure. Whenever 1 
wanted to dedicate time to pursue my 
interests, he never stopped me nor asked 
me why. Those evenings when 1 did not 
want to cook, he quietly had a bowl of 
Maggi or some leftover rice. Those times 
when I did not look pretty and cracked my 
voice, he smiled and held my hand. What 
could be more romantic than this? This 
was more than romance. This was 
commitment. This was fulfilling the 
promise we made before God to stand by 
not only in times of fun and frolic but also 
in tears and fights. 

The greatest test of our marriage was the 
loss of our babies. When I went through 
two miscarriages, that is when I witnessed 
what love was. My husband not only held 
me close and tight but in every step, he 
helped me come out of the pain. His love 
and care would never permit him to 
pressurize me for a child till this day. Isn't 
this more beautiful than red roses and a 
bottle of wine? 

Each of us has our own struggles in 
marriage, there are times we scream at 
each other and wonder why did we have to 
get into this? We hate to look at each other 
and wish time just flies. We want to run 
away far and hide but when it is all over is 
it not our spouse that we always want by 
our side? 

Seven years of married life is not long but 
it is not short too. We face new challenges 
every day. 


Т 


here are arguments, fights, 

doubts and tears. But it is 

nothing when compared to 

the fact that you have been. 
given the most precious gift by God. 
A friend he sent specially for you. 
Yes, it is not going to be the same. 
There may not be surprises of 
expensive gifts. There may not 
always be a romantic getaway, and 
each other's habits may pull us 
astray. But the love will always stay. 
It has stayed for me too. 
When he helps me in the kitchen, 
when he arranges the vessels, when 
he respects my folks, when he 
discusses his problems and 
weaknesses, when he lays open his 
vulnerabilities and issues, when he 
fights with me to watch Netflix, 
when he applauds my success, when 
he cracks a Р/, when he cannot stand 
to see my tears, when he argues, 
when he lies to make me happy, 


when he works hard to secure my 
future, when he calls me when I'm 
far away and many such moments 
remind me every day that this is 
love. 
Though marriage has many aspects, 
the fact that we are glued together 
emits an aroma just like coconut oil. 
No matter what ingredients you put 
in a dish, the coconut oil outshines, 
just like the love between a couple. 
As years pass by the spark might 
disappear but the shine remains. 
Yes, we will continue to sigh and 
wonder why. There will be fights 
and arguments just like pepper but 
though pepper is spice It is digested 
well by our body. 
Every after-marriage story is not 
sparkly white but definitely, it is 
tempered with a drizzle of coconut 
oil and some spice. 

-Sonal Lobo 


Bangalore, India 


Why do we experience the same sort of problems lihe а ге- 
peated pattern in life? 


T he world is governed by 
repetitive cyclic patterns - the 
days, the nights, the months, the 
seasons, and the entire race of 

living creatures are bound to live and 
move within the circle of time. As 
humans, we are the blessed ones as the 
most powerful thing made by God is the 
human mind. It is only the human mind 
which can temporarily break the loop of 
time and travel beyond it. 


The experience of life is for the expansion 
of our consciousness. While dealing with 
certain situations in life, we get to learn 
and evolve through them to a certain 
extent. But at times we experience the 
same kind of situations creating problem. 
like a repeated pattern in life, this is 
because we are moving in a time loop. The 
older version of us is on auto mode. And. 
to create the new version we'll need to take 
control manually. The situations will 
repeat. That's okay. We must try to break 
the loop by thinking and acting differently 
than we did the previous times. The best 
way to start with it is thinking of what 
might be the learning behind it and what 
exactly is life trying to teach us through 
the experience. We must accept the fact 
that the way we've dealt with the situation 
earlier did not work quite well for us, the 
way we thought on that particular matter 
and the way we acted upon it has 
ultimately not served our lives with peace. 
If we continue to respond to our problems 
in similar ways and expect different results 
out of them, then we are nothing but fools. 
No outsider is to blame for our sufferings, 
because we are the creator of our own 
lives. Our mind is the creator and also the 
traveller in each of the experience of our 
lives journey. Therefore, to break the 
repetitive pattern of the problems which 
show up in life and to experience a change 


of outcome, we'd need to bring up the 
change in our mind space first, when we 
consciously try bringing a shift in the way 
we think and in our actions, we may soon 
experience a shift in our approach towards 
life. This way we can not only break the 
cycle of a particular repetitive problem but 
also learn the lesson which life has been 
intending to teach us through it. 
Once the lesson is learnt we are upgraded 
to the next level of learning, still moving in 
the time loop but now towards an upward 
scale. We all experience physical growth 
regardless of much efforts, but choosing 
spiritual growth is choosing to fix within! 
Pro hack - When life throws a challenge 
at us, it is for us to learn the lesson and 
outgrow ourselves. Lets start being 
thankful to life for allowing us to grow 
(instead of victimizing ourselves) and 
pray to the divine for help and guidance 
with full faith. 
Thank you for a 
With love and light 


mindful reading, 


-Akamksha Rai 


Kolkata, India 
Spritual Activist & Energy Healer 


DIFFICULT 
ROADS 

LEAD TO 
BEAUTIFUL 
DESTINATIONS 


ooking for your next laptop for 
your extended work from home or 
planning to buy laptop for your 
kids for their education purpose! 


Your search ends here. We will be 


providing the tools through which you can 
decide which should be your next laptop! 
The first criteria will be the intended u 
of laptop. 


The use can be entertainment, 
gaming or office work. Based on the above 
criteria, the choice of every component of 
the laptop will be decided. 

Once the purpose is decided, the next step 
will be to decide the factor of portability 
and battery backup. You must be 
wondering why portability and batter! 
backup before processor and all as the: 
play a major role in deciding whether the 
consumer wants to get an Ultrabook or 
laptop. 

Here the customer should decide the most 
important factor that is the budget of the 
laptop. 

Then comes the processor, the main 
powerhouse of the laptop. Presently, there 
are two types of processors available in 
the market. The Intel ones and the AMD 
ones. Ш are going for gaming апа 
entertainment purpose, AMD should be 
the choice of processor and if office work 
is your priority, then Intel is the choice to 
go. Once the processor company is 
decided, the next option the consumer will 
be getting is three variants of the 
processors. For Intel, it is core i3, core 15 


and core 17 and AMD it will be Ryzen 3. 
Ryzen 5 and Ryzen 7. The more the 
number, the more power in the 
processors. 

Then comes the ram selection and storage 
options. The minimum ram should be 4GB 
and for smooth performance, the ram 
should be 8 GB or more. Coming to the 
storage, its recommended to go for 1 TB 
of storage and if budget permits, SSD 
should be considered. 

Laptops mainly comes in 2 display sizes of 
14 inch and 15.6 inch and that should be 
decided based on the requirement of 
portability. 

Then comes the graphics card which is 
purely based on gaming requirement and 
it can skipped by customers who are 
buying the laptop for entertainment and 
office work. The graphics card market is 
spearheaded by Nvidia which provides 
consistent cool performance. 

Finally, the customer can take into account 
the ports available in the laptop as they 
must use it for connecting it to different 
screens and projectors. 

These are few checkpoints that should be 
considered for your next laptop. Keep 
watching this space for more interesting 
tech solutions and news from the 
technology sector. 


The Problem of 
Oxygen Shortage 


1. main confusion coming right 
now must be that the oxygen 
crisis is being produced by а 
mismatch in demand and supply. 
After all, we never thought that this much 
oxygen is required in a short span of time. 
As per a report in Times of India — 
"The national demand before COVID-19 
outbreak last year was about 700 MT/day 
This jumped to 2,800 MT/day in the first 
spike of COVID-19 last year and currently 
the demand is estimated at about 5500 
MT/day in the second wave. 
As per government sources and EG П, 
India's daily production capacity of 
medical oxygen is 7,287 MT and there is 
an availability of а buffer stock of 
approximately 50,000 MT." 
We can figure out that the problem is not 


demand and supply mismatch but the 
problem is of mapping between demand 
and supply. And even if there is a problem 
to allocate the life-saving resource and 


looks like every state has its own 
priorities, Some states are not willing to 
part with their supplies. 

Let us try to figure out the allocation 
mechanism. We have in our country 
the Empowered Group II (ЕСШ) which 
decides the allocation. This is the group 
whose members are nominated from all 
the states and it also have representatives 
from all major oxygen manufacturing 
companies. This body is led by the 
secretary in the department for Ше 
promotion of industry and internal trade. 
However, the oxygen committee was only 
reconstituted once again in March 2020 
and there was а shortage in planning and 
arriving at а consensus. There was а 
significant delay and for that we have to 
pay а hefty price. For this, there is а 
conflict when a state doesn't get what it 
thinks it deserves and that is the reason 
why we are seeing many chief ministers 


urge the PMO to allocate more oxygen to 
their home states. 

The next problem will be of a logistical 
problem. Moving oxygen from one place to 
another problem. There are strict 
protocols on the kind of safety measures 
one will need to have in to transport 
oxygen and since we weren't prepared for 
the crisis, we did not put much thought 
into the tankers and trucks that will be 
needed to meet the stringent measures. So 
now the ministers of different states are 
losing their sweat to figure how to move 
oxygen safely from опе position to 
another with the limited infrastructure we 
have. The only positive side is 
manufacturers of industrial oxygen have 
agreed to divert their supplies to fight 
back. However, the intricate fine-tuning of 
production methods of medicinal oxygen 
to switch from industrial oxygen to 
medical oxygen can take some time. 

Apart from that, there are other issues 
with storage. The medical infrastructure in 
India is not the best. This signifies an 
uninterrupted supply of oxygen is a mere 
dream for many states. Government 
hospitals do not have the infrastructure of 
copper pipelines to seamlessly and 
continuously supply oxygen іп most 
places but have to simply use cylinders as 
an alternative. But the cylinders are not 
very efficient when you are catering to 
multiple patients at the same time. 

And that last part exemplifies everything 
that is going wrong at the moment. We 
currently do not have enough cylinders in 
circulation going around because the 
deciding authority in power simply did not 
think we would need them for the masses. 
And since the country does not have 
enough cylinders right now to supply 
enough oxygen. And it needs no 
explanation what happens when people 
don't get oxygen. Let us hope that the 
ramping up of efforts from different 
stakeholders will start to show results and 
we will recover from this tough time as 
soon as possible. 


Financial Technology: The future has arrived 


Е technology, роршайу 
branded ав fintech, is ап 
economic industry comprised of 
companies that use technical 

know-how to make financial services 
more competent. 

Oxford dictionary defines the word 
"fintech' as Computer programs and other 
technology used to support or enable 
banking and financial services. 
Fundamentally, fintech is used to assist 
companies, business owners апа 
consumers better handle their financial 
actions, processes, and lives by employing 
specialized software and algorithms that 
are used on computers and, increasingly, 
smartphones. 
Since the and 


internet smartphone 


transformation financial technology has 
developed tremendously. Although fintech 


was initially understood as computer 
technology used in the back office of 
banks or trading companies, now explains 
à comprehensive category of technological 
interventions into individual and business 
finance. Many financial sector 
administrators and experts are of the 
opinion that the new evolving fintech has 
the ability to disrupt the conventional 
banking segment. It is well known fact 
that the traditional banking amenities 
nose-dived to attract the customers and 
also not handy when equated to those 
provided by the fintech segment. This has 
compelled the banks to rediscover their 
customer services. The fintech zone has 
made the banking service available 24/7 to 
the customer all 365 days. New entrants іп 
the fintech are offering plentiful effective 
banking solutions which are not being 
provided by the traditional banking sector. 
Did you ever enjoy the process of getting 
bank loan? Perhaps this question has no 
‘yes’ answer. Major part of you might һауе 
wished that 1 would not have involved in 
the process due to burdensome processes, 


boundless paperwork, countless | 
authorization checks and old-world ways 
of functioning. These factors influenced 
many to embrace the digital paths. This 
experience summarizes much of the first 
era of fintech interference, which saw 
products and services that were dispensed 
on paper or in branch move online. This 
revolution brought prevailing methods of 
working into a digital setup. 

Presently, we are positioning on the 
crossover of fintech’s second major wave 
of disruption and this will be the real 
game-changer. Products, processes and 
methods of functioning are devised for 
digital and have payments technology 
inserted in the user experience from 
beginning to end. Consumer-facing | 
entities can solve numerous issues by 
bundling the general services like payment 
into tech heap and provide a superior 
experience to their consumers. Digital 
wallets will be at the heart of this | 
revolution. They are the empowering | 
technology that will permit payments to | 
sit in the background, independent of the 
banking structure, making everything 
more smooth and faultless. 

India - An international Fintech giant 

At par with the above global tendencies 
and payment system, the Indian banking | 
industry have also been in the media | 
captions in recent times. Unlike the 
worrying developments in non-performing | 
loans by Indian banks, the news on spread | 
of fintech has been producing Ше healthy 
waves, Fintech has been disrupting the | 
financial sector in its various segments 
from bank transfers to payments to loans. 
Thus, it has many distinct components 
from substituting men by machines in the 
banking industry to financial inclusion. 
India has the uppermost fintech adoption 
level universally and is among the 
quickest growing fintech markets in the 
world. | 
ل س‎ 


Along with China, India ranked the highest 
internationally in the fintech adoption rate. 
The overall digital payments value of $65 
billion in 2019 is projected to grow at а CAGR 
of 20% till 2023 and touch $140 billion. By 
2023, India will contribute 2.2* to the world's 
digital payments market and the value of such 
transactions is anticipated to reach 5124 
trillion globally by 2025. India has surpassed 
China as Asia's topmost fintech funding target 
market with investments of approximately 
5286 million across 29 deals, as compared to 
China's $192 million across 29 deals іп 2019. 
Important growth driving forces for this 
development are extensive identity validation 
initiative like Aadhar under which around 120 
crore people got enrolled, high level of 
banking through the Jan Dhan Yojana 
Initiative which has around 100 crores bank 
accounts, high smartphone penetration plan 
which has around 120 crores subscribers, 
increasing disposable income and key 
government schemes such as UPI and Digital 
India. 

Moreover, by 2030, India will insert around 14 
crores middle-income and 2 crores high- 
income households which will drive the 
demand and growth on the Indian fintech 
segment. Actually, India has transpired as опе 
of the speediest-growing fintech hubs in 
recent years and shelters roughly 3,200 
startups at present. Consumer awareness in 
the segment is increasing and the highest 
usage of fintech is transpiring in line with 
payments and money transfers, with above 
70% of consumers selecting such services in 
comparison to only 18% five years before. 
Digital wonderland 

The new pandemic caused by the novel 
coronavirus bolted people in their homes and 
supported fintech companies to modernize 
their offerings and make their resolutions 
more digital and mobile-affable. According to 
the newly released report of Mckinsey, 
investors trust fintech start-ups will become a 
momentous force in the future and that future 
has reached, although digital technology and 
big data or analytics have been quaking up the 
financial-services sector. The arrival of fintech 
players had made banks a little bit 
conservative in the beginning. However, banks 
are now joining forces with fintech startups to 
elevate their present systems and facilitate 
softer operations to deliver a finer experience 
for consumers. Also, by leveraging data 
analytics, fintechs have stimulated 
collaboration between many financial service 
providers and helped them to distribute 


products and services through an 
architecture. 
As mentioned earlier, once upon a time, it was 
very challenging to get a loan or borrow 
money from the bank with no trouble. This 
scenario has motivated fintech entities to 
introduce effective tools to push the 
boundaries of existing business models. 
Fintech companies have also come up with 
inventions like the credit line, even though 
digital loans can be accessed through 
smartphone applications by going through a 
seamless paperless submission. A credit line 
grants borrowers to request for a loan amount 
of up Rs 5 lakh and pay back it in Ше form of 
convenient EMIs through different routes, 
unlike traditional banking that was limited to 
а few choices like cheque and cash. The best 
part is, the borrower has to pay interest only 
on the amount actually utilized rather than on 
the total loan amount. Likewise, there are 
other inventive credit solutions, including Buy 
Now Pay Later (BNPL), EMI Cards, and others 
that were lately introduced by fintech players 
in the country to support customers to shop 
anytime from anywhere without bothering 
about money or making payments instantly. 
Thus, credit is available in ways that were not 
even visualized 10 years before. With the 
digital advancing revolt of today, bringing the 
“time to get an approval” is now іп minutes 
and time to cash to less than 24 hours in 
several cases. Furthermore, the fintech 
companies are constantly expanding methods 
in which they can automate their procedures, 
from loan applications to disbursal and 
everything еһе їп between. АП these 
modernizations created іп by the fintech 
startups show their ability to further transform 
the financial sector in тфа by making them 
more handy, simple and hassle-free. As 
technologies progress, these players аге 
expected to bring more such breakthrough 
remedies to the table, steering India towards а 
truly digital-first economy. 

-Shivanand Pandit 


Goa, India 
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OTTverse - Alternate Side of Entertainment 


n the post-war American era, there was 
one thing which got popular - the culture 
of cool. It was the culture of bubble gum, 
Coca-Cola, denim jeans, and TV dinners 
in front of the Andy Griffith show. Families 
used to prepare the dinner trays and 
microwave before sitting down and spending 
quality time in front of the TV. Gradually it 
became the cultural cornerstone by every 
means of the world. Well, being cool is not 
about holding onto the past and it is about 
what is next. The answer came by the 
respective step-up of all the ways of 
broadcasting programs and creating а 
benchmark by the most recent OTT 
algorithms. 
What is OTT - The acronym OTT stands for 
Over-the-top - a new method of streaming 
across different devices whenever we want - 
the new smart method of delivery of film and. 
TV contents over the internet without the need 
of traditional cable or satellite services. Тһе 
popularity of OTT has increased due to many 
among which the 
of OTT is onc. To 
stream OTT, customers only 
require an internet connection 
with suitable data and a 
compatible hardware device. 
OTT can be accessed by Mobile 
devices (smartphones) personal computers. 
and smart TVs. The demand for content is 
pushing the cable companies to consider 
different ways to market and deliver. 
According to Cisco, online video will make up 
more than 52% of all consumer internet traffic 
which is 15 times higher than it was in 2017 by 
2022. Now this is a huge transition, with many 
more implications and OTT has not only 
changed the way we see television, but it has 
changed the way we watch too. Currently the 
OTT giant is Netflix, satisfying it's huge 
customer base with it's unique content 
database. 
Blockbuster was a popular platform for those 
who was born on or before 1990. It was an 
integral part of the weekend plan. Anyone 
would visit the video store, spend hours across 
the titles in catalogues and then rent one or 
two. Something interesting happened toward 
the end of the nincties with both Blockbuster 


and Netflix rolled down the line - a sign of 
market transition. It was in 2000, that Netflix 
was offered to Blockbuster for $50 million. 7 
years after, in 2007, Netflix changed by going 
to OTT and catching onto the wave of 
customer demand for untethered , streamed 
content. What Netflix did was look at the right 
moment and we can see the results today. 
Following Netflix, now there are YouTube 
which has recently launched it's video creation 
service for premium customers, Amazon 
Prime, Disney Hotstar and more. In short, we 
are now living in an alternate verse of 
entertainment operating across the Internet 
and Quick video streaming on demand. OTT 
platforms have become more popular during 
the last year in Ше on-going covid-faced time. 
In the second phase of covid with theatres and 
cinema halls again being shut across 
Maharashtra and tall restrictions set to be the 
order of the day in the foreseeable future 
across the country, the public will once again 
resort to OTT forms of entertainment. If. you 
ask what will th: streaming 
services dish out in the coming 
months and how do they intend to 
cash in on this opportunity, the 
answer to the first question is 'a 
lot, and for the second, its "big 
time’. 
Here is the list of web-series & web-films to 
look forward to for the months of April, 
May & June 2021. Decide what to watch. 
1. The Big Bull (Disney Hotstar) - 8th April 
Hello Charlie ( Amazon Prime Video) - 
9th April 
3. Ajeeb Daastaans (Netflix) - 16th April 
4. Kathmandu Connection (Sony LIV) - 23rd 
April 
5. Aranyak, Decoupled, Feels like Ishq, Ray, 
Yeh Kaali Kaali Ankhein, Finding Anamika 
(Netflix) - Release dates to be announced 
6. Mumbai Diaries 26/11, The Family Man 
2 (Amazon Prime Video) - Release dates to 
be announced 
7. Aarya 2 and 
more... 


- Swagato Chatterjee 
Kolkata, India 


To Тһе Lovely Nature 
The wisdom of the universe 
will teach me everything, 
And once again in the same 
tone I will sing. 

For the lovely fascinating 
nature, 

Which is the mother for 


Whatever you do to transform 
us, 

We ignore all your warnings 
and all goes in vain thus. 

We consider ourselves to be 
very very smart, 

Because we can never 
understand your true art! 


billions of creatures. We consider ourselves to be the 


Thankyou for being so 
understanding, 

And blessed us by your 
magical Chanting, 

It's our fault that we never 
appreciate your presence 
Neither the ignited magnificent 
fluorescence, 

Nor the life full essence, 
Perhaps we are not in our. 
sense! 

Sorry for being the worst 
creature, 

Who only uses and squeezes 
the nature 

To satisfy his evil avid needs, 
And that too in the fastest 
Speed. 

All we know is how to push 
you with a kick, 

Don't know when we are able 
to support you by being a stick, 
You never complain that for us 
you are being so sick, 

We just wanted to be rich and 
rich.... 


king of the circus, 

This is true as we don't know 
what is our life's purpose? 
We can just come and go... 
One day surely you will show 
That it's you who is painting 
the canvas so bright, 

And then perhaps we realise 
that we are always not right! 
Alas! God please gives us 
some sense, 

To be a good creature, who 
admire that the nature too is 
furious and dense. 
-Anuradha Agarwal 
Kolkata, India 
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World Around Us Magazine 


2 Readers, 


Thank You for showing us support for World Around Us Magazine. It is only 
due to readers like you which helped us reach to a wide number of readers. 
The constant support and reading from you guys are really wonderful. 


Keeping in mind the second wave hitting us & the third wave waiting around the corner 
somewhere in future, I would request everyone to take utmost precaution and protect 
yourself and your loved ones. Please wear a mask, use sanitizers, maintain social 
distancing & encourage people to take part in vaccination. I believe that with a positive 
mindset we will win over COVID. 


My dear Readers, along with WFH also try to EFH ( Enjoy-From-Home). Indulge 
yourselves in Yoga and Healthy diets & hold on to your hats. This too shall pass... 


I would thank Team WAU without whom this June 2021 Issue would not be possible. 
Applaud for our special writers who are helping so diligently in providing support to 
World Around Us Magazine with their writings. Lots of thanks to our fans who provided 
us with love & support to push us through & give the best magazine content, quality & 
design. 


Let us hope for the best & keep reading World Around Us Magazine! We will continue to 
provide you with all the optimized updates that you need to know in the major 
segments going on around you. 


Soumadeep Chatterjee 
FOUNDER || EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 


World Around Us Magazine 


Email: soumadeep.chatterjee@outlook.com 
Location: Kolkata, India 
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FAMILY & RELATIONSHIP 


very girl dreams of a man in a 
white chariot who sweeps her off 
her feet to a fairy-tale land, where 
everything is perfect and 
beautiful. Well, my dream man came 
driving in a Maruti K10 and drove me out 
of my mind. Well, 1 really don't 
understand what it is with us ladies that 
we are so fascinated about the special 
days, be it a birthday or Valentine’s Day or 
Anniversaries, we definitely expect 
something special апа different. 
Unfortunately for me, my first wedding 
Anniversary was something 
I could not celebrate due to 
the wedding of my sister-in 
-law, her wedding was 
scheduled to be held just 2 
days after our wedding 
date and hence my plans of 
a holiday ог so-called 
second Honeymoon was 
cancelled. 1 was completely 
disappointed, but anyway, 
after that, my husband 
compensated it by taking me to a quiet 
memorable dinner, where we spoke our 
heart out, tried resolving the differences 
and made a promise to each other to grow 
in love and make our bonds stronger. 
The second year of our marriage passed 
on smoothly. True to the promise we 
made, we grew in love, and became closer 
and committed. After a disappointing first 
anniversary, I had decided that our second 
anniversary would be very memorable and 
1 secretly wished that no one would 
interfere this time. 
Our anniversary day was just around the 
corner when suddenly we got a call from a 
native saying that his cousins would come 
to visit us and they would stay with us at 
least for 10 days. 1 was sad that again my 
dream of celebrating the anniversary with 


Surprised by the Surprise 


my husband was shattered, and again we 
would be surrounded by people. On the 
other hand, I was happy to have cousins 
around who were very loving, and I knew 
that celebrating our special day with them 
would make it even more special. My 
husband knew I was disappointed and he 
promised to take me to candlelight dinner 
after everyone һай gone back. 
I must say this, my man is not very 
romantic, like most of the men he does 
not understand the mechanisms of vowing 
a woman. I remember on our very first 
Valentine's дау before 
marriage 1 was very 
excited and expected 
loads of flowers апа 
chocolates, whereas my 
dream man arrived at my 
house with a bar of 
chocolate in hand and 
took me out for dinner. 
When 1 questioned him 
about where were the 
roses, he politely offered 
me money and asked me to buy how many 
ever roses I wanted. Well, that day I 
understood my man was definitely not the 
romantic kinds and І should not be 
expecting anything mushy from him. 

Well after a few days of our anniversary 
when all the cousins had gone back, we 
decided to go to a nice quiet restaurant 
and like every time І had to seek out the 
best restaurant. After a lot of research and 
reading а lot of reviews | narrowed down 
the best place and made my bookings and 
informed my husband about the time and 
place. Evening we both got ready and 
drove to the restaurant. The restaurant 
was artistically built, carrying the theme of 
caves, it was one of the costliest places 
around and since I was visiting it for the 
first time, my expectations were high. 


hen we stepped inside, the 

elegantly dressed lady at the 

reception offered me а big 

bouquet of beautiful roses. I 
was astonished when she wished me and 
my husband а very happy second wedding 
anniversary. І did not know how to react, I 
was surprised and taken back. 
The surprise did not end there, she 
escorted us to the seat where a huge cake 
was kept and all the stewards and 
stewardess of the restaurant surrounded 
us sang for us and made us cut the cake. 
After clicking pics and eating the cake, we 
settled down to place an order. I was very 
happy, more than being surprised 1 was 
taken back by the gesture of my husband. 
All along I had blamed him and thought 
he was not romantic and did not give me 
any surprises. 1 was in tears thinking 
about the efforts he had taken for me for 
choosing the flowers and cake and 


planning this whole act for me. I thought I 
had to thank him for this gesture, and 
when 1 opened my mouth to thank him, 1 
heard a thank you from his end. 

Well, I did not understand why he was 


thanking me and 1 asked him why he was 
thanking me because | had to thank him 
for planning the whole act. When he heard 
this, he was surprised and asked me if I 
had not planned this. | promptly told him 
to stop kidding and accept that he had 
done it, to which he completely denied 
and told me that he had not planned this, 
and all the while he was thinking that 1 
had planned it for him. After 
introspecting for a long time, we realized 
that both of us had not done it and no one 
else could because no one knew about our 
plan. 

We were in a shock, as to who had 
planned it? This was the first time we 
were stepping into that restaurant and we 
had never shared our details with them. 
Our friends and family had no idea that 
we were visiting this place. When we were 
breaking our head, my eyes suddenly fell 
on the cake which was already half-eaten, I 
could read half of the anniversary and 
some word ending with the letter K, that 
is when we realized this was planned by 
another couple and the restaurant had 


misunderstood us to be that couple. 
Feeling ashamed and sad, we called the 
receptionist and told her that we had 
come to celebrate our second anniversary 
but had not asked for cake and flowers. 
She quickly went inside and came out 
telling us it was a mistake and that 
another couple was celebrating their 
anniversary and apologized (о us. 
We asked her to take back the flowers 
because we knew that those flowers were 
selected by some other man for his wife 
and it would not be good to keep them. 
The receptionist denied to take it back 
and told us they would bring a new 
bouquet, but we choose to give it back and 
also asked to bill the cake but the 
restaurant manager denied it and told us 
to consider it as a small gift for us from 
their end. 
Well after the confusion we sat back to 
enjoy the meal and laughed our heart out. 
Both of us discussed how we thought that 
each of us had planned this and had been 
very happy. Well, we knew there was a 
misunderstanding but this confusion was 
wonderful, it had given us and memory to 
cherish for years to come, 
Even to this day, on any special occasion, 
we still remember cutting a cake that 
belonged to someone else and posing with 
the flowers which were meant for 
someone else. Every time we visit a 
restaurant, we make sure to tell the 
receptionist that we have not made any 
pre-plans just to be on the safer side. 
I still thank God for that day, though it 
was for a few minutes, yet it was 
beautiful and memorable. Well God 
makes an ordinary moment 
extraordinary, even if I had celebrated 
the anniversary going to different 
places, I would not have cherished the 
memory as much as I cherish this 
memory. Every time we think about that 
day, my husband bursts out laughing 
and I simply thank God for that day and 
wishes that couple whoever celebrated 
their wedding anniversary that day, а 
very beautiful and long married life. 
-Sonal Lobo 


Bangalore, India 


$tart Investing in your mental well-being today! 


andemic has been ruthless and 

harsh to us, it has taken our 

near & dear ones from us but at 

the same time, it has taught us 
the importance of health. Since 
childhood, we all have heard "Health is 
wealth" but never understood the real 
meaning of it until now. 


People have now started investing in a 
healthy life, they are opting for nutritious 
food, practising yoga & exercise, and 
drinking 

kahawa tea to 

improve their 

immunity. But 

in our 

continuous 

race of life, the 

struggle — for 

survival, апа 

the new Work 

from Home 

(WFH) model 

somehow, we 

are again 

ignoring 

another major 

aspect of our 

body i.e. 

mental health 

or mental 

wellbeing. 


With the ongoing second wave of the 
pandemic, people are struggling to balance 
their mental 4 physical well-being. 
Constant changes in the lifestyle, unable to 
meet family & friends, staying isolated, 
seeing loved ones on a deathbed, and 
listening to continuous negative ἃ 
discouraging news are making everyone 
anxious. According to a recent survey 
conducted by WHO, 93% of the global 
population is undergoing mental illness, 
anxiety & depression. The survey was 


published ahead of WHO's Big Event for 
Mental Health а global online advocacy 
event on October 10, 2020, and it also 
highlights the increase in demand for 
mental healthcare investments in the 
world. 


The sudden shift to remote workstations, 
restriction on travel & social life has left us 
feeling isolated & anxious. Working from 
home has increased the working hours of 
an individual at the same time work 
expectations from clients & team have 
increased. The 
impact has 
seen more on 
omen 
compared to 
men; they find 
constant 
challenges to 
maintain work- 

life balance. 


Especially, 


newly parents 
are struggling 
between 
understanding 
a baby's 
requirements 
and dratting 
pitch emails. 
The challenges 
have been doubled over the year, as а 
result, a high percentage of working 
professionals is taking clinical help. During 
the pandemic, a new trend of back-to-back 
virtual meetings is creating fatigues in 
working professionals, which was earlier 
not happening to physical meetings. These 
days will also pass, but right now, one 
should not underestimate their inner souls 
& mental well-being along with their 
physical fitness. Here is a list of little 
things, which we all know but always 
forget to adopt in our day-to-day lives. 


Reading 
s to distress 
, journals, spiritual books, or even. 
newspapers. It not only helps in alleviating 
depression but also builds your 
vocabulary. 
Listening to music/radio/podcast: As 
people say, music makes your heart & 
mind healthy, whether you are happy or 
sad, you have songs for every occasion. 
Musical therapy has been useful in 
reducing stress & depression in the past. 
Nowadays, with various applications, 
global music is at our fingertips. 
Pursue a hobby: Pandemic has brought 
the old childhood days back in our life, the 
hidden poet, chef, or painter is now out of 
the bag. These small activities will help 
you to cope up with your ongoing stress 
and struggle. 
Stay Connected: Interact, whenever feeling 
low or sad, pick up the phone and call 
your family & friends. They are there to 


is one of 


story. Sharing your pain at times 


important for mental well-being 

way to 

ys perform 

pranayama. It will not only reduce 

stress but at the same time, it will boost 
1 መ immunity. 

а journal: А night journal is the 
best way to count your blessings. Once 
you will grateful to live, you will start 
acknowledging the smaller things in life. 
Penning down 5 great things you learned 
from today is a happier way to end your 
day. 

Disconnected from the digital world: Yes, 
I know it is impossible to not scroll your 
Instagram feed or Facebook messenger, 
but staying disconnect from constant 
emails and social media notifications. 
Spend time doing something real with 
someone face-to-face chat with your 
family, friend, and pet. 

Disclaimer: If you are facing any long- 
term medical issues ог experiencing 
depression and anxiety regularly, please 
consult an expert/doctor. 


ternet in it's another sense is termed as 

'Cloud' when Cloud Computing runs 

through our minds. Simply put, Cloud 

Computing is the delivery of various 
computing services such as Server: 
Databases, Softwares, Networking, Analytics 
and Intelligence over the Internet. Cloud 
Computing results in lowering our business 
operating costs and run the infrastructure 
more efficiently. Organisations of every type, 
size and industry are using the cloud for a 
wide variety of use cases, such as data backup, 
email, virtual desktops, disaster recovery, biz 
data analytics, software development and 
testing, robotic web applications, In short, our 
world is run by corporates on a central basis 
and this process of autocratic business is on 
the go. 
In today's world, healthcare 
companies arc using thc 
cloud to develop more 


personalised treatments for 


patients. Financial services 

companies are using the 

cloud to facilitate real-time 

fraud detection and 

prevention. Video game 

makers are using the cloud 

to deliver onlinc games to 

millions of players around the world. Cloud 
Computing is а big shift from the traditional 
way businesses think about Information 
Technology resources, Pretty much any service 
that doesn't require you to be physically close 
to the Computer hardware that you are using 
can now be delivered via the cloud. 

Three main types of Cloud Computing are:- 

% Infrastructure as a Service - Contains the 
basic building blocks for Cloud IT, providing 
access to networking features, computers and 
data storage space. This type gives the highest 
level of flexibility and management control. 
% Platform as a Service - Removes the need to 
manage the underlying infrastructure, allows 
focusing on the deployment and management 
of your applications. It helps us to be more 
efficient as you don't need to get concerned 
about resource procurement, capacity 
planning, software maintenance. 
% Software as a Service - We only have to 


think about how to use the particular software 
as everything comprising it's maintenance is 
being carried out by the service provider. Web- 
based email is one such example. 
Cloud Computing eliminates the capital 
expense of buying hardware and software and 
setting up and running on-site data centres, 
Vast amounts of computing resources can be 
provisioned in minutes, typically with just a 
few mouse clicks, giving businesses a lot of 
flexibility and sorting the pressure off 
capacity planning and delivering the right 
amount of IT resources in terms of more or 
less computing power, bandwidth, storage - 
right when it is needed and from the right 
geographic location. The biggest cloud 
computing services run on а worldwide 
network of secure data 
centres, which are 
regularly upgraded to the 
latest generation of fast 
and efficient computing 
hardware, and also 
provides security by 
helping protect your data, 
apps and infrastructure 
from potential threats. 
Cloud Computing has been 
around since the carly 
2000s, but the concept of computing as a 
service has been around for much longer - as 
far back as the 1960s when computer bureaus 
would allow companies to rent time on a 
mainframe rather than buying onc for 
themselves. 
On the future of Cloud Computing, all IT 
experts agree that cloud computing will be at 
the forefront of all technologies to solve 
major business challenges. As per the 
International Data Corporation, at least half 
of the IT spend is оп cloud-based 
technologies. It is predicted to reach 60% оГ 
all IT infrastructure and 75% of all software, 
services, and technology spend by 2021. The 
day is not far when we will prefer the cloud 
mechanism in the future and it will be a core 
part of life. 


Challenges of 
Large Scale 
Vaccine 
Production!! 


accine production is not 
like a catering business 
where the producers can 
ramp up the servings as 
per the guests and requirements. It 
is not a child play to produce 
vaccine at a small scale leave alone 
the large scale part. The process of 
vaccine manufacture starts Бу 
letting the cells replicate in cell 
culture while they are beefed up 
each day in large sterile bags. 
A company named Novovax is trying to 
produce the next billion vaccines in 
association with Serum Institute of India 
by using similar methods which led to the 
threat of ап acute bioreactor bags 
shortage which is an essential component 
of the production process. Once the cells 
are multiplied, a mixture or soup is 
obtained which includes the actual vaccine 
and gunk which is an unnecessary by- 
product. After reaching this point, the 
good stuff has to be carefully filtered in а 
sterile environment. Here comes another 
problem, the filters required to filter those 
delicate substances are also in shortage 
across the world. The production process 
of these vaccines requires very costly 
capital equipments like bioreactors, 
filtration pumps, one-time use only 
bioreactor bags, adjuvants and lipids. If 
any company wants to produce at a large 
scale they need to collaborate with 
partners who will complete the fill and 
finish step of adding other ingredients 
and filling the correct dosages into tiny 
containers suitable for shipping to health 
care providers. Along with that, the 


healthcare providers will also be needing 
needles, syringes and personal protective 
equipment to administer the doses. 
When the US banned the export of key raw 
materials, India experienced a detrimental 
impact on the crusade against Covid. So 
how does the allocation is decided? The 
free market allocates the resources based 
on incentives in most of the cases but in 
this case, the government decides where 
and by how much the resources are to be 
expended. This allocation of resources will 
help certain companies to scale up 
production but it will create problems for 
other users and citizens. 

For example, as an article from NPR notes 
—"On Feb. 11, Pfizer sent a letter to 
hospitals alerting them of "short-term 
supply interruptions due to increased 
vaccine production" affecting Cleocin 
phosphate, an antibiotic; Depo-Medrol, a 
steroid; as well as depo-testosterone and 
testosterone cypionate, which are used to 
treat certain hormonal problems and some 
breast cancers. "These temporary 
interruptions are solely a result of the 
prioritization of vaccine production and 
are not due to any manufacturing delays 
ог issues," the letter says. 


the 


But as already experienced, 
devastating impact will be mostly 
seen on the frontlines of COVID 
vaccination efforts in India. If Serum 
Institute is not able to ramp up 
production, India and many other 
countries will have to bear severe 


consequences which won't be a 
pleasant sight. So we hope that the 
Indian and global authorities can 
intervene оп humanitarian. grounds 
and nudge US administrators to relax 
the restriction and allow exports to 
help many-fold lives who are in dire 
need of those vaccines. 

-Nilanjan Kala 


Nagpur, India 


Raise leaders to safeguard sustainability 


ny organization that wishes to 
flourish and become 
sustainable should have а 
powerful pattern and process 
for development and sustainability. 
As we know, the world is orbiting through 
an uncultivated zone, facing ап 
emergency matchless іп its range. 
Disasters, generally, tend to be extremely 
vivacious in nature and can push people 
and businesses to the wall. Іп this 
scenario, therefore, it is crucial for every 
entity to have sustainability stratagems. 
These strategies assist the entity to stay 
ahead of others. This is also the answer to 
the question of why do few business 
establishments endure to progress and 
are sustainable for many years, while 
others perform well for some time till the 
founders are present and then things 
begin marching downwards? 
Creation of a robust vision or foresight as 
to what is the uppermost level it wants to 
reach or what it wishes to be identified 
for, formation of a strong business policy 
employing Michael Porter's ‘five forces 
model’, Fabrication of а style of 
leadership that motivates ideas, 
innovations and responsiveness апа 
engages people to contribute is the key 
strategies every business undertaking 
should frame to excel in the venture. 
However, among these, the creation of a 
professional style of leadership is very 
crucial for every business undertaking. 


Numerous corporate entities which have 
performed superbly over the previous 20 
years namely Google, Apple, Microsoft, 
TCS, HUL, P&G, etc., have egalitarian and 
gentle leaders who inspire people to do 
their best while being ruthlessly 
ambitious for outcomes. According to Jim. 
Collins, these heads are known as 'Level 
Five Leaders.’ Democratic leaders are 
essential to upholding a great corporate 


culture. Organizations such as Tata 
Group, Infosys, Starbucks, etc, һауе 
always concentrated on generating a great 
culture where people love to work and 
remain with the company for many years. 
Several family-managed businesses failed 
because they don't have autonomous 
leaders and the establishment generally 
functions on the impulses and fancies of 
the owner. 

The heads of the firm should be well- 
coached in leadership and people 
management so that they provide respect, 
recognition and reward in a crystal clear 
and correct mode. It is really important to 
coach the 'boss group' in leadership and 
successful people management. Good 
leadership and cadre are essential for the 
growth of any company. While autocratic 
leaders can obtain top-quality results for 
some time, people eventually get drained 
of their domination and get detached 
from the company. It is similarly 
significant to nurture imminent leaders in 
the organization by evaluating their 
supervisory and leadership ability and 
providing them with transformational 
leadership guidance. 


According to a global study, 81% of 
employees аге departing companies 
because of the inferior quality of leaders 
and 43% of employees are vigorously 
detached. There is enough evidence to 
recommend that focusing on the 
superiority of leadership and enhancing 
engagement levels leads to the progress 
of companies and enlargement of profits. 
Secondary research demonstrated that 
those entities, which have developed 
proficient and principled leaders, have 
grown exponentially and become 
sustainable over а long period. 
Conversely, those companies, which have 
not developed leaders methodically, have 
certainly suffered in the long run. 


Bad Four: 


Regardless of how good a job may be, 
employees quit it if the reporting relationship 
is not healthy ad pleasing. People leave 
managers not companies, in the ending, 
turnover is mostly a manager Issue, Several 
types of rescarch have proved that a bad boss 

increases а worker's probability of having a 

heart attack by 60 per cent. Mainly four kinds 

of bad bosses compel employees to quit their 
jobs. They are: 

* Marionette: Іп an age of ambiguity, many 
managers are succumbing to this trap of 
just playing it harmless to maintain their 
spot and rights. They just follow orders 
and they never support their team or 
interrogate 
policies. They are 
mere dolls апа 
display no fidelity 
to employees. An 
absence of 
honesty in а 
manager can make 
an employee lose 
appetite for the 
job. 

King Kong: Few 

managers when 

they reach the top instantly overlook 
where they came from. Such managers 
own а superiority complex and sketch 
the difference between management and 
the workforce, It is awful to work under 
a manager who is more concerned about 
pushing their weight around than 
constructing relationships. 

Superman: They think the organization 
rotates around them and they act like 
they аге the proprietors of [ከር 
organization. This trap includes framing 
all of the decisions singly, neglecting 
feedback and taking the recognition. 
When employees don't feel respected, 
confidence and engagement plunge. 
Taskmaster: Their complete emphasis is 
on the bottom-line performance. They 
continuously pierce employees and make 
them unhappy at the workplace. Their 
style of micromanagement disheartens 
and kills creativeness. Such managers 
produce anxicty and make work 
uninteresting, thereby instigate the best 
employces to fly and the rest to lose all 
enthusiasm. 


As a final point, companies like Asian Paints, 
Britannia, Nestle, TCS, НІЛ. regularly visit th 
campus, procure the best talent and tutor 
them to be the top leaders of the company. 
Many international entities such as Boston 
Consulting Group, McKinsey, Ernst & Young 
are no different in this respect. On the other 
hand, virtually all corporate firms which have 
hurtled namely Jet Airways, Kingfisher Airline, 
Mafatlal Group, Kilachand Group did not focus 
on creating future leaders. The top 
management did not contain professionals but 
members of the family who were generally not 
competent and, sometimes, inept. Moreover, 
no prudent financial adviser will recommend 
buying the shares of such companies which do 
not have an ethical and effective leadership 
configuration. Hence, erecting future leaders 
who are rooted in the 
culture of a company 
and dedicated to its 
development — always 
aids the company and 
offers it sustainability. 
It is important to build 
efficient and great 
leaders who сап 
handle people 
successfully and assist 
them to flourish in 
maturity, wisdom, 
knowledge, skills and performance. 
Creating clever leaders is an investment into 
the future. Entities which has built a strong 
squad of executives and coached them to 
become efficient leaders have become 
lucrative and viable. 


«Shivanand Pandit 
Goa, India| 
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Тһе МЕН Dress Up 


ork From Home has 
wreaked havoc on 
dressing sense among 
WFHers. People are 
bound to wear dresses of office in 
places where they have spent years 
wearing comfy wears. So, nowadays, 
we are facing two major problems:- 


Itch £1: Let go of the slippers... 
We are mainly working at the same 
place where we are doing our daily 
chores of activities. So, we tend to 
work in the 

similar state 

when work 

hour starts 
Қа 

changing 

the attire 

and it 

impacts our 

mindset too. 

We have a 

feeling that 

we are not 

going 

anywhere 

and staying 

at the same place so why move away 
from our daily home slippers. 


Itch #2: Where's my comfy pants?? 
When we use to go to the office, we 


used to wear professional clothes 
which are not very comfortable. So 
when we returned, we changed to our 
sweatpants and that sends a signal to 
our brain that work is over and the 
time to relax is now. But now we are 
not able to miss weatpants as we 


are always wearing them and feeling 
hectic and tired and we are no longer 
able to associate ourselves with the 
sweatpants and relief. So we are 
missing those sweatpants. 
These little yet significant things 
keeps on compounding under our 
nose and keep impacting our mental 
health in an incognito manner. On 
account of the pandemic and the cycle 
of lockdowns, people are forced to 
refrain from outdoor ventures and 
that has blown every reason to dress 
up, and 
fashion 
seems to 
hoa v e 
jumped out 
of the 
window. 
Though it 
may sound 
fickle, 
dressing up 
is 
associated 
with 
changing 
up the 
thought process, brightening the 
mood, and making one feel powerful, 
research confirms. 


So if one has developed a feeling of 
loneliness, being away from home or 
work from home or any other 
reason, a simple way to brighten the 
day is dressing up and look good. Be 
it posting a look on social website ог 
video chatting with your loved ones, 
looking good will improve your day. 
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Т М || f So that I can reach to the top of 
0 yse unseen heights... 
To the darkness that resides in Make me so strong enough, 
That I can erase my thoughts 
rough! 

Plant in me the seeds о 
wisdom 

Grant me the gift of mental 
freedom. 

Where I am free from my own 
negative 

thoughts.. 

Where I can 

make the 

most 

beautiful 

plots 

Not for my 
own but for 

all 


me 
I wish I could thrown you 

away far in thee... 

Deep dark lightness waves 
Where my existence takes 
another shape 


Where my 
thoughts 
are my 
own 

Into the 
world 
where 
happiness 
is grown 
Far from 


here in the NM 
clouds so uch that 


cute every selfish 


Where thoughts 
there is all become so 


. small... 
noises Please make 
mur us realise 
Just like our own 
the . mistakes 
nature's scenary so bright, Showing us the way que a 
Praying you almighty please ж DE ር сір 
fill my life with colouring us taking the small steps... 
lights -Anuradha Agarwal 
Take me to the world of angels Kolkata, India 
so delight 
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Ез Readers, 


Thank You for showing us support for World Around Us Magazine. It is only 
due to readers like you which helped us reach to a wide number of readers. 
The constant support and reading from you guys are really wonderful. 


Keeping in mind the second wave hitting us & the third wave waiting around the corner 
somewhere in future, I would request everyone to take utmost precaution and protect 
yourself and your loved ones. Please wear a mask, use sanitizers, maintain social 
distancing & encourage people to take part in vaccination. I believe that with a positive 
mindset we will win over COVID. 


My dear Readers, along with WFH also try to EFH ( Enjoy-From-Home). Indulge 
yourselves in Yoga and Healthy diets & hold on to your hats. This too shall pass... 


I would thank Team WAU without whom this July 2021 Issue would not be possible. 
Applaud for our special writers who are helping so diligently in providing support to 
World Around Us Magazine with their writings. Lots of thanks to our fans who provided 
us with love & support to push us through & give the best magazine content, quality & 
design. 

Let us hope for the best & keep reading World Around Us Magazine! We will continue to 
provide you with all the optimized updates that you need to know in the major 
segments going on around you. And do not hesitate to write to us! 


Soumadeep Chatterjee 
FOUNDER || EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 


World Around Us Magazine 


Email: soumadeep.chatterjee ?outlook.com 
Location: Kolkata, India 
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Something Up there 


part from my interest in 
writing, reading and 
music, travelling is 
another activity I enjoy a 
lot. From my childhood, I have 
always fancied exploring new 
places, understand the lifestyle of 
the people living there and getting 
to know the culture of those 
places. 
Having parents who worked, getting leaves 
had always been a concern, so my desire 
to visit new places was not fulfilled. The 
only place that I got to travel every year 
was to my native, Mangalore - a beautiful 
city in the state of Karnataka, India. This 
was always the trip I looked forward to 
and enjoyed, Once in college, there were 
no trips that were arranged for us. Though 
on several occasions, my friends and 1 
made plans, but nothing materialized. As 
the saying goes, the best is yet to arrive, 
when I thought my dreams of travelling to 
different places will remain unfulfilled, I 
married a man who also enjoyed travelling 
and exploring new places. With this 
pretext, within 4 months of our marriage, 
we travelled 10 two places and were 
planning for our third visit. The 
responsibility of deciding the place lay 
solely on me but things like budget, 
travelling dates etc. were decided by both 
of us. Having waited for this opportunity 
for a long, the only place I could think of 
was God's Own Country - Kerala. 
Though my husband was not keen to go 
there since he had visited the place several 
times before, for my sake he agreed to the 
trip. My happiness knew no bounds. I 
wanted this trip to be the best trip of my 
life. After all, my dream of many years was 
getting fulfilled (prior to this I had made 
plans of visiting Kerala twice, but they 


hadn't worked out). I started surfing the 
net, explored places to visit, hotels to stay, 
restaurants to try and the like. І had 
dedicated most of my free time to decide 
what we would do in Kerala. 
After a lot of scrutinies, I booked a resort, 
a tent and a treehouse for a day each, 
finally visit the backwaters and then 
return home. 


Amongst everything else, the treehouse 
was something | was looking forward to 
the most. Every day І checked the pictures 
on the internet, shared them with my 
friends and boasted about it to my 
husband who was but a little bit sceptical 
about my choice. Yet, he did not muster 
the courage to  quash my hopes. 
After all the wait, the day to pack our bags 
and get going had arrived; we boarded a 
bus and reached Kerala. Our ride to the 
resort was quite bumpy and scary. We 
crossed rivulets, hilly terrain and sharp 
stones. Feeling a little scared and unsure 
we entered the resort, but we were 
pleasantly surprised by the beauty of the 
resort. И was far from human habitation 
and | realized the only people in the resort 
where the housekeeping staff, cooks and 
visitors like us. Feeling proud of my choice 
we strode into the tents which were all 
well-maintained. | was happy but not 
satisfied as | was eagerly waiting for the 
treehouse. 


After a day's stay in the tent, we went 
about to explore the town and returned in 
the evening. We were happy that we were 
shifted to the treehouse. There were five 
tree houses in total. Out of which, four 
treehouses were together facing each other 
and the last one was a little further apart. 
We were allotted the fifth tree house quite 
far from the others. 


፳ treehouse was beautiful It was neatly 
constructed with wood, in the middle of the 
room there was a huge bed. There were 
tables and chairs, and everything looked 
perfect to me. It was a regal feeling to be 
residing on top of the tree. I loved the view. 
As the sun retired and the stars began to 
appear in the sky, I felt the pinch. I realized 
it was unusually quiet and could not hear 
any noise of vehicles, nor of people. The 
only voice І could hear was the rustling of 
the trees and my husband's voice. Having 
stayed in a city like Bangalore which is 
always bustling with honks of vehicles and 
chatter of people, I felt a little strange. But 
my ego stopped me from sharing my views 
with my husband. I guess he felt the same as 
well but didn't voice апу concern. 
After dinner, we sat on the balcony staring 
at the dark surroundings after which we 
decided to sleep. Alas! Both of us couldn't 
sleep a wink. The silence around was killing 
us. There was a feeling of loneliness around 
which was making us sick. We tried listening 
to music, we tried to strike a conversation 
again, we went through all our wedding 
photos on our mobile, but nothing worked. 
Finally, we decided to gulp some scotch so 
that we could sleep but the scotch also 
seemed to have lost its effect. After a long 
tussle with the sleeping goddess, at almost 2 
o'clock, we began to feel sleepy and that is 
when I heard a noise like footsteps on the 
ceiling. 1 was taken aback! I crawled close to 
my husband who was still awake. He 
inquired what had happened to me. I 
refused to reveal anything, and I just looked. 
away. I refused to look at the door or the 
windows. Weird thoughts began to flow in 
my mind as | was wondering if it was a 
ghost or some robbers. After a little 
retrospection | realized there would not be 
any robbers since the property was isolated 
and also there were good security guards 
around, but 1 had heard my friends say that 
the abode of ghosts was on the trees. І felt 
sick in my stomach; І knew not what to do. I 
recalled all the ghost movies I had watched 
and began to wonder what kind of ghost was 
sitting on top of our treehouse. I wanted to 
scream, cry and finally I thought God was 
the only one who could save us and 
immediately woke my husband and asked 
him to start reciting the rosary hoping the 
ghost would run away. Prayers had failed to 
shoo away the ghost, | played the music. Yet 


the noise became louder. I was surprised as 
to why my husband wasn't reacting. I was on 
the verge of crying, falling into the arms of 
my husband finally at the crack of dawn I 
slept. 


Finally, we got up in the morning, quickly 
dressed up and waited to go to our next 
destination. Both of us did not want to talk 
about the experience of the previous night. 
After a while, when we settled in the car and 
were driving to our next destination, I slowly 
asked my husband if he was not afraid of 
ghosts to which he answered in the negative. 
I was happy and 1 said that was the reason 
he did not react to the noises the previous 
night. He was curious and asked me the 
reason for my uneasiness to which I replied 
that there was a ghost on the tree in which 
we were staying and that throughout the 
night, it was walking about. 

My husband burst out laughing! He asked 
me why 1 had not informed him earlier. I 
told him that I did not want to scare him. My 
husband who was still not able to control his 
laughter, patiently told me that it was not 
the ghost but the birds on the trees that 
were moving about, Hearing this 1 was 
embarrassed. The whole night I had stayed 
awake thinking that there was a ghost on the 
tree. I laughed at my stupidity and looked 
away unable to look at my husband. 
The incident at the treehouse is something I 
can never forget. Even today when I hear 
about the treehouse, I laugh at my stupidity. 
My husband still teases me; all my friends 
still make fun of me. Most often in life, we 
struggle because we fail to openly discuss 
and share our views. If I had only shared my 
fears, Г would have known it was merely 
birds and 1 would have not forgone a nice 
night of sleep. 


Though this incident is funny, it always 
reminds me and it should remind each of 
you, that in any relationship there must be 
no room for secrecy. When we open 
ourselves has an open book in front of the 
people we love, then not only are we 
benefitted but also those around us. 
On an ending note, that trip may not have 
turned out the way I wished yet it gave me 
a memory that I can never forget. 


-Хопа Lobo 
Bangalore, India 


š аге so тапу people аге depressed? 


epression is a sensation 
of lacking vitality. 


In our current times, we are in 

the transition to another level 

of life that is starting to show 
itself to us. It is expressed in growing 
interdependence and interconnectedness 
around the world, which we feel negatively 
because we have yet to realize how to 
adapt to the new conditions nature has 
placed us into. 


Depression is one of the key negative 
sensations that a lot of people feel as we 
head into a new level of human 
development. The more we develop into an 
era that demands that we learn how to 
positively realize our growing 
interdependence and interconnectedness, 
then the more we will feel ourselves in the 
shadows of this era, with growing negative 
sensations of meaninglessness, 
purposelessness, exhaustion, and a general 
lack of vitality. The purpose of these 
negative sensations is in order to signal to 
us that a certain 
shift in our 
attitudes needs to 
take place if we are 
to change our 
negative sensations 
to positive ones. 


make a 
certain shift το 
realize our 
interdependence 
a n d 
interconnectedness 
positively, we will 


If we 


then invite а new 
force of life into 
our lives: the 


positive force that 


dwells in nature. We will then find how the 
array of problems we experience, from 
problems on personal levels such as 
depression, anxiety, loneliness and stress, 
through problems on social, national and 
ecological levels—will all disappear. 


On one hand, we are doing our best to 
sustain our outdated egoistic, individualistic 
and materialistic approach to life. However, 
rising depression, loneliness, anxiety, stress 
and other problems will keep showing our 
failure. Today, nature acts on us as a kind 
of evolutionary steamroller, pushing us to 
rise to a different level of existence, which 
includes understanding what we here are 
for, where we are headed, and how we 
should positively connect above our egoistic 
drives. Humanity now faces specifically this 
challenge. 


-Akamksha Rai 
Kolkata, India 
Spritual Activist & Energy Healer 


Е back-to-college session is here. Many of the future builders of India 
will be embarking on their journey towards their college leaving their 
school days behind. One of the most pressing questions that the 
youngsters are facing the right way is which is the perfect laptop for 
their needs. With numerous brands launching numerous products every 
alternate day, it becomes really difficult for the consumers to decide which one 
to go for. Why only college growers, the office goers whose office has shifted in 
their own four walls are also facing the same heat. So here we are the team of 
WAU brings to you the one-stop recommendation for laptops for every need and 
in every budget. 


Best Laptop Under Rs. 30000 : ΕΒ 
Lenovo Ideapad 130 Core i3 7th Gen - This laptop comes with 4 GB of 


Ram, 1 TB HDD, Windows 10 Home and Full HD 15.6 Inch panel. It 
will be ideal for basic office tasks, movies, entertainment. Don't 
expect to play games on this laptop. 


Lenovo Ideapad 5145 Ryzen 3 Dual Core 3200U - This laptop comes 
with 4 GB of Ram, 1 TB HDD, Windows 10 Home and Full HD 15.6 
Inch panel. The only difference is it comes with an AMD Processor 
and will be slightly powerful than the Intel counterpart. It will be 
ideal for basic office tasks, movies, entertainment. Don't expect to 
play games on this laptop. 


Best Laptop Under Rs. 40000 : 


Lenovo Ideapad $145 Ryzen 5 Quad Core 3500U - This laptop comes 
with 8 GB of Ram, 1 TB HDD, Windows 10 Home and Full HD 15.6 
Inch panel The laptop weighs only 1.85 Kgs and comes with a 
super-fast Ryzen 5 processor It has a 180-degree hinge and comes 
preinstalled with MS office. It will be ideal for basic office tasks, movies, 
entertainment. We can expect to play light games on this laptop. 


HP 145 Core i3 10th Gen - This is a 14-inch laptop with a Full HD 
screen but HP has put a stunning display for the price. It comes 
with 4 GB of Ram, 1 TB HDD, Windows 10 Home and weighs only 
1.5 Kgs. It's a very good laptop for office goers who require 
premium build, light to carry and lasting battery life. . It will be 
ideal for basic office tasks, movies, entertainment. Don't expect to play games on 
this laptop. 


Best Laptop Under Rs. 50000 : 


acer Aspire 5 Core i5 11th Gen - This laptop comes with 8 


GB of Ram, 500 GB of SSD(Solid State Drive is much 
better, costlier and faster than an HDD and have better 
longevity) Windows 10 Home and Full HD 15.6 Inch 
panel. The laptop weighs only 1.65 Kgs and comes with 
the latest generation of Intel i5 processor which is very 
battery efficient and promises a battery life of about 8 


hours. И will be ideal for basic office tasks, movies, 
entertainment. We can expect to play light games on this laptop. 


ASUS VivoBook 14 Ryzen 5 Hexa Core 45000 - This is a 


14-inch laptop with a Full HD screen but Asus has put a 
great-looking panel for the price. It comes with 8 GB of 
Ram, superfast storage of 500 GB SDD, Windows 10 
Home, Ryzen 4000 series super fast and super efficient 
processor and weighs only 1.4 Kgs. It's a very good 
laptop for creators and students who require good 
performance, light to carry and lasting battery life. It 


will be ideal for basic office tasks, movies, entertainment 
and light to medium games. 


We have tried to provide the best possible available options in 3 different price 


segments of Rs. 30,000, Rs. 40,000, Rs. 50,000. The higher segments will be covered in 
our upcoming issues. Stay tuned for that. Please let us know if you loved our list or 


you pick any other laptop in these price segments. 


Тһе Ever-Growing 
Rise in Petrol апа 
Diesel Prices! 


The petrol prices have been on the rise for 
a long time. But in recent times the petrol 
prices have breached the 100 rupees mark 
in many cities of India. The petrol price in 
Kolkata is Rs. 85.92 as of January and only 
in 6 months, it has reached Rs. 97.17, a 
massive increase of 13.09 per cent. At this 
rate, the annual increment will come out 
to be 26 per cent whereas our investment 
and income increase mostly in the range 
of 5-1096. 

Why is this happening? Is it also due to 
covid or is there some 

other domestic ог 

international event or 


phenomenon to blame! 
Let us find out what can 
be the possible reasons 
for this exorbitant price 
тізе in recent times. 

In India, both Petrol and 


Diesel are called 

decontrolled fuels. They 

are called decontrolled 

fuels because they are controlled by 
market forces and are linked to global 
crude prices. As India is a major importer 
of Petrol and Diesel(80% is imported from 
international markets) the price is also 
largely dependent on the prices of the 
International Market and not only on the 
crude oil prices. Here we mentioned 
international prices and not only crude oil 
prices because despite international prices 
moving in accordance with the crude oil 
prices, their price rise can be different 
depending on the supply and demand 
dynamics. You may also come across 
different articles across a time where the 
price of crude oil decreased but you never 
got that impact. So here is the thing, when 
the global prices go up, the burden is 


passed on the customer but when the 

prices go down, the government charges 

some taxes to rake in extra revenues. So, 

the real beneficiary for this price 

decontrol is the government and the fuel 

companies and the end consumers have to 

take the extra load. The petrol prices are 

charged with excise duty which goes to 

the central government and VAT which 

goes to the state government and does not 

comes under the GST. For petrol, the tax is 

60% of the selling price and for diesel, the 

tax is 54% of the selling price. 

Another reason for the price increment is 

the Cartelisation by all PSU oil companies 

which charge the same price for the oil in 

spite of their different input costs. 1001. 

(Indian Oil Corporation), HPCL(Hindustan 

Petroleum) and BPCL(Bharat Petroleum) 

align the rate of 

domestic fuel with the 

global crude prices by 

taking into account 

changes in the foreign 

exchange rates. 

As per Union 

Petroleum and Natural 

Gas Minister 

Dharmendra Pradhan, 

"The prices of 

petroleum — products 

have gone up. The 

main reason is that the price of crude oil 

has gone over USD 70 (per barrel) in the 

international market. This negatively 

impacts consumers here, as India imports 

80 per cent of its oil requirement". 

Combining all of these external and 

internal factors, we can get a sense of why 

the prices of petrol and diesel are rising 

steeply and we can also estimate that this 

trend is going to continue in the upcoming 

days also as the government is not able to 

reduce their taxes due to their extended 

expenditure in tacking the current Covid- 
19 wave. 

-Nilanjan Kala 

Nagpur, India 


Motivate yourself to clean 


tis very common for people to 
lose motivation in life, and 
when it comes to cleaning, the 
reasons are quite predictable. 
Life usually gets busy with school, 
work and there is a temporary shift in 
priorities too; and in times of COVID, 
with everyone working from home 
and kids indoor the whole day, life 
has become 
tough. What a 
person needs 
now is a boost 
to help to shift 


priorities back 


to the homes ze dt 
with a little 
help, and the 7 
following steps а 
might help get 
anyone's house 
cleaning 
groove back. 
Start small. 
The key to starting doing a task is 
taking things slow. So start with a 
surface. Forget about the rest of the 
house or the guilt of not cleaning it; 
starting is the first step. Completing 
small tasks here and there prevents a 
full-blown mess from ever building 
up. 

Get the whole family involved. 

No one should be entitled to do the 
house chores alone. Team up, make 
chore charts, involve the kids, and ask 
your partner to pull their weights as 
well. If you're alone, team up with a 
friend who is a clean freak. Always 
remember, many hands make light 
work. 


Spread out the work and note the 
time. 

Instead of procrastinating, do one 
small task a day. Repeat the step 
every day with something else, and 
the need to tackle big things only 
comes once a month. Also start 
timing yourself; it helps overcome the 
fear that cleaning will take forever. 
Reward 
yourself. 
Give yourself 
validation and 
rewards for 
your efforts. 
Rewarding 
yourself tells 
the brain that 
the efforts are 
fruitful and 
Worth 
continuing. 
Have some 
self-control to 
delay lunch with friends, or favourite 
dessert or buying fresh flower 
bouquets, until the chores are 
completed daily. 


Just keep going once you start. 
Remember to treat yourself for good 
efforts and accomplishments, and 
repeat the virtuous cycle. At the end 
of the week or the month or longer, 
one will have a transformed home, 
and one will have also learnt to keep 
it that way all the time. 
-Susmita Chatterjee 
Kolkata, India 


Kuldhara Chronicle - а bit of History 


ocated about 18 km southwest of 
Jaisalmer, Kuldhara is ап 
abandoned desert village that was 
originally settled by Brahmins 
who had migrated from Pali, a city in the 
Rajasthan state of India and comes in the 
Marwar region to the Jaisalmer region. 
These migrants originally from Pali were 
called Paliwals. This is another story of a 
haunted place in Rajasthan apart from 
other places. 
Haunted places continue to intrigue us and 
week after week we learn about different 
destinations 
believed to be 
haunted by the 
presence of the 
supernatural. 
Kuldhara falls in 
the list of haunted 
and the 
village is 


places 
whole 
abandoned, no one 


lives there and 

ruins of houses, 

temples still stand 

there reminding us 

of one fearful 

night around two 

hundred years ago. 

The story goes like this way - The Paliwal 
brahmins who used to live in Kuldhara in 
the eighteenth century were harassed by 
the local ruler of the village and were 
paying huge amounts of money in the 
form of taxes. The ruler apparently set his 
eyes on the Village chief's daughter. The 
Paliwals didn't have any other choice other 
than accepting the rulers proposal of 
marrying the chief's daughter. The ruler 
also stated that if his wish wasn't fulfilled, 
he would levy heavy taxes on them. To 
prevent this and out of remorse, the 
villagers fled one night abandoning the 
village and also cursed that no one will be 
able to live in Kuldhara henceforth. 


Many stories floated around. Some say that 

to this day, many have seen ghosts or 

strange apparitions are seemed to be 

walking in the night There are many 

theories about where the Paliwals had 

gone, out of which one states that they 

returned to Pali, whereas another theory is 

that the Paliwals killed themselves in the 

village only and their souls manifest the 

town till today which leads to not staying 

in the village by outsiders. The village has 
ruins of old buildings and nothing else. 

Some people or visitors of the place say 

that all these 

haunted stories 

of Kuldhara are 

myths and many 

of them have 

never witnessed 

any  ghostly 

affair. Few local 

shop owners have 

supported ‘this 

theory saying 

that they too 

have never 

witnessed апу 

horrific thing, 

rather they 

support tourism there, Amid the ruins 

stands a renovated temple. Few houses 

have also been renovated to give tourists 

and visitors the idea of the structures 

there. Kuldhara, an archaeological site is 

frequented by many tourists in the day 

hours, especially during the tourist season 

and everything seems to be running 

normally there. Kuldhara is often covered 

by the Desert safari operators as part of 

the tourism package. Like any other town 

in Rajasthan, the best time to visit 

Kuldhara in Jaisalmer is from October to 

February. 
-Swagato Chatterjee 
Kolkata, India 


World Population Day - 2021 


orld population day is 
celebrated on the 11th of July 
every year. И is а day, 
specifically dedicated to the 
issues related to World's population. The 
day came into existence out of public 
interest, on the day the world population 
reached five billion, the public showed a 
newfound interest and fondness towards 
the topic of World population, hence the 
day 110 July was then named as the 
Five Billion Day in 1987 which was later 
renamed as the World population day. 
World population day is a day set to focus 
on the newfound growing problems that 
arise every passing year with 
the growing population. Even 
though our planet provides us 
with sufficient space for all of 
us to live in, but the resources 
to survive are depleting at a 
faster rate than ever estimated. 
Science is evolving every day 
trying to find artificial ways to 
regenerate resources but even 
science has its limits when 
being compared to nature, for now at least. 
Population issues cover a lot more 
territories from family planning to nature's 
impact on human rights and its concerns, 
even gender equality. 
While you're at home enjoying a 
comfortable lifestyle, the population keeps 
on actively increasing every passing 
minute, it might not seem to be affecting 
you right now, but with the increasing 
amount of population comes the need for 
more resources, food, and power. At this 
point, we are not able to produce the 
resources at the rate at which the 
population keeps on increasing. Population 
issues are different for different countries, 
for example, people living in poor 
underdeveloped countries have a life 
expectancy that's 20 years shorter than 
that of the developed countries. One of the 


biggest contributors to overpopulation is 
the number of unexpected pregnancies 
that are a result of a lack of information or 
education on family planning. Right to 
health is a sensitive and important action 
taken to provide every human with the 
finest level of health quality, which has 
increased the life expectancy of an average 
from 64 years to around 72 years now. 
Needless to say that the rate at which 
children are being born into this world is 
much higher than the rate of people 
passing away. 
Covid 19 caused around half a million 
deaths worldwide, but according to 

scientists, this loss will be 
insignificant compared to the 
upcoming rise in population in 
the future. 
World population day is all 
about finding measures and 
solutions to help our future 
generations who will eventually 
face the wrath of our current 
actions. 

Whatever we might try at the 
moment, the world population can't just 
decrease in just a day, it will continue to 
grow no matter what measures taken, 
what we can do, however, is find ways to 
slow down the rate at which it grows, the 
World population stands at 7.9 billion 
today and counting.. therefore on this 
World Population Day 2021, I encourage 
all of you to sit down and take a few 
minutes out of your daily schedule, to 
read about the World population issues 
and discussions and help spread the word 
around as much as you can. We might be 
feeling safe today, but it's our duty to 
ensure а safe and secure future for our 
upcoming generations, let's help each 
other out in doing so. 


-Akanksha Mitter 
Kolkata, India 


Art & Poem 


% 
МЕ Versu S You have the gift of lovely 


eyes 
Me Let's look at the opportunities 

. | so high... 

Deep in the darkening clouds Blessings are many if you see 

2 so far... But you always disagree.. 

Asked a voice who you are? I don't want to make you 

A beautiful soul, replied the understand anything 

я heart It seems you know 

The nature's most priceless art! everything... 


Really! Laughed the voice... Remember beauty lies in the 
у Look at your choice eyes and not in the objects 
ou are nothing more than a The problem is you never 


mere creature, accept 
Who doesn't I know you 
have any distinct well you are 
feature... the ego 
Which just 


Breaking the | 
deep silence, the Е 
heart replied... 


wants the inner 
peace to go and 


go... 
Because of me But you can't 
resides so many of you deny I am your inner voice 


But you are beautiful too.. So і ! 
В you must listen, Alas! you 
Why only the darker side you don't have another choice... 


see? The дау is today, change your 


When there are infinite mind 
happiness trees! Be kind and kind and 

For some the last evening is the kind........... 
. last! Don't kill the innocent me in 

Perhaps the last meeting was you 
their final cast... Because you will cry 100...... 

But you see the morning shine -Anuradha Agarwal 
so bright Kolkata, India 


And still complain there is too 
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ear Readers, 


Thank You for showing us support for World Around Us Magazine. It is only 
due to readers like you which helped us reach to a wide number of readers. 
The constant support and reading from you guys are really wonderful. 


I would request everyone to take utmost precaution and protect yourself and your loved 
ones, Please wear a mask, use sanitizers, maintain social distancing & encourage people 
to take part in vaccination drive. I believe that with a positive mindset we will win over 
COVID. 


My dear Readers, along with WFH also try to EFH ( Enjoy-From-Home). And those who 
have to attend work, please take care of yourselves! Indulge yourselves in Yoga and 
Healthy diets & hold on to your hats. This too shall pass... 


1 would thank Team WAU without whom this August 2021 Issue would not be possible. 
Applaud for our special writers who are helping so diligently in providing support to 
World Around Us Magazine with their writings. Lots of thanks to our fans who provided 
us with love & support to push us through & give the best magazine content, quality & 
design. Wishing all our friends, Happy Friendship Day 2021! 


Let us hope for the best & keep reading World Around Us Magazine! We will continue to 
provide you with all the optimized updates that you need to know in the major 
segments going on around you. And do not hesitate to write to us! 


Soumadeep Chatterjee 
FOUNDER || EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 


Ee Д 
L 
World Around Us Magazine 


Email: soumadeep.chatterjee &outlook.com 
Location: Kolkata, India 


ашыл, TO REACH/WRITE TO US: 
Jio News & Magzter қ” е 


Етай: worldaroundusmagz@gmail.com 
cation: India 


Weara Mask & Get Vaccinated! 


FAMILY & RELATIONSHIP 


Night Intruder 


arriage teaches innumerable 
lessons. For some, these 
lessons are bitter and for 
others it is sweet, A person's 
married life is ongoing, and I often 
compare it to the process of preparation 
of Biryani. A lot of spices go in involving 
hours of tedious preparation processes 
which ultimately result in a delicious 
feast. 
I have not been married for long to give 
advice or suggestions but definitely, there 
have been many incidents that have 
changed me, moulded me, made me cry 
and made me laugh. One such incident 
which I often reminisce and laugh about is 
when | see a cockroach. Yes! You heard it 
right. It's a COCKROACH! 
My typical day starts getting up (I always 
get up late) hastily preparing breakfast, 
packing my husband's and my lunch 
and rushing to work. Once I return 
home in the evening, I rush to the 
gym, come back finish all the 
household chores and finally sit 
down for a little bit of writing when 
my husband returns from work. 
That is when we sit and chat, have dinner 
and hit the bed. 
One day as usual after completing all the 
chores, I was tired after a long day at work. 
I waited for my husband to return so that I 
could chat with him and ease my mind. 
After waiting for a long time, 1 was happy 
to finally see my husband who, after initial 
greetings settled with his tablet and started 
to watch a comedy show. As he was 
laughing and enjoying the show, I was 
getting annoyed as every time I sat next to 
him to draw his attention and make him 
talk, he was blindly ignoring me. To make 
things worse he even suggested me to join 
him and watch the programme which was 
more of an irritant to me rather than 
entertainment. 
I waited for him to shut the tablet, but he 


didn't. Dinner was done, we went to bed 
and still, the tablet was with him. I lost my 
patience and I screamed and began to fight 
with him. I fought, I cried and after loads of 
drama, we slept facing opposite sides. We 
do bicker like most couples but until that 
day we had never gone to bed angry. But I 
knew deep down that on this particular day 
we wouldn't patch up because my husband 
was more angry than usual. He normally 
doesn't get angry, but that day he was. I 
felt guilty but my ego stopped me from 
apologizing. I was unable to sleep. I shifted 
sides. I cried loudly but nothing seemed to 
help. 
Afer à while, feeling helpless I slowly got 
up and switched on the light. To my utter 
dismay, there was a huge cockroach on the 
bed. I leapt out of the bed screaming trying 
to wake my husband up. My scream 
frightened the cockroach so much 
that it immediately tried to hide 
itself inside my husband's t-shirt. It 
started moving inside his t-shirt, 
compelling me to laugh and turned 
my husband into a frenzy. After a 
lot of jumping and scrambling both 
of us managed to catch the cockroach and 
throw it away. Both of us then laughed our 
heads off! While making sure there were no 
more intruders, we slept again facing each 
other. That is when we realized we had just 
fought. 
Weil, it was too late to bring it up again as 
we had already patched it up! 
I silently thanked the monster cockroach in 
my heart. Neither of us wanted to sleep 
angry but we knew not what to do about it. 
Though the cockroach was a troublesome 
and unwanted guest, this tiny little fellow 
had brought us together. Even today the 
sight of a cockroach terrifies me, but it 
never fails to remind me of this incident 
that helped the two of us reconcile. 
-Sonal Lobo 
Bangalore 


Why do we attract what we attract? 


T here are so many things in life 
to be curious about, to observe 
and understand, to learn and 
grow, to seek and find. Most 

people live life in ignorance as to what 

life has to offer has a lot to do with their 
consciousness. 


Some people think of life to be as a 
predestined affair, they not only accept the 
vicissitudes of life but also start adjusting 
with regrets, remorse апа  self-pity 
continuing for the rest of the life. On the 
other hand, the other set of people take 
charge of their life by not compromising 
with the unpleasantness of it rather 
searching for ways to feel fulfilled and 
content from within. These two groups of 
people are nothing but 

two different mindsets. 


We keep forgetting 

human beings are the 

most powerful creature 

in the planet. We are 

blessed with a powerful 

tool which is 'the mind' 

to design and create the 

Ше we want for 

ourselves. Karma which 

is the law of cause and effect does play an. 
important role in every individual's life, 
just by taking conscious actions, being 
compassionate and generous towards 
ourselves and others we are filling our 
karmic bank accounts with abundance. 


For heading towards a life of success and 
abundance there are two major things to 


take into consideration: Тһе man who 
wants to achieve his dreams should not be 
scared of persistent trials and errors, 
giving it his 100% yet failing sometimes 
trying to learn from them and outgrowing 
self yet again and again. Secondly, for the 
man of dreams, the fact what other people 
and society might think of him should be a 


matter of less importance if not of any. 
Let's think of another quick example to 
understand how the human mindset plays 
its role to dominate life. Some people have 
an abundance of material and financial 
prosperity, the other people are dwelling 
in the energies of lack and self-doubt. 
Here's how the mindset of an individual 
plays its role. A rich man attracts more 
riches because of his thoughts of 
abundance. А poor man struggles for his 
living, the root cause lies in his thoughts of 
lack. We don't attract what we want, we 
attract what we are. 


Human thoughts are immensely powerful, 
it creates. The energies of the divinely 
created man flow through his every 
thought and action, 
where his focus goes his 
energy flows. This is the 
universal law. What we 
think of often we attract 
the alike energies of it 
into our lives. This is the 
way a man is a creator of 
his destiny. Karma does 
play a vital role though, 
in supporting the dreams 
one wants to achieve. 
Henceforth, let's start focusing on the 
thoughts of abundance instead of dwelling 
on the thoughts of lack. Our mind is like 
our pet, it needs to be trained. What 
mistake we commonly make is we let our 
minds control us. You the soul are the 
doer and the master of your mind. 


Pro hack - Being and feeling grateful for 
everything that we already have is the first 
best way to attract more of what we desire. 
Choosing to be happy in any circumstance 
is the second-best way to attract happiness. 


-Akamksha Rai 
Kolkata 


H back-to-college session is ongoing and as promised we have come up with the second 
part of our laptop series. In this edition of WAU, we will be providing recommendations for 
customers who are having a budget of more than Rs. 50,000 and less than 1 lakh. We will be 
focusing on students, creative professionals and performance seeking users. A little 
disclaimer before going forward with the list: As we seek higher performance, the battery life of the 
laptops are compromised as the high performing processors 
and graphics cards are very power hungry. 


Best Laptop Under Rs. 65,000 : 


Lenovo IdeaPad Gaming 3 Core i5 10th Gen - 

This laptop comes with 8 GB of Ram, 1 TB HDD and 256 GB of 
superfast 55) for faster boot times and processing, latest 
generation Intel core 15 Processor, Windows 10 Home and Full 
HD 15.6 Inch panel with 120Hz refresh rate. The graphics power 
is delivered by 4GB Nvidia Geforce Gtx 1650. It will be ideal for 
playing games on medium to high settings, office tasks, movies, 
entertainment 


Lenovo IdeaPad Gaming 3 Ryzen 7 Octa Core 48008 
This laptop comes with 8 GB of Ram, 512 GB of superfast SSD ж 


Eos 
for faster boot times and processing, Latest Ryzen 7 processor 
which performs similar to an intel i7 processor, Windows 10 Ы ዳም ፦- 
Home and Full HD 15.6 Inch panel with 60Hz refresh rate.It 
4 


comes preloaded with MS Office for better productivity. The 
graphics power is delivered by 4GB Nvidia Geforce Gtx 1050. It 
will be ideal for playing games on medium to high settings, 
office tasks, movies, entertainment, 


~ 


Best Laptop Under Rs. 80,000 : 
MSI GFO3 Thin Core i7 9th Gen - 


This laptop comes with 8 GB of Ram, 512 GB of superfast SSD 
for faster boot times and processing, latest generation Intel core 
17 Processor, Windows 10 Home and Full HD LED Antiglare 15.6 
Inch panel with GOHz refresh rate. The graphics power is 
delivered by 4GB Nvidia Geforce Gtx 1650 MaxQ and weighs 
only 1.86 Kg, It will be ideal for playing games on medium to 
high settings, office tasks, movies, entertainment 


HP Pavilion Gaming Ryzen 7 Оса Core 4800H- 


This laptop comes with 10 GB of Ram, 1TB of HDD and 256 GB of superfast 
SSD for faster boot times and processing, Latest Ryzen 7 processor which 
performs similar to an intel 17 processor, Windows 10 Home and Full HD 
15.6 Inch panel with 14412 refresh rate.It comes preloaded with MS Office 
for better productivity. The graphics power is delivered by 4GB Nvidia 
Geforce Gtx 1050711. It will be ideal for playing games on medium to high 
settings, office tasks, movies, entertainment. Out of the two laptops in this 
list, It’s the better option. Please consider the other option if you want to go 
with only Intel processor, otherwise this is an allround better product. 


Best Laptop Under Rs. 1 lakh: 
15US ROG Zephyrus G14 Ryzen 9 Octa Core 4900HS 


This laptop comes with 16 GB of Ram, 512 GB of superfast 
SSD for faster boot times and processing, Latest Ryzen 

processor which performs mu ch than an intel 17 processor, 
Windows 10 Home and Full HD 14 Inch panel with 60Hz 
refresh rate.t comes preloaded with MS Office for better 
productivity. The graphics power is delivered by 6GB Nvidia 
Geforce Gtx 1660Ti and weighs only 1.6Kgs. It will be ideal 
ames on high settings and can be used by 
office tasks, movies, entertainment 


for playin 
reative professionals 


Apple Macbook Air 


This laptop comes with 8GB of RAM, 256GB SSD storage and mac OS. И comes 
with Retina display with true tone. It comes with Apple МІ Chip with 
3-Core CPU and 7-Core GPU which performs much better than an i7 processor 
and is very battery efficient with a battery backup of more than 15 hours of 
This is not suitable for playing games but if you are a creative 

you wont be 


battery usage 
professional who does a lot of editing or coder or an office goer 
ght to carry too as it starts at only 1.29 Kgs. 


disappointed, Its 


in 3 different price segments upto Rs. 1 Lakh. 


We have tried to provide the best possible avatlable opt 
Please let us know If you loved our list or you pick any other laptop in these price segments. 


Тһе Upcoming 3 Million 
IT Job Loss Fiasco!!! 


T he Ever growing IT sector of 
India spearheaded by TCS, 
Infosys and Wipro. They are 
growing at a great rate and are 
posting better ever revenues than 
before. But still there will be a huge job 
loss coming their way. 
Things are not adding up right. Normally 
whenever a company is not doing well or 
the share price is going down, the layoff is 
the thing that follows. But, the situation is 
completely reverse. Lets find out what's 
happening. The pandemic acted as a 
catalyst for the automation that the whole 
industry was doing it at a snails pace. Now 
the automation is happening at a rapid 
pace and the Indian IT 
firms are going to slash 
their employees by a 
whooping 30 lakh by 2022 
which will help them to 
reduce cost of 100 Billion 
US Dollar which they have 
to pay in salaries. These 
giant firms have а 
combined employee 
strength of 16 million and 
out of which Low skilled services and ВРО 
roles constitute 9 million people as per 
Nasscom. The employees of BPO are the 
one who are likely to face the burnt due to 
the impact of robot process automation or 
RPA. 
"This is a USD 100-billion in reduced 
salary and other costs, but on the flipside, 
it offers a likely a USD 10 billion boon for 
IT companies that successfully implement 
RPA, and another a USD 5 billion 
opportunity from a vibrant new software 
niche by 2022. Given that robots can 
function for 24 hrs a day, this represents a 
significant saving of up to 10:1 versus the 
human labour," says the report. 
What is this RPA? What is does? Is it 
something like Transformers. So, Robot 
process automation (RPA) is not some 


physical robots which will look like 
android robots and perform like one but it 
is an application of software, not physical 
robots, to perform routine, high-volume 
tasks, allowing employees to focus on 
more differentiated work. It differs from 
the ordinary software applications as it 
replicates the work of the employee 
instead of building a workflow into 
technology from ground up and thus 
minimising time to market and greatly 
reducing cost over the more traditional 
software-led approaches. 

As per а report from India Today, 
“Offshoring helped domestic IT sector to 
grow from around | per cent of GDP in 
1998 to 7 per cent today, a highly strategic 
sector for its 
economy and 


has also significantly 
outgrown their Western 
peers (mainly Accenture, 
Capgemini and Atos) 
with an annual revenue 
growth of 18 per cent 
between 2005 апа 
2019." Adding to that 
the RPA-driven job loses, 
many countries which 
used to offshore their 
work in the past are 
likely to recruit from 
their domestic markets. Even developed 
countries will also try to bring back their 
offshored IT jobs and by use of native IT 
workers or domestic software robots like 
RPA to secure their digital supply chain. 
India and China are the countries which 
are at the greatest risk of skills disruption, 
while Asean, the Persian Gulf and Japan 
are the countries which have the least risk. 
Out of all the trends, the most worrying 
trend is that emerging market jobs are at 
the maximum risk of automation because 
of the low or medium level of skill 
prevalent in sectors like manufacturing, 
highlighting the risk of premature de- 
industrialization. 


-Nilanjan Kala 
New Delhi 


Т he battle between restaurants 
and food delivery apps has 
found its new pathway. Indian 
food ordering and delivery 

giants Swiggy and Zomato may 
encounter an inquiry over anti- 
competitive activities as the local 
restaurant industry body, the National 
Restaurants Association of India (NRAI) 
has filed a complaint against the duo 
with the competition watchdog, the 
Competition Commission of India (CCI). 
First co-founded in 1982, the NRAI has 
formed as the prominent body reiterating 
the welfares of over 500,000 restaurants 
and cafeterias. The NRAI is controlled by a 
team of 35 members, comprising Chief 
Executive Officers and owners across the 
industry necessitating teamwork іп 
building a worthwhile network between 
the national and international brands 
working in the Food and Beverages sector. 
Its principal emphasis is on intensifying 
the Indian Foodservice sector by 
implementing stimulating plans апа 
probing the execution across restaurants 
and delivery services. The authority 
incorporated into the МЕЛІ is diversified 
over the past 39 years and its extreme 
importance lies іп fulfilling fair, 
competitive practices performed, 
guaranteeing high utility and efficacy 
levels. 

Since 2018, Swiggy and Zomato have been 

encountering severe objections from 

restaurants throughout India. In early 

2019 the industry association had raised 

the flag and communicated to the CCI 

about Zomato and Swiggy mishandling 
their leading titles. As a result, the CCI 
began а market study and organized 
several seminars to bring the two parties 
together to debate and solve their 


problems. By the second half of 2019, 
hundreds of restaurants had joined a 
nationwide 


logout movement against 


Unhygienic Game of Duopoly 


Swiggy and Zomato. However, with the 
commencement ой the  COVID-19 
pandemic in 2020, online channels arose 
as the desired mode for users who 
shunned going out, and this dispute took 
à backseat. 


The NRAT's new appeal 

On July 1, 2021, the NRAI has approached 
the CCI and submitted comprehensive 
information on the traditions adhered to 
by food aggregators that are harming the 
industry. The industry association 
mentioned in a statement that keeping the 
interest of restaurants in India in mind 
and how they have been disturbed by the 
inherently anti-competitive practices of 
Zomato and Swiggy, it has filed a case 
with the CCI underlining the following 
practices by Zomato and Swiggy, which 
have a considerable hostile influence on 
competition. It has also specified that 
during the epidemic, the extent of anti- 
competitive practices of Zomato and 
Swiggy have amplified manifold and 
despite several negotiations with them, 
these well-funded marketplace platforms 
are not concerned with lessening the 
worries of the restaurants. 

Some of the most important allegations 
made by the NRAI are deep discounting, 
masking data, violation of platform 
neutrality, and bundled delivery services. 
The NRAI alleged that aggregators have 
compelled restaurant partners to give 
discounts to maintain the appropriate 
listing. It has also accused that customers’ 
data and feedback appraisal have been 
gathered to serve the likes and 
preferences of their business to create the 
monopoly. Restaurants blamed that the 
commissions paid by them affected their 
search positions and requested better 
clarity in listing guidelines of online food 
aggregators. 


41. һе NRAI has also claimed that 
food aggregators have made it 
compulsory for restaurants 
listed on the platform to also 

use its delivery services. In a statement, 

the President of NRAI, Anurag Katriar said 
that the association has been іп 
continuous discussion with the 
foodservice giants over the previous 15 to 

18 months to solve few serious matters 

impacting the segment and however, 

regardless of ай attempts it has 
unfortunately not been able to solve them 
with the aggregators. 


The appeal gets 


response 

While Swiggy and Zomato have not issued 
any formal replies up to now, they have 
earlier tackled some of the matters lifted 
by restaurants. They mentioned that data 
masking was needed to guard the 
confidentiality of their customers and that 
‘they provided restaurants data that was 
necessary for assisting them to develop 
their functioning in terms of customer 
review and rating. They have also 


poor 


—- - 


set a fundamental outline for negotiating 
agreements and set up avenues to regulate 
both their discount policies and clash 
solution between the platform and sellers. 
The CCI emphasized that the matter of the 
disparity in bargaining power between 
restaurants and platforms was at the heart 
of several issues, including the 
commissions charged by platforms and 
deep discounting of products. 


What next? 


Now all eyes are on Ше CCL It may 
instruct an investigation into the charges 
made by the NRAI or it can also terminate 
the complaint. Whatever occurs, the 
continuing turf war between food delivery 
tycoons and the NRAI might end up 
influencing the end user who would һауе 
to live with excessive prices and inferior 
service delivery. Consumers will have to 
say goodbye to happy hour menu deals if 
modifications on flash sales are permitted 
to be a part of the new rule. 

In the meantime, the NRAI is also 
preparing to launch an app to deal with 
Swiggy and Zomato. According to the 
sources, the NRAI targets to hurl the app 
within the next two months and is in the 
ultimate phases of setting details with a 
recognized tech partner to whom back- 
end management will be outsourced. 
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The app, to be possessed by NRAI and will 
provide discounts and loyalty to 
counteract the private aggregators. 
Moreover, customers will not have to ра: 
for the app unlike loyalty apps namely 
Zomato Gold, and they will have the 
elasticity to redeem or encash loyalty 
points at any restaurant. Last year, the 
NRAI was in negotiations with tech 
partners for starting its own app only for 
deliveries, but many viewpoints needed to 
be tweaked at the time. Now, it is being 
fast chased. 


Every cloud has a silver lining, not when it 
is really an Internet cloud for food 
delivery Applications. When the Delivery 
App business picked up in India it was 
2014 and the restaurant industry sensed 
that it would remove the many worries of 
delivering food in a tranquil way like the 
western nations. Initial two years these 
apps truly assisted restaurants to access 
consumers located far away in any corner 
of the town they are in. It all scems 
ethically correct but, it was a double-edged 


sword. Hence, 
autonomous always 
benefits the business at 
any given point in time. 
Restaurants and 
eate! should try to 
get their own channels 
like websites, Facebook, 
Instagram, hatsApp, 
and Mobile to take 
orders and each of 
these is totally free for 
usage. 


being 


Moreover, who can 
contest with a Zomato, 
which is in the process 
of raising more than Rs 
9,000 crore through an 
Initial Public Offer? 
Furthermore, minor but 
competitive 
participants like 
Scootsy have been 
gulped up by Swiggy. Delivery apps have 
the market weight to frighten eateries is 
clear. The pandemic has only accelerated 
change in power towards the consumer 
interface. Apps are now an essential food- 
service gate and the two have the majority 
of our orders wrapped up. Therefore it is 
of utmost crucial that the CCI should act 
immediately to guarantee that the 
restaurant and food businesses do not 
shut their doors because of dishonest and 
autocratic customs by online delivery 
chains. 


Even the titans like Zomato and Swiggy 
must realize that they depend on the food 
and beverage sector for development and 
profit maximization and if they squash the 
latter too brutal, it will tantamount to 
slaughtering the golden goose. Food 
parcels at home cannot substitute the 
pleasure of an evening out with the family 
and restaurant dining will be restored 
soon. Hopefully, it won't be long before 
restaurants and home deliveries 
understand to coexist as before. 


How to Avoid Distractions in Life? 


е live in an interruption-based 
culture that can be damaging 
productivity. Distraction is 
one of the most common 
problems we humans are suffering from, 
we are trying to focus so much on one 
thing that we are getting distracted by 
most of the other small things in life. 
Considering our present lifestyles, we are 
working round the clock whether it's 
professional work ог personal 
commitments, this constant pressure of 
performing, pleasing, and  pleading is 
causing distractions іп humans. 
Nobody can tell you the golden rules of 
avoiding distractions or now not getting 
influenced by the interference. You must 
build your rule book for your life, your 
ethics, upbringing, and instincts will help 
you in building it. 
Here are some of the best solutions taken 
from various self-help books, podcasts, and 
motivational videos on how to avoid 
distractions in life. 
: Set your goal: The most important thing 
in life is to set a goal and carefully 
prioritize your actions to achieve the set 
goals. Once you are clear with the priorities, 
there is a lower chance of getting 
distracted. The best example is when we are 
working, most of the time our managers 
suggest we maintain a To-Do List so that we 
do not lose track. The process in life is also 
exactly similar, we should be clear with our 
priorities than we will never get distracted. 
* Concentrate: There is one proverb we all 
have heard a lot "Jack of all trades, master 
of none". You don't need to become a multi 
-tasker in life, you can do one thing at a 
time. You should focus on giving your best 
shot at what you are doing then. A focused 
approach will never distract you from your 
goal. 
- Set Small Targets: Big ambitious goals аге 
good to listen to in the motivational speech 
but if you can't achieve them in real-time 
they are useless. It's advisable to break 


down your goals into small targets and 
work towards achieving them. There are 
higher chances of getting them 
accomplished and this will help you to 
avoid distraction in life. 
+ Use Visual Reminders: Images are always 
better ways to retain any information, 
whether it's a quirky advertisement in the 
magazine or a motivational quote on 
Instagram. You can set visual reminders to 
avoid distractions for example you can save 
à screen saver in your phone saying, “Don't 
lose your Focus". So, every time you will log 
in, you can see the message and not get 
distracted. 
+ Take Small Breaks: It is advisable to take 
small breaks throughout the day to stay 
productive. You can even close your eyes, 
take a deep breath and count 10. This will 
help you to improve your concentration 
level and also makes you more productive 
in work & personal life. 
- Unplug the Distractions: In our modern 
life, one of the major causes of distraction 
is our electronic devices. It is very 
t to know the art of switching off 
from the virtual world. Spend your time 
with your friends & family and experience 
the real world. You should control your 
device, let not the device controls you. 
- Practice Meditation: It is one of the best 
ways to calm yourself and relax your mind 
and body. Meditation soothes your mind 
and allows your mind to let go of 
interrupting thoughts and get centred on 
one thing. The best way to start your day is 
to practice 15 minutes of meditation in the 
open air. 
+ Sleep: Getting appropriate sleep is the 
best medicine in life. Healthy adults need to 
sleep eight to nine hours a day. Sleep 
deprivation can be one of the main reasons 
to get distracted and lose focus. 
-Sumona Kaur 
New Delhi 


XCLUSIVE 


Living the Memories 


man or a woman is a lot of 
memories and he or she is on a 
continuous journey to derive or 
Share memories and this is the 
fundamental building block of the whole 
human system. We understand the world 
and everything around us through the 
vast role of the sense organs which are 
primary and the rest depends on the 
transmission of memories from one 
system to another. During every moment 
of an organism's life, sensory information 
is being taken in by the receptors of 
sensation, апа the 
information collected is 
processed by the most 
beautiful and 
complicated nervous 
system. Sensory 
т αυ ο fv 
allows | individuals to 
retain impressions after 
the original stimulus 
has ceased. The sensory 
information is stored in 
sensory memory just long enough to be 
transferred to short-term memory. 
The three basic sensory memories are : 
Iconic - Deals with what we see, pertaining 
to the visual domain and is fast decaying, 
or this memory does not stay for long 
( less than one second ) 
Echoic - Deals with what we hear, 
pertaining to auditory information which 
once heard сап be processed апа 
understood but unlike visual can not be 
scanned over and over 
Haptic - Deals with what we touch. This 
memory is best for stimuli applied to areas 
of the skin that are most sensitive to touch 
The smell is also one primary part of 
processing and re-visiting a memory. For 
instance, there are certain situations when 
а person remembers an event when his re- 
visiting a memory gets triggered by а 
particular smell. 


When we touch someone there occurs a 
transmission of memories among the 
persons. Memories in the form of certain 
energy get stored in the clothes we wear. 
That's why we can feel the presence of a 
deceased person by smelling his or her 
clothes. The intensity of memories of a 
person is more when his or her company is 
more - the more you live with a person, the 
more will be the intensity of that particular 
person and vice-versa. The science of 
memory has so far been particularly 
successful when it has neglected actual 
memories. The reasons 
for this have changed 


over time, yet the 
paradox remains. 

Our memories are 
what we are, what 
makes us make the 
decisions we make, 


love as we love, act as 
we act. We would be 
nothing without 
memories. The most 
important part of a memory is the emotion 
or emotions it brings. Those who come 
with more powerful emotions, such as 
fear, anger, sadness, disgust, nostalgia, 
happiness, etc, are the ones that are left 
the most in our memory, It is precisely 
these emotions that get us to learn from 
our experiences so that, in the future, we 
understand how to make the decisions 
that will cause us а more pleasant 
emotional state. 
Our memory is selective, and the learning 
we draw from our memories weighs more 
heavily than the memory itself. This makes 
us кат to differentiate between what 
makes us feel good and what makes us feel 
bad and to always choose the path that 
leads us to feel better. 
-Swagato Chatterjee 
Kolkata 


- Іп 
The Dark 


Locked in the unknown world 
for don't know how long.. 
Only feeling that | am not so 
strong 
Lost the desire even to eat 
Just finding lonely time to sit 
Alone in this crowded world 
for a while 
Missing the 
lovely smile 
For which 
people knew 
my existence 
In reality I 
have created 
long 
distances, 
From them ™ 
who loves me 
the most 
As I just wanted to kill the 
devil ghost, 
Really don't want to hurt 
anyone 
Only finding a comfort zone! 
Will I be able to be normal 
once again? 
Or I be taking grave in the 
devil's Den? 
Thinking about this will make 
me cry 


No matter how bravely to fight 
[ try... 

Then a sparkling ray came 
Making me understand it's just 
a game. 

You just need to play .... 

What even if you break the 
clay? 

Don't worry about anything, 

I will be there with a success 
ring 

Live your life as if you are the 
king 

Now no 
negativity 
have the 
ability to 
sting 

For the help I 
am searching 
so far, 

Is waiting for 
me in the 
wonderful car 
My eyes are filled with tears 
And I forget all my fears 

All I want to say is thankyou 
As Гат again able to walk 
with the crew, 

The spirit teaches me not only 
to survive 

But more importantly how 
happily to live! 


-Anuradha Agarwal 
Kolkata 
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ear Readers, 


World Around Us Magazine turns ‘1’ today. I thank you for showing us 

support for our Magazine. It is only due to readers like you which helped us 

reach to a nation-wide of passionate readers & writers. The constant support 
and reading from all of you has pushed us to be better day by day. 


In our journey would thank Team WAU without whom this wonderful journey we have 
taken would not be possible. I applaud for our special writers who are helping so 
diligently in providing support to World Around Us Magazine with their writings & 
guidance. Lots of thanks to our fans who provided us with love & constant support to 
push us through & give the best magazine content, quality & design. Wishing all our 
friends luck on their journey of life. 


We are overwhelmed by your support and love. І do hope to keep improving our 
"Magazinship- between Readers & Team W.A.U. Magz’. Let us hope for the best & keep 
reading World Around Us Magazine! We will continue to keep you optimized in as muc 
aspects as possible. And do not hesitate to write to us! Before leaving I would not bore 
you by saying that you must take care of yourself and your family. I would also not say 
to wear mask or use sanitizers properly. | would certainly not push you to move 
forward with the Vaccination Drive. And obviously I would not tell you that World 
Around Us Magazine, Loves You..! Keep rocking!! 


Soumadeep Chatterjee 
FOUNDER || EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 
World Around Us Magazine 


Email: soumadeep.chatterjee@outlook.com 
Location: Kolkata, India 


~" TO REACH/WRITE TO ७५: 


Jio News & Magzter 
Email: worldaroundusmagz@gmail.com 
ia 
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157 ANNIVERSARY XCLUCIVE 
The ‘WAU’ Superheroes 


SHIVANAND PANDIT 


Financial advisor, Public Speaker, Author, Tax Specialist, Goa 
Shivanand Pandit is an autonomous Finance and Tax Adviser, a 
writer by zeal and a reader by alacrity. His hobbies are playing 
chess, cricket and music. He is a graduate in commerce from Kar 
nataka University, Dharwad and is an alumnus of the Institute of 
Chartered Accountants of India. He is a winner of National Merit 
Scholarship and many other prizes in various quiz and elocution 
competitions. He has contributed several articles to the bulletins 
of Goa Chamber of Commerce and numerous national periodicals. 
Pandit is the manager of Apex Financial Advisory Services and 
Winners Coaching Point. 

You can find him on Facebook and LinkedIn. His twitter handle is 
®goapandit. 


SONAL LOBO 


Тат a post Graduate in commerce from Christ University, Banga- ,- 
lore, Started my career as a lecturer and taught for 4 years and even- 
tually ventured out into corporate as an engagement specialist and 
currently working as a HR manager. 
1 have been writing from the age of 10 and been blogging. Articles 
and have been published in magazines of repute. Published 
two poetry books "Thoughts sublime" and "Whistling words", Cur- 
rently actively blogging in various sites. You can follow me in 
heartmusings.co.in. 
Also a budding chocolatier and runs а small homemade venture De 
Gratia. Also loves to read, cook and play keyboard. 


SUMONA KAUR 


1 am from New Delhi India. 1 was born in Jamshedpur and my fa- 
ther beinz in the Indian Army, 1 grew up in all parts of the coun- 
try. 
The process of creating brands, managing their reputation, and 
communicating with people has brought me to the world of mar- 
keting & public relations. I am currently working as an account 
manager in a public relations firm in New Delhi. Writing has always 
inspired me, being selectively social by nature, my pen has been 
2X my best friend. 1 love telling stories and sharing my opinion 
through my articles, 
My mom & husband is my strength, best friend, and biggest enemy 
in this world. 1 love spending my Sundays lying on the couch 
watching Netflix and eating fish curry & rice. During my leisure 
time, I write blogs, read, listen to slow music, and sleep. My Ше 15 
incomplete without Food, Fashion, and Instagram. 
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The ‘WAU’ Superheroes 


AKAMKSHA RAI 


Since a very early age I've been this inquisitive little hippie girl who 
always had an inner knowing that there's something more to exist- 
ence than the facts in display, At that young age, I did not had any 
idea relating to the Quantum theory, 

This is Akamksha Rai, a student of Esoteric studies, a Arhatic Yoga 
practitioner, a Pranic energy healer, a psychological therapist, 
а spiritual counselor and an aspiring writer. 

Heartbreak, acute depression, addiction, identity crisis and too 
many failures thereafter lead me towards my spiritual initiation in 
2015 since then I started seeing life in a whole new light. Being a 
spiritual healer my life's purpose remains to provide with ideas and 
help to people live a holistic life. 


TT аы 
AKANKSHA МПТЕК 
Hello readers! This is Akanksha here, I'm a BBA student in Hospital 
managment at Future Institute of Engineering and Management 
who's got a little bit of passion for writing. 1 also like Reading, lis- 
tening to music. I started writing Гог WAU magazine a while ago. 1 
started my journey, with “Christmas Xclusive” for "World Around 

Us Magazine". 


It's been amazing, 1 can't believe that we've even completed one 
year?! | wanted to thank WAU for giving me the opportunity to ac- 
tually show my writing skills and improve myself everytime, can't 
wait to deliver more articles to you, hopefully you'll love them as 
much as I dol! 

Happy onc year!! 


157 ANNIVERSARY XCLUCIVE 


The ‘WAU’ Superheroes 
ANURADHA AGARWAL 


1 started my carcer as a private teacher in 2012 and by now 1 had 8 years of expe 
rience. I love teaching and reading. Also 1 am very much interested in under 
standing the stock market well so I decided to pursue CFA program. | cleared all 
the three levels of the CFA(USA) program іп Aug 2029. | entered the corporate 
sector in July 2019 and have 8 months of experience as a research intern. Poems 
always attracted me. From childhood I always used to think how poets are able 
to imagine beyond the horizon. Wandering this 1 get beautiful thoughts which 1 
tried to tie together in a string both in Hindi and in English. You can also follow 
my blog: theilluminations.blogspot.com. Literature always have a very very special 
place in my heart and I feel the joy of having read it in my mind. My biggest 
strength is my family who always supported me in my every decision. 1 get inspi- 
ration from reading the autobiographies of famous legends and other books and 
also from some of my most favourite authors. One of them is the victor cum 
great author Neclam Kumar. 1 am thankful to God that 1 got a chance to know 
this lovely lady and also for the rest of things I have 


SUSMITA CHATTERJEE 


Hey there! This is your editor, Bong-free spirit. Being an ambivert, 
writing was always the way of expressing my feclings and hence, 1 
turned it into my profession. 


Despite being a student of science, 1 chose to be a Content writer, 
both Academic and Creative, At present, a Microbiology Undergradu- 
ate, my favourite things to do in leisure times entails book reading, 
cooking, learning new languages, watching dystoplan and mystery 
series, and obviously, writing. 


World Around Us started a year ago and we already made ዘ to our 
Ist anniversary. Thanks for the readers support and inspiration. 
Cheers to our future endeavours! 


“SOUBHONIK, PRITAM, 
JOYEE, ARKAPRAVO, 
TANMOY, TRIPARNA, 
MANPREET, SHRAMONA, 
MUKHAR” 


We are really thankful for their 
valuable contribution in our journey on 
achieving this milestone. It was really 
inspiring to work side by side & see their 
№ unique talent & hard work in action. We 
Л also look forward to continue our 
FT OW association in future... 


FAMILY & RELATIONSHIP 


Journey from Scars to Star: 
My journey after recurrent miscarriages 


eing an only child, 1 never knew 
what life's struggles were about. 
I was blessed with the most 
loving parents, wonderful 
upbringing and the best of facilities one 
could ever ask for. Despite being the 
apple of my parents' eyes, they ensured 
that 1 was taught to live a life of 
empathy, mutual love and discipline. 
I was blessed with a wonderful husband, 
who loved me and encouraged me to be 
my best. It was beautiful and yes, I lived a 
fairy-tale life. 
After two years of marriage, we decided to 
extend our family and have a baby. I never 
knew it could turn out to become so 
challenging. After a struggle of eight long 
months, Г was pregnant. 
This was the most beautiful а 
news for me and ту 
husband. Being pregnant 
for the first time, we were 
very cautious. We took all 
precautions to be safe and 
cared for the little one in 
my womb. 
Being on the heavier side, I 
was very always cautious of 
my weight and having read a lot of things 
about how weight could affect the unborn 
baby, I was always cautious and troubled. 
The first three months of pregnancy flew 
smoothly with continuous bouts of terrible 
nausea but overall, it was a pleasant 
period, or I just thought so? One Saturday 
morning in the 4th month of my 
pregnancy, for reasons unknown I lost my 
baby. This was a major blow to me! The 
months following this mishap were not 
easy. Though physical healing was fast, 
emotional healing was painfully slow. Yet, 
in a few months' time, 1 recovered and 
resumed my earlier lifestyle. 
My lifestyle was not worth appreciating. It 


T 


was filled with junk food, lack of exercise 
and miles away from God. This continued 
for а couple of months. Suddenly society 
started pressurizing us to have a baby. 
That's when I realized I had to lose the 
excess weight I was carrying. 
Unfortunately, my lack of dedication along 
with the norms in the society regarding 
my age and other criteria put me in a 
dilemma. At last, when I made up my mind 
to take my weight loss goals seriously, I 
became pregnant again! 
Though this news was good, I was 
confused since I was intent on losing 
weight and pregnancy meant a full stop to 
my weight goals. Yet, with a strong heart, I 
went ahead with the pregnancy and gave it 
my best shot. Since I had a 
history of miscarriage, 1 
was advised compl - 
rest, а protein-rich diet, 
injections, medicines and 
the like. However, despite 
all these efforts I suffe: 
a miscarriage in my fifth 
month of pregnancy and 
lost my baby again. It was 
something my family and I 
could not stomach. It was horrific and 
beyond what I had expected. My family 
and friends were shocked, and I was in 
deep remorse. I thought this was the end 
of my dreams and wishes. 


People around me were sympathetic. Some 
were genuinely concerned while others 
were looking for reasons to find faults. 
One of the harsh comments I received was 
about my weight - that it was my weight 
that had caused the loss of my babies. 
Though this comment was hard to 
swallow, it awakened a sense of guilt and 
shame in me. I started blaming myself for 
the whole episode. 


People around me were sympathetic. Some 
were genuinely concerned while others 
were looking for reasons to find faults. 
One of the harsh comments I received was 
about my weight - that it was my weight 
that had caused the loss of my babies. 
Though this comment was hard to 
swallow, it awakened a sense of guilt and 
shame in me. 1 started blaming myself for 
the whole episode. However, after a visit to 
my doctor and on his assurance that the 
miscarriages had nothing to do with my 
weight, I was relieved, Yet, I knew I had to 
take things seriously and change my 
lifestyle. 

The journey after the miscarriages was 
hard but in a way it was beautiful. I 
discovered a lot of things and learnt some 
of the most important life lessons. 
I realized that miscarriage was not God's 
plan. Many of them around told me it is. 
God's plan you need to 

accept И. As much as 1 

accepted it, I realized it was 

the devil's work and I had to 

resist it. I decided to face the 

situation with faith and seek 

the support of the almighty. I 

learnt that it was ok to talk 

about miscarriage, but not 

negatively. 1 learnt to talk to 

other women and share the 

good news that, miracles 

happen and nothing is 

impossible to the almighty. 

I started treating my body with respect. 
Our body is God's temple and we need to 
respect it and take care of it. No, not just. 
physically but emotionally and we need 10 
stop speaking negatively against it. Most 
importantly I learnt not to base my 
decisions on what others said, but pray to 
God discern what is right and act 
accordingly. 

The days following the miscarriage were 
not easy. There were aches, pains and 
frustrations. But slowly I started to heal. I 
started reading my Bible, I started 
listening to the word of God and spending 
time in prayer. This became the best 
remedy for my wounded heart. My 
growing intimacy with God made me 
realize that miscarriage was not his will 
for me but the devil's evil design. 1 also 


realized When we have faith in Him, things 
will change, and miracles do happen. 
Further, I decided to take my weight loss 
goals seriously. Though my weight had 
nothing to do with the miscarriage, I 
decided I need to treat my body with 
respect and not continue with an 
unhealthy body. 1 do not mind how many 
months it would take and who would be 
disappointed, But I would reduce my 
excess weight and become a healthy mom. 
I have begun taking baby steps and the 
results are beginning to show. | am sure I 
would be able to lose the excess baggage 
of my body soon. 
Next, І decided to write about issues that 
are considered taboo. Earlier 1 was very 
diplomatic and was worried about what 
others would think if I wrote on sensitive 
issues. But after my miscarriage, I realized 
that it is necessary to write about 
everything more so about 
issues that you feel and care 
about. I have begun to write 
about topics that are sad 
along with topics that are 
happy. This decision is 
indirectly empowering me 
and making me a strong 
voice to bring out the issues 
which аге otherwise 
considered to be  non- 
existent. 


Though for many people around me, my 
loss was miserable, I began to realize my 
scar was turning out to be a bright star, 
because my Jesus was comforting те. 
Losing a baby was hard but the days that 
followed turned out to be better. I began to 
change my unhealthy lifestyle and started 
heading towards a healthy one. I have 
begun to pursue my interests and most 
importantly I have begun to trust and rely 
on the Supreme Power. For many people, 
God may be fiction but after ту 
miscarriage, he has turned into a reality. 
My spiritual journey has made me hopeful, 
Joyful and given me a reason to live and 
love again! 


-Sonal Lobo 
Bangalore 


ithdrawing cash from the 

ATMs has been the part and 

parcel of а majority of 

Indians. The induction of 
ATMs has helped the consumers save a lot 
of time standing in queues of different 
Bank branches. Then comes the 
coronavirus pandemic and its' impacts: 
the way we used to live; and changed a 
few of our habits. Apart from Covid, there 
is mushrooming of payment apps like 
Paytm, Google pay, Phonepay which have 
also impacted the way we used to do 
payments, One of such habits is forgetting 
out ATM cards at home while going to the 
market. But India's largest bank with the 


FOR THE FIRST TIME EVER, 
AB CASH NIKAALNA HUA 
SAFE AND CARDLESS, DONO. 


[መ ме YONO CASH 


widest customer base has come up with a 
solution- YONO Cash. YONO Cash was 
launched in early 2019 and is available on 
all platforms. It allows an SBI customer to 
withdraw money instantly from any of the 
State Bank of India's ATMs or Merchant 
POS or Customer Service Points (CSPs) 
within India without using a debit card or 
filling up any kind of form. 

Steps to Withdraw Cash- The YONO App 
consumer needs to log in to YONO and 
use the YONO Cash feature to generate a 
reference number and create a dynamic 
PIN for the cash withdrawal The SBI 
Customer can then use the same 


credentials to complete the transaction 
and withdraw/obtain the cash 
from any of the channels. 


Advantages of using YONO 
Cash- It provides a huge 
convenience to the customers 
by allowing them to withdraw 
cash from any channel even if 
they forget their wallets at 
home and only carrying their 
phone The YONO Cash 
transactions are counted over 
and above the АТМ 
withdrawal limits. Secondly, it 
is very environmentally 
friendly as it can help to 
eliminate the usage of plastic 
cards. Thirdly, it is very 
secure and eliminates the 
risks involved with physical 
cards like card trapping, 
shoulder surfing, card 
skimming, lost card/pin. 

So, next time you visit any 
market and need cash, do not 
forget to check YONO cash! 


Covid-19 Impact: Indian 


Education Sector 
ngoing Covid-19 and subsequent 
nationwide lockdowns have 
changed the lives of people 
worldwide. Initially, it was fear, 

confusion, and uncertainty in the mind of 
the people but after the second wave, 
people now consider it to be the new 
normal. Virtual meetings, work from 
home, online shopping, and e-learning 
have become the new notion of life. It is 
argumentative but there һауе been 
positive as well as negative impacts on our 
lifestyle. Pandemic gave people more 
family time, opportunities to explore new 
hobbies or complete their unfinished 
tasks, but there has been the other side of 
the story too, we have seen more people 
are suffering from anxiety, depression & 
loneliness. The worst sufferer out of all 
have been the students, their life has been 
squeezed to online classes and virtual 
learning. 

As per a recent report of UNICEF, the 
Covid-19 pandemic has demolished the 
education systems around the world, it 
has closed the education of more than 90% 
of the student population. In India, over 
1.5 million schools have been closed down 
due to the pandemic, it has affected 
approximately 286 million children from 
pre-primary to secondary levels, This is in 
addition to the 6 million girls and boys 
who were already out of school 

prior to Covid-19. This is not only 
confined to the educational 
systems, it has a severe impact 

on the economy as well, but it is 

also estimated India will lose 

more than Rs 32.3 lakh crore in 

the possible future earnings. The 
unemployment rate has spiked 

across the country, thousands of 
teachers & staff have lost their 

jobs. Even if we ignore the 
economical aspects, as per India 

Today's online report, over 1.5 

million schools across India 


closed down due to the pandemic, and it is 
almost next to impossible to switch to 
large-scale digital education. Only, 24 
percent of households have access to the 
internet, and in rural India, the numbers 
are far lower, with only 4 percent of 
households having access to the internet. 
Indeed the new virtual learning system 
seems confusing & complicated for the 
children, but there have been positive 
sides too, it saves time. Virtual learning is 
flexible, and there are no restrictions on 
getting late to the class or missing out on 
lectures, etc. The students not only learn 
the subjects and courses online but also 
they are learning how to be a pro in using 
digital platforms. Instant feedback is one 
of the most significant benefits of the 
virtual classroom, now students can 
analyze their performance instantly and 
keep improving them. On the other hand, 
prolonged lack of real social interaction 


and personal connections with friends, 
classmates, and teachers have affected 
children's personality development. For 


smaller children, one of the biggest 
challenges of online learning is the 
struggle with focusing on the screen for 
long periods. Also, most of the time it is 
seen that parents are helping their 
children during examinations or school 
assignments. This makes the children 
dependent and also affects the child's 
confidence level. 


Т he world of virtual learning 
has not been easy for the 
senior students as well, they 
haven't set their foot on the 

college campuses for almost two years 

now, their 


freshers are meeting 
teachers & students through virtual 
platforms. 


A large number of students have 
abandoned their plans to pursue higher 
studies abroad. Manisha, a student of 
medical science has got admission to 
Stanford University, California but for 
the past, one year has been attending 
virtual classes and seeing the campus 
through a virtual tour. Manisha is not 
alone in the race, there have been 
hundreds of students, whose 
educational career has been impacted 
due to the Covid-19 pandemic. 


Though there һауе been numerous 
negative impacts from the COVID-19 
outbreak on the field of education, at the 
same time there are positive impacts 
also that would take the sector a step 
higher. The Pandemic has made the 
educational sector more innovative, the 
schools & colleges have adopted new 


digital technologies to deliver seamless 
education to the students. The 
institution is motivating & encouraging 
the teachers & students to become 
technology savvy through various online, 
webinars, virtual classrooms, 
teleconferencing, and digital exams. The 
adoption of technology in the present 
scenario has become normal and well 
accepted among people, otherwise, it 
would have taken at least a decade or 
more to be accepted by a wide segment 
of society. 


Everyone has the same question, When 
will life be normal? Is the vaccine 100% 
safe? So on, but at the end of the day, life 
continues to move on and so does 
education. Ме сап sense the 
unimaginable damage it has done to the 
educational system & the students, but it 
also becomes a blessing in disguise, It has 
opened doors to digitalization. Тһе 
situation demands the updating of 
infrastructure and knowledge of how to 
face events like these in the future, 


-Sumona Kaur 
New Delhi 
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SHERSHAAH - An awe-inspiring portrayal of the Kargil 
War, along with a tribute to its fallen heroes! 


T he script depicts the 
events of the Kargil war 
and the role played by 
Captain Vikram Batra 

(РУС), whose dauntless spirit and 

unyielding courage contributed 

extensively to capture the most 
strategic points/peaks of Drass 

Sector and Mushko valley(Point 

5140 & Point 4875 respectively) 

at an altitude of 17000 ft. in 

Kargil which  successively 

cemented India's victory in one 

of the toughest mountain warfare 
ever fought. 

The First half of the Biopic reveals 

the journey of the character's 

childhood, family, friends, and 
college-going years simultaneously 
with a love sequence with the 
character Dimple Cheema (played 
by actress Kiara Advani who does 

a wonderful job through her 

flawless acting). This successively 

builds up to the 2nd half and 
depicts the characters journey 
towards the Indian Army where 


the cinematography is amazing wr arm 


with lush valleys, scenic beauty, and 
terrifying heights which gets as real as it 
can be, for it was shot in the original 
location of Kargil. The war and actions 
sequences were brilliantly executed by 
Siddharth Malhotra (the actor playing Capt. 
Vikram Batra) who also successfully 
recreates the aura of a flamboyant "Yeh Dil 
Maange More" persona which the character 
was in real life. The movie also shows a 
real footage of Vikram Batra in the end of 
the movie. 

The source material from which the script 
was derived i.e. was the sheer courage & 
determination shown by Capt. Vikram 
Batra in the actual war was so real & 


6 12 | prime video 
— 


daunting that it is bound to mesmerize 
you, grip you and make you feel proud of 
The Indian Army for their bravery and 
sacrifice, by experiencing the further 
events of the war as the drama unfolds. 


The drama is an obvious/definite watch, 
will surely conclude with the audience's wet 


eyes and hearts 
Mange тоге". 


whispering "Yeh Dil 
For youngsters it is a 
definite watch as it consists of mind- 
blowing romance, determination ἃ 
patriotism! 


-Pritam Maji 
Kolkata 


Mosquitoes Overtahen 


few months before while I was 
surfing through the internet I 
stumbled upon опе report 
about a Mosquito production 
project sponsored by the most popular 
and fourth richest person Bill Gates - the 
co-founder of Microsoft The project 
detailed the production of millions of 
engineered mosquitoes to fight off some 
common, deadly, and prevailing 
mosquito-aided diseases, and this project 
is also stated to be environment friendly. 


Before we leap on to the project details, let 
us first understand some biological basics 
of this disturbing and disease-spreading 
insect. Mosquitoes that bite us and animals 
are female ones and they suck the blood 
for two purposes, one is feeding and the 


second is the hatching of their eggs. 
Science says that humans and 
certain animal's blood contain a 25) 


specific protein needed for 

optimal development and viable 
offspring. Feeding on blood is a , 
common and unique 
phenomenon for hematophagous 
arthropods. 

Blood contains essential nutrients for egg 
production. After feeding on blood, it 
takes around three to five days for 
digestion of blood and development of 
eggs. With one meal of blood, a female 
mosquito produces as many as three 
hundred eggs - just imagine the 
reproduction rate of mosquitoes and the 
reason behind such numerous numbers of 
them. Male mosquitoes feed on plant's 
secretion such as stem, leaf fluids, and 
nectar. 

Oxitec Technology - a Biotech firm funded 
by Bill Gates, based in Florida has released 
genetically engineered mosquitoes to fight 
against severe and deadly diseases like 
Dengue and Zika virus. These bio- 
engineered mosquitoes are male ones and 


they belong to the Aedes Aegypti type that 
does not bite and mate with the local 
female mosquitoes and thereby female 
offsprings from these mating encounters 
can not survive, which will result in control 
of the population of disease-carrying 
Aedes Aegypti. Bill and Melinda Gates have 
disbursed up to 4 million US dollars for 
this project. Oxitec has branded these new 
mosquito species as 'Friendly Mosquitoes'. 
They are released in Brazil, Panama, and in 
the Cayman Islands and have passed 
controlled cage trials in India. The project 
is successful in quite a number of places 
that claim that these newly engineered 
mosquitoes are able to reduce wild 
populations of Aedes Aegypti by ninety 
percent. 
Now, anything running in vast reaches has 
its own pros and cons and in this project, 
the cons lie in some scientists 
and experts having doubts 
regarding the efficiency of this 
project. They doubt about this 
new species getting adapted to 
pre-functioning insect control 
practices such as spraying and 
using chemical insecticides. 
Reports say that Mosquitoes have 
developed resistance to insecticides in the 
past, so how about the new ones? 


Some say it is unclear if the bioengineered 
ones will stand against their natural rivals 
who went through the natural selection 
process - following the survival of the 
fittest. Whatever the consequences may be, I 
believe in the positivity of this project and 
am confident that this initiative will lead to 
a more clean, more deadly disease-free 
environment around us and its implication 
must be followed everywhere across the 
nations... 


-Swagato Chatterjee 
Kolkata 
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І 4 Тһ Perhaps it just needs the 
n 0 e confidence to be on his own 
legs, 

Heavens... And from the known world it 
wants to escape! 

In the cave of the shadows [am with you everywhere said 
where the mind resides, the God 
Every single truth it wants to So What if the real world is 
. hide, some odd? 
Burried them deep below the Atleast you try so don't worry 
sea shore about being late, 


So that there is noise no more with your belief and courage 
Get rid of the constructive you will open the golden gate... 
thoughts, Why always you wanted to be 

God knows from where the like the tall trees, 
borrowed vision it bought? (ур the birds in the cage which 
May be the people whom it only aspires to be free... 


accompany, sa dbye t deluded 
Obviously easy options are — озон m. 


available many... Get ready for the new excitin 
One fine day the chains break 4 REA 


And outside the cave it crawl Ве the soil on which the green 
like a snake... forest survive, 

From your 

own hands 

sketch and 

colour your 

beautiful life ! 


-Anuradha 
Agarwal 
Kolkata 
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E Readers, 
I thank you for showing us support for our Magazine. It is only due to 
readers like you which helped us reach to a nation-wide of passionate 
readers & writers. The constant support and reading from all of you has 
pushed us to be better day by day. 


In our journey would thank Team WAU without whom this wonderful journey we have 
taken would not be possible. 1 applaud for our special writers who are helping so 
diligently in providing support to World Around Us Magazine with their writings & 
guidance. Lots of thanks to our fans who provided us with love & constant support to 
push us through & give the best magazine content, quality & design. Wishing all our 
friends luck on their journey of life. 


We аге overwhelmed by your support and love. І do hope to keep improving our 

*Magazinship- between Readers & Team W.A.U. Мадг. Let us hope for the best & keep 

reading World Around Us Magazine! We will continue to keep you optimized in as much 

aspects as possible. And do not hesitate to write to us! Before leaving I would not bore 

you by saying that you must take care of yourself and your family. | would also not say 

to wear mask or use sanitizers properly. And obviously I would not tell you that World 
Around Us Magazine, Loves You..! Keep rocking!! 

Soumadeep Chatterjee 

FOUNDER || EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 

World Around Us Magazine 


Email: soumadeep.chatterjee@outlook.com 
Location: Kolkata, India 


ο ---» TO REACH/WRITE ТО US: 


Jio News & Magzter 
Email: worldaroundusmagz@gmail.com 
oc : India 


" Wear a Mask & Get Vaccinated! 
Tahe Care of Wourself & Your Family! 
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Drive away your mind 


We live in a society where one is always 
expected to live and act according to the 
standards and expectations of the society. 
Yes, indeed all of us live in society and are 
bound to follow the rules and regulations 
but it's not a compulsion to go according 
to the crowd and measure your worth 
based on the standards set by the society. 

I have experienced such various issues but 
one drawback in me which society 
identified or rather I would be precise if I 
said a few in the society felt was that I 
didn't know to drive. 

Well I also had the desire to learn to drive 
but the circumstances and the situations 
somehow dint favour and I was unable to 
learn to drive in my teenage years. 

] received а lot of 
criticisms, many of them 
commented a few of them 
laughed and felt that I 
lacked guts. I choose to 
ignore all these comments 
and carry on. 

Having dealt with all the 
rude remarks positively 1 
had to face yet another 
such comment from a 
person inside the family zone, very often I 
was made fun off by him which I tolerated 
but like it is said everything as a limit. On 
а casual day while | met this person he 
immediately teased me and said if you 
wish you can take my vehicle and go, for 
which I did not respond he continued to 
laugh and say "oh you don't know to drive 
hasn't your father taught you? Very bad". I 
have taught my daughter to drive. These 
unwanted remarks kindled in me the 
desire to answer back and I politely told 
him yes, my dad did not teach me to drive 
à vehicle but he has taught me to travel on 
my own. My father as encouraged me to 
use the public transport fearlessly and 


also instilled in me the courage to travel 
all over the place alone without having to 
fear about anyone. My dad had taught me 
to be independent and learn to manage 
even without a vehicle. It is his teaching 
that has made me so able that I can roam 
around 
without having to depend on anybody or 
anything to travel around. A vehicle would 
make no difference to me because I knew I 
could survive without a vehicle of my own. 
After saying this I realized I had driven his 
mind crazy because he was a man who had 
just taught his daughter to drive but not 
to explore fearlessly, he never let his 
grown up daughter go around anywhere 
fearing what would happen, he had 
instilled fear іп ከ15 
daughters heart and not 
the courage to face boldly. 
I was happy because 
maybe 1 couldn't drive a 
vehicle but I could drive 
his mind away. 
Most of us in life face such 
situations, people jeer and 
mock at us that we are not 
good. There are a few who 
enjoy highlighting other people's 
weaknesses forgetting to examine their 
own drawbacks. 
Let these comments not drain us let us 
learn to accept it positively, when you feel 
you need to do something do it but if you 
feel it's not required forget it. Let us not 
do anything just so that the society 
accepts us let us do it because we want to. 
I know I will learn driving and drive 
around. But I am in no hurry to please 
anyone. Till then 1 will roam around the 
busy street of Bangalore happily in the 
buses and by walk. Next time you question 
me I will drive your mind away. 

-Sonal Lobo 


Е has become an integral part of 
our lives due to it's numerous uses in our 
day to day activities ranging from basic to 
higher level of education, different 
courses on the computer system, 
achieving higher degrees in various 
academics, and various fields starting 
from NASA to Business-Commerce and 


others. The various applications of 
computer can be split to different 
domains such as: 


Home - Online Bill Payment, Email 
Communication, Watching movies and 
shows across various platforms, Playing 
games and others. 

Medical Field - Computers are used in 
hospitals and medical departments for 
maintaining Database of Patients on 
multiple entities. Doctors use advanced, 
robotic methods to operate on patients. 
Virtual reality technologies are also used 
to provide training to medical staff and 
students. 

Entertainment - From video and sound 
engineering to implementing the latest 
ways in modern cinematography, 
Entertainment industry is very much 
dependent on the modern computer 
system. 

Apart from all these, Computers have 
great utilities in other fields such as 
Education, Government, Banking, Science 
and Engineering and more. 

What is Booting? 

Before І explain what Booting is, let me 
explain what is an OS or Operating 
System. Computer 15 fundamentally 
divided into two parts - Hardware and 
Software. By their names only, we can 
understand that Hardware is that part of 
the computer system which is physically 
hard or tangible or those parts which we 
can touch and 5ος, Right from the Cabinet 


containing the motherboard, power-supply 
unit, processor unit, hard-disk to Monitor, 
Printer, Scanner, etc, all fall under 
Hardware parts of the computer. 

Software is just the opposite of Hardware. 
All the programs, set of instructions 
encoded in the chipsets and integrated 
circuits through which we communicate 
with the computer by rapid and random 
transferring of languages of humans and 
computers and vice-versa falls under 
Software which is again fundamentally 
divided into two types : 

8 System Software 

8 Application Software 

System Software - It is a set of programs 
creating a base on which other application 
programs run and through these 
operations, we communicate with the 
computer and get our desired results. АП 
Operating Systems fall under System 
Software as this is the fundamental 
software behind the whole functioning of 
the computer system. 

In this article I will give emphasis on the 
System Software and the OS (Operating 
System) and how the computer boots or 
starts by loading pre-loaded programs and 
vast drivers intra-communicating with the 
hardware devices leaving off Ше 
application software part. 

Booting generally means starting of the 
computer system when we turn-on the 
machine and the internal steps which 
occur right from 

-Power on Self Test - Checking all the 
hardware devices attached to the 
computer system 

-Checking the Basic Input Output System 
or BIOS and the configurations mentioned 
in it 

-Checking the firmware and loading the 
Boot-loader containing OS information 


-Loading the OS after visiting the Kernel 
section 


Ihe above three steps are just the basic 
steps and 1 will not explain the details as 
explaining them will take us far away from 
the point to understand the new way of 
Booting nowadays. So far we have 
understood what is booting and its 
relation with the BIOS and how an OS gets 
loaded and ме start operating the 
computer. 


Now, let us understand the differences 
between Booting through BIOS and UEFI - 


Booting through BIOS - BIOS stands for 
Basic Input Output System and is 
essentially the software built in the 
motherboard which allows us to change 
certain settings like Time and Date, Power 
Schedule, Boot Order and more. BIOS was 
good enough but not up to the mark 
because it is graphically not too advanced 
and the booting sector is run by MBR or 
Master Boot Record containing all the 
bootable device information. The BIOS was 
actually the 16-bit software to die off and 
which got updated to 32 and 64-bit 
nowadays. BIOS is often referred to as 
Legacy BIOS or Legacy OpROM (Option 
ROM). 


Booting through UEFI - UEFI stands for 
Unified Extensible Firmware Interface and 
is technologically more advanced than the 
traditional BIOS system. It is graphically 
more advanced and helps in proper and 
full optimization of the disk space in 
space allocation and of those hard disks 


of more than 2 TB size. UEFI leads to 
greater control over hardware features 
such as fans and over-clocking and helps 
in loading the integrated hardware drivers 
pre-installed іп modern computer 
systems. While UEFI is completely 
different from Legacy BIOS, it is often 
referred to as UEFI BIOS or simply BIOS in 
recent times in modern machines. Most 
motherboards support switching between 


Legacy and UEFI BIOS systems or a Mix of 
both. 


UEFI comes with GPT or GUID Partition 
Table. GUID stands for Globally Unique 
Identifier. GPT leads to advanced booting 
with high end graphics acceleration and 
allows more than four partitions up to 4 
zetta-bytes which does not happen in case 
of MBR, limited to only four partitions per 
drive. Legacy BIOS or MBR holds in case of 
an old drive with an old operating system 
such as Windows XP or 7. UEFI facilitates 
Secure Boot which is a way of preventing 
certain kinds of malware from getting 
loaded and thus compromising the OS. 
Therefore UEFI is more recommended for 
modern computer systems with latest 
Operating System versions starting from 
Windows 8 and more. 


Well, whatever may be the latest system 
running now, We always have to keep 
ourselves updated with the technology 
with the modern machines and implement 
new ways in our lives surrounded by all 
parameters. 

-Swagato Chatterjee 


Taxing glitches 


The year 2021 has witnessed radical 
changes in the Indian income tax 
configuration. One of them is the 
introduction of the new income tax portal. 
On June 7 with abundant hullabaloo the 
refurbished income tax portal has been 
hurled by the Income Tax department. 
However, the gateway remained 
unreachable for the better section on its 
debut day. Almost thirty days later, 
nothing has altered, and taxpayers are 
progressively becoming impatient. 

In May 2021 while publicizing the 
launching of its new e-filing portal http:// 
www.incometax.gov.in, the Income Tax 
department mentioned that the new portal 
will be a "taxpayer-friendly portal" The 
department also stated that the new portal 
will facilitate the processing of Income Tax 
Returns and help in issuing rapid refunds 
to taxpayers, with all communications and 
uploads or unresolved activities to be 
shown оп а single dashboard. 
Additionally, the department stated that 
to assist the taxpayers the software for 
preparing the tax return will be 
incorporated on the portal along with a 
new call centre for quick reaction to 
inquiries. 


Infosys' new innings 


The prime reason for introducing the new 


portal was to have а gateway with 
elementary configuration and easy use. 
Therefore, the government entrusted the 
task to tech giant Infosys. In 2019 the 
entity was given the contract to develop 
the new income tax portal, replenishing 
the old one, in a proposal to decrease the 
processing tenure from 63 days to one day 
for a total expenditure of 24,200 crore. 

Unfortunately, а few hours after the 
introduction of the portal things began 
going downhill. Tax specialists resorted to 
Twitter to raise the flag against hitches 
tagging Finance Minister. This has forced 


the minister to ask the co-founder and 
Chairman of Infosys, Nandan Nilekani to 
tackle users' apprehensions. Though the 
company has said that it is working 
swiftly on this project with more than 750 
people, even after approximately 90 days 
many glitches are still present, and the 
new portal has become a running comedy. 
The government has summoned the entity 
and ordered its team to resolve the 
problems by September 15, 2021. 
Similarly, the company's work on MCA 21 
(Ministry of Corporate Affairs) and the 
GSTN (Ministry of Finance) projects gave 
similar type of headache to many 
professionals and businessmen. 


“АП is not well’ with the I-T portal 


Numerous glitches cropped up 
immediately after the launch of the portal. 
Failure to create a One Time Password or 
Pin for authenticating Aadhar, hitches 
relating to password creation, inability to 
integrate historical data for previous 
returns are prominent among them. Some 
of the additional serious problems are 
mistakes in the calculation of interest, 
wrong catching of details from Form 16, 
failure to add particulars for tax 
exemption for trusts, failure to accept the 
tax return even days after submission, 
failure of the e-verification system, 
inability to capture the details from Form 
26А5 and consumption of a lot of time in 
uploading the return. 

Furthermore, the portal was not fully 
functional and complete at the time of 
introduction, Several features were absent 
in the portal, and it was half-baked. There 
are manifold levels in the portal that 
should work in a cohesive manner for 
smooth transactions on the site. This has 
not occurred in the new tax portal. The 
government also failed to outline the 
scope precisely and introduced the portal 
in a hurry. This means that the gateway 
was far from ready before the 
introduction, and it was launched hastily. 


Another common problem faced by the 
tax consultants is the poor performance of 
the e-proceedings utility. This is taxing for 
the taxpayers who must file responses to 
questions raised by the Income Tax 
department. They are also not able to 
upload any documents within a specified 
period. Also, due to the non-accessibility 
of online service for filing of Form 15CA 
or Form 15CB people making foreign 
remittances were not able to file the 
prescribed forms. This has created a 
major commercial impact. 


Because of all the above glitches, tax 
professionals are batting for bringing the 
old portal or system, which was managed 
by the TCS. However, it is not as easy as 
making that statement and may give birth. 
to new problems. Most of the data from 
the old portal has already been shifted to 
the new one and many have already begun 
filing them. If the portal gets reversed 
now, user information goes missing and a 
mismatch of details could generate an 
even major mess. 


The portal remains an irritating concern 
for taxpayers struggling to file their 
returns, ahead of the September 15 
deadline fixed by the government for the 
portal's tech developer, Infosys, to solve 
problems. Many hitches still prosper in the 
return filing modules and even 
monotonous tasks namely requesting an 
adjournment in enduring assessments, 
complying with the 'Vivad Se Vishwas' 
system, and uploading digital signature 
have become challenging. Even though the 
government has prolonged the due date 
for individual taxpayers to file an income 
tax return (ITR) till December 31, it is 
imposing a 1% interest for each month of 
delay beyond the original July 31 deadline, 
provoking queries about the treasury 
punishing them for governmental fiascos. 


The processing pace of the new portal also 
remains relatively time-consuming than 
the previous version despite some 
developments from the time when the 
portal was launched. In addition, ITR 
forms for companies, partnership firms, 
and Limited Liability Partnerships (LLPs) 


are still not available for filing. Due to 
numerous functional glitches, the user 
interface of the new portal is very difficult 
to use as it follows a step-by-step tactic. In 
the earlier portal, it was easy to fill in 
particulars on several tabs of the return 
form and populate them progressively till 
the time of filing. However, now, to fill up 
the particulars you may have immediate 
access to them till all the fields in an 
earlier step are filled. 


Importantly, the style the government 
configures its technology schemes is also 
defective. For instance, most government 
technology contracts warrant the vendors 
to work as system integrators. This means 
they must not only offer the software and 
related services but also arrange for 
hardware components, which comprise 
more than 50 percent of the total contract 
cost. Moreover, IT companies must pay the 
suppliers of the hardware upfront, but the 
payment from the government comes 
many months later. 


As a final point, the compliance portals 
like І-Т portal should be free from regular 
technical glitches. The government should 
not levy the interest for those taxpayers, 
who have already paid their total tax 
liability if they file their tax return within 
the prolonged-time limit. The government 
should act fast and fix the hitches creating 
chaos. Otherwise, it would be huge trouble 
for the government that asserts by 
upgraded technology and makes big 
statements of creating digital powers for 
ease of doing business and ease of living. 
The fact is that the tax portal glitch is a 
blunder by both the government and 
Infosys. Therefore, making Infosys the 
only villain in the story is prejudicial. Two 
weeks before, the  RSS-affiliated 
Panchjanya blamed Infosys for being anti- 
national This is not a welcome trend. 
However, if Infosys fails to fix the 
problems of the portal on time, it may 
adversely influence the government's 
revenue collection when it is experiencing 
sombre funds crisis. 


-Shivanand Pandit 


КОЕ Chapter 2 


Four times agone, Ше makers of КСЕ 
Chapter 1 made a pledge. A pledge of 
making the biggest Kannada film that will 
reach new avenues and newer cult. And 
moment, they're back with KGF Chapter 2, 
and if the responses are anything to go by, 
the pledge has been kept, Written and 
directed by Prashanth Neel, who's а 
megastar in his own right, the KGF flicks 
have grasped Ше entire nation's 
knowledge and reinvented the time- tested 
story of an sacrifice coming on top 
surmounting all odds. But also, when the 
sacrifice in question is the putatively 
insurmountable Rocky Bhai (Yash), every 
element of the masala template is 
telephoned up to astronomical situations. 


Still, then we've three brilliant sequences 
featuring them where there's an oscillation 
of power, and each of these scenes delivers 
the majesty and intensity that KGF will 
ever be known for. Another hand of KGF 
that will be always associated with the 


ballot is hyperactive-stylised violence. 
While there's a lot to bandy where the film. 
falls on the moral diapason, Ше arresting 
visual style of the film masks similar study 
processes during its runtime. 

A lot of similar questions do arise while 
watching KGF 2, the primary of which is 
the terribly underwritten 
womanish lead. With Srinidhi 

Shetty’s Reena suffering from 

a severe case of Stockholm 

Syndrome, one ca 7" help but 

feel bad about her character 

sketch. It's disquieting 

because indeed lower places 

like the one played by Easwari 

Rao get a neatly rounded bow. 

Surely Reena and Srinidhi 

merited better. 

The brilliant specialized 

platoon conjures mesmerising 


illustrations to keep us invested in the 
world of KGF. Keeping the colour palette to 
a minimum, photographer Bhuvan Gowda 
gives us some stunning illustrations that 
capture the majesty of the design without 
really clowning. No aspect of this 
substance feels wasted or overboard. Be it 
the vast fields of the mines or the noway- 
ending shots of an array of vehicles 
including buses, aeroplanes, vessels, bikes, 
copters etc ... every visual element of KGF 
standstall. However, it's in the editing by 
Ujwal Kulkarni, If there's showboating of 
any kind. And indeed then, the work might 
feel inordinate, but in anover-the-top world 
of KGF, it fits in impeccably. 

Three other technicians who truly elevate 
KGF Chapter 2 are musician Ravi Basrur 
(the casket-thumping background score), 
art director Shivakumar (the tasteful 
coronation stairs, the greyness of the 
mines, and further), and trick 
choreographers Anbariv (every scene 
involving Yash brandishing munitions, the 
auto sequences, and further). Almost every 
high moment of KGF Chapter 2 is the 
cooperative work of each department, and 
it's awful to see how each of them worked 
like clockwork to deliver this grand 
spectacle. 


Old Glittering with a new hope 


Time flew and We revolved around the sun 
again with a lot of challenges and 
obstacles and successfully overcame them. 
In this battle, We lost а lot of near and 
dear ones who left for heavenly abode and 
few still on the verge of struggling and 
waiting for the final departure. Nothing to 
say about this Natural and Universal series 
of events through which We all have to 
travel eventually. This is totally inevitable. 
What matters is we keep on shining and 
erase the negativities around us. The most 
gifted are those who practise the thing by 
default. They live in peace and We should 
follow them. 


Just imagine you are on a trip to an 
unknown, unpredictable journey which 
you started with new hope and positive 
energy, and after prolonged traveling and 
meeting and  traversing 

through different 
circumstances, you grew old 

with good and bad 

experiences such that опе 

or many can follow your 

path. Think that in this 

journey you wonder about 

the immediate outcome at 

every step апа this 

continuous tension makes you anxious and 
you get mentally tired. Suddenly on one 
fine day, you get to meet someone you 
know for years and start sharing in a 
mutual manner all the set of events that 
happened to both of you. That time You 
both will feel like the most fortunate 
person in the world. 


Now Look upon the above journey as Life 
and Feel the same way as written above. 
Wisdom says, Life is а road of situation 


and circumstances and if there is no 
problem, there is no life. You are living in 
the zone of mixed happiness and sadness, 
days on a series of being tough and 


smooth, just like the day and night - 
symbiotically dependent on each other and 
Ше existence. of one depends on the 
existence of the other. If you constantly 
live a happy life, you will eventually fail 10 
achieve happiness in due course and your 
dreams of a happy and peaceful life will 
definitely fail because there is no sadness 
to create the urge for happiness. The same 
goes for being sad too. Now, here is the 
biggest paradox of life, where you cannot 
live а continuous happy life and You or 
None want to be sad in any form. Well, 
Paradox is beautiful 1 would say and this 
whole life is actually the most complicated 
enigma for everyone and we are on this 
beautiful journey together. 


Now, we cannot change what is inevitable 

but we can of course change the ratio of 

the Good and Bad entities, 

bring in the most positive 

vibes around us, and 

forming a reflection of the 

same to others, This 

important step will 

automatically drive out the 

minuses from us. An old 

proverb says that Good 

always happens to the 

good ones and we measure this good 

attribute by how we behave in soci: how 

much we are helpful to others, and how we 

deal with the environment. The most 

important segment is How we keep 

ourselves in all circumstances and behave 

with our soul. Following integrity is the 

most desired thing for polishing our self- 

esteem. It is nice to create relationships 

beyond families but it is best to nurture 

the relationship the perfect way and 

maintain supportiveness at all times. We 

all have that glittering within us and we 

have to reboot the same with a paradigm 
of new hope. 

-Swagato Chatterjee 


FROM 
BLOSSOMS 


From blossoms comes 

this brown paper bag of 
peaches 

we bought from the boy 

at the bend in the road where 
we turned toward 

signs painted Peaches. 


From laden boughs, from 
hands, 

from sweet fellowship in the 
bins, 

comes nectar at the roadside, 
succulent 

peaches we devour, dusty skin 
and all, 

comes the familiar dust of 
summer, dust we eat. 


O, to take what we love inside, 
to carry within us an orchard, 
to eat 

not only the skin, but the 
shade, 

not only the sugar, but the 
days, to hold 

the fruit in our hands, adore it, 
then bite into 

the round jubilance of peach. 
There are days we live 

as if death were nowhere 

in the background; from joy 
to joy to joy, from wing to 
wing, 

from blossom to blossom to 
impossible blossom, to sweet 
impossible blossom 


LI-YOUNG 
LEE 


PRANS 


re 
AND 
R 
d Аў ( ጋ 
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MY FRIEND КАМ/ WANTS To 
EXCHANGE HER SAREE WITH 
THAT OF MINE. 


4 FIRST | WANT TO 4 YOU COULD NEAR AND SHOW МЕ 
WEAR AND SEE HOW ተም “ተ т ae BE EASY 


DOES IT LOOK. 


DOES ANY MAN 11 THE DOOR. SO THAT NO ONE 
WEAR SAREE? COMES IN. WHO WILL COME TO KKOW.? 
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k BUT IT IS » 
AND LAST TIME. 


KISHORE! WHEN YOU BOAST ABOUT TN 


| YOUR MALE cin 
| T6 YOURFRIENDS THE 
FL SHOW TIS HIT 


| WHAT HAVE 
7% » PARANTHA. 


3 £4 PULAO.WE"LL 
EAT THESE DELICALIES ON THE 
SOFT GRASS OF VALLEY ON 
THE OUTSKIRTS OF CITY. 


EAT FOOD WHY) | STAY HERE AND 

NOT TAKE A И GUARD THE 

ROUND OF TH Fo 
VALLEY? GD 


= DOES IT FEEL TO 
RETURN HUNGRY 
FROM A PICNIC? 
ыз a 


ነ 


WOMAN GARDENER 
BUDHDHAN'S WIFE? 


Е zb " WILL YOU 
60 WITHOUT ENTERING 
OUR HOUSE Р 


EFF BRING TEA |ሕ LISTEN! КИ DU MEAN / SHAUL 
| FOR YOU. КИ || CAN'T vou || 60 THERE AND 
m GO TO 


DUBAI? 


ENS 


SHOULD DO THAT 
WORK BY WHICH 
ONE ለጠ МОКЕ 


BUSY 
HUSBAND 


h THIS WORK, BUT 
YOU DIDN'T DO IT, 


I SHOULD ВЕ AND / WAS BUSY IN Е 
INDEPENDENT, HOSPITALITY.I DIDN'T GET TIME. 


TODAY I'LL PUT BUTTON 1 
MY OWN HANDS. 


m you „ D0.N0W 60 
| 40 LET ME 00 MY WORK. 


"በ 


ОН-РНО! DAMN CAN'T PUT m^ SHIELA! PLEASE 


THREAD IN THE NEEDLE. INSERT THREAD 
IN NEEDLE. 


па. WITH 
BUTTER ! 


SHAILI - REMOVE 

SPIDER WEBS, SHANU 
WOULD PUT BOOKS ON 
SHELF, YOUR PAPA 

WOULD WIPE WINDOWS 
AND | SHALL 


| BOOKS 
ON SHELF. 


ሰራ 


ሟ 


T. ο n በይ L ዕዕ CLEANING 
CLEANING « n NEXT SUNDAY. 
2 (¢ ዳ 
е 


¢. 
N 


ያ SHIELA!YOUR NEWSPAPER IS D 
d AT THE DOOR FOR QUITE SOME TIME, 
DID YOU SLEEP LATE AT NIGHT ? 


COMPETITIDN 


4 СНАКВАК! 
YESTERDAY WE WENT TO | HAD OUR DINNER АТ 
A THREE-STAR HOTEL : A FIVE-STAR HOTEL. 
FOR DINNER. 


NOT EAT F00D 

UNTIL THERE | b 4 

ARE SIX DISHES pv ch 
ON TABLE. . 


WE PURCHASED THIS ш WE BOUGHT 
NEW AMBASSADOR 
Ln LAST WEEK. МЕКСЕРЕЗ, 


; г: Р 
TWO THOUSAND 
RUPEES 4 


MY ONE TOOTH 
15 BROKEN. 


MY WHOLE 
DENTURE 15 


КА OF MY BOYFRIENDS 
NITIESH 1S COMING MY HOME. 
1 WANTED ТО KNOW WHAT THINGS 


οι. ην 

j Т! 
AND OTHER 

IN DISHES. 


* HE J 
PROPOSE YOU 
FOR MARRIAGE. 


BUT NEXT ТО FOOD 

WHAT 15 IMPORTANT 
ISA ТА. 
CROCKERY. 


СКОСКЕКҮ 
ОМ НІКЕ. 


V SERVE 
BREAKFAST 
ІҢ THAT. 

> 152 Я == 
Ж ыз 


4 
“Ші 
1 


На 


6061 IS EXPERT IN TN . 
WHOSOE μ΄ MAT HER 


к. SERVING А 
[ HOTEL ЗА” | 


TS να 


CONDITIONER, NOW OUR SUMMERS 
WILL BE COMFORTABLE. 


T. 
5. 


| 
{жы ር 


zn DO YOU KNOW THAT AIR 
CONDITIONER CONSUMES MORE 
ELECTRICITY THAN A FAN ? 
WHO WILL PAY THE BILL? 


Y THIS TIME ІТ 15 WE : PS 
SCORCHING SUMMER | | HEAT, SHIEI μα A Ж : 
OUTSIDE SUN IS | 2 4 
DANCING ROCK-N: š REALLY Y0U LIYE 

6; Ха ) ІМ ሬሸ 


г IT FROM 
DUBAI. 


OF THEAIR ky z 2526 r 
ንመ E қ A LITTLE 


SUN. WE WANT TO COOL 


ቨ | WE HAVE RETURNED 
AFTER PLAYING IN THE 
DOWN IN THE AIR CONBITIOHER 


MEE | 
ТО BREAK А 6000 ገ 


NEWS то vou. ЛӘР 


ГҮЕ DISCOVERED А WONDERFUL 
WAY TO SLIM DOWN. 


TARTED THIS IS MY OWN DISCOVERY TO 
+ ሥመ SLIM DOWN,IN THIS ONE CAN ҒАТ 
CLINIC > AS MUCH AS ONE WANTS. 

ү 4 መጭ = ⁄ суа 


7 στ 
| AND IT'S WORLD'S CHEAPEST | | 


à , NO BOTHERATION TO DO 
EXERCISES, М0 NEED TO КЕЕР 
DAILY WEIGHT CHARTS. 


CUN | 


2 
лы -5 ка 


ደ 


* + HOW CAN 
| MAKE YOUR SWEATER 
WITH 50 LESS WOOL? 


TS TO KNIT 
MY SWEATER. 


F BE KNITTED IN FIVE OUNCES 
THEN WHY CAN'T YOU > 


CAN A YOUNG MAN'S SWEATER 
BE MADE? 


А LIE. WITH 50 LESS WOOL SO 
MANY THINGS CAN'T BE MADE. 


------ 


A 
መመ /F YOU DON'T BELIEVE THEN SHOULD 
2 BRING VERMA JI HERE ? 


YOU CAN SEE HiM 
WEARING SWEATER, 
M В САР AND 
GLOVES. 


ІТ НА5 
ВЕСОМЕ 
CLOUDY. 


SHIELA HAS GONE Т0 MARKET THANKS, SHE IS SEEN 
0 BUY VEGETABLE. SHE DIDN'T RETURNING BEFORE IT 
TAKE UMBRELLA WITH HER, STARTS RAINING 


0#-#/ [T HAS STARTED КАМИ 
BUT STILL 
THOSE TWO 
WOMEN АКЕ 


|34455 фама Wm ΠΠ "m 
š | | i Ü || 
- il 1 | 


CM 


M) ІШ! 
ДАН 1 [111111] (U: | 
ТІРЕ ፲ ИШ ui 


fea 
[ 


ἃ pe THE PROBLEM 2 


E 
PAIN ІН WAIST AND KNEES. 


FF’ BLOOD, SPUTUM, X-RAY, | 
CAT SCAN AND Е.С.6. ETC. 


ALL ARE NORMAL. 


г LOOKS YOU'RE МОТ 
HAPPY ? WHAT ARE YOU 
WORRIED ABOUT 7 


YOU ARE ABSOLUTELY FIT FROM HEAD 
TO TOE.GO AND ENJOY. 


£ ГАМ WORRIED 
IMIGHT NOT GET SICK ? 


© PRAR'S FEATURES 


AN ELEVENTH 
CLASS Е 
FOR ONE HOUR. 


| LLY? 
WHAT 5 


መመ ИЦ BE | 
HOUSEHOLD EXPENDITURE. 
a / 


M 


2 "ҮЕ HIRED A PROFESSOR OF 
ECONOMICS FOR TUTION ON 
SEVEN HUNDRED RUPEES, 


ο WE HAVE | 
BURFI ? 
ρα 


| DON'T WANT YOU TO 
FINISH THOSE. 


e SWEETS WITH 
CLOTH. I'LL TRY TO 
SEND OFF 6061 
FROM OUTSIDE. 


SHIELA! | АМ 
ሟ TURNING j 
CLINIC, DOCTOR 


DOCTOR HAS боз ТНЕКЕ 5 
ADVICED МЕ NO DANGER. 
FOR DIETING. 


PRANS 
SHRIMATIJI 
AND CAMERA 


KISHORE! YES, 1 BOUGHT ІТ 
THAT , 
| FROM THE MARKET 


FOR FIVE THOUSAND 


COME, LET ME GIVE 
YOU A LIFT HOME. 


| THAT'S MY 
WHEN MY WIFE HEARS IT TELLHERIT | ^ г! HOUSE, ы 
SHE WILL THROW A FIT АТ | COST ONLY ONE 
WHY | SPENT FIVE THOUSAND 
THOUS, е 
JSAND RUPEES RUPEES. 


1AM LEAVING IT ህክ THE 
TABLE. LET ME.CHANGE 
MY CLOTHES. 


E DID SOMETHING TO 
MAKE YOU HIT THE ROOF 
WITH HAPPINESS! 


жын DID BUY THE CAMERA? 
AM HOME! 5 
FOR HOW MUCH? 


NJ COME, 
LET ME TAKE A 


MY FRIEND MRS RAMI WAS HERE. SHE LIKED 
THE CAMERA. SO ጻጸ П ТО НЕВ ЕОВ ОМЕ 
THOUSAND FIVE HUNDRED RUPEES! 


ИЕ HOW IS 
THAT DRESS? 


_ а | 7 
z 5259 
= I WOULD | г I KNOW THEY DF 
LOVE TO WEAR VE ONE MY SIZE. 
SOMETHING LIKE THAT! === A 
S | РЬ 


BUT 
HA 
/ Y + š 
| . | 
A С? 


= 


ЗА 


PACK THE DRESS IN THE 
SHOW-WINDOW FOR ME. 


WHEN YOUR HUBBY 
GETS TO KNOW,HE 


SHEILA! DID YOU TAKE MY Na] 
PURSE WITH YOU? (| T 
A v = HE 
ሳል 4 ITIS. 
έ R 4 4 ы а 
PA ЛУУ Jj 3 = 
М) Wee AS -ቭ 


те WON'T LOOK INTO THE 
PURSE AS HIS EYES ARE 
FIXED АТ MY DRESS 


SHEILA HOW DID YOUR .ὸ 
GIVE THE CAR TODAY? 


RAMI! KISHORE DOESN'T KNOW THAT | WE WILL HAS = COFFEE 
TAKI AT THE HOTEL, THEN GO HOME AND 
HAVE TAKEN THE CAR OUT. НЕ IS GLUED ТО 
MAT SNEAK THE KEY BACK IN THE 
THE CRICKET MATCH ON TV. | QUIETLY TOOK 
THE KEY FROM THE ALMIRAH AND ALMIRAH. KISHORE WON'T EVEN 
DROVE OFF. KNOW THE CAR HAD GONE OUT. 


I WISH THERE WAS A MATCH ON TV EVERY 
DAY AND WE HAVE DAILY JOY RIDES. 


GREAT TIME 
WITH YOU 


1 FORGOT TO TAKE OUT THE 
CAR KEYS BEFORE I LOCKED 
THE DOOR! 


TUS ONLY ONE WAY. 


CALL KISHORE FOR HELP! 


NO, тос" И AM AFRAID HE 
WILL GET MAD! 


WALK HOME AND GET 
THE DUPLICATE CAR KEY 
FROM THE ALMIRAH 


E ARE GETTING 
USED TO REAL BOMBS 
GOING OFF. WHY BE 
SCARED OF 
FIRECRACKERS? 


SO JUST 
TAKE A LITTLE. 


AREN'T YOU 


"a GIVE E VERY 
US SWEETS! COSTLY. 


KISHORE! | HAVE AN IDEA. LET'S 
| GO TO SHUKLAJI'S HOUSE. НЕ WILL 
OFFER US SWEETS. THAT WAY WE 

_ | CAN SAVE OUR BOX OF SWEETS. 


GOOD IDEA. COME, SHUKLAJI, HAPPY ОМАШ! ES 


сад  LETSGO. 
[ ди "UN SAME AND TO YOU. 
W e HAVE SWEETS. 
ነ 31 я че 
АИ | й, (6 4 Ae) 
Чуу "ed В f κ hiv? 
Ξ Фф d. ---,. ἊΝ у. 
e r 1А > 


ы y. 


| / 
| ο < | 
1 | 
TO YOU TO. 
ia ARE SMART! MR CHOPRA! 
τ = | ‘Ci / 


JUST OUT 
SHOPPING. 


Ἔ 


15 
= 


| | 81:15. 


PREETI! 


WHAT'S UP? Š 


ШІ 


Ες 


| 11 ж BE ALL 
RIGHT IN THREE " 
YOUR DAYS TIME. NOSE. 


THANKS, HERE'S WHY DIDN" 
YOUR HANKY. . CLOTH BACK? 


IT WAS SPOILED AFTER 
SHE WIPED HER NOSE: 


SHELA YOUR HERE, WIPE YOUR 


ел IS RUNNING! | | MY HANKY. 


ው 

YOUR 
4 =n WIPE 3r 
A RUNNING NOSE! 


f PROBLEM, 
KEEP IT 


М 
WITH YOU. ΑΝΚΙΕΞ2 
mS us 
λ | т ж Y el 


AND TEXT 
BOOKS AND 

SERIOUS 

READING! 


F^ WATCH 
SERIALS ON TV 


= EMISTRY 
FORMULAE! 


WE'LL 


REST IN 


гч | САМ ВЕАО 
СОМІС5 ТНЕ 
WHOLE DAY! 


pwu 


I WILL PLAY — am i 
ILL PLAY BADMINTON. қ ; - 
CRICKET WITH ON icAvswm | | ΑΝ DO 
MY FRIENDS! d | |мтнеошв. | HORSE RIDING. 


AND WATCH EAT BURGERS IT MUST BE 
FILMS WITH AT FAST-FOOD KISHORE FROM 
FRIENDS. RESTAURANTS. HIS OFFICE 


P. ITS YOUR DAD 
ON THE de YOUR MEDICAL COLLEGE 
XO JON CON CLASES ADMISSION TESTS? 


"- YOU PROMISED 
TO DROP ME AT SCHOOL! 


ax I AMGETTING 
LATE FOR SCHOOL! 


E DID YOU WATCH THE 
DETECTIVE SERIAL ON TV 
LAST NIGHT? 


A RICH OLD MAN IS KILLED MYSTERIOUSLY. 

THE POLICE SUSPECT FOUR зр 

DEAD MAN'S YOUNG WIFE, АМ OLD SERVANT, 
THE WIFE'S PARAMOUR AND THE DEAD 


MY 
ANXIETY 


i 15 А 
| INCREASED μὰ 


= СО HOME АМО 
CONTINUE THE STORY 
OVER PHONE. 


κ SHEILA! .. LISTEN.. THE 
DEAD MAN'S ENEMY SAID HE 
WASN'T IN TOWN WHEN THE 
pm OCCURRED. 


THE PARAMOUR SAID HE WAS IN 
) HOSPITAL THAT NIGHT AND J 
HAS BANDAGES OVER HIS ARMS 


THE SERVANT IS TOO OLD AND Y 
ТЕС SEE IN THE DARK. HOW 
COULD HE HAVE SHOT 

ANYBODY IN THE DARK? 


MUMMY, YOU 
UNAWARINGLY JUMPED 
A RED LIGHT. 


MUMMY, 


MOTHER-IN-LAW 
DAUGHTER-IN-LAW 


WHENEVER | PASS 
BY | SEE YOU IN 


THE KITCHEN. 


4 MY TIME IS SPENT 
COOKING FOOD. 


Е GET UP EARLY ТО МАКЕ BREAKFAST 
FOR MY HUSBAND. BY THE TIME І DO 
THE DISHES AND CLEAN UP, በ5 
LUNCH TIME. 


of WE HAVE LUNCH | END AND THEN IT'S DINNER TIME 


UP CLEARING THE TABLE TILL WHICH GOES ON TILL LATE 
IT'S EVENING. NIGHT. SO ! AM CAUGHT UP 


IN THE KITCHEN THE WHOLE DAY. 


GET HIM г” А DAUGHTER-IN-LAW 
WILL EASE THE BURDEN OF WORK. 


Б | HAVE TO 


Ld ርጩ 
„Част | COOK FOOD FOR 


Е 


SHEILA! WHERE 
ARE YOU GOING? 


απ 4 SUMMER AND WANT 
TO BUY A COTTON SARI. 


1KNOW A SHOP WHICH HAS LET'S PARK THE 
GOOD PRINTS UNDER CAR HERE. 


| WANT CLOTH e» жа ο ЕЗ 
PIECE FOR A SUIT. RA а = THIS 
^ &— А 
ኪ 2. - ' ` 
H | FA eue 33 k- 
š ] zm SS ' % 
P. ` $, "T 3 > < LEE 4 


GOGI! LOOK A THIEF IS 
TRYING TO FORCE 
OPEN YOUR CAR 


” - QUIET! DON'T 
SHOUT TILL. 


THEN | JUST 
REMEMBERED THAT | HAD 


реда s 
LOCKED THE CAR WITH 
| መጽ THE KEY INSIDE 
ነ БА 


= 
= 
е 


W І AM MAKING MANGO 
ICE-CREAM FOR 
EVERYBODY! 


€ SOMEONE HAS TO 
GO TO THE MARKET TO 
BUY MANGOES. 


= SMELL IS MAKING 
MY MOUTH WATERED. 


DIENTS , 
ነብ YOU СНОР 


4 EAT - AND IT WON'T vouanEEATNGIT Y 
MAKE A DIFFERENCE TO ALONE? ILL HAVE ፪፤ 


ЖЕ I'VE CHOSEN А YOUNGMAN, 
PANKAJ FOR YOUR MARRIAGE. 


IAM እዜ AND OLD PAIR OF SOCKS. 


WHERE IS THIS SMELL 
THE SMELL IS EMANATING FROM THEM. 


COMING FROM? 


THIS WILL LEAVE A BAD IMPRESSION 

ON THE BOY WHO IS COMING TO SEE 

YOU. GOINTO MY ROOM AND CHANGE 
THOSE INTO NEW PAIR OF SOCKS. 


вяд) са Е 
aS 


€ ΕΝ . OUT SO 
THE TWO OF YOU CAN % 


TALK 


SHAVE CHANGED INTO 
A NEW PAIR. 


EUN WHAT iS 
THE DIRTY 


DID PANKAJ COME? 


р- 
| YES, BUT HE LEFT 
НИ ^ BECAUSE OF 
THE SMELL. 


Ты 


||| = HANDSOME YOU ARE! 


JI CAN'T STAND THE 
SMELL. | AM LEAVING 


100 BUT | KEPT 
THE OLD PAIR 
IN MY POCKET. 


ሐ: रलतम gh 


Fr ТАМ BACK FROM 
OFFICE GIVE ME FOOD! 


= „ KISHORE! с YOU WATCH ТУ THE WHOLE DAY WHAT 
| HAVE HEADACHE. DO YOU THINK YOU'LL GET? 


ЕЗ MOM USED TO GET UP ? | ONLY WATCH THE BODY 


EARLY AND WENT TO BED 
ОМУ AFTER EVERYONE HAD 
EATEN DINNER. 


FITNESS PROGRAMME ON TV. 


IF NOT A FULL DINNER, MAKE 
ME SOME TOAST AT LEAST. 


| MY WHOLE ча IS ACHING. 
| CAN'T MOVE A MUSCLE. 
524 а. 


es SOMEONE CAN GET ME OUT OF 
BED THEN | CAN COOK ል 
DELICIOUS MEAL FOR YOU. 


Es 1 = 
FILM TICKETS \ WHAT 
WILL 1 DO OF THEM? 


E: HAVE TO GO 
HUNGRY TONIGHT? 


қас АМ READY TO GO ТО 
WATCH THE MOVIE. 


7 
ARE YOU SAD BECAUSE YOU 


Є FOOD. | 
THESE TICKETS 
ARE FOR 


(ЕЕЕ YOU BOUGHT SOME 
WORTHLESS THINGS AGAIN? 


ΒΞ МЕ 
МЕЕОЕО 
А MIXIE- 
GRINDER. 


THE COMPANY HAS ГЦ. MIX SPECIAL SPICES AND GRIND 
LAUNCHED A NEW SCHEME. THEM INTO A TASTY MEAL FOR YOU. 
WE TRY THIS MACHINE FOR A КЕЙ / 
MONTH FOR FREE. IF WE LIKE 

ІТ WE PAY. IF WE DON'T WE 

CAN RETURN ІТ. 


%1 
кт 


SHE NEVER USED АМҮ 
MIXIE. SHE GROUNDED IT ON 
THE STONE. 


ғы WRONG un Ft FEAR 15 THAT AFTER 30 DAYS 


TRYING IT OUT YOU WILL INSIST ON KEEPING ІТ. 
FOR FREE? 


Е 3. OKAY. IF 
1 DON'T PAY, SHEILA 
WILL HAVE TO 
RETURN IT BACK. 


| QUIT SHOPPING HALF-WAY 
AND RUSHED HOME TO WATCH 
MY FAVOURITE SERIAL ON TV. 


κ. NO! THE STORY ade WORRY. I'LL TELL YOU 
LINK IS LOST. WHAT WAS SHOWN TODAY. 


IN TODAY'S EPISODE THE HEROINE а SMOKING A CIGARETTE. 
MARRIES HER LOVER'S FATHER. PERHAPS THAT'S SMELLING. 


KISHORE! 
YOUR MOUTH 
15 SMELLING. 


54 AND EAT SOMETHING 


EGAD! SHEILA! WHAT 
MAPPENED TO YOU? 


| CARINTHE 
MARKET WHEN 
THIS 
HAPPENED. 


дер? SAID IT WILL TAKE EIGHT 
DAYS FOR MY WOUNDS BANDAGES AND 
TO HEAL. 
MEDICINES 
COST 


е 


125 RUPEES. 


ISN'T THAT E3 15 


ο 
UNFORTUNATE? THE CAR' 


ыз ТО WORRY. THE CAR ISN'T 
EVEN SCRATCHED. IF IT HAD A DENT IT 
WOULD HAVE TAKEN A MONTH TO REPAIR 
AND COST RUPEES 10.000/- 


Drag from top and touch the back button to exit 
full screen. 


Bie eas 


5 
ке 
° = 
Wd = 
- — 
م‎ 


SHOULD BUY 
A GIFT 
IR SHELA. 


| 7 WANT TO BUY А PRESENT 
FOR IEE. 


IN SIZE. CAN'T WEAR » 
CHANGE IT. 


THIS ONE IS 50 LARGE THAT IT GOES 
Ҹ UPTO MY SHOULDER. EXCHANGE IT AND 
BRING MEDIUM SIZE BRACELET. 


HERE IT IS. THIS BRACELET 
WILL CERTAINLY FIT IN 
YOUR WIFE'S WRIS 


WOW {THIS IS OF EXACT 
MEASUREMENT.HOW MUCH IT COSTED? 


DON'T BE NEGLIGENT, | 
PLACE THE THERMOMETER 
e IN νους 


A SLIGHT FEVER . DO YOU'VE 
HEADACHE AND SORE THROAT? 


р 


1, 


y DON'T TAKE IT CASUALLY. AVOID SOUR, FRIED AND 
REMAIN IN THE BED FOR SPICES FOOD. 
ATLEAST A WEEK. 


EAT ONLY LIGHT CEREALS. THEN THIS CONDITION | 
GARGLE AFTER EVERY HOUR со ITA, | 
WITH SALTED WARM ULD WORSEN TO FA {| 


RAM! 1 (S YOUR 


мо, = 
+ SHE QUITE OFTEN 
FRIEND A DOCTOR Р FALLS SICK. THAT'S 


= 


ለጠ 


መሕ. YOU WAKE ИР IN THE 
MORNING YOU LOOK TIRED, 


Fez BELLY 15 
PROTRUDING . 


OLD AGE IS DOMINATING 
YOU AT THIRTY FIVE . 


THEN WHAT SHOULD! Do ? ἘΝ ral BE USE OF THAT ? 


———— | 


AND WILL START RUNNING Li} 
A Ai 


NOT ONLY THAT YOGA CURES 
FROM BAD COLD TO CANCER AND 


DON'T WORRY ABOUT 
THAT. I'LL TEACH YOU. 


ғ. THE HEAD. KON TAKE 
UT THE RIGHTARM ६ 
THROUGH LEG TOWARDS 
LEFT АКМ, — 


Е HOW 
70 COME OUT OF 
THIS 


€ ISHA ! HOW ABOUT EXCHANGING | 
OUR SAREES P THIS WAY WE'LL GET A 
NEW SAREE WITHOUT BUYING IT. 

e BR 


SAREE AND GIVE ME YOUR SILK SAREE. 


E 


ae 1 HAVE EXCHANGED 
OUR SAREES. 


Г BUT, I DON'T HAVE BLOUSE 5 i cx 
MATCHING THIS SAREE. THAT I'VE TO BUY LIPSTICK, 
BANGLES, AND SANDALS 


OF THE SAME COLOUR. 


--- — 


ህን LOOK ALIKE IN PARTIES YOU | НОМ ABOUT GETTING THE 
TOO HAVE ТО GET А NEW CAR ALSO REPAINTED ? 
27 MATCHING SUIT . 


Щ MISHA! TAKE YOUR SAREE 
F 15 PROVING TOO 
VE FOR МЕ. 


8 


) 
ሜኔ 


Т. 
ji 


К: READY.SHIELA IS. 0०७ 
COMING.AS SOON SHE | 7 ΄ 
ENTERS SPRAY COLOURS) ag 


> 
+, 
Ее 
ще 
Яш 
SES 
53) 


АНЕ YOU ) 
MARRIED 7 


E GIRLS DON'T LIKI (78 STRANGE 
WORLD. SOME 
MY LANKY FRAME, THAT'S АКМ ዐዘፐ 


WHY LAM STILL UNMARRIED. MARRIED 
BECAUSE THEY S as 


АНЕ THIN, 
OTHERS, THEY 
АНЕ E— | 


THEN LET'S ASSUME THE 
MATCH IS FIXED. WAIT 
HERE, I'LL GET HER. 


d но 
PADNLEM 
MARRYING 


© PHANG FEATURES 


GOGI ! A HANDSOME, 
EDUCATED, HEALTHY AND 
RICH MAN IS WILLING TO 
MARRY & 


tE HAD A FIGHT 
IN THE BUS 


43 GOOD OPPORTUNITY. 


LET'S SHOP THERE. ἜΝ 
UNDER 
ONE ROOF. 


MADAM ! THIS ONE -KILO 
DETERGENT COSTS Rs.15/- : 
BUT IF YOU BUY THIS 
5 KILO PACK, YOU CAN 
SAVE Rs. 7/- ON IT. 


THE SMAI 
LLER NOODLES PACK 
10/- THERE IS A DISCOUNT OF Rs. 8 3% RICE PACK 
5/- ON THE LARGER PACK. COSTS Rs. 25/- YOU SAVE 


Rs. 6/- ON A 5 KILO PACK. 


ΤΗΕ SMALLER COOKING OIL JAR ` 
COSTS Rs. 35/- THE LARGE ECONOMY 
PACK HAS A DISCOUNT OF Rs. 12/- 


= (| 
ΠΟ ©) Де) 
JARS PLEASE. L [ 

т тх 

4 Б | j Ὦ 


u IS YOUR n ? 


LET'S WALK DOWN THE BLOCK TO MRS 
JAY KAY'S HOUSE, TAKE THE CAR 


AND THEN DRIVE TO THE MARKET. 


| SARI SHOP HAS AN 


7 SHEILA DID YOU YREALLY 7 RAMI, THEN 


KNOW THAT THE | WE MUST GO AND BUY 
SOME NICE PRINTED 


SARIS...COME ! 


| ANNUAL SALE 7 


pa JAY KAY BORROWED MY 
CAR THIS MORNING. HER 
VEHICLE IS INTHE WORKSHOP. 


FORGET TO RETURN THEM. THEY 
DON'T BOTHER ABOUT CTHERS 
DIFFICULTIES. 


. ISWEARIWILL NEVER LEND 
MY CAR TO MRS 
JAY KAY ነ ፥ 


С SHEILA! THERE'S YOUR 
В AND HERE IS THE KEY. Ё | 
THANKS ALOT! 


ү TIME YQU WANT. / 


HEN SHE BORR OWED THE CAR, 
THE PETROL TANK WAS EMPTY. 
NOWITIS FULL. 


Е WINTERS АКЕ 

PASSING. IT SEEMS ILL 

GET THE PULLOVER 
vi Tie 


HANGING 
THREAD 


r А MAKE МЕ WEAR 
THE PULLOVER TODAY 
EVENING YOU WILL BE 
REWARDED HUNDRED 
RUPEES. 

yuna 


NO, d 6E 
IT TODAY. 


a 


Er 
Ы) / PREPARE 
TEA FÜR Н/М. 


ΕΙ 


ΜΥ 


K HIELA, LOOK NEIGHBOUR 
CHOKHEY GOT MARRIED. „ 


THE OTHER 
WAY 


HEGOT MANY ITEMS IW DOWRY | 
LIKE SCOOTER, TY, REFRIGERATOR 
TAPE RECORDER, SOFA --- 


(FON THE OTHER 1 DID EA DON'T YOU TELL 
NOT GET EVEN SINGL YOUR FATHER TO SEND A 
РАІЅА ON WEDDING. TRANSISTOR FOR OUR 
< ENTEKTAINMENT. 


ΠΠ KNOW THAT 
YOU WERE 50 GREEDY. 
OTHERWISE | WOULDN'T 
HAVE MARRIED YOU. 


62) HOO! 
IT'S BETTER TO E WHAT 


15 THAT ? 


YOU EVEN 
PROMISE 


та HERE ARE 
RUPEES TWO 


ы , DON'T KNOW FROM 
WHERE А WORN OUT T WO-RUPEI 
NOTE HAS COME 77 ME. 


ሯፎኤ GIVE THIS. 
NOTE TO SOMEBODY, 
THE WAY SOMEONE 
HAS BEFOOLED US. 


_ MATTER. 
LET И5 TRY 


X МЕГА, Ñ 
FIXED THE 
IBULB.PLEASE 


5 THIS ኝ 
WHY NOT WE TAKE 
A PHOTO OUTSIDE 
THE HOUSE ? 


KISHORE! TAKE ONE МОК 
SWAP OF OURS WHILE 


FIRING 
CRACKERS? 


ቿ CKSIDE 
WINDOW 
AND EAT ALL 
THE SWEETS? 


TALENTED 
ARTIST. 


f No, I ΑΡ ነ š í 
7०४21 тн № Š LOOK! I PAINTED A SAREE ድጓ 
MY MOUTH. & 1 WITH FABRIC PAINTS. Pratt 
: 24 HOW DOES IT ቼ 
т è , LOOK? 


I'VE EVEN PAINTED Y WE DIDN'T KNOW 


ISHNU'S FATHER HAS 
Е THERE. WOMEN ARE 
SUPPOSED TO 5ТАУ AT 


HOME. 


WOMEN HAVE EVEN GONE ТО 

( AND HERE YOU'RE WHO HAS 
EVEN STEPPED OUT OF 

a ТСНЕМ. 


cog / HAVE NOT You 
0 SEE INDEPENDENCE Ё 
DAY CELEBERATIONS P 


FORGET OLD CUSTOMS. NOWADAYS WOMEN 


FORGE 
ARE EQUAL TOREN AND WALK HAND 


E MARGARET THATCHER AND 

MRS. INDIRA GANDHI WERE ELECTED 
PRIME MINISTERS. THERE IS NOTHING 
THAT A MODERN WOMAN CAN'T 00? 


DAMN! WHAT А 
CONSERVATIVE 
[ ASKING BISHNU'S THINKING P 
FATHER I 
самт 60 
ANYWHERE, 


BEEN SELE 7 
WOMEN'S CRICKET TEAM, ГМ L. WANT 70 Е 
GOING ТО PLAY MATCH. MEN'S GAME P 


/ WITHDRAW YOUR NAME 
FROM 


THERE IS A SALE AT FANCY. 
STORES . WE SHOULD REACH, 
THERE SOON. 


DON'T 60 m 
SHANKAR MARG . A 
PROCESSION /5 

GOING THERE» 


Mes | THE SEAT OF YOUR CAR IS 
SM. 


6 7 FOR YOU i 
A TRUCK'S SEAT WOULD 
BE SMALL 


THEY ARE TURN THE CAR 


DIGGING THI AD | RIGHT AND DRIVE 
ΗΑ m ІТ V/A SHANKAR 


E /S SUPPOSED 70 
WOULD TAKE THI 
CAR LEFT = PASS FROM 
TOWARDS THE | THERE. SO THERE 
PATEL NAGAR 

L. . 


PRAN'S FEATURÉS 


25 PARK THE CAR НЕКЕ AND WALK THANKS! Fa 5 
THE DISTANCE TILL FANCY STORES. 


Г дия CARP 1 


HOW SHALL WE 
60 НОМЕР 


LET'S PUT ነ 
pickers ИМ THE 
CAR AND DRIVE 
BACK 


AFTER PUTTING THE SEWER 
PIPES THE ROAD WILL BE COVER 
YOU CAN TAKE YOUR CAR AT 
TWELVE O'CLOCK TOMORROW. DON'T 
BE LATE EVEN ONE 
MINUTE. 


PRANS 
SHRIMATIJI лн 


መው... 
8 TE ELECTION 
рис 
"MENS FORUM A 
ANNOUNCE THE ще 
CANOIDATURE OF Q 


MRS. SHIELA FOR 
LOKSABHA 


B EAUTY ELECTIONS. 


SISTERS! WOMEN ARE THE 
ONES WHO ARE EFFECTED BY 
THE PRICE RISE, BECAUSE 
THEY HAVE TO RUN THE 
HOUSEHOLD. 


Д ያ АМ HAPPY то ANNOUNCE | 
BEAUTY PARLOUR ҮЙ 7/47 FEW ESTABLISHMENTS | 
FF ON MY REQUEST HAVE 
OFF f AGREED 70 REDUCE THE 
997. PRICES. No; 1 ОМ My LIST 

5 THAT BEAUTY 
"dl 


BEAUTY PARLOUR [УТ eo ` 
OFF 
| Τε; 


YOU SHOULDNT 

HAVE MENTIONED 

BEAUTY PARLOUR AT 
THE BEGINING. 


SHIELA / I'VE Y GUJTYA . 
WOULON'T YOU COME 
AND EAT. 


ІТ (6 JUST АМ ү | 
WHEN SHE COMES 
WELL SMEAR GULAL 

HER 


Ж. ; Г cag INT STARTING 
НА! НА! 20611 RAMI! PLEASE 
NOW 60 HOMES GIVE А Pus; 


СОТУ ШЕЕ LIFE Ἢ FULL OF 
TENSIONS . HOW ONE CAN ВЕ 
HAPPY ? a 


CHILDREN'S HOMEWORK (S 
PERMANENT HEADACHE. 


ғ DID YOU COME HERE 


LEAVING THE FRESH AIR OF 
£^ P 


ж CAME HERE 
TO GIVE You 
THOSE / 


ONE FEELS 
nae DUE 70 
AIR POLUTION, 


(ин ДИ 


110: 


ያ І HAD SOME GOLD 
ORNAMENTS WHICH ARE OF NO 
USE 70 ME IN OLD AGE? 


p J1! NOW YOU STAY HERE FOR 
THE REST OF YOUR LIFE .WHO I$ THER 
IN VILLAGE TO LOOK AFTER YoU? 


BIG 
HOUSE 


I TOLD KISHORE 
THAT EARLIER IT WAS 
OKAY. WE HAD SMALL 


ያ WISH I HAD A 
R00) 


WE CAN'T MANAGE IN A TWO 9 
ROOM HOUSE. SHANU AND SHAILI 
NEED SEPARATE ROOM. 2 
STUDIES. 


ы. DROPS (М, WHERE 
WOULD WE PUT HIM OR HER P FAMILIES 
OF OUR STATUS LIVE fW FOUR 

BEDROOM HOUSES. 


4 (I'VE BOUGHT A HOUSE OF 
= ROOMS FOR YOU. 


LOOK, NOTHING SHOUL 
BREAK. : 


= 


ie 22 1 
TO EVERY WOMAN 
PASSER-BY 


| E / WHAT (S (ТР 
YOU LOOK ANGRY P 


BY BEING MEEK ч лет 

REACTING TO EVE- TEASING 

YOU'RE ENCOURAGING HIM 70 
00 THAT 70 OTHERS. 


G0/ AND (Е НЕ DOES THAT Шш 
THEN TEACH H/M A LESSON AND SHOW 
THAT MODERN WOMAN (5 
NO MORE A WEAK 


THE MOMENT HE WHISTLED 
I SLAPED HIM 50 HARD 
THAT MY FINGERS 
LEFT IMPRESSION. 


THEN HE BEGGED AND 
SAID ДАТ T HE 
WOULD, TEASE 
ANY WOMAN IN 
FUTURE. 7 


SHIELA / WE GOT AN 1 

፡ THE WEDDING ANNIVERSARY 

CELEBRATION OF MR. AND 
A KUL 


FA 
ARE YOU 
THINKING ? 


№, KULKARNLS ARE OR L THAT WE GAVE THEM 
CLOSE FRIENDS. LAST YEAR WE ° А WATCH. 
GAVE THEM А TABLE LAMP AS ==፦ q 


WEDDING ANNIVERSARY 
GIFT. 


ቺ / THOSE 
ARE YOUR 
TUTORS. 


SONS YOUVE я ВЕСОМЕ А 
DOCTOR. THERE /5 TOUGH 
COMPETITION FOR THE ADMISSION 
TOA MEDICAL COLLEGE . FIRST 
TUTOR WILL TEACH 
MATHEMATICS, SECOND - 
PHYSICS 


АМО THE 
THIRD 
CHEMISTRY. 


Е ы TAKE GUIDES. 


OVER EXHAUSTION 
HAS MADE HIM 


0 ን SHOULD WEAR SOCKS 
= BEFORE THE SHOES. 
WHERE ARE THOSE Р 

E 


SHIELA | 
SOCKS Г I АМ GETTING LATE 
FOR MY OFFICE. 


1 HOPE YOU'VE NOT 
PUT THOSE IN ALMIRAH 
WHILE TAKING 


OUT THE 
CLOTHES P 


ЕЕ THOSE IN 
THE E 


= THOSE ARE 


NOT COVERED UNDER THE | 


QUILT P 


a WERE LYING 
ALL THE TIME IN 
POCKETS. 


E HERE 
EITHER. 


; THERE / ROUND ᾿ RES 
TABLE CONFERENCE WAY ይ 
CONFERENCE, 5 nce 
«ድሪ TK AND TAL 
LADIES TALK AND TALK. 


gue 


IE 


Е 8 
VERY cr | | 
ду, 
>) ` | 


2 


m T. 


FRIEND MRS. отт ` \SUDDENLY ONE DAY МУ 
Е 1 HEIGHT INCREASED. 


пи y?” 
HOW DID ሃፖ 
HAPPEN 2 


Í Look, THIS YEAR SWEETS Hi 77m 
ARE VERY EXPENSIVE. 4 ነ MUMM Y / 


DON'T OFFER THESE 72 H 606/ 15 COMING 
я GLUTTON. | 4 TOWARDS OUR 


2 WILL FINISH ALL THE те / HAPPY Ἡ SAME 70 
SWEETS . I COVER THESE Roar 74; 
WITH igo. шесі: | 

is ኀ WE DIDN'T 


елен = 


THANKS, 


SHE /6 DIABETES PATIENT. SH, 
WOULDN'T EAT SWEETS. SHE HAS HIGH 
(000 PRESSURE 700. SO SHE WOULD 

NOT EAT FRIED THINGS LIKE 
SAMOSA АМО KHACHORY. 


2 S 
Ка В 


Te AW Y 
MESSY /5 YOUR 


MOVE, TLL). м т 
SWEAP YOUR Ч mf 
ONLY ONE 
№ WHICH 15 
70 BE THROWN 
QUT. 


Г my Room is ра ASITIS. Fri 
Bes, 2 YOUR AND 
RE MY GENERATION 2 


/ 
YOU ሪጋ |t ARE STILL BOASTIN AND WERE 2 AN OPEN BOOK. 
ЖАЙЫ, РИКО 4 6 IN AND OUT WE RE ARE SAME. 
ў NOTHING ARTIFICAL . 


IN ONE SENTENCE - OUR 
CONVICTIONS ARE JUST 
OPPOSITE THAN THOSE OF YOUR. 


SA 


4 HOW DO / 
YOU LIKE МУ NEW YOU'VE JUST 
BEEN RELEASED FROM 
[ umm 4 200. 


Y THANKS FOR YOUR 
COMPLIMENT. 


1 “ИЕ SAVED MONEY FROM THE MONTHLY 
HOUSE ALLOWWCE YOU GAVE 
МЕ. І USED ТО PUT THAT AMOUNT IN 
THIS PIGGY BANK. (T (5 NOW 

FU 


^s 4 YOU'VE DONE А 6000 706. 
YOU'RE AN ECONOMICAL AND 6000 
HOUSE WIFE . TAKE OUT THE 
MONEY FROM IT. 


TOTAL ONE HUNDRED AND 
THIRTY TWO RUPEES. IF YOU 
ADD KEW RUPEES MORE THEN 

I САМ SUY A SHAWL 

FOR ME. 


4 ааа Wd /5 KASHMIR 
PASHMINA, PRICE 
FIVE THOUSAND 


SHIELA | ALL MY FRIENDS HAVE 
GOT MARRIED. I ром” 
KNOW WHEN MY 7 
WEDDING WOULD TAKE PLACE. |l z 
you REDUCE 
YOUR WEIGHT NO 
ONE WOULD LIKE 
ТО MARRY 


EN. CAN ABANDON 
ANYTHING BUT 
«000 


Чү SE t 
M MAS APPRECIATION) 
/ FOR MY 


WEIGHT, 


ез / I'VE EVEN BOUGHT АМ 7374 YOUR HAND FORWARD, 
ENGAGEMENT RING. ги ን das (NTO YOUR 
/ О 


ТР; 2I BOUGHT THE BIGGEST 
WHAT? RING AVAILABLE /М MARKET. 
THAT TOO ISN'T FITTING b YOUR 
FINGER. 


EL WeAGEMENT RING 
FITTED RITA'S FINGER 
PERFECTLY. 


KISHORE I WANT YOU ТО TAKE 
COMPLETE REST DURING % 
" 


መ YOUR OFFICE HOURS, Ес 
Jou 60 72 OTHER FIRM IN 
THE Е! МЕМ ме 


ή, 
RT TIME 
8. 


BESIDES YOU BUY VEGETABLES 

FROM MARKET, MILK FROM 

BOOTH AND REMOVE COBWEBS 
OF THE 


63 


v ЖАРЫ за 


а 850 WE 


^ y m : ج‎ ІІ 


50 YOU 5/06 YOURSELF ДЕ 


CZ TOY 7// /5 SAHIB 
GOING 72 HILL 
STATION ? 


NO, (T (5 WE WHO 
ARE GOING THERE. 


DET IVE eor 
A PIMPLE ON MY 
FACE. 


СА OF REGULAR 
5 "^ EATING SPICY AND EXCERCISE /S ALSO A 
` FRIED FOODS. = | KEASOW FOR THE AILMENT; 


THEN WHAT 
SHOUDI ዘ 
D0? 


A аР EN $ DOCTOR ` 
GET FRESH AIR š та 
D OXYGEN IN THE PARK. 1 κ AOVICED ТО EAT 
τν oi 

— ” 


1 
Г 
[| 

Е 


dt 


си АКЕ МАМУ 
ОМ ТНЕ ТКЕЕ. 7 


PRANS 
SHRIMATIJI 400 


"EL ! 
ГМ BACK 


dr ! WHY 
NOT WE GO ON 


SUMMER 
VACATIONS ? 


б 10 
MUSOORIE ? 
፣ ARE FOR 
ENJOYMENT, NOT 
FOR TENSION. 


ТНІМК ОҒ 
SOMETHING 
121 


1 MEAN WORLD TOUR AND 
THAT TOO FREE OF COST. 


ГҮЕ BOUGHT A QUIZ 
TICKET. 15 FIRST PRIZE 
19 FREE WORLD TOUR. 


A 


| 
ጃ= 5 
— 


KISHORE СОТ 
A PROMOTION. 


rs 1 SWEETS АКЕ 
MY WEAKNESS. 


ኢኻ 
"t 15 EATING THE GOGI | SHOULD I 
WHOLE LOT MEANT ADVISE YOU ON 
FOR DISTRIBUTION YOUR EATING 
TO LOCALITY. SWEETS ? 


БӘЛЕНІ BETTER -- 
ИР Ἠῶ 
И 

| | ሩ ህሽ 


yas 


SAVING 


F: GO a І SAVED τ 
ΘΗΟΡΡΙΝΟ. 10.000 FOR 
PURCHASING. 


к; AND | 
USED TO DRINK ТЕА 
FOUR TIMES A DAY. 
WE STOPPED THAT. 


WE USED ТО BUY WE REMOVED MAID, 


NEWSPAPER. 5 
NOW WE BOREOW THAT SAVED. MONEY. 


THAT AND READ. 


INSTEAD OFSENDING 
THEM TO TUTION, 
NOW | TEACH THEM. 


CHILDREN NOW TAKE 
LIFT INSTEAD OF 
GOING BY SCHOOL 
BUS. 


-— WAY 1 
SAVED Rs, 
10,000/- 


ди ! 
TEA I5 READY. 


NAMASKAR ! SISTER | "М 
CONTESTING ELECTION FROM YOUR 
AREA SEEK 
YOUR VOTE, 


| 
IN 


ጾ 


ы 
йй 
ш! 


T m Ñ FOR 
22 | ELECTION FROM YOUR AREA. 
AN 


p m 1 
YOU CORRUPTI 
መሎ 
$ 1 


РЕ BREAK 
YOUR 
TEETH. 
ха 

ॐ, A 


И S 
/% до 6 
А ፉ 
= А ( > 
४ X 


ыз NDN 


( 


(6, 


आर. АКЕ 
YOU READING የ 


ያ” IT'S WRITTEN- 
EARTH 15 LIKE A 
FOOTBALL. 


7 ИЕ ITS ROUND, TS 
` WHY HAVENT WE š RE ARTE 
TUMBLED DOWN YET ? DONE BY 


SATELLITE. 


| WHY WEATHER 


OFFICE'S FORECASTS 
ARE OFTEN WRONG. 


[BECAUSE SUN WORKS 
IN MORNING AND MOON 
АТ NIGHT SHIFT 


DO YOU KNOW WHY 
SUN 15 NOT VISIBLE АТ 
NIGHT ? 


A Ἢ HITTING MY 
HEAD AGAINST WALL 


I'LL GO AND READ 
NEWSPAPER ON 


ር 16 COMING ТО 
MEET YOU. 


SHIELA ! YOU 
ARE MY TRUE 
WELL τη 


AJAY YOU HAVE. 1 


MOUSTACHES BUT 
| LIKE CLEAN 
SHAVE MEN. 


HOW NICE IT 


WOULD BE IF YOU ፪፻ 


ИМЕН YOU НАО 
CURLY HAIR ? 


YOU ARE NOT TALL. START 
WEAKING HIGH 
HEEL SHOES.. 


та СОС! | INSTEAD OF 
CHANGING 50 МАМУ. 
THINGS IT’S BETTER ТО 


Дои) 


WHY DON'T YOU y 
YOUR HAIR PERMED ? 


pui YOU 2) 
EYE LENS 

INSTEAD OF 
SPECS ፻ 


| SHIELA ! YOU HAVE 
WASTED MONEY ON 


-з CONTAIN 
E OF RECIPIES. 


F WHAT'S THE ADVANTAGE 7 
YOU PREPARED NOTHING 

AFTER READING THOSE. 

FLL MAKE SUCH A ነ 

DELICIOUS DISH ... 


| КАМИ 
THAT EPISODE 
OF SERIAL WAS 
INTERESTING. 


I'LL BUY DAL FRY 
FROM DHABA. 


Е TURNED. | 
MAKING? с 
πι SHIELA | X | M 
* YOUR > 4 572 
ф SPECIAL a ነ N 
Ж УКА мот л In 
πα ΕΑΤΕ. 554 4 
0 | | 


4 


YOU LOOK ርር) SHIELA ! IT SEEMS YOU 
"m 


DISTURBED ? HAVE NOT SLEPT FOR 
DA 


YES, | HAVE TO PAY А DEBT 
OF TEN THOUSAND RUPEES. 


Ἔν WORRY KEPT 
ME AWAKE FOR 
FOUR DAYS. 


YOU COULD 
HAVE COME 


REALLY ? WOULD 
YOU HAVE GIVEN ME 
TEN THOUSAND. 


እወ YOU KNOW 
“А FRIEND IN NEED 
15 A FRIEND 


NO 1i WOULD HAVE GIVEN 
YOU SLEEPING PILLS. 


MUMMY ! 
YOU LOOK 
PENSIVE ! 


4 | WRINKLES I'LL LOOK OLDER 


APPEARED ON MY jw THAN МҮ АСЕ! 
FACE! ደ 


ኣፍ ኣ እ. А? өл 
THE REASON | | № 
| 15 TENSION! | 
44 


] 
Жо» 


P: το, OF AYURVEDA HERBAL 
INGREDIENTS WHICH REVITALS 
THE GLOW OF FACE ! 


4 | SPEND MONEY, THAT 
WOULD CAUSE TENSION 
TO YOUR FATHER ! 


THE κ. OF MY 
FRIENDS USE SPA TO 
ENHANCE THEIR 


t£ ITIS THATS 
COSTLY ! PROBLEM | 


мі TENSION WOULD LEAD Ἢ 
TO WRINKLE ON HIS 


E | TODAY 
WOULD LIKE TO 
EATA к. 
DISH | 


MY FRIEND САУЕ ME 
А RECIPE TO РКЕРАКЕ 
| DELICIOUS 

| HALWA! 


» НАМ 
VERY MUCH 
HUNGRY ! 


P. CAN'T 2. 
MYSELF ! 


ze е 
| 53 (Ў Т 
bo 


es CAN BE USED TO FIX 
THE NOTE BOOK OF SHANU 1 


=< 
RUPEES | 


z 
ш 
- 
5 
uw 
-4 
= 
© 
ш 
2 
5 
= 
a 
< 


Р: 15 DUE TO YOUR p CONVERSE FOR HOURS WITH 


YOUR FRIENDS ABOUT FOOD RECIPES, 
LONG DISTANCE FASHIONS OF CLOTHES AND 


CALLS ! | TY QUIZS | Б 


4 THAT THEY COME ТО KNOW 
THAT І AM THE WIFE OF A 
3 RICH MAN | z 


PLISE: 

659 DO YOU LIKE 

FAMILY DRAMA OR 
— E 

Ф 

" ሻ/ 


| Í | USED TO TAKE PART IN QUIZ ` ] 
COMPETITIONS DURING MY 
COLLEGE DAYS ! 


TEN SHEEP WERE WALKING ON A 


HILL. THE FIRST ONE FELL IN A PIT ! 
HOW MANY SHEEP REMANIED OUT ? 


ደኃ І МО ӨНЕЕР 
REMAINED OUT ! ALL 
WENT DOWN THE FIT ! 


"3 
КЕ 


PAIWPERED) 


HOW IS THE са 


BEHAVIOUR 


EVEN I HAD TO GIVE 
INSTRUCTIONS TO HIS 
TEACHER ! 


IF MY SON MAKES SOME MISCHIEF ] 


IN CLASS, PUNISH THE CHILD 
SITTING NEXT TO 
НІМ! 


Y 
І HAVE TO LOOK 
AFTER HIM A LOT ! 


HE WOULD GET 
THE MESSAGE 
AUTOMATICALLY ! 


nds ы TAKE SHEILA Я ПЕТ 
ALONG ! | 0 FOR SHOPPING 1 
ЕЕ A 


SUITS MUST 
BE LONGER f= 
LASTING | } 


IS IT TRUE MUMMY WEARS 


YOUR SUITS AND LATER 
DAUGHTER USES THAT 


н SUIT WHEN WASHED, 7 
15 50 SHRUNK TO REDUCE 


DOES THAT MEAN IT IS 90 DURABLE TO + 
FROM GENERATION TO GENERATION ? 


m IT WOULD FIT 
N YOUR DAUGHTER ! 


DO YOU 3" 
OF ALL 

5 

IN UNIVERSE, 

ONLY MAN 

CAN LAUGH ? 


س 


MAN 16 ONLY CREATURE DOCTORS SAY ONLY MAN I$ 
МЕ CAN BE LAUGHED АТ! DEPRESSED ! ANIMALS 


E ANIMALS HAVE TO FACE 
INFLATION, CORRUPTION, 
UNEMPLOYMENT, TRAFFIC JAMS 
ETC. THEY 
TOO WOULD 


DO YOU » 
YOURSELF TOO 


5 {BEING WISE AND BEING MARRIED IF YOU WERE 50 
ARE TWO OPPOSITE OPPOSED TO MARRIAGE 

THEN WHY 

DID YOU 

ро THAT? 


24 PARENTS THOUGHT | ТО STOP THAT THEY GOT МЕ 
| CHATTERED MARRIED ! 
MUCH ! 2 


—— ie — ne 


0 የ : 
БЕ 
yu ! 
PEN 
4 D 
М 
5. 
) 


NOT AT ALL ! 
INSTEAD TV 


LOOK | EVERY TIME І 
SHOW NEW 
TRICKS ! 


[ NO, | FAILED IN 
THAT AREA | 


PD 
MACHINE ! 


а 3] ТЕЗ; ‘(OHH FNO 
Е ГМ x d CHANGE IN 
GOING TO ly 

BING T MY PURSE 4! 


MYSELF ! 
= 


CHANGE गाल 


TVE A FIVE z Х Шы | NEARBY SHOP. 
RUPEES NOTE. 


Р LEASE СМЕ ME ἢ 
CHANGE OF FIVE = 
кл ес? "" 


' COINS | e| 
DISAPPEARE T 


p. ! WHERE ኞኞ 
GET THE 
SALT FORM ? 


Ἢ NOW WE'LL үр 
| GET SALT FORM | Ë 
PLANTS. 


=~ \ 
АСС το 
% 3 ? % ይ 
FOUND IN HUG 
QUANTITY IN ል PLANT 


42 ር CALLED SELICONIA. 


[^ SALT 15 
BENEFICIAL FOR BLOOD 


PRESSURE PATIENTS. 


ες SALT al 
FROM SELICONIA 
WILL BE ON SALE. 


ጆችን SHOULD 
ALSO USE 


at | WHY NOT WE 


OO GROW A SELICONIA үү 


PLANT IN OUR HOUSE 


"a WILL CROWD 


LUNCH AND DINNER TO 


у dr 


| 
1 


Ж 


В OUR HOUSE AT THE TIME OF 


‘ — [| KISHORE !1 AM NOT 
` Ê FEELING МЕЦ. TODAY. 
4 а a | 


BIC ANGI 
ӨРКЕН 


LET'S GO FOR 


id DOCTOR ! 2 
WIFE 15 NOT 


E MR. KISHORE ! YOU 


CAME IN TIME--- 


Е ш ሦቹ 
TO STAY IN 
HOSFITAL FOR 
FEW DAYS. 


FROM HOSPITAL 
YOU'LL GET BACK 
A NEW WOMAN. 


A 


SHE HAS TO BE 
ADMITTED. 
— 


SERIOUS ? 


DOCTOR ! 
ANYTHING 


pg 


SN 
MS? b 


DOCTOR | HAS 
EXCHANGE 3 
STARTED IN 


HOSPITALS 
TOO 


1 U 


ic 


GOKUL ! WHAT || KISHORE !I WANT 
BROUGHT YOUHTO PURCHASE GOLD 


зе я THERE ARE SEVERAL Ἢ I THOUGHT ш бЕТ 
€] SHOPS OF JEWELLERS ፪ ለ VARIETY OF DESIGNS. 


IN CITY 
£^ š ΤΡ 


REALLY ? MEANS VILLAGE 4 
Rm VILLAGE 16 FAST ፡፡ PROGRESSING 
TURNING INTO 1 


A BIG CITY ! 


+ | NOW THERE IS FREQUENT га FAILURES, DIRTY 
WATER IN TAPS, POLLUTION DUE TO FACTORIES, SNATCHING OF 
PURSES FROM “<. 


ZZ MUMMY | OUR EXAMS 
፳ኋ 
ety 


8 & 
ሎረ 
Ж Ц M ΒΒ 
š 


NOW WE'LL ENJOY ONE 
MONTH'S HOLIDAY ! 


E | 


— | WHERE WILL 
WE GO IN 


E 
А 
| \ VACATION? A 


tL |] 
IN 

BOAT 
L LAKE 
A. 


RN 


Же, ς \ | | 
= 


n 
ры 


| фа 


YOUR PAPA'LL DECIDE) | 
WHERE TO ЗРЕМР 


^4 WHERE WILL 
WE GO FOR 
VACATIONS ? 


| 50 THE EDUCATION | | > THEREFORE, ч 9 
BOARD HAS DECIDED $ 1 ү 


ТО HOLD FRESH 2 8 = YOUR STUDIES 
= Р, А 


Ñ к 


жм, | 
A 24 


IS 


| СМЕМ АОУТ. ІМ п 
TO RENT ONE PORTION OF OUR 
HOUSE. РА 1 


Є ! I'VE HEARD 
А ROOM OF YOURS 15 Г; 
VACANT TO LET? ጎቦ YOUR KIDS 
E Б NAUGHTY ? 


AMA 


= 
SHE HAS INVITED 


|; US ON DINNER. „ДМ 
श्र E 


Cn 
A, 


"t. 
Жш 


RES OF CAR АК 
PUNCTURED. 


BOTTLE OF HAIR 
VITALIZER ! 


£. FOR Y0U ! YOUR 
HAIR ON YOUR Es HAIR DROP IN MY 
É LUNCH BOX. 


HOW ARE YOU SO 


ΕΞ THAT THEY | 
ARE MINE # 


ІР ГІ HEARD LAST WEEN 
А GENTLEMAN 


DID HE REFUSE TO 
MARRY A HEALTHY 


€. 1АМСЕ TO 
KEFUSE OR = ар SUDDENLY | 
APPROVE. SNEEZED- 


4 ТНЕ у, ОЕ 
MY SNEEZE НЕ WAS δ. НЕ 
BLOWN OUTOF THE DIDN'T COME 


Б; री / TODAY YOU г: 
10 DO MANY 


bs FROM 
MARKET. 
7 zat wd 


с: 


AFTER a ро 
Е OF CAR. 


i THROW AWAY THIS 
yay GARBAGE. 


MULTINATIONAL | 
COMPANY 1 DOING 
THESE HOUSEHOLD | 


T 
WITH ME ? 
[===] 


еш THIS PC | GOT ል 
INTERNET FRIEND, 
MONICA. 


COMPUTER ARRIVED YOU 
KEEP ON SITTING IN FRONT, 


ALWAYS KEEP 
_COMPLAINING ? 


= < 
ӨНЕ IS NOT ONLY BEAUTIFUL, 
16 ALSO INTELLIGENT. МҮ 


KNOWLEDGE INCREASES AS | 
CHAT WITH HER. 


га CHANGED j ГЕ FILLED MY LIFE 
MY LIFE. +» WITH ROMANCE. 


WHETHER a MANAGE 
KITCHEN, WASH CLOTHES, IRON 
THEM, SWEEP FLOOR ETC, ҒО 


Е ТҮРЕ AND ЕШ?) H 
T LAST SHE IS MY TRU SHE SWITCHED 
OFF HER PC! 


κ 


41 М 


nz ! WHA 
‚ ARE YOU 
PREPARING || 
FOR DINNER #ቨ 


| | CUTTING 11 


БАМЕ FODDER | к 
EVERYDAY. HOSE 15 VERY CUMBERSOM 


Ex ABDUL IS MY FRIEND, 

FOR PAST FEW DAYS НЕ 19 

INVITING US, WE'LL СЕТ 

BUTTER CHICKEN THERE TO ы 
HOUSE ? 


WE'LL.ENJOY 
DINNER 
TOGETHER, 


፲፻. 
ADVISED TO 
EAT THAT ONLY. 


SHIELA ! СМ 
ME A CUP 


FIRST | HAVE 
TO CLEAN 
UTENSILS , 


FOR THAT WE HAVE 
HIRED A MAID ? 


ЖЕ, 


8 
2 


: B 
2) 


4 


ӨНЕ ALWAYS COMES LATE AND | 
TAKES LEAVE FREQUENTLY 


=a. WILL WASH’ 
UTENSILS ? 


ж ЕОК y 
CHORES, 


МО! ROBOT САМТ 
REPLACE МАР. CRISPY GOSSIP OF 
m па ? 


| ONCE | PREPARED ТЕА 


THAT DAY MILK WAS MORE 


AND SAID YOU WOULD 


e О 
ВЕСОМЕ FAT WITH = ТО OW 
MILK IN ΤΕΑ--- ዞ Е WE SAID | 


Ы (2% | 
№ 111. "በቤ. 
SRL) 2 AN 
MY MOTHER-IN T USED 


TO STEAL DRY-FRUITS 
FROM КИСНЕМ-- 


7 1700 
АКЕ МОТ 
ТЕШМО АМҮ 


DAUGHTER-IN-LAW m 
PHONED ME TO COME 


R3 ІМ КІТТҮ-РАКТҮ 
ALL GOSSIP ABOUT THEIR 
ΜΛΟΤΗΕΕΘ-ΙΝ- 


» n ER} ኘ 
ARRIVED Y 
WITHOUT 
INFOKMATION ? 


р AM LEFT WHO 
HAS NO CRISPY TALKS. 


Е ! WHAT 
SHOULD | DO ? 


| 


ह TO DO? ፦ 


|1 


ТЕ > 
— лал лала ыы 
2 ΝΝ 
| 


τ WHY DID YOU 
COME TO ME ? 


HUSBAND HAS о. TO 
ο δον ο δ δν ons 
‚ МА! ; 
LEAVE. FRIENDS OUT OF TO YOU. 
STATION. | WANTED TO š 
e НАТ. [፲፻ g 
9 # 


PRANS 


SHIELA { E pu 
) my FAVOUR! 
ARE У00 LOOKING | DISH PEAS Putao. 


7 A CHANGE WHY МОТ 
YOU CONSIDER TO OUR LIKING - 
BRIN TAL 
BHURTA ፈሪ 


Г MUMMY Г IF YOU MAKE BHURTA 
THEN I WOULD WOT 1 
Е000.РКЕРАКЕ MALAI 
KOFTA. 


ግ. OKAY TLL COOK a 


BRINJAL BHURTA, 
NOW HAPPY Р. 


YOU HAVW'T PREPARED DUM 
4100 SINCE SO MANY DAYS. 


LL RIGHT TIL N 
PREPARE ALL THE 
THREE DISHES. YOU CAN || 


TE { =“ THE COOKING GA: 
WHAT PP... BREAD WITH. FINISHED. NONE OF THE DISHES 
SAUCE РР COULD BE PREPARED. 

265 


SHIELA ! YOUR HOUSE 
ረድ /W BAD SHAPE, 

PLASTER HAS COME 
OUT FROM MANY 


ἔπ MANY ROOMS 
Е Е YOU HAVE Р 


/5041/6Е A 
а ሰት Bs LR едни sue το ዘጥ ЖУ 
ረው ልፈ ድ REQUIREMENTS . 
16 ONE THOUSAND FIVE ! MEN TES 
HUNDRED RUPEES. 


WANTED TO LIVE /W SUCH‏ ا 
A MANSION WHOSE‏ 
WAS T TEN‏ 
THOUSAND RUPEES,‏ 


I'VE INCREASED THE P το Ἱ 
RUPEES TEN THOUSAND FROM 
MONTH, 


CANDIDATE 
FRELECTION 


. [LAM A CANDIDATE q 
FROM THIS CONSTITUENC 
AND I SEEK ነህ 


VALUABLE VOTE. 


A was 
YOUR еи τα 


ELECTRICITY (5 GOING 
FROM CITIES 70 
VILLAGES. 


а हि RELY 
ON (T. 


LAMP AND TORCH, 
WHAT ARE 


€ MORE IN CITY 
THAN IN 


мъ МЕК THERE ረና 
ELECTRICITY BREAKDOWN, WE 

WOULDN'T SIT IN DARKNESS. WE 

CAN LIGHT, LANTERN, CANDLE, 
LAMP OR TORCH. 


6 YOU ARE REALLY АМ ipai 7 
WIFE. I AM PROUD OF YOUR 
FORESIGH TEDWESS . 


I'VE SEARCHED 
EVERY WHERE, 


I CANT SEE ғ PATIENCE. WHEN E 
ANYTHING IN RETURNS WE SHALL FIND THE 
DARK. በ LANTERN. 


TELEPHONE/ 


Т 7 WAIT, 
ILL LISTEN ТО 
TELEGRAM LATER. 


YES, RAMI Í THIS IS 
MRS. 


пе то 
TAKE PROPER 
BED REST. 


I HOPE YOU WILL 
OBEY A MEDICAL 
ADVICE. I GO NOW, 


Ам 


val 


RAMI !1 AM 
FEELING 


SOME SOLUTION 
М FOR THIS የ 


YOU САМ WATCH 
COMEDY SERIAL 


READ SOME 4 Ja 
OF JOKES. I TRIED THAT, 


BUT USELESS. 


LISTEN TO ” 
SPEECH ON ТУ, 

REGARDING 
ABOLISHING POVERTY 3 


Е 2:8 DINNER 
TODAY ? 


FIXED FOR 
NEXT WEEK. 


TL TRIED HARD BUT] | WHETHER THERE 16 AE 
5 ; | , NUPUR,SHARMA 

bebe ceci AND MAYANK AMONG 
p OUR RELATIVES ? 


ካብ ο... Ш E к MEET DAILY WITH 
\ TALKING NUPUR GUPTA AND 


ABOUT? MAYANK SHARMA. 


> SERIAL АТ 
ЄТ 50 РМ! 


HIELA ! | AM BACK. PL 
BRING 7 ORRY | CAN'T . | AM 


READING A BOOK. 


716 THATA 
MURDER 


ET 


WHAT 16 THE TITLE ኝ 
ዕዩ ВООК? 


НООР A TAMIL COUPLE г 
HAS COME TO STAY. እ! 
EID | 


ТНЕУ " 
IN TAMIL. | | | LEARNING THEIR 


q LANGUAGE. 


ELCOME ТО--РИВИС/ 
NEWS'CHANNEL. 


FOR HIS 
NOVEL 
'VOLCANO'- ~ 


3 KNOW HIS 
HOUSE. 


= || AM GOING | ер 


che : ~ Gta TO HAVE 
ҮР ang ACQUAINTANCE 2. 


ል CELEBRITY. 


WHO 16 THE m 
FOR YOUR NOVEL 


CONGRATS ! ‘VOLCANO’ ? 


AUTOGRAPH 
PLEASE . 


2 AND 
HONOUR ? 


си 4 
NOTICE 
FROM 


ГІЗІ 160 
MUCH MAKE UP? 


----IN THE WHOLE YEAR | 
за TODAY ONLY YOU TAKE 
ANNIVERSARY— ME TO RESTAURANT 


YES ! IT WAS 
HEAVY ON 
| THAT DAY. 


CHILDREN! 
WHY ARE YOU 
LAUGHING P 


ah SEE THE 
MIRROR. 


WHEN YOU WERE ASLEEP, MUMMY я 
HAD SMEARED COLOUR ON YOUR I'LL NOT REST UNTIL 
E I COLOUR 
YOUR 
MOTHER. 


4 бе NEED ТО GO ANYWHERE 
"t адан шы LOOK THERE . PLASTIC SPRAY- 


MARKET, 


5. SHOULD ІРІ STAND 
STILL. VOU CA 
SPRAY COLOUR! 


түз SPRAY GUN FIRES 
CK WARDS 


SAREE ло 
SUIT 


I DIDN'T SPEND SINGLE 
PAISA ON IT. 


IMPOSSIBLE! 


боб! / YOUR SUIT 


HOW MUCH 


45 VERY τ ! 


ግ / ONE OF MY SARIS WAS LITTLE 
BIT TORN. 50 І STITCHED SALWAR- 
KAMEEZ WITH THAT 

CLOTH. 


HOW NICE IT WOULD BE IF 
ONE OF MYSAREES 15 DAMAGED [88 
So Z COULD MAKE А x6 у 


LET ME SEE.PROBABLY THAT ONE IS NEW... THIS 15 
I MIGHT FIND A NOT TORN... 


TORN SAREE. x NOT EVEN 


Ue {4 RAT HAS 
'"BBLED ONE OF १००२ 
K^ SAREES YOU HAD 
THROWN ОМ THE 
FLOOR. 


HAS BEEN 

ЕЕ DAMAGE IS DONE . вит IT e 
ILL STITCH A SUIT ОҒ ο Mk 
MAKE EVEN A 

L 


ІМСОМЕ 


МУ ያ) HAS LIMITED 
SALARY. THE RATES OF FLOUR, 
PULSE, TEA, SUGAR, GAS, 
HOUSE RENT AND SCHOOL 
FEE ARE INCREASING 
DAY BY DAY. 


6 4 ARN'T YOU EFFECTED BY 
ΤΗΕ 
à ATION? 


„ыыы 
WHO CAN LIVE 

HAPPILY WITH THE 
SOARING PRICES? 


RAMI! WHAT 15 
Ё YOU SEEM TO 
BE WORRIED? 


IN SUCH A SITUATION HOW CAN 
A WIFE COPE WITH THE HOUSE 
ра 


4 WINTERS I BOUGHT TWELVE 
ELECTRIC FANS AND IN SUMMERS 
WHEN THEIR PRICES ROSE І SOLD 
THOSE.I EARNED A PROFIT OF 
TWO THOUSAND 
RUPEES. 


И SAME WAY I BUY WOOLLEN É 
AND ROOM HEATERS IN SUMMERS AND 
SELL THOSE AT PROFIT IN 
WINTERS. 


THANKS / I'LL 00 
THE SAME. 


23 YOU ARE A 
GENIUS IN 
ECONOMICS. 


| PURCHASED TEN THOUSAND EGGS 

AND THOUGHT, WHEN THEIR PRICES 

WOULD INCREASE I WOULD SELL THEM 

AT PROFIT. BUT IN ONE MONTH THEY 
GOT ROTTEN. 


ድ. NOT FIND 
ANOTHER SWEATER 06 
THIS DESIGN (N THE 
WHOLE 
ር/ፖሃ. 


OKAY, I'M GOING 
Шама ТАКЕ ВАТИ. 


d а YOUR SWEATER 
15 KNITTED. WEAR IT 
* TODAY. 


YOU GET SUCH A 
1 DESIGN > 


FROM MY FRIEND, 
WHO 15 AN 
EDITOR OF 
WOMEN'S 
KNITTING 
MAGAZINE. 


εἶν SOME |// rr SEEMS KISHORE HAS 
МЕ. GONE TO THE MARKET 
WEARING THAT 


SWEATER. 


YES, НЕ 15 SHIELA / REALLY YOUR SWEATER 
RETURNING FROM 1S 4 MASTER PIECE. 


па MARKET WHEREVER Т | THEY WERE LOOKING BECAUSE 
PASSED PEOPLE TURNED YOU HAD WORN IT 

THEIR HEADS AND LOOKED AT 

MY 


SWEATER. 


SHRIMATIJI 
PULLOVER 


| emai 
| 
| 


OKAY. WHILE WATCHING `] 


е! НЕКО 
IS SANJAY 


3 LIVE zt А 
NEW VIDEO CASSETTE. 
LET US PLAY IT. 


Ж THING AT A TIME. 
EITHER WATCH THE 
FILM OR КМТ. 


i “КЕ RIGHT. HEROINE IS 
MADHURI DIKSHIT. THERE 


HERO HAS BEEN CAUGHT BY Ў 
MEN.IT SEEMS THEY WILL KILL НІМ. 


ΓΡ Y, HERO THIS 15 
JUMPED DONE т 
DUPLICATES . 


AND га PULLOVER 700 
15 COMPLETE.TRY ІТ. 


HERE DIES THI 
STORY WILL ЕМО.ТИО 
"AND-A-HALF HOURS 
FILM IS TO BE SHOWN. 


meme Y > ЕЗ 
PITCHED WITH VILLAIN'S ди x 
TEN CHUMS. T. 


ОН! WHAT IS THE Ἢ OF 
HOME ? EVERYTHING 15 
IN. DISORDER. 


SECRET 


Lu ANYONE COMES | 
ONE WILL THINK? I'M А 6000 TER 
FOR NOTHING HOUSEWIFE. 1 WON'T ALLON 
| Г) “se. 
PERSON OFF. 


POOR GIRL 15 DRENCHING ፡ 
— CALL HER IN. 


መ NO. IF SHE COMES IN, 
8 Ц SHE WILL SEE THE 
WE HOME, 


LITTLE GIRL 4 | = БЛ, 
OF FIVE YEA ET. E 


е, 


WAY, 


xd IS RAMI'S DAUGHTER. SHE moi NOT 2 
| | WILL RELATE EVERYTHING ТО НЕР SHE ISNOT 


MOTHER AND SHE WILL MAKE FUN, BLIND . 
OF ME BEFORE OTHER LADIES. 


NIKKY ! HERE IS THE SUGAR, ኝ TWO 
RUPEES. BUY ICECREAM. PROMISE THAT YOU 


| | WON'T TELL ANYBODY WHAT YOU'VE SEEN IW МУ 
? 


RAJNI'S 
SECRET 


መመመ 5АҮ5: REACHING АТ FIVE 
THIRTY. REACH AIRPORT... 
RAJNI, BOMBAY. 


HOW SHE IS COMING 
70 THIS CITY | 
TO HAVE 
FREQUENT 


TAL TOURS. 
FRIENDLY WITH 
SOME % 


k: HE DOESN'T REACH AIRPORT SHE 
WILL COME HERE. THEN BOTH OF US WILL, 
TEACH HER A LESSON. 


WE'RE ТО TEACH А 
LESSON ТО SOMEONES . 
ም 


σας 

FRIEND КАЈМ КАНТ. 

ГЕ | я в 

E + 

D < Г % г 

ፍ፡ 13 <= κά w í | 
пета ча зи 

Я | 
Ё Ач DA ا‎ 

BUT WE WANT TO SEND YoU > ГИ == П 
BOTH TO HOSPITAL. (< 


ер VERY ATTRACTIVE. GET 
IT STITCHED. TOMORROW WE'VE THE CITY WILL STITCH IT 
TO ATTEND A MARRIAGE. LESS P A WEEK. 


P WHAT FOR | HAVE DONE ТИЕ 
CUTTING AND STITCHING COURSE? I'LL 


Де ме ІТ ВУ 
<Я ING y 
Y SD 


ا 


WHAT'S THE MATTER ? HOLDING A CRICKET BATS? 


PN) TO TEACH А / j 
LESSON TO SOMEONES . Jll 


ЧЕ 
FRIEND RAJNI КАНТ. 


E жесе LE 
BUT WE WANT TO 
BOTH TO HOSPITAL. 


ጐ፦። 1 I'VE PURCHASED 
CLOTH FOR PANTS. 


“ጃ VERY ATTRACTIVE. GET 

IT STITCHED .TOMORROW WE'VE THE CITY WILL STITCH IT 

τι LESS αὐ ግ WEEK. 
መ 


% WHAT FOR / HAVE DONE THE 

CUTTING AND STITCHING COURSE? l'LL 
AE IT BY N = s 
ል μα MEM ' ‹፡፡7/2...- 


ў RELAX. YOUR T 
WILL BE READY 
ІМ SHORT TIME. 


k М 
= We 


и: 
г YOU'RE АК 
EFFICIENT. | ІР TRY IT AND ul 
HOUSEWIFE ? SHOW YOU.. B 
[4 1 | Z 


E TOOK THE » 
IN INCHES AND CUT THE 
PANTS IN CENTIMETRES. 


SHRIMATI | Е 
VACATIONS 


WELCOME MADAM! FOR Î TO SHIMLA WE HAVE ARRANGEMENT FOR 
SUMMER VACATIONS WE | | AIR-CONDITIONED BUS. SEE THERE RIDGE OR 
HAVE PACKAGE TOURS. | | JHAKHU AND CHAIL SURROUNDED BY 


2 TN DALHOUSIE STAY IN GRACIOUS \ | न 
ONE WEEK'S || | TOURIST BUNGALOW. THERE ENJOY AND PLAY GOLF AT 
STAY COSTS KHAJIHAR-FOR ONE 


TEN THOUSAND TDHARA eid ’ | WEEK STAY RUPEES 
RUPEES ONLY. \ -+ _\ SEVEN THOUSAND. 


P DARJEELING үү TEA GARDENS |. {STAY IN A GRACEFUL HOTEL MUSSOORIE. Y 

TEMPTS SUNRISE FROM TIGER ሚማ” ር] “ማት” ሠ “ጭ “= 
HILLFOR FIVE DAYS RUPEES 

FIVE THOUSAND: LOVELY VIEW OF CAMPTY FALL:RUPEES 

EVEN THOUSAND AND FIVE HUNDRED FOR 


THERE 15 ARRANGEMENT FOR 7 KASHMIR WHEN YOU z ON GULMARG, 
ылы በኑ #| || SHALIMAR AND NISHAT GARDENS, үлі. 
ап FEEL LIKE А QUEEN NOORJAHAN ONENEEK 
GREEN FIELDS AND MOUNTAIN IE | PACKAGE DEAL WILL COST YAU RUPEES S THOUSAND, 
WILL OVERWHELM YOUR SOUL. ፣ 


ባነ TELL m 
WOULD YOU LIKE TO SPEND ሠ (ERETJUS 
? (OWHERE І. 
YOUR HOLIDAYS š WANTED TO 
COLLECT THE 
INFORMATION ТО 
TALK ABOUT HILL 
STATIUNS AT 


IWANT TO ATTEND THE 4. σε 
πη PARTY IN THIS ዳ | HEALTH CLUB YOUR ONE 
| FLOWERY SHIRT. BUT | INCH FAT WILL BE REDUCED. 


Š ©? хо TIGHT. ; THEN YOUR SHIRT WILL FIT IN. 


Б ч З 
Г 0 THIS EXERCISE 
SHED SOME | B9 TIS EA 


r———s 
ADAM SYM'S 
EN HEALTH CLUB š J^. TWENTY TIMES. 
لم‎ A 
1 


Я 


= IS VISIBLE ON | 
МҮ ҒАСЕ. 


፣ 


КІ5НОКЕ! HOW OLD | LOOK 9 ا‎ = 7 
ІН APPEARANCE ? Lg fp ASE 
ነ y "т ም THAN SOLVING А 


NATIONAL PROBLEM. 


5 г 


y , 


p JOKES ! TELL WHICH AGE? THE ONE CUL ү | = 

ME THAT 00 1 LOOK TEN ЕЕ WRITTEN IN Т. 

MORE THAN му || TEN он YOUR | || | CORPORATION RECORDS OR 

CERTIFICATE ОК WHICH ACCORDING TO THE CANDLES 

YOUR FATHER TOLD МЕ?) ON YOUR BIRTHDAY ? 
т“ ВЈ 


ረይ I$ RECORDED ІМ 
RATION CARD OR YOU WROTE IM 
THE APPLICATION FOR JOB? 


THE AGE YOU HAD WRITTEN IN YOUR ( 7 Р TELL 
AFFIDAVIT OR WHICH YOU TELL QUICKLY HOW 
YOUR FRIENDS. OLD | LOOK ? 


SECONDS. 

BOO-H00 ноо: 
М ጁን G 

чедо 


፦ 


ХІ MSHA!RITA! това Nor ONLY KEEPS our ከ፻ 
|| FIGURES SLIM-TRIM BUT ALSO WARDS OFFDISENSE 
= 2) ЕТЕ i 
“ΦΟΝ ж 4 
< 


THEREFORE, WELL 
PRACTICE YOGA. 


ЕС 1 TAKE LONG BREATHE, 
, + 
ES ስ 


ο σα 4 THERE IS А 


CALL FOR YOU. 


сз IN PADMASANA 
TILL 1 COME ВАСК 
AFTER ATTENDING 
TO THE PHONE. 


“ => >. = 
HOW ABOUT FALLING. L DRY 
LEAVES BY SHAKING THIS TREE? 
a 


OKAY, WE'LL 
TALK е 
MISHA АКО RITA | | 
ARE IN PADMASANA 
POSITIONS. 


ЕМ 


DECORATION 


BY HANGING А 
FLOWERVASE. LR 


A BRICK FELL AND HIT 
A PASSERBY'S HEAD.HE 


GOT INJURED AND FELL DOWN, 


061! I'VE DONE HOME 
DECORATION ገሮ 
OME ОМ, I'LL SHOW 


М. WHY YOU'RE 
STUNNED ? 


s: 2 
SOMETHING SUCH 

HAPPENS TO HIM? ГМ 

DISTURBED ON THE VERY THOUGHT. 


pi | 1 SHOULD GO AND BRING ; ν ( IF KISHORE COMES 
| HOME. ROADS ARE ACCIDENT | IN MY ABSENCE 


x HIM TO 
STAY HOME. 


HAVE COME ? SHIELA 
HAS GONE TO 


LOOK FOR K j 


60 ТО THE DOCTOR. 
HE'LL ADVISE Yû 
HOW TO REDUCE 


WEIGHT. 


ІМ ТНЕ 


YOU DIDN'T RESPONSE 


TO HIS HELLO ? WE MEET ገዝ PEOPLE. HOW 
1 FORGOT HIS MANY NAMES САМ! REMEMBER? 


NAME. 


BUT IT I$ AGAINST ETIQUETTES.HE | ሸማ 2 HI SHIELA ! HOW I$ YOUR 
WAS MR, MEERCHANDANI, WHO И д DIETING 2 
МЕТ US IN А FIVE-STAR HOTEL . ! 


AUGH I'VE № 50 
ከ፳: TFUL P 
Ҹу 7 
I “ ү 


ы WANTED ТО TALK TO НЕК 
BUT | FORGOT HER NAME қ 


е WAS HER МАМЕ? Ὶ MANJU BOSEP... | 3 MAYA BATLIWALA! Ὶ 
МИКИ. BATLINALA'S 


gyi GROVER P... KRANTI VATSA ?... Дата 
m P Я 
UCHITRA MITRA? PRATIBHA SHAH / : 


P MRS. MAYA BATLIWALA ! HOW 2. 77 
15 YOUR HUSBAND ? WRONG NAME IS WORSE 


MAYA BATLIWALA 2 I'M FARAH KHAN. HAVE | THAN FORGETTING 
YOU FORGOTTEN THAT WE MET ATA KITTY PARTY: ONES NAME. 


Сащ ; 


ШЕ І HAVE EXCHANGED 
OUR SAREES. 


Г ВИТ. | DON'T HAVE BLOUSE \ : HOW WILL IT BE IF CURTAINS | 
MATCHING THIS SAREE. THAT I'VE TO BUY LIPSTICK, Т00 MATCH THE 


L COST SOME MONEY, BANGLES, AND SANDALS 
OF THE SAME COLOUR. 


ORBE 


—IUV 


ህን LOOK ALIKE IN PARTIES YOU 1 кои ABOUT GETTING THE 
700 HAVE TO GET А NEW CAR ALSO REPAINTED ? 
. MATCHING SUIT . 


SHIELA ! GIVE THIS he Э μέ TAKE YOUR SAREE | 
SAREE ТО ME. CM ዞ ITIS PROVING TOO 
ЇЙ ο 7 ХР FOR ΜΕ. 


= ILL 
GET THE PULLOVER IT TODAY, 
IN гн, 


SHIELA,WINTERS АКЕ ነ | ለዕ YOU'LL GE 


HANGING 
THREAD 


' a TODAY 
EVENING YOU WILL BE 
RE ee HUNDRED 


ТИЕ COMPLETED 
THE PULLOVER. MY 


ος 
| / PREPARE 
TEA FOR HIM, 


PAPPU LOOK, А THREAD IS 
HANGING IN PAPAS PULLOVER. 


WOULD BUY 
A GIFT 
የ SHELA: 


BRACELET 


| WANT TO BUY A PRESENT 
FOR MY МЕ: 
TAKE THIS BEAUTIFUL 
BRACELET. SHELL LIKE П. | 


BUT KISHORE ! IT'S SMALL 
IN SIZE. CAN'T WEAR » 
CHANGE IT. 


Ἐξ ГА ІТ HE WILL WEAR 
HEN BACK FROM OFFICE. 


(Mes LOOK, А THREAD IS 
HANGING IN PAPA'S PULLOVER. 


SHRIMATIII 


፦” 
ፎጩ 
= 
οὔ 
ы 
һы 
ጄ 
፳፻ 
A - 


/ 60617 YOUR rs 
15 VERY BEAUTIFUL. 
HOW MUCH 


SAREE AND 
SUIT 


ч / ONE OF MY SARIS WAS MARG 
T ооуу soto ва a E EE 


HOW NICE IT WOULD А IF 
ONE OF MY SAREES 15 DAMAGED 
5» га COULD MAKE A SUIT 
іш 


LET ME SEE.PROBABLY THAT ONE IS NEW... THIS (5 
I MIGHT FIND A (OT TORN... 
TORN SAREE. NOT EVEN 


SHIELA / А RAT HAS 
NIBBLED ONE OF YOUR 
SAREES YOU HAD 
THROWN ON THE 
FLOOR, 


81. DAMAGE /5 DONE . BUT ІТ HAS BEEN 


po рал LED SO MUCH 
ILL STITCH A SUIT ОҒ THAT VOU CAN'T 
+ МАКЕ ЕУЕМ А 

0١ OUT 


CHILDREN { 
WHY ARE you 
LAUGHING ? 


an 211 SEE THE 
MIRROR. 


WHEN YOU WERE ASLEEP, MUMMY 
HAD SMEARED а" ом YOUR 
РАСЕ. 


ANU ! € + м 
( 5 WU 60, AND BUY SPRAYGUN Нагато Алы አነ 


MARKET. ር я i 5 


Ге SHOULD ІРІ STAND 
STILL. YOU CAN 
SPRAY COLOUR! 


ма SPRAY GUN FIRES 
BACKWARDS . 


1 АМ GOING ТО MY MOTHER. 


'LL RECEIVE MY DIVORCE 
[| १०८८८ RE NOTICE IN ONE 
- WEEK. 


MOTHER- 


Є МҮ ዝ 
ТАКЕ МЕ ТО МУ 
MOTHER'S HOUSE! 


2 
4 


ዜ MOTHER, MRS. CHAT- 
KHAT HAS GONE TO SHRIMATI 
RAJDAAN'S HOUSE 


OUR ROTHER ፕዋ መመ == 
UR MOTHER MRS. CHAT RAAT À FROM HERE MRS. CHATKHAT 


HAD COME HERE. BUT SHE LEFT 
и WENT ТО MRS. РАРР $ HOUSE 
TO PLAY RUMM Y. 


FOR SHANBAN BEAUTY PARLOUR 
SOMETIME AGO. 


NE 70 
р MOTHER IMS Ooze T0 E HERE MRS. CHATKHAT WENT 70 
DISCUSS SHARE SEE FASHION SHOW. FROM THERE SHE IS 
5 SCHEDULED 72 60 TO LISTEN TABLA AND 
SEE ART EXHIBITION, THEN SHOPPING, 
COFFEE HOUSE, SYMPOSIUM, OPERA 
HOUSE AND 72 г =3 


HAD МУ MOTHER-IN-LAW 


ALTERNATIVE EXCEPT YOU 60 
ር NOT BEEN 50 BUSY MY 
BACK TO YOUR HUSBAND'S | | MARRIAGE WOULD HAVE 
BEEN ENDED IN DIVORCE 
LONG AGO 


T 


© ን 

\ 
VACUUM 
CLEANER 


а I HAD PLACED АМ ORDER 
70 A COMPANY 70 PURCHASE 

VACUUM CLEANER. DELIVERY MAN HAS 
COME TO DELIVER IT. 


Ë AND CARPET САМ BE 
CLEANED IN MINUTES WITH 
THIS DEVICE. 


ге INSIDE. 


ғ | FOR THIS MONTH NEW SCHOOL 
FIVE UNIFORMS FÜR CHILDREN 
THOUSAND || WERE TO BE STITCHED. WHAT 
RUPEES WAS THE NEED 70 BUY 

ONLY, THE 


IT WIPES THE 
DUST FROM SOFA, 
CURTAINS AND 

WINDOWS. 


ВУ ATTACHING А SECOND 


EQUIPMENT YOU CAN CLEAN TV AND | 


PAINTINGS 


ይያ ATTACHING FOURTH EQUIPMENT 
YOU CAN SPRAY INSECTICIDE 
TO KILL 
MOSQUITOES. 


SHIELA | WHY ARE You 


THIRD APPARATUS. 
IS FOR REMOVING 
cog 
WEBS. 


i EVERY HOUSE WIFE OF THIS BLOCK 


POSSESSED THIS MACHINE . IT'S AN 
INDISPENSABLE (TEM FÜR KEEPING 
THE HOUSE CLEAN. - 


USING 4 BROOM FOR е , IND. VACUUM CLEANER 
SWEEPING 2 DON'T WE'VE WOULD GET DIRTY 
А VACUUM 8 
CLEANER P 


{ SHIELA / 60 AHEAD. 
TLL FOLLOW YOU. 


| THIS WILL LOOK 
| 6000 ON YOU . 
COSTS FIVE 

HUNDRED RUPEES. 


THAT 15 THE 

MOST FASHIONABLE 
SHOP FÜR 
CLOTHES. 


|“ LOOKING FOR A 
6000 SUIT. 


I SHOW YOU OTHER, 
NEW STOCK 
„ARRIVED 
YESTERDAY. 


SEE THIS, HAND EMBROIDERY OF 
GOLDEN YARN ОМ SUPER FINE CLOTH. 
COSTS FIVE THOUSA 


SAY, 8 00 I LOOK 
IN TH/S EXPENSIVE 
SUIT? 


TRY THE FITTING OF SUIT IN 
TRIAL ROOM из TILL THEN I 
60 AND HELP SOME OTHER 


ЕТ I ще LIKE IT. 
PLACE (T BACK. 


I FEEL SUFFOCATED 
IN THE 
MULT! TUDE . 


YES, WE CAN 
RELAX IN A QUIET 
ENVIRONMENT OF 

MUSSOORIE. 


DELH! (S SO 
CROWDE. 


THERE (5 A SOLUTION. 
LET'S 60 TO A HILL 
STATION FOR FEW 
-DAYS. 


SHAILI! GIVE YOUR 
CLOTHES FOR 77 
= IP. 


МЕЗ 


CHILDREN ! SIT 
/М THE CAR. 


— 
607 6000 ROOMS (М HOTEL, 
LET'S GO TO 
MARKET, 


GOING то 
REACH 
MUSSOORIE. 


HERE THERE ISA 
BIGGER MULTITUDE 
d FROM MANY CITIES! 


сов!! mew FAR YOUR TALK OF 
MARRIAGE WITH MOHAN HA: 
REACHED? 


а DIDN'T LIKE HIS d HAVE TO COMPROMISE 
MISERLINESS AND SOMEWHERE . МО ONE 15 
BAD TEMPERAMENT. PERFECT. 


| MRS. SHIELA, | COME, SIDDHARTH! 


SHE I$ 6061. 
BOY, 7 TRY NAMASTE! 4 ұсы ЙІ ТЕ YOU TWO 


то CONCUR WITH 1 T TOGETHER AND 
- EXCHANGE YOUR. 3 


LOOK, I'VE SENT FOR ANOTHER 


ΓΩ -ψε6ΕΤΑΚΙΑΝ. ዥ LIKE FILMS. 
LET ME BE FRANK. I'M А NON-VE de 


I LIKE DISHES 0F 
EGG, FISH AND 


MOVIE ON THE 


NEVER MIND. FIRST DAY OF 
RELEASE. 


THERE !S 
PROTEIN IN 


I LOVE ANIMALS. 3 1 60 70 CLUB АМО 
ІМ MY HOUSE I'VE 1 USUALLY RETURN LATE 
NUMBER 0F D06S 8 АТ НОМЕ. 

AND ८475. 


9 DOES Е MARRIAGE (S NOT 


GET ANGRY POSSIBLE . I DON'T LIkE 
г PEOPLE AGREEING ON 


ON WRONG 
THINGS. EVERYTHING, PO] 
ЖЕ : ዘዝ 


1 wer a 
ere 65 ኸ 
VA ^ 


FAS 
WEIGHT 
BEFORE AFTER 


HURRAY! ITIS 64 я NO, THIS IS 
AND 500 GRAMS, THAT * JJ OUR MEDICINE. 
MEANS 1 LOST HALE | TAKING ROUNDS 


5 

ON THIS 1 
WHY МОТ WE TAKE 
А PHOTO OUTSIDE 
THE HOUSE P 


KISHORE! TAKE ONE MOR 
SNAP OF ОБ WHILE 
Nt 


IRI 
„ CRACKERS? 


| EAT ALL 
THE SWEETS? 


TALENTED 
ARTIST 


f ARE Уд 
ANNOYED WITH J 


МЕ I PAINTED A SAREE са 


І 
THBRUSH ІМ 
TOY MOUTH. WITH FABRIC PAINTS. 
HOW DOES IT 


I'VE EVEN PAINTED \ WE DIDN'T KNOW 


BEDSHEET, PILLOW Ж WE HAD SUCH А 
FROCK, TABLECLOTH TALENTED ARTIST 
ЕТС —n AT НОМЕ. 


529295 


νά 


MEN 


SUPPOSED TO 5ТАУ АТ 
HOME. г. 


WOMEN HAVE EVEN GONE 70 
( AND HERE YOU'RE WHO HAS МТ 
EVEN STEPPED OUT OF 
“Θὲ ТСНЕМ. 


BHABHI { HAVE NOT YOU 
GONE TO SEE INDEPENDENCE 
DAY CELEBERATIONS P 


OLD CUSTOMS. NOWADAYS WOMEN 


FORGET 
ARE EQUAL 70 MEN AND WALK HAND 


IN HAND. 


MARGARET THATCHER AND‏ ج 
MRS.INDIRA GANDHI WERE ELECTED‏ 
PRIME MINISTERS. THERE IS NOTHING‏ 
THAT A MODERN WOMAN CAN'T 00?‏ 


DAMN WHAT А 
CONSERVATIVE 
THINKING г 


SELECTED IN рТ. 
IM T TO E 
WOMEN'S CRICKET TEAM. ГМ YOU WAN 
GOING TO PLAY MATCH. MEN'S GAME? 


WITHDRAW YOUR NAME 
FROM 


HILL 
STATION 


wad YOUR OFFICE HOURS, ұу, 

(συ ወ то OTHER FIRM IN (Сур 

THE EVENING FOR А 
PART TIME 


36 га 
Да 


es d 
E 


BESIDES YOU BUY VEGE TABLES 
FROM MARKET, MILK FROM 
ВООТИ AND REMOVE COBWEBS 
ОҒ ТИЕ 
HOUSE. 


NC AA 


тте ἀξ πὴ YOU SLOG YOURSELF THE 
WHOLE YEAR. THE SUMMER 


HOLIDAYS ARE OPPORTUNE TIME 70 
TAKE COMPLETE 
REST, 


Г NO, IT ረና WE WHO 
ARE GOING THERE. 
HE'LL 


ያኦ ARE CAUSED T ОЕ KEGULAR 
DUE ТО EATING SPICY AND EXCERCISE /5 ALSO А 
FRIED FOODS. = REASON FOR THE AILMENT. 


| THEN WHAT 
SHOULD 1 
ወዖ 


g 
l| WALK то THE 
GARDEN EVERY 
DAY AND EAT 
FRESH 
| FRUITS. 


I GET FRESH AIR 


* 70 EAT 
FRESH FRUITS. 


THERE ARE MANY ЧЕ 
ON THE TREE. I 


EET 
W MANY ROOMS 
[ 3 YOU HAVE ? 


а ОМУ THAT, THE КЕМТ 


OF THIS DILAPIDATED HOUSE 
16 ONE. THOUSAND FIVE 
ॉ HUNDRED RUPEES. 


SHIELA / YOUR HOUSE 
(5 /W BAD SHAPE, 

RASTER HAS COME 
OUT FROM MANY 


|. 


ΑΙ (5 MISERABLE TO LIVE 
HERE . THERE ARE POTHOLES ON 
THE A 00 


ΠῚ 
u 


I HAD VISUALISE A 
HOUSE TO SUIT MY 
REQUIREMENTS . 


ግላ 


ва WAWTED TO LIVE /W SUCH 
A MANSION WHOSE RENT 
was ur TEN 
THOUSAND RUPEES, 


I'VE INCREASED THE RENT 72 
RUPEES TEN THOUSAND FROM 
NEXT MONTH, 


g" KITTY partys SAE 11114 
Î CANDI | 

SYA SHE Se 
m 


$ 
ከ 
| 


> 


PROBABLY . 
BUSY 
MATCHING 


да I SEEK YOUR 
VALUABLE VOTE. 


THAT WAS 
YOUR OPPONENT 
CANDIDATES 

HOUSE. 


PRANS 


SHRIMATIJI 


CI YOU WAKE UP IN THE 
MORNING YOU LOOK TIRED, 


F BELLY 15 


PROTRUDING . OLD AGE IS DOMINATING 


YOU AT THIRTY FIVE . 


- BAD COLD ТО CANCER АКО BUT | DON'T KNOW HOW TO bt YOGA. 


NBT ONLY THAT YOGA CURES ) 
THAT TO WITHOUT SPENDING 


TOWARDS LEFT VID 
UPPER SIDE OF NECK... 
THEN TAKE QUT LEFT 
HAND. 


í LA!NOW HOW 
TO COME OUT OF 
THIS 


AD MASANA 2 


ы LA, DON'T KNOW FROM 
WHERE А WORN OUT T M)- RUPEE 


ToTALLY | Y 
WORN оит. ፪ К GIVE THIS 
| NOTE TO SOMEBODY, 
THE WAY SOMEONE 
HAS BEFDOLED US. 


m SR GIVE 
TWO ICECREAMS, 
1 Ky 


МЕ: МЕ 
BEFOOLED HM. 


ЖА r i 
FIXED THE 
BULB. PLEASE 
PRESS THE 
SWITCH ОМ. 


(БЕР NEIGHBOUR 
CHOKHEY GOT MARRIED. κ 


THE OTHER 
way 


HEGOT MANY ITEMS INDOWRY Ὶ 
LIKE SCOOTER,TY, REFRIGERATOR 

TAPE RECORDER, SOFA --- 
—— 


477 РЯ DON'T YOU TELL 
NOT GET EVEN SING YOURFATHER TO SEND A 
PAISA ON WEDDING. TRANSISTOR FOR OUR 

ENTERTAINMENT. 


Z= DIDN'T KNOW THAT 
YOU WERE 50 GREEDY, 
OTHERWISE | WOULDN'T 
HAVE MARRIED YOU. 


(еле HOO! 
/7 5 BETTER TO 


YOU EVEN 
PROMISE 


== МЕКЕ АКЕ e YOU LOVE 
RUPEES TWO 3 ME S0 МИС H, 


< 
n a 
СЯ 
፻ 


WS Е" 
M 

p^ 5 | 

BE READY.SHIELA 15 J а 
COMING.AS SOON SHE Û 4 P 
ENTERS SPRAY COLOURS — 


Se 


OH? SHE IS МҮ 
2 ΟΤΗΕΚ-ΙΝ: LAW ! 


| 241 др я 


т? РІСМІС 1024 
и. | ava 


4 LET US SPEND THE DAY FAR 
AWAY FROM THE WORRIES 


ET FORGOT ТО GIVE 
MILK TO PUPPY, POOR 


I PAPPU WON'T FAIL IN 
CLASS BY MISSING 
ONE DAY'S STUDY. 


% EVERY CHANCE 
OF HOUSE 
GETTING ОК FIRE. 


መነ 
LEAVE US WE 
DON'T LEAVE 


© PRAN'S FEATURES 


SHELAL PLEASE LEND MISHA 1 ИМ BUSY ATTENDING | 
ME A CUP OF SUGAR. E TELEPHONE. PLEASE 

TAKE IT FROM THE KITCHEN, 

" AY 


SHRIMATIJI 
AND RAT 


"TE ГА КАТ WENT BEHIND 4 BELIEVABLE. THERE IS NO ` 
THE COOKING STOVE. E г РАТ ІМ MY HOUSE. 


| BRING THE GUN | 


STICK BREAKS ? 


Д ARE ИЕ GOING TO HUNT A E GUN'S TARGET 
| TIGER P RAT CAN BE Шарын 
KILLED EVEN BY STICK. J SED. 


GUN IS SUCH A WEAPON LET US BRING BOTH THE 


WHICH CAN SCARE | ገ WEAPONS.RAT MUST DIE 


THE ENEMY. አ 
= е EITHER BY STICK OR BY GUN , 


IT IS FOOLISH ТО USE A 


THEY BRING STIC 1 : (AFTER REMOVING THE GAS STOVE, 
AND GUN. LOOK! DIDN'T | TELL THAT THERE 
© = NO RAT ІМ MY HOUSE. 


—Y| 


ГЕ 1 HOW ABOUT 
DOIN6 SOME 
? 


5 DONE γ΄ HOLD THESE PACKETS. Y) 


LOT OF SHOPPING. NOW WHICH I CAN'T RESIST 
THIS SALE. 


80 
ТНЕЗЕ „УЕ ТО 


` 


— [P —— -- 
E TIME ІМ GOING TO THE ደ TMESE.IVE ) መሙ 
CROGKERY COUNTER is TO GO AGAIN. J 


Я TO | 
READYMADE 


|| [THESE ARE NOT FOR SALE. \ | 
J| SANDALS BELONG TO 
“. 


ተ-> መ 


— 


f THANK YOU, HOW PRETTY DOES IT 
LOOK ON MY WRIST P 
EXPENSIVE Р 


ITS AN ELECTRONIC SWISS WATCH. IT 4 CHAIN 15 MADE OF 18 САРАТ GOLD. 
15 ACCURATE TO SECONDS 


' ከኝ 
SIDES !T TELLS THE DAY 
AND 
m Y 
Ф | 


ОН-М! FEW OF МУ 


9 AT YOUR 
EXPENSIVE 
TIME ይሃ YOUR WATCH? | “WaTcH > 


DON'T BE NEGLIGENT. 
f PLACE THE THERMOMETER 
I š /N YOUR 
RAMI! I'VE ፻፻፻ р 
SLIGHT k š 
FEVER. 


А SLIGHT FEVER. DO YOU'VE 


| RAN 7? 
YOUR PULSE 15 | HEADACHE AND SORE THROAT; 
FAST, / 


DON'T TAKE IT CASUALLY. 
REMAIN IN THE BED FOR 
ATLEAST A WEEK. 


EAT ONLY LIGHT CEREALS. 
GARGLE AFTER EVERY HOUR 
WITH SALTED WARM 
WATER. 


RAMI ! IS YOUR 
FRIEND A DOCTOR P 


AVOID SOUR, FRIED AND 
SPICES FOOD. 


1Е YOU DON'T po FHAT 
THEN THIS CONDITION 

COULD WORSEN ТО FATAL 

PNEUMONIA. poor 


мо 


| SHE QUITE OFTEN 
Д FALLS SICK. THAT'S 


ес: / THE SEAT ОҒ 


A TRUCK'S SEAT መሠ , 
ВЕ SMALL. 


THERE IS A SALE АТ FANCY. 
STORES. WE SHOULD REACH 
THERE SOOW. 


SHANKAR MARG . A 
PROCESSION 15 


CAR 
GOING THERE, SCAM SET THE | THERE. SO THERE 


PATEL NAGAR А TRAFFIC /5 CLOSED. 


WOULD TAKE THE 


PRAN'S FEATURES 


WE PARK THE CAR HERE AND WALK on SALE 15 
THE DISTANCE TILL FANCY STORES. NOT YET OVER. 


ሪ= 1 


OUR CARP 
HOW SHALL WE 


LET'S PUT e 

PACKETS /М THE 
CAR AND DRIVE 
BACK 


AFTER PUTTING THE SEWER 
PIPES THE ROAD WILL BE COVERED. 
YOU CAN TAKE YOUR CAR AT 
TWELVE O'CLOCK TOMORROW. DON'T 
BE LATE EVEN ONE 
MINUTE. 


PEOPLE IN OFFICE, TALK TO THEM 
AND ENJOY. THE DAY PASSES 
А 


Е THE WHOLE DAY ЕМ YOU 60 TO OFFICE h 
HERE. 


атте AT Home 
г 6 HOME. CHILDREN 
LEAVE FOR SCHOOL IN THE MORNING. EET AL 


EVERYDAY THE SAME a 
SWEEPING THE HOUSE , WASHING 
EANING UTENSILS, --- 


4 HOUSE /5 LIKE HELL. 
I LONG то 
CONVERSE WITH 
SOMEONE. 


£ 


ብ WRITE A LETTER TOMMORROW 

TO YOUR MOTHER-IN-LAW AND CALL HER 
HERE FOR SIX MONTHS. YOU 80TH CAN 
GOSSIP AS MUCH AS YOU WANT. 


- CHOPPING VEGETABLES , BAKING 
ICHAPPATIES AND IRONING CLOTHES . 
HERE THERE IS NO ONE ELSE WITH 
WHOM r4 CAN 

TALK AND 

PASS 
TIME. 


£ I CAN UNDERSTAND 


LONELINESS . IVE A SOLUTION 
FOR THAT. 


GOING то 
OFFICEP 


CRICKET 
MATCH 


ГА LEAVE FROM OFFICE .1'LL WATCH 
WORLD CUP CRICKET MATCH, 


ERR | 
2 | E 
FAST BALL --- 


ІТ 15 NECESSARY FOR THE SAFETY 
OF TV DURING THE 
Ж CUP. 


(57 
9 


FOREIGN 
GUEST 


| И HELLO, KISHORE! IM JOGINDER- 
0, 


% SHIELA { МУ 4 FRIEND 
JOGINDER AND HIS AMERICAN Wil 
ARE COMING OVER TO MEET US. 
THEY'LL HAVE 


ሠ 
YESTERDAY. MY WIFE АМЕ; 
HAS ACCOMPANIED ME. — . 

WE'RE COMING TO 
MEET You. 


8 


$ 


: = 
© | 


ТНЕМ 114. СООК 
FEW DISHES 
FOR THEM. 


m PLACE THIS P| 
HERE. 


WIFE BOTH ARE 
VEGETARIANS. 


У00 АМО 
YOUR B16 
MOUTH! 


LOOK, BROTHER AND z) 
DON'T QUARREL WITH EACH 


ҒА SORRY, 
BHAIYA / 


I'LL PINCH I'LL PULL 
ους NOSE! YOUR: HAIR! 


Ж SHANU 
TORE MY BOOK. 


SHAILI FIRST 
BROKE MY BAT. 


“a SEND МЕ b 


1. | FOR RAKHI P 


т CROCKERY WAS 

ІМ EXCHANGE OF THE || ЗЕ ASHAMED 
SHIRT WHICH I HAD | OF POINTING 
PURCHASED FOR, YOU OUT SUCH 


£3 WAS 
THE PAYMENT 
WHICH YOU HAD 
BORROWED 


BUT I HAD 
SENT YOU A 


Ре , REAL BROTHER- SISTER 
DON'T QUARREL LIKE THAT. 


PRANS 
SHRIMATIJI 


and THE HOLE 


ри 
4 


ТГ 
>) _ 


NOORIE AND 
ZUBEDA 


WHY DON'T YOU BRING 


N TE 
í HER YOURSELF? | 
በ1278 
= 4 


© 
АМ! А. ZUBEDA ІМ SUCH А WAY 
MOVIES, BUT | HAVE THAT NOORIE 
MONEY Т0 BUY TWO EVEN COME TO KNOW, 
TICKETS ONLY... 


ТПП 
(TITITITTTITTTTIT 
ITL ILYUTITLITIHI 


TT 
00 YOU HAVE M 
SOME WORK P 1 xd 


ALONGWITH YOU SLIP OUT QUIETLY. 


. ги HAVING 
STOMACH PAIN, 


SHIELA ! HAVE YOU IRONED MY TROUSERS P 
ГМ GETTING LATE FOR THE OFFICE. 


ረ 
.6 «5 


እ 
578 


ον TODAY'S EPISODE ΤΗΕ HEROINE а SMOKING A CIGARETTE. 
MARRIES HER LOVER'S FATHER PERHAPS THAT'S SMELLING. 


54 AND EAT SOMETHING 


WOUND 


DOCTOR SAID IT WILL TAKE EIGHT 
DAYS FOR MY WOUNDS 


TO HEAL. 


NOTHING TO WORRY. THE CAR ISN'T 
EVEN SCRATCHED. IF IT HAD A DENT IT 
HAVE TAKEN А MONTH TO REPAIR 


WOULD 
AND COST RUPEES 10.000/- 
че ч 


A 


ው -፦. 


» 


№. 


Z 
< 


SHEILA! HAVE YOU 
BOUGHT A NEW CAR? 


MY HUSBAND HAS TAKEN FULL CARE THAT 
WHY THE GRILLS ON 
CAR ISNT DAMA\ HAS 
THE HEADLIGHTS? i = mee 


GRILLS FIXED ON THE FRONT 
ў 
7 ` 


я EVEN HAS IRON GRILLS 
ON THE WINDOWS SO THE 
CAR 15 REALY SECURE. 


ON THE SIDES IN CASE WE 
ARE HIT FROM THE SIDES. 


IF ONE TAKES SUCH 
PRECAUTIONS. YOU CAN SAVE UP 
ON DENTING-PAINTING COSTS. 

COME, LET'S GO SHOPPING. 


GOGH МҮ WATER SPRAY IS EMPTY. 
pu 


TL edes CALL 
و ر ر ور‎ ሓማ 
НЕЯ ON THE 

P» 


KISHORE IS IN THERE 
TO ANSWER THE z tl > 
PHONE ДЕНТ ИНЕНІ 


SHEILA! MY BOSS IS STRICT AND 
VERY CRANKY. WE END UP 
ARGUING ALWAYS. 


| ONLY YOUR 4 IS A WOMAN. 
LADIES HAVE TENDER HEARTS. 


ІТ MAKES NO . “Ἢ E7 LADY BOSS IS NO LESS 
| HAVE TWO BOSSES- А H CRANKY. SHE IS CONSTANTLY 
MAN AND A WOMAN. 


| BOSS IN THE BEST OF MOOD. 
IF NOT THEN SHE WILL RAISE 


ዝክ ONE IS SITTING 
HERE. WHY IS THE 
FAN, TV. AND MUSIC A 


454% 
іші 


( 


NOW | KNOW WHY OUR ም LETSSTOP THIS WASTAGE я 
NEED TO CUT DOWN ON THE 
ELECTRICITY BILLS то OUT OOM ON: 


Sg PROMISE TO CUT DOWN ON 


ELECTRICITY BILL IN FUTURE + WENT Ji BUY FOUR 


TICKETS OF THE FILM 


BUT MUMMY, THE SAME 1 KNOW. BUT WE NEED TO SAVE 
MOVIE WILL BE ON ELECTRICITY BILLS. 
SCREENED ON TV 
TONIGHT. 


PEOPLE TAKE UNDUE 
ADVANTAGE OF MY 
EASY NATURE 


= GEEKAY BORROWED MY 


CAR TO GO SHOPPING. WHEN 
SHE RETURNED THAT 
THE TANK WAS EMPTY. 


SHEILA! НОМАЕ YOU? 
606ዞ GREAT! YOU 
ARE MY BEST FRIEND. 


MRS LABHANI WANTED A LOAN OF FIFTEEN 
THOUSAND FOR FIFTEEN DAYS. AFTER. WHICH SHE 
WILL REPAY FIFTEEN THOUSAND FIVE HUNDRED . 
BUT SHE TOOK THE MONEY AND 


| WANT SOME ADVICE SO | WON'T BE 
TAKEN FOR А RIDE IN FUTURE 


^ UNDERSTAND. FLL L 
SOMETHING FOR YOU TO EAT 


ἜΘ vou 
PROMISED TO GIVE 
ADVICE AFTER FOOD. 


ОН! WHAT IS н. ж 
HOME ? EVERYTHING IS ` 
ІН DISORDER. 


3| OH, SOMEBODY HAS СОМЕ. 
Ш WILL THINK? | 6000 ge 6: 


FOR NOTHING HOUSEWIFE, 1 WON'T ALLOW 


ANYBODY ТО COME 
INSIDE. I'LL PUT THI 


1 


| 
/ 


KISHORE ! YOU CALLED 


LITTLE GIRL HER IN P 
OF FIVE YEARS? ез 


4. IS RAMI'S DAUGHTER. SHE 
WILL RELATE EVERYTHING TO HER 


MOTHER AND SHE WILL MAKE FUN 
OF МЕ BEFORE OTHER LADIES. 


7 IS ТИЕ SUGAR, ` TWO 
RUPEES. BUY ICECREAM. PROMISE THAT you 


WON'T TELL ANYBODY WHAT YOU'VE SEEN IN MY 
HOME ? 


8 TELEGRAM FOR 
HORE KULSHRESHTH. 
ғы ብዝ È | ? 


RAJNI'S 
SECRET 


WHO IS RAJNI 2 AND WHAT FOR SHE HAS 
CALLED YOUR HUSBAND AT AIRPORT ? 
የመመ REACHING AT FIVE ж т 


THIRTY. REACH AIRPORT... 
RAJNI, BOMBAY. 


1 ነ | DON'T TELL KISHORE ABOUT TELEGRAM. 
70 THIS CITY | || WHEN НЕ DOESN'T REACH AIRPORT SHE 
1 WILL COME HERE. THEN BOTH OF US WILL 
TEACH HER A LESSON. 
т A М. 


É ኣነ 


ЖЕ КЕ TO TEACH А 
LESSON ТО SOMEONES . 


г 


kd D 
Lid 
(е N CEU 
> = ща 
Nb 
ws. ἘΝ ο 2 2 
BUT МЕ WANT ТО SEND YOU LX 
BOTH. TO HOSPITAL. 2 


s s 
FRIEND RAJNI ΚΑΝΤ. 
ex t € 


WELCOME MADAM! FOR 70 SHIMLA WE HAVE ARRANGEMENT FOR 
SUMMER VACATIONS WE AIR-CONDITIONED BUS. SEE THERE RIDGE OR 
HAVE PACKAGE TOURS. JHAKHU AND CHAIL SURROUNDED BY 

DEODAR TREES. 


ONE WEEK'S TOUR: AND PLAY GOLF AT 


| STAY COSTS NATURAL BEAUTY OF PANJPULA OR KHAJINAR-FOR ONE 
TEN THOUSAND SATDHARA OR HAVE GLIMPSE OF WEEK STAY RUPEES 


RUPEES ONLY. THREE RIVERS- RAV, CHENAB АЮ BEAS. SEVEN THOUSAND. 


STAY INA GRACEFUL HOTEL MUSSODRIE. 


E ING R АССА ΝΡ 
EMPTING SUNRISE FROM TIGER ЕКЕ ROAM AT MACE OR GOW MEL 
AND SEE CAMEL BACK OR ENJOY 


HILLFOR FIVE DAYS RUPEES 
FIVE THOUSAND . 


THERE 1S ARRANGEMENT FOR 
HOUSEBOATS IN KASHMIR A HEAVEN ON 
EARTH. TREES FLOWERS, BLUE LAKES, 
GREEN FIELDS AND MOUNTAIN Ed 

WILL OVERWHELM YOUR SOUL. / 


LOVELY VIEW OF CAMPTY FALL.RUPEES 
EVEN THOUSAND AND FIVE HUNDRED FOR. 


г KASHMIR WHEN YOU i. OW GULMARG, 
SHALIMAR AND NISHAT GARDENS, YOULL 
FEEL LIKE A QUEEN NOORJAHAN ONE WEEKS 
KAGE DEAL WILL COST YOU RUPEES 15 THOUSAND. 


WANTED 70 
COLLECT THE 
INFORMATION TO 
TALK ABOUT HILL 

STATIONS AT 
SOCIAL PARTIES, 


E AGE IS VISIBLE ON 
MY FACE. 


ЛЫ А WOMAN'S AGE 
15 EVEN MORE DIFFICULT 
THAN SOLVING A 


рез JOKES! TELL F ተኖ 
ME THAT DO I LOOK | |werrrew ом YOUR | | | (YOUR AGE WRITTEN IN ТІ 

THAN MY | | CORPORATION RECORDS OR 
m CERTIFICATE OR WHICH ACCORDING ТО THE CANDLES 


YOUR FATHER TOLD ME? ON YOUR BIRTHDAY ? 
| Ж" ы 


ES AGE WHICH 15 RECORDED IN THE 
RATION CARD OR YOU WROTE IN 
THE APPLICATION FOR JOB? 


THE AGE YOU HAD WRITTEN ІН YOUR 
AFFIDAVIT OR WHICH YOU TELL 
YOUR FRIENDS. 


4 HOW : AFTER 
OLD {LOC TAKING LAST 
SIP OF TEA. 


YOU EXACTLY LOOK TWENTY 
FIVE MONTHS, TWO ы 


PRANS 


መመ [5 
| CRICKE C 


ARN'T You 
GOING TO 
OFFICE 2 


€ TODAY I'VE TAKEN А 
SICK LEAVE FROM OFFICE .TLL WATCH 


WORLD CUP CRICKET MATCH. 


5 NECESSARY FOR THE SAFETY 
OF TV DURING THE 
WORLD CUP. 


Ë OLD REFRIGERATOR IS 0 
USE FOR MANY DAYS. WHYN'T 
1 IT TO SOME JUNK DEALER P 


ALL RIGHT. INSECTS MIGHT МТ CUT 
YOUR атака 501 PLACE 


SE (М THE 
[x FRIDGE. 


‘gt | . 


KISHORE | THERE 15 А 6000 AND 
А NEW. 
WHAT'S THE GOOD? 


OUR FRIDGE 
STARTED 


WORKING 
AUTOMATICALLY ЧАЙ 
LAST NIGHT. 


ITS AN ELECTRONIC SW/SS WATCH, IT 
IS ACCURATE TO SECONDS. 


N 


В ҮТТЕ 

λ | 
^g | 

N € 
NN | 

NY 

E T тво! 
You THA 5 
/ፖ АТ THOSE 


WHY u 


SEE 
YOUR 


e BE NEGLIGENT. 
PLACE THE THERMOMETER 


RAMI! I'VE 
SLIGHT 
FEVER. 


А SLIGHT FEVER . DO YOU'VE 
5 WE ANI Е THROAT P 
YOUR PULSE Is HEADACI Е AND SORE THROA 
FAST, | 


= TAKE /7 CASUALLY. 
REMAIN (N THE BED FOR 
ATLEAST A WEEK. 


EAT ONLY LIGHT CEREALS . 
GARGLE AFTER EVERY HOUR 
WITH SALTED WARM 
WATER. 


RAMI ! 15 
FRIEND A DOC 


AVOID SOUR, FRIED AND 
‘SPICES FOOD. 


IF YOU DON'T DO THAT 
THEN THIS CONDITION. 
COULD WORSEN TO FATAL 

PNEUMONIA. 


ΝΟ, 
SHE QUITE OFTEN. 
FALLS SICK. THAT'S 
WHY SHE 
HAS 


вот. 
EXPERIENO 


EE ТИЕ SEAT OF YOUR CAR /5 
SM. 


THEY ARE 

THERE 15 А SALE AT FANCY DIGGING THE ROAD | RIGHT AND DRIVE 

STORES . WE SHOULD REACH В IT V/A SHANKAR 
THERE SOON. 


r; 


DON'T 60 BY MINISTER'S CAR 
SHANKAR MARG . A 


PROCESSION /5 


WE PARK THE CAR HERE AND WALK. 
THE DISTANCE TILL FANCY STORES. 


AFTER SOME А ቅ 
μι ሠ. 


LET'S PUT THE г 
PACKETS ΙΝ THE | а 
CAR AND DRIVE 

BACK 

3 

ΕΓ А > 1 
: ያ: c 
። | 1 


и Г 
мат vl 


= “© 


YOUR LIFE 15 6000. YOU MEET 50 
MANY PEOPLE IN OFFICE , TALK TO THEM 
AND ENJOY. THE DAY PASSES 
а HAPPILY. 


I GET BORE THE WHOLE DAY 
SITTING АТ HOME. CHILDREN 
LEAVE FOR SCHOOL IN THE MORNING. 


EVERYDAY THE SAME ^ 
SWEEPING THE HOUSE , WASHING 
LEANING UTENSILS, --- 


I CAN UNDERSTAND YOUR 
LONELINESS . I'VE A SOLUTION 
FOR THAT. 


ILL WRITE A LETTER TOMMORROW 
САЦ HER 


FOREIGN 


4 
|. 


SHIELA { MY CHILDHOOD 4 
JOGINDER AND HIS AMERICAN Wil 
OVER TO MEET US. 


^m PLACE THIS Р 


ә 
HAVE CHICKEN E BUTTER 
CHICKEN, PEAS BIRYANI, FISH NOODLES, 
MUTTON CUTLETS , WIFE BOTH ARE 
VEGETARIANS. 


mummy! нами SHAILI FIRST 
TORE MY Воок. BROKE MY BAT. 


YOU SEND ME | г па 
ҚТАР” THE PAYMENT 
΄ WHICH YOU HAD 

BORROWED 

FROM ME. 


Е CROCKERY WAS Vf YOU SHOULD | "T REAL BROTHER- SISTE. 


፦ R 
IN EXCHANGE OF THe ፦ S DON'T QUARREL LIKE THAT. 


(жемі Изтем то Me! Ye ИЗТЕМ TO ME/ 


1 AM GOING TO MY MOTHER. 
you'll RECEIVE MY DIVORCE 
NOTICE IN ONE 
WEEK. 


SHIELA, MY ዝ 
ТАКЕ МЕ ТО МУ 
MOTHER'S HOUSE! 


YOUR MOTHER HAS 60МЕ 
MRS. DAULATRAM'S HOUSE TO 
DISCUSS SHARE 


ALTERNATIVE EXCEPT YOU 60 
BACK TO YOUR Ма 


— 


FROM HERE MRS. CHATKHAT 
WENT ТО MRS. PAPPLU'S HOUSE 
TO PLAY RUMMY. 


E HERE MRS. CHATKHAT WENT TO 
SEE FASHION SHOW. FROM THERE SHE 5 
SCHEDULED TO GO 70 LISTEN TABLA AND 
SEE ART EXHIBITION, THEN SHOPPING, 
COFFEE HOUSE, SYMPOSIUM, OPERA 

HOUSE AND 70 р. εὖ 


ТНАТ 15 ТНЕ 
MOST FASHIONABLE 


SHIELA / 
ги в 


60 AHEAD. 
ow YOU. 
«4. 

I 


Х 


Lj 
5 I sow H 
NEW STOCK 
ARRIVED 
MR, YESTERDAY. 
ЗА መ) | 
» Ε 2 
f 
АУҒА 
+ 


SEE THIS, HAND EMBROIDERY OF 


GOLDEN YARN ON SUPER FINE CLOTH. 
COSTS FIVE THOUSAND 


SAY, 8 20 I LOOK 
ІМ THIS EXPENSIVE 
SUIT? 


TRY THE FITTING OF SUIT IN 
TRIAL ROOM. TILL THEN І 
60 AND HELP SOME OTHER 
3 


ЕТ I DION'T LIKE IT. 
PLACE (T BACK. 


ዉዷ 
CLEANER 


KISHORE ! I HAD PLACED AN ORDER 
T0 A COMPANY TO PURCHASE 
VACUUM CLEANER. DELIVERY MAN HAS 


COME TO DELIVER IT. 


FLOOR AND CARPET CAN BE 
CLEANED IN MINUTES WITH 
THIS DEVICE. 


ያ! MONTH NEW SCHOOL 


UNIFORMS FOR CHILDREN 
WERE TO BE STITCHED. WHAT 
WAS THE NEED 70 BUY 


DUST FROM SOFA, 
CURTAINS AND 
WINDOWS. 


. BY ATTACHING А SECOND T 
EQUIPMENT YOU CAN CLEAN. TV AND. 
PAINTINGS iiss 


a ATTACHING FOURTH EQUIPMENT 


YOU CAN SPRAY INSECTICIDE 
то KILL 


MOSQUITOES. 


L DJ 
IS FOR REMOVING 


EVERY HOUSE WIFE ०6 THIS BLOCK 
POSSESSED THIS MACHINE . IT'S AN 
INDISPENSABLE (TEM FOR KEEPING 
THE HOUSE CLEAN. 


NO. VACUUM CLEANER 


WOULD GET DIRTY 
ву 


I FEEL SUFFOCATED 
ІМ THE 
MULTITUDE . 


YES, WE CAN 
RELAX IN A QUIET 
ENVIRONMENT OF 

MUSSOORIE. 


DELH! 15 50 
CROWDED. 


THERE 15 A SOLUTION. 
LET'S GO TO А HILL. 
STATION FOR FEW 
DAYS. 


SHAILI / GIVE YOUR 
CLOTHES FOR TH! 
TRIP. 


ሽክ HERE THERE [SA 


BIGGER MUL 
ША FROM MANY CITIES! 


<a DION'T LIKE HIS 
MISERLINESS AND 


BAD TEMPERAMENT, 


00K, I'VE SENT FOR ANOTHER 
BOY, SIDDHARTH. TRY 
70 CONCUR WITH 


GOG! / HOW FAR YOUR TALK OF 
MARRIAGE WITH MOHAN HA 


| 
чай 


4 HAVE TO COMPROMISE 
SOME WHERE . NO ONE (S 
PERFECT. 


ፎ2 SHIELA, 
NAMASTE! 


p MIND. 
THERE 15 
PROTEIN IN 
THOSE . 


I LOVE ANIMALS. 

| му HOUSE I'VE 

NUMBER ОҒ 0065 
AND CATS. 


Е MARRIAGE IS МОТ 


POSSIBLE. I DON'T LIKE 
PEOPLE AGREEING ON 
ሥመ፦ 


EVERY THING « 
EEN 


| ror 


SHIELA / YO 
60 70" FA 5 
WEIGHT CLINICS 


FAST LOSE 
WEIGHT 
веғоғе AFTER 


MURRAY! ІТ 1S 64 


AND 500 GRAMS, THAT 
MEANS І LOST HALF 
KILOGRAM ON THE WAY, 


WHY NOT WE TAKE 
A PHOTO OUTSIDE 
THE HOUSE 2 


SNAP OF OURS WHILE 
FIRING 
CRACKERS? 


MUMMY ! HOW 6 THIS 
LOOKING? 


SHRIMATUI 
PULLOVER 
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KISHORE ! ГМ ША TO INVITE 
SHIELA FOR DINNER. 


4 TELL SHELA ПИТ | 
YOU WILL WAIT AT 
DINNER FOR HER. 


Е пе т: FIRST = m 
10 m THE TELEPHONE. WHATEVER YOU 
SOMETM WANT TO SAY, TELL LATER ON. 
e mE таи 
НИ, (е? 
BIN] 7 


БІН Ç 


5 E 
dcm 
0 


я MISHALIN FACT ГМ г | IT SEEMS, SHELA WILL TAKE LONG 
TES FANS E ON F MEANWHILE WHY NOT SEE A MATING 
15 22579 ME y 


AT NEARBY THEATRE P 
ff 


ασ} 


“ 


ТЕ ΑΙ ENDED AFTER THRE, 
HOURS. SHIELA WILL GET ANGRY 
THAT WHY DIDN'T | TELL HER 
ABOUT DINNER AT 606/ $ 
LACE Р 


-WONDERFUL ! MISHA... А TELL YOU NOT То WAIT Ñ 


FOR SHIELA ОК 
ALEP OF SAREES P--OH -~ DINNER, SKE IS 


6061! HOW 7 

PEOPLE HAYE GIVEN 
DONATION FOR 

MAHILA SAMITI P 


DONATION 


3 THERE 15 ONE ) eea m WAY OF COLLECTION 
PERSON WHOM | EXPECT TO GIVE 1 . FIRST YOU. 
DONATION. THAT ($ SHIELA / 


< 


Гей 


ማዜ = g SAMITI WILL TEACH 
THE GIRLS ABOUT BEAUTY 
መጫ RAMI? WHAT AIDS LIKE HOW TO APPLY 
THAT SAMITI WILL DO? HENNA. 


WHO WILL TEACH 
ABOUT HENNA ? 
—> 


$. 


рс RAMI YOU'VE REALLY 
MADE A BEAUTIFUL DESIGN. 


ሆው DONATE FOR 
OUR SAMITI. 


KISHORE BHAIYA ! WHY ARE YOU 6061! THE MOMENT / ENTER HOME: 3 ዘረ 
STROLLING HERE P WHY DON'T YOUGOWOME?) | ASSIGN ME SEVERAL JOBS LIKE CHLDREN'S 
HOMEWORK, TIGHTENING THE BED CLEANING COBNEBS. 


JETER ез EE | * — FALL SKK. NOBODY WILL ASK 
(..70 GET THE FLOUR FROM A PATIENT TO DO ANY WORK P 
FLOUR MILL ETC. I AM 

TRYING TO AVOID 


BUT AS DOCTORS FORBID THE 
PATIENTS NOT q^ FRIED 


[ кин 

77 ы | THE MATTER? 
YOU ARE DECORATING 

THE HOUSE P 


xi 


ET 


DILIP , MY CLASSMATE lr 
OF COLLEGE DAYS 15 HE 
15 COMING . MARRIED ? 


На: WAS A BRILLIANT 
STUDENT. WE USED TO 
EXCHANGE NOTES. ç A COUPLE ОҒ 
TIMES WE WENT TO 
MOVIES. 


ГЫ. SEE TO IT THAT 
PERHAPS MY HAND MIGHT 
WAVE GONE 70 DILIP, 


E / DILIP RANG UP AND SAID 
THAT НЕ WOULD NOT COMING . 


THEN WHO WAS HE WHOM / 
SHERU CHASED AWAY P 

у 

3 ai N 


9; 


% 


KISHORE | HOW PLEASANT IS THE 
ТД MORNING BREEZE? 
d 
γω 0 


SHIELA / HOW ABOUT 
JOGGING P THAT KEEPS THE 
BODY FRESH AND FIT THE WHOLE, 


THIRTY PARANTHAS, THREE KILO PULAO, TWO AND 
A HALF KILO RAITA, THREE KILO MATAR PANEER, 
FOUR KILO RABRI, FIVE KILO SALAD. 


А E 


9. THIS FOOD IS FOR MEMBERS | ASCERTAINING WHETHER IT'S 
OF KITTY PARTY. TASTY OR NOT, I'LL SERVE IT TO THEM. 


(Gi 


Sa 
YA 
2 


MY COOKING. NEED WHILE, YOU GET SOMI 
Ti i IMPARTIAL PERSON TO =) 
SOME IMPARTIAL т IT AND GET WIS OPINION. 


[77 Б. 


HAVE 


606//САН YOU TASTE THE FWO PREPARED 
BY SMELA AND GIVE YOUR OPINION. 
zx “чш, 


ΕΞ 


5 
Е 
š 
š 
Ë 
E 
፡ 
ጀ 


a THERE WILL BE BLAST. 


F BROUGHT / 


тит SWEETS YOU 


1 
THESE. SWEETS ARE VERY. S 
SAFELY. WE'LL EAT THOSE AFTER LAKSHMI POOJA. 
MEANWHILE LET'S 60 TO 606/5 PLACE AND 
ENJOY HER SWEETS. 


r J 
MO.THERE WERE CHILLIES IN 
FOOD. 606/ FINISHED OR 


SWEETS 70 CHANGE HER 
TASTE, NOW SHE HAS 
GONE TO YOUR HOUSE. 


11. ^ 
SHIELA! TO WHOM / CAN LOVE EXCEPT YOUPHADINOT M 
MARRIED YOU / WOULD HAVE REMAINED A 
ራደ чыш 


A 


к) 

μον, 
zy 
у % 


АМОТНЕ! 


МЕГА 1606! WERE 


BIRTHDAY CAKE, SO HER जिन CAN'T CONTROL AGING. 
э) 


СА. 
: 
| х = 


» 


= SHE HAS BECOME P 600 KNOWS WHEN LADIES WILL 
DOESN'T FIX CANDLES " | STOP CONCEALING THEIR AGE ? 


Menta rd TU AEE NEN wt 
TEN YEARS FROM 1 AMONG LADIES, 
ГИ А150 FORCED 70 DECREASE MY AGE UNDERSTAND pes GER 3 
ФУ ONE TO TWO YEARS. MATURITY AND 


EXPERIENCE. , 


WITH YEARS YOUR UNDERSTANDING , 
INTELLIGENCE AND PERSONALITY 
GROW AS WELL. 


LOOK AT ME, ye 


MUMMY / YOU DIDN'T WISH ME? TODAY 
MY AGE, І TELL TWENTY-THREE ($ MY TWENTY-FOURTH BIRTHDAY, 
YEARS WITHOUT HESITATION. 


“с 
4 Й ነ, 
4 
[፡ 
GAINED TWO KIL 
f S 
=í 
R ግ 


ГМ BECOMING FAT. ALL OF HOW WILL / FACE MY DIETING СІ. E 
MY BLOUSES HAVE pU 5 c | 


K: RAJESH KHANNA ARE 
ФА CONTESTING ELECTIONS 
THEN WHY SHOULD 


ГМ CONTESTING FOR PROTECTION OF YOUR RIGHTS. 
IF | WIN I'LL REMOVE THE TAX FROM LIPSTICK, 


res 


MEL 


P PARTIES WILL 
BE ORGANISED 
TO ENCOURAGE 
NATIONAL SAVING. 


160 GAPPAS AND 
Г TO EARN FOREIGN EXCHANG 
OUR SISTERS LIVING ABROAD WILL TOO 
(JOY THE DEL. 
ы F 
‘SYMBOL OF ROLLING j # 
‹ 4 
4 


I CAME W LISTEN 
ТО SPEECH BUT THEY 
AWAY ? 
Ñ 


SHIELA! PLEASE LENDME YOUR SCISSORS FOR 


πα 1፡1 | 


EH, SCISSORS ARE 3 
/ RECOLLECT.LAST MONTH SARASWAT! 
HAD TAKEN THAT ТО CUT A BLOUSE. 


ин 
SWELA! I'VE JUST 


LEFT THE SCISSORS 
AT YOUR PLACE. 


ы 
RAMI AUNTIE'S DAUGHTER NEELU, 
AUNTIE WANTED TO CUT А FROCK. 


VES. MUMM Y / [VE КЕРТ 
IT ON THE TABLE 1 


RAMI / AFTER m YOUR BRUSH / 
REMEMBERED THAT MY CARPET {5 TO BE 
CLEANED. MAY | TAKE IT P 


MAHILA 


PRANS 
þri mati 
AND 
222 MRSJAY KAY 


7 SHEILA ! DID YOU REALLY ? RAMI, THEN 
KNOW THAT THE WE MUST GO AND BUY 
SARI SHOP HAS AN | SOME МІСЕ PRINTED 


SARIS...COME ! 
ANNUAL SALE ? 


pa JAY KAY BORROWED MY 
Ш. 1$ YOUR Т ? CAR THIS MORNING. HER 
VEHICLE IS INTHE WORKSHOP. 


E WILL WE GO TO THE 
MARKET ? 


ο — 
LET'S WALK DOWN THE BLOCK TO MRS T EOPLE BORROW THINGS AND THEN 
JAY KAY'S HOUSE, TAKE THE CAR FORGET TO RETURN THEM. THEY 


DON'T BOTHER ABOUT OTHERS 


AND THEN DRIVE TO THE MARKET. DIFFICULTIES. 


I SWEAR | WILL NEVER LEND 
MY CAR TO MRS 
JAY KAY AGAIN} 


` SHEILA | THERE'S YOUR 
CAR AND HERE IS THE KEY. 
THANKS A LOT ' 4 


YOU CAN BORROW THE VEHICLE J 


ar Tam vou want. JE 
- ж “w 


መጫ 22 - 


r. М MRS JAY KAY, 
` ARE YOU IN ? 
Т fos 
| ፤ 
) 


SORRY FOR THE DELAY IN 
RETURNING CAR. 


οπών Ç ሕር 


E ASK HER THAT SHE 
COULD BORROW YOUR VEHICLE AGAIN. 
ЕН SHE BORR OWED THE CAR, 
T THE PETROL TANK WAS EMPTY. 
NOWITIS FULL. 


MADAM ! THERE IS AN INCREASE ІМ 

CRIME AGAINST WOMEN IN THE CITY. 
YOU SHOULDN'T BE GOING OUT 
Р ALONE 


1 } The heart throb of millions of 


Tier 
WE ROB HER OF WHAT SHE 


TME SHAMATUI AND THE CHARACTER ARE COPYRIGHT REGISTERED BY GOVERNMENT OF INDIA FOR THE PROPRIETORS PRANS 
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# YOU DON'T 771 TO GET HURT, 
HAND OVER ALL YOUR MONEY 


— 


JUDO -KARATE !! T !THE а 


DISARMED FOUR MEN ማር WHICH | WON FOR 
NASH 
АВНЕО THEM ° DEBATE CAME HANDY. 


MUMMY ! TODAY IS OUR 
COLLEGE ANNUAL DAY 


x= ITAKE THE CAR ? 
/ Ж r 


TAMBOLA PARTY AT Mrs 
BANGA'S. | NEED THE CAR 
FOR THAT 


Ç q Ç = 
PAPA ! MUMMY IS NOT 1 NEED THE IT'S INSULTING IF ! CLUB 1 WILL 
LETTING ME TAKE THE CAR | san TO GO BUS! THINK ME A POOR 
TO COLLEGE. SHE WANTS ko THE 4 om WITHOUT CAR. 
| TO GO PLAY TAM > 
| 4 % 
"ገ 
р 


ARE YOU. 
MARRIED ? 


CAN'T GET 
፳# ТАМ STILL UNMARRIED. MARRIED 


BECAUSE THEY 
ARE THIN, 
OTHERS, THEY 


ACTUALLY GIRLS DON'T LIKE ms STRANGE 
MY LANKY ЕВАМЕ. THAT'S ORLD. SOME 


I HAVE A FRIEND, GOGI ! THEN LET'S ASSUME THE 
BECAUSE SHE IS PLUMP NO MATCH IS FIXED. WAIT’ 
BOY WANTS TO MARRY HERE, ILL GET HER 


I HAVE NO 
መ. 
MARRYING 


GOGI | A HANDSOME, 
EDUCATED, HEALTHY AND 
RICH MAN IS WILLING TO 
MARRY YOU 


HE IS THIN. 


FLL COMMIT SUICIDE 
THAN TO MARRY HER 
ME. 


{ 


WE HAD А FIGHT 
IN THE BUS 


48 GOOD OPPORTUNITY. 


LET'S SHOP THERE. 226 


UNDER 
окт. ) ONE ROOF. 


MADAM ! THIS ONE -KILO 
DETERGENT COSTS Rs.15/. 
BUT IF YOU BUY THIS 
5 KILO PACK, YOU CAN 

SAVE Rs. 7/- ON IT. 


ТИЕ SMALLER NOODLES PACK OS АТ Rs ` 
16 THERE IS А DISCOUNT OF Rs. Ë Зу RICE PACK 


THESE ECONOMY PACKS АН! V 
HEAVY. WE CAN'T CARRY THEM HOME. 


THE SMALLER COOKING OIL JAR | 
COSTS Rs. 35/- THE LARGE ECONOMY 

PACK HAS A DISCOUNT OF Rs. 12/- / 
TWO LARGE IE’ 4! D 

JARS PLEASE. 1 


ሚረ 


IF | REMOVE ONE PAPER, 


THE RADDI WILL WEIGH LESS. 


WILLPAY FIVE PAISE LESS ? 


εφ x] SISTER ! WHAT DIFFERENCE 
Ë YOU KNOW zu 8] E DOES IT MAKE IF THE RADOI- WALA 
PAPER COSTS 5 
ҒІУЕ Ar | ? 


WHY ARE 


THAT'S A LOSS OF Rs. 12/- IN A 
2A0/- IN TWENTY 
NEWSPAPERS YEAR, AND ክፍ. m 


8 EVERY MONTH.FIVE| | yEARS.IS THAT LESS? 
PAISE PER KILO 


--------- 
WE ALWAYS СМЕ AWAY AN 
EXTRA PAPER. PERHAPS THAT'S 
Y МЕ NEVER BECAME RICH, 


MAS ROY! YOU 
HAVE ΝΟ RIGHT 
TO PLAY LOUD 
MUSIC ON TV AND 
DISTURB 
IGHBOUR = 


BLEPT OFF WITH 
THE LIGHT ON. 
LET ME SEE. 


HOLD YOUR TONGUE. OUR 
TVIS OUT OF ORDER FOR 
THE PAST WEEK. YOU 
DISTURBED MY SLEEP. YOU 
HAVE NO MANNERS. 


SIR ! OUR COMPANY HAS 
BROUGHT OUT CRISP AND 
TASTY POTATO 
CHIPS. THESE 
ARE CHEAP. 


KISHORE ! | AM 
GOING TO THE 
NEIGHBOURS 
ү: A WHILE 


ፍይ 
АТТНЕ 
DOOR. 


— س 


SIR ! ፤ AM SELLING POTATO WHAT TODO 71 HAVE 
CHIP PACKET. A 200 GRAM A SOFT CORNER FOR 
PACK COSTS ONLY Rs. 10/-. A SALESGIRL. 


M I LOOK, 
AN ATTRACTIVE 


GIRL EMERGING 
„FROM YOUR 


42 SAME CHIPS YOU REFUSED 
TO BUY FROM A SALESMAN. 
WHY BUY IT. FROM HER ? WHAT 
15 YOUR RELATION WITH HER ? 


г SISTER AND HER 
HUSBAND HAVE COME. 
BUT THERE ARE 
О SNACKS. 


} SALESGIRL. 
1JUST BOUGHT 
PACK OF CHIPS. / 


GOOD, THAT YOU 
Те CHIPS. OR ELSE 
THERE WOULDN'T BE 

ANYTHING 
(ТО OFFER OUR GUESTS. 


KIDS ARE OFF 
TO SCHOOL AND 
HUSBAND TO 
OFFICE. NOW | 
АН TAKE RES 


, AM THE LOK " 
CANDIDATE. 
PLEASE VOTE... 


-- 
5 ы 


ЕТ SHEILA ! 


ΠΠ Ἢ 


e. 


TLL BUILD A TLL SET UP ል 
COLLEGE. UNIVERSITY. 


НД — am YOUR AREA'S ELECTION CANDIDATE. 
SE УОТ 


AIR POLLUTION IS 
ON THE RISE IN 
THE CITY. 


q ha 
c ТЕ 


№ (3 $ У, 


KITCHEN SMOKE 

ΚΕΝ SMOKING 1 15 POLLUTING 
FACTORIES. crf - ч 

m + 

om ፪ š 
2 c3 o D 9 
k ጅ | የ, 
Y NJ SA ДА 

እኤ ከላ ر‎ < 


GOOD IDEA. THERE'S МҮ CAR. 
LET'S GO AND DO IT NOW. 


OUR ህዞ | ENVIROMENT 
UFE SPAN, ν΄ 


DOES THE MAID 
WANT MORE 


WAGES ? 


9-3 ARE YOU 
UNHAPPY OVER THE 
DEAD TELEPHONE ? 


— 
B. ! YOU 


LOOK SAD ? 


YOU KNOW 


HAT MADAM ! ALONG WITH THE 
= i VESSELS CLEANING THE STOVE 


SAID? ` | is ALSO PART 
OF MY WORK. FLL 


"НО | THE TELEPHO! 
WAS REPAIRED IN 


TEN MINUTES AFTER THE 
COMPLAINT WAS 


МЕСНАМС 
CHEATED YOU? 


‘HE CHECKED THE SET AND WAS THERE 

WHEN ! ASKED FOR HIS BILL, DO A Y 
F KNOW WHAT HE SAID ?” BETWEEN YOU 
AND KISHORE ? 


BILL ? YOUR TV IS WORKING 
PERFECTLY. THE PLUG HAD BEEN 
53 REMOVED.! FIXED IT BACK IN. 


МО ! TODAY HE DIDN'T FIND THE KIDS TOO SAT DOWN 
FAULT WITH ANYTHING — TO DO THEIR HOMEWORK 


EITHER FOOD OR WITHOUT BEING L 
CLEANLINESS. 5 


WATER IS IN % THEN WHAT IT IS AN ABNORMAL DAY. 
TAPS AND ARE YOU 


THERE'S NO NHAPPY ТАМ NOT USED TO IT. 
POWER- CUT. ν 


KISHORE ! THIS IS COLLEGE FRIEND NERA'S 
PHOTO. REMEMBER SHE MARRIED 
MAJOR KHANNA ? SHE PHONED TODAY. 
THEY HAVE BEEN 
TRANSFERRED TO 
THIS CITY. 


4 KHANNAS HAVE INVITED US 
OVER FOR DINNER TODAY 
ርም АЯМҮ 
MAN IS A 
MACHO. YOU 
ARE 7 
MEETING 8 || 
НІМ ТНЕ |) 


J YOU HAVE MONEY YOU 
CAN DO АНУТН "3 


EVERYTHING IS 
OKAY ЕХСЕРТ | BUT THERE 
YOUR IS NO TIME 4 
MOUSTACHE 
WHICH IS OLD- | ΤΟ GROW IT. OKAY. l'LL 
FASHIONED $ : BUY A FALSE 
| 4 2 FROM THE 
"ME JA MARKET 


_- SHEILA | HOW DOES МҮ NEW 
1 Г , MOUSTACHE LOOK ? 


1 
15. 
Д 
а 
~j 
a ३४ 


Ж 


E 


GEH A Í 
" MAJOR 
KHANNA ! I AM 
HAPPY TO ~ 
1 


(MISTER р 


"መያ ቅ 
4OUSTACH < 


I SAVED MONEY 
BUYING THESE 


5” 
b ME REPAIR TV AND 
THE TOASTER. I SAVE MONEY 
ON THE BEAUTY PARLOUR 
AFTER BUYING ' BEAUTY GUIDE’, | 
CUT OUR CHILDREN'S HAIR » 


“Ж ! WHY DID 
YOU WASTE MONEY 
ON THE BOOKS ? 


THIS ONE- HOW TO "SEW' | LEARNT TO STITCH KIDS 
CLOTHES INSTEAD OF GOING TO THE TAILOR. 
HAVING READ ‘CAR CARE ል REPAIR’ NOW | САН 
REPAIR MY CAR. 


ROM THE 101 MUGHLAI 
DISHES' | AM GOING ТО 
COOK A SPECIAL DISH. 
Bl You WiLL 


FORGET A FIVE- 
STAR HOTEL 


HELLO | MRS ВАМИ 


KISHORE ! QUICKLY 
BEÎ READ THE BOOK ON ' FIRE 
1 ] | SAFETY' AND FIND OUT 
у | 


HOW TO PUT OUT THE 


Д SE 
TN к” < 2 -፳፳ዜፁ-- d D 
„ЫШ SHEILA | TAKE i 
THESE SWEETS. 
THAT'S TEN /4 
М ‘KILOS. а 
i2 ж 
= 
or 
e 


HERE, TAKE SWEETS ! 


j- 


ГІ 
THAT'S MY 
WEAKNESS. 

T 


z^ 
ችን 
71% 


6 
( сз | 


SHE'S EATEN ALL OUR 
ew, SHE MUST BE 
SURSTING 


THANKS FORTHE | THE NOT NOW ! MY UNCLE HAS 
Ч BROUGHT FRUITS. l'LL HAVE 


ሥመ 160. ሯ 
= LPS TO EAT THOSE 
7) س‎ 
EAT TI EE 


YES, ЗНАШ | TO MRS 
CHOPRA'S KITTY PARTY. 
TLL BE BACK BY THE 


АРА! MUMMY'S 
NOT AT HOME. | 


ET YOU EVER TAKE COOKING 
LESSONS FROM YOUR MOM ? 


vou WONT BE ABLE ТО COOK. ነ 

| YOU ARE STILL » 
l = 
- n 


OKAY. GIVE ONE GOOD REASON 
TO GIVE YOU PERMISSION. 


WHEN YOU DON'T HAVE ANY 
EXPERIENCE HOW WILL YOU COOK 
IF YOU DON'T 

GIVE A CHANCE 
HOW SHALL I 
LEARN ? 


[m YOU ONLY Gi 

VASCO-DA-GAMA WOULD NEVER 
HAVE FOUND A SEA- ROUTE TO INDIA IN 
1498. HE HAD NEVER DONE IT BEFOR 


PRANS 
SHRIMATIJI 


and 
COOKING EXPERT 


2 
L'XpERIS 


SHIELA, YOU P. sor ғ | Bur, ном DID IT 
ARE DOING | COME TO YOUR 
SOMETHING Ша | MIND ? 


МЕМ. 


| THOUGHT EVERY HOUSEWIFE 
SHOULD BE AGOOD m 


ጀቿ WILL NOT QUARREL 
AND DIVORCES IN COURT 
WILL GO DOWN. * 


HAVE YOU ANY 
DEGREE IN 
са: ? 


шш HOW GOOD ፪ i 


FOOD !5 A KEY TO А HAPPY 
MARRIED LIFE. 


КО, | HAVE \ 
TAKEN HELP OF А 
COOKING EXPERT. 


ΐ 
comic strip lovers, cartoonist Pran 
was born in a small town, Kasar, 
now in Pakistan. After completing 
his М.А. in Pol.Se. and studying 
Fine Arts, he started his cartooning 
career in 1960 from Daily Milap. 
During those days foreign 
comics were being published 
АЙ over the country. Young Praa 
created comics having Indian 
characters and on local themes. 
His characters CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY, 


Book episodes 
of CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
series have been acquired by 


SHIELA! WHY - 
ARE YOU TENSE ?J 


YOUR INCOME 19 
LIMITED AND THE COST 
OF LIVING HAS GONE UP. / 


1 LIVED А PRINCESS 
LIFE IN MY DAD'S 
HOUSE 
2 и ሪ 
E hs MS 


Iu М OF INDIA FOR THE PROPRIETORS PRANS 
OF THIS BOCK 65 STRICTLY PROHIBITED. NO ACTUAL PERSON 
IO REAL HUMAN BENG OR PLACE 15 PURELY CONCIDENTAL 


[ ЕАСН ТЕАК 15 А ΡΕΑΚΙ. 
WORTH ONE LAKH RUPEES. 


T 2 Γ AND ILL COLLECT 
WILL MAKE YOU PEARLS WORTH LAKHS 
SHED TEARS. 


ГМ HIS FATHER, WHEN 
HE WILL CONSTRUCT BIG 
BUILDINGS AND BRIDGES I 
HE'LL MAKE ME PROUD. 


= HIS MOTHER, HE WILL 
Š "ጋ | 
BECOME DOCTOR AND SAVE ΑΡ YOUR SONT 
MANY LIVES. 


Ж 


f ΙΘΟΝΙΥ a 
MONTH WE MARRIED. 
HE SPEAK ? ] П ar. [7 
1 < 


„Бе QUARRELLED 
В мн 

ЕЙ) RICKSHAW 
|| PULLER. 


THE CHARGE FROM JU 
HOUSE TO YOURS 
16 Re. 10/- 


BUT HE SAID- Re. 10. I5 FOR 


ደ PAID TWENTY 
RUPEES, STILL 
HE ARGUED. 


OP 
DEMANDED 
MONEY FOR 
REPAIR. 


DIDN'T YOU 
PAY HIM ? 


ШЫ TWISTED 


RICKSHAW'S RIMS 


WHEN A TRUCK LOAD 
15 PUT ON RICKSHAW, 
IT'S SURI HAPPEN. 


É ОР ! ITS 
MORNING, TIME 
TO GO TO OFFICE. J 


OH I TODAY ГМ LATE. YOU ARE WORKING 
! mY FOR SO MANY YEARS, 
ti М BUT NEVER WOKE UP 
ON YOUR OWN. 


ስ 


ERE _ АМ MORE LIKE AN 
EVERYDAY | HAVE TO A | ` 
SHOUTTOWAKE Ш ALARM OE ΤῊΝ 


YOU UP. 


ALARM CLOCK 
RINGS 


MELODIOUSLY NOT [Ë HI ROARING ONLY 
HARSHLY. BREAKS YOUR 


BY NOW YOU SHOULD | 
ር] HAVE BEEN PUNCTUAL. 


та | 


MY OFFICE CLOSES АТ 5 
РМ. AND | LEAVE FOR HOME 
CORRECTLY ON TIME. 


7 8) 
E (| 
() ጓሣ Е 5 


KISHORE ! ГМ 
GOING TO Mrs. 
КАМГ5 HOUSE. 


TN да TA aN 
ኣ BUT IT 
NN $ | CAN'T SAVE 
THANKS 0 
І HAYE 
MBRELLA 


Қал» WEN. 


FEN 5166 | COME rt EW were 'ቨ воеи то 
) DROP YOU. г b" RAMIS 
) HOUSE. 


AR (. YN 


THERE 3 TRAFFIC 
JAMS ON RING ROAD. 
THIS 16 SHORT CUT. 


3 YOU 
HAD YOUR BATH. |} 
NOW I'LL GO IN. 


YOU DIDNOT | 
CLOSE THE 
— 


[ WHAT ARE YOU 
SEARCHING. 
< P^ 


1 E 
WHERE | 
KEPT THEM. 


i ΤΝ SI 


И KISHORE! 8 | 8118 ፪ 


| WHAT ВЕ! 


QU НЕКЕ? 
с тай 


С S TE 


г. MEMORY HAS 
WEAKENED. 


E ር WANT ТО BECOME А 
ABOUT YOUR HOUSEWIFE LIKE YOU, BUT MY 
MARRIAGE ? FATNESS IS A НІ Е 


I WILL የ. YOU то т 
HIELA! YOU || 


DIETICIAN | 5 
HALKI PHULKI. ARE MY TRUE 
| WELL- WISHER. 


FROM TODAY ; 
81 SHOULD I TAKE THOSE 


YOU'LL TAKE 
BOILED Қ 

VEGETABLES, 

DAL, FRESH 
FRUITS. 


BEFORE OR AFTER 
MEALS ? 


aif. ! ra 
NOT WE GO ON 
SUMMER 
VACATIONS ? 
4 τ 


ብይ 


CD TO 
MUSOORIE ? 
ያቭ АКЕ ҒОК 
ENJOYMENT, МОТ 
FOR TENSION. 


AL 
$ 


READY 

EEN. 
ሪን 

v 


ТНІМК ОҒ 
SOMETHING 


ሠ 

ГУЕ BOUGHT ል QUIZ 
TICKET. ITS FIRST PRIZE 
5 FREE WORLD TOUR. 


nem KISHORE GOT 
um А PROMOTION. 


27 “ 
7% 
C 4 ^ 
p % ж 
ΓΣ 
А Lp, 


а ТНЕКЕ! 


9 


ӨНЕ IS EATING THE N 60611 SHOULD I 
WHOLE LOT MEANT ADVISE YOU ON 
1 FOR DISTRIBUTION YOUR EATING 

TO LOCALITY. SWEETS ? 


BETTER MARRY 
| А CONFECTIONER. 


ke бо г) 1 SAVED Rs. 
SHOPPING. 10.000 FOR 
= - F3 PURCHASING. 


=ч ды, 
----- 


„| HUSBAND CUT-OFF 
CIGARETTE AND 
76 NI 
R 


WE USED ТО BUY WE REMOVED MAID. NOW TAKE 
NOW WE BORROW | | THAT SAVED MONEY. CHIET INSTEAD OF 
THAT AND READ. GOING BY (20 


У OFSENDING 
THEM TO TUTION, 
NOW | TEACH THEM. 


KISHORE ! 
TEA I$ READY. 


OKAY | I'M GOING TO 
OFFICE. 
| መ 


NAMASKAR | SISTER I'M 
CONTESTING ELECTION FROM YOUR 
AREA! SEEK 
YOUR VOTE... 


॥ 1 


NAMASKAR ! I'M CANDIDATE FOR 
ELECTION FROM YO 


m 7 
geoj 
— 


A 


WRONG | IF ITS ROUND. 
WHY HAVEN'T WE 
TUMBLED DOWN YET ? 


THATS WHY WEATHER 
OFFICE'S FORECASTS 
ARE OFTEN WRONG. 


BECAUSE SUN WORKS 
IN MORNING AND MOON 
AT NIGHT SHIFT 


HIT AGAINST THE 
KITCHEN WALL. | WANT A 
Ж 
ТНЕКЕ. 


DO YOU KNOW WHY 
SUN 15 NOT VISIBLE АТ 
NIGHT ? 


A: HITTING MY 
HEAD AGAINST WALL 


NEWSPAPER ON 
TERRACE. 


C00 TI HAVE CONVINCE Е” 1 
Е ህ5 መመ 
MARRIAGE. Р 


НЕ 15 COMING ТО 
MEET YOU. 


SHIELA ! YOU 
ARE MY TRUE 
WELL WISHER. 


HOW NICE IT 


AJAY YOU HAVE. 
MOUSTACHES BUT WOULD BE IF YOU 
SHAVE THOSE. 


ІШКЕ CLEAN 


SHAVE MEN. po я 


፳፳5 


: 
š 
š 
: 


ፌሥ ЕДЫ 
BUT WHATS THE ADVANTAGE ? Yi 
YOU PREPARED NOTHI | 
А 7 K READING THOS 


FLL MAKE SUCH А 
DELICIOUS DISH — 


ча КАМИ 
THAT EPISODE 
OF SERIAL WAS 
INTERESTING. 


WHEN | WAS CHATTING 
ON PHONE THE PAGES 
АТ WAS | 
AKING 7 


TUM Y ም YS 
K № H И! | А 
ΤῊ / ETT 
= FLL BUY DAL FRY | 
FROM ОНАВА. Eres 


ма 
ГЕ. 4 м 


PRANS 


Shrimatiji 


AND 


The heart throb of millions of 
comic strip lovers, cartoonist Pran 
was born in а small town, Kasor, 
now in Pakistan, After completing 
his M.A. in Pol.Sc. and studying 
Fine Arts, he started his cartooning 
career in 1960.from Daily Milap. 

During those days foreign 
comics were being published 
all over the country. Young Pras 
created comics having Indian 
characters and оп local themes. 
His characters CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY, SABU, 
SHRIMATUI, PINKI, BILLOO 
and RAMAN have become 
phenomenal success one after the 
other. 


Winner of the People ofthe Year 
Award 1995, instituted by Limes 
Book of Records, his two episodes 
of CHACHA CHAUDHARY 
series have been acquired by 
International Museum of Cartoon 
Art, USA. In 1983 Prime Minister 


KISHORE! І HAVE TRAINED OUR DOG, 
TOMMY. FROM TOMORROW HE WILL FETCH 
THE NEWSPAPER FROM THE DOOR. 


AS ATEST LEAVE THE SHEILA! | HAVE 
NEWSPAPER BY THE LEFT THE 
DOOR AS IF THE HAWKER | | NEWSPAPER BY 


THE DOOR. 


“ % 
È | мовумц r GET 
PAPERWONT | |  wETINRAINOR 
REMAIN LAID bu. 
OUTSIDE FOR 
HOURS. 


IF ONLY YOUR DOG WILL 
“ша ME COME THERE! 


FETCH THE PAPER 
FROM THE DOOR! 


МЕ WE'VE MET AFTER A LONG 
TIME. WHERE ARE YOU GOING? 


зекте г: ШАШ 1WENT ТО GET MY SCISSORS FROM 
ETABLI ገር MRS SANDHYA. PEOPLE WHO BORROW 
MARKET AND CONVENIENTLY,FORGOT TO RETURN 
THEM. 


ЕЕШӘ PICK ON OTHERS? YOU DONT 
RETURN THINGS YOURSELF! 


| BOUGHT THESE 
EXPENSIVE SANDALS 
FOR SPECIAL 
OCCASIONS, AND 
THEN YOU 
BORROWED THEM. 


YOU THOUGHT THAT | 
WOULD SOON FORGET AND А 
THE SANDALS WOULD ВЕ | 

YOURS. 


IWILL RETURN YOUR SANDALS 
THIS INSTANT. 


= \ 
DIDNT YOU RETURN 
THEM SIX MONTHS EARLIER? 


| KEPT QUIET FOR SOME TIME 
Ἐ | THINKING YOU WILL RETURN THEN 
BY YOURSELF. BUT NO! 


NO THAT'S NOT TRUE! | AM AN HONEST 
WOMAN WITH 5000 INTENTIONS. 


THE SOLES WERE NOT 
WORN OUT THEN. 


YES, | BOUGHT IT 
FROM THE MARKET 
FOR FIVE THOUSAND 
RUPEES. 


COME, LET ME GIVE 
YOU A LIFT HOME. 


WHEN MY WIFE HEARS IT TELL HER IT 


SHE WILL THROW A FIT АТ | COST ONLY ONE 
WHY | SPENT FIVE THOUSAND 
THOUSAND RUPEES. 


| AM LEAVING IT ON. THE 
TABLE. LET ME CHANGE 
4 MY CLOTHES. n 


Е DID SOMETHING ТО 
MAKE YOU HIT THE ROOF 
WITH HAPPINESS! 


psg ME TAKE A 


MY FRIEND MRS RAMI WAS HERE. SHE LIKED 
THE CAMERA. SO ! SOLD IT TO HER FOR ONE 
THOUSAND FIVE HUNDRED RUPEES! 


STUNNING! | WOULD 
LOVE TO WEAR 
SOMETHING LIKE THAT! 


SEE PACK THE DRESS IN THE 
SHOW-WINDOW FOR МЕ 


SHEILA! DID YOU TAKE МҮ 
PURSE WITH YOU? 


WHY DID YOU HAND OVER THE e 
PURSE ONLY AFTER WEARING HE WON'T LOOK INTO THE 
"we PURSE AS HIS EYES ARE 

FIXED АТ MY DRESS. 


су 


RAMI! KISHORE DOESN'T KNOW THAT I 

HAVE TAKEN THE CAR OUT. HE IS GLUED TO 

СД THE CRICKET MATCH ON TV. I QUIETLY TOOK 
lun KEY FROM THE ALMIRAH AND DROVE OFF. 


= ESPRESSO COFFEE 
AT THE HOTEL, THEN GO HOME AND 
SNEAK THE KEY BACK IN THE 
ALMIRAH. KISHORE WON'T EVEN 
KNOW THE CAR HAD GONE OUT. 


I WISH THERE WAS А MATCH ON TV EVERY 
DAY AND WE HAVE DAILY JOY RIDES. 


1FORGOT TO TAKE OUT THE 
| CAR KEYS BEFORE | LOCKED 


THE DOOR! 
= NO, | AM AFRAID НЕ 
WILL GET МАО! 


το ONLY ONE WAY. WALK HOME AND GET 
THE DUPLICATE CAR KEY 


FROM THE ALMIRAH. 


Lf 
LOSS 


PEOPLE ARE GETTING 
USED TO REAL BOMBS 
GOING OFF WHY BE 
SCARED OF 
FIRECRACKERS? 


f KISHORE! | HAVE AN IDEA. LET'S 

| сото SHUKLAUIS HOUSE. HE WILL 

| OFFER US SWEETS. THAT WAY WE 
САМ SAVE OUR BOX OF SWEETS. 


ТС 


E 


"UN те < 
1 

vA A 

( 


! TO YOU TO. 
MR CHOPRA! 


ኤ። 
PREETI! 


ሀ π ж BE ALL 
RIGHT IN THREE 
YOUR DAYS TIME 


WHY DIDN'T YOU TAKE YOUR 
CLOTH BACK? 

OILED AFTER | 

SHE WIPED HER NOSE: 


THANKS, HERE'S 
YOUR HANKY. 


HERE, WIPE YOUR 
NOSE WITH 
MY HANKY. 


ў ІЗІН A 
Ц fh ЭТА т 


ө! 


КЕЕРІТ 


WITH YOU. le WIPE ХА 
RUNNING NOSE! 


AND TEXT 
BOOKS AND 

SERIOUS 

READING! 


ГТ 
COMICS THE — 
WHOLE DAY! ТШ 
rs 


IWILL PLAY 
CRICKET WITH 
MY FRIENDS! 


FILMS WITH 
FRIENDS. 


SHANUt SHAILY! ITS YOUR DAD 

ON THE PHONE. HE WANTS YOU 
Wir TO JOIN COACHING CLASSES 
ኒ М 


DONT YOU WANT TO APPEAR FOR 
YOUR MEDICAL COLLEGE 
ADMISSION TESTS? 


= DID YOU WATCH THE 
DETECTIVE SERIAL ON TV 


A RICH OLD MAN IS KILLED MYSTERIOUSLY. 
THE POLICE SUSPECT FOUR PERSONS-THE 
DEAD MAN'S YOUNG WIFE, AN OLD SERVANT, 
НЕ WIFE'S PARAMOUR AND THE DEAD 
MAN'S ENEMY, HIS NEIGHBOUR, ፻ 


* ТАМ GETTING ===) GO HOME AND 


LATE FOR SCHOOL! CONTINUE THE STORY 


ЕС SHEILA! .. LISTEN.. THE 
DEAD MAN'S ENEMY SAID HE 
WASN'T IN TOWN WHEN THE 
pm OCCURRED. 


ў PARAMOUR SAID НЕ WAS IN 

THE HOSPITAL THAT NIGHT AND BJ 

HAS BANDAGES OVER HIS ARMS 
AND LEGS.. 


YOU COMMITTED AN | вут OFFICER! 


CANNOT SEE IN THE DARK. HOW 
COULD HE HAVE 5НОТ 
IN THE DARK? 


UNAWARINGLY JUMPED 
A RED LIGHT. 


Е" 
DAUGHTER-IN-LAW 


Пе” 
a [| WHENEVER! PASS 
я 
| , BY ! SEE YOU IN 
| | [| THe KITCHEN 
|| ч | 
| | 


le 


FT MY ТІМЕ 15 SPENT ы GET UP EARLY ТО MAKE BREAKFAST 
р FOR MY HUSBAND. BY THE TIME 100 
COOKING FOOD. THE DISHES AND CLEAN ህይ በ8 


AND THEN IT'S DINNER TIME 

WHICH GOES ON TILL LATE 

NIGHT. SO ! AM CAUGHT UP 4 
IN THE KITCHEN THE WHOLE DAY. 


F WE HAVE LUNCH I END 
UP CLEARING THE TABLE TILL 
IT'S EVENING. 


р V 
1 WANT CLOTH Y 
PIECE FOR A SUIT. 
А 
-а > 8 


съ НЕР 
^V: mls pa = => 
^ ΤΕ ΤΓΤΗ 
. у А 
jv ; 
oy 
m. O EE 
(pon. 
-— Em 
GOGI! LOOK A THIEF IS \ | < peor 
TRYING TO FORCE j ኑ 0 
OPEN YOUR CAR Р 
DOOR. £: 
Ag | k. 
4 - q NE ይ 3 m 
. | 4; 


BUT fia HAS TO 
GO TO THE MARKET TO 


wil " "Р. и: i 
- ቁም 
| е = STOP MYSELF 
9 
r | 
2 P | 
Nj Y 
2 
С». 
£ ሪጋ 


ЖЕ ГУЕ CHOSEN A YOUNGMAN, 
PANKAJ FOR YOUR MARRIAGE. 
HE WILL BE HERE SHORTLY. 


WHERE IS THIS SMELL 7 5 
COMING FROM? THE SMELL I$ EMANATING FROM THEM. 


THIS WILL LEAVE A BAD IMPRESSION 
ON THE BOY WHO IS COMING TO SEE 

YOU. GOINTO MY ROOM AND CHANGE 
THOSE INTO NEW PAIR OF SOCKS. 


| дт Е 


THE TWO OF YOU САМ | uem 


И 
F SHAVE CHANGED INTO 
T A NEW PAIR. 
αἱ 1η — ҮГІТ 
an "UT о НЕО 
ч "v 


ГҮ 


$n ТАМ BACK FROM 
OFFICE GIVE ME FOOD! 


| Se) 
DO YOU THINK YOU'LL GET? 


MY MOM USED TO GET UP 
EARLY AND WENT TO BED 
ONLY AFTER EVERYONE HAD 
EATEN DINNER. 


IF NOT A FULL DINNER, MAKE 
ME SOME TOAST AT LEAST. 


Es 


BED THEN | CAN COOK A 


NO! | BOUGHT TWO 
FILM TICKETS \ WHAT 
WILL ! DO OF THEM? 


SHEILA YOU BOUGHT SOME 
WORTHLESS THINGS AGAIN? 


ነ COMPANY НАЗ 
LAUNCHED A NEW SCHEME. 
WE TRY THIS MACHINE FOR A 
MONTH FOR FREE. IF WE LIKE 
IT WE PAY. IF WE DONT WE 
CAN RETURN IT. 


MY MOM WAS A GOOD COOK BUT 


SHE NEVER USED ANY 
MIXIE. SHE GROUNDED IT ON 
THE STONE. 


ጓኔ 


> IT OUT YOU WILL INSIST ON KEEPING IT. 


FOR FREE? 


| = 
ኣብ 794 
ከ 7, 
Dj OKAY? "uM Ἔ THAT'S OKAY. IF 
YOU DONT PAY FOR IT, - 1 DONT PAY, SHEILA 
qu WILL HAVE TO 
| RETURN ІТ BACK. 
а ) Ht. 
1 А 
١ 
m: 


PRANS 
SHRIMATIJI 
and THIEF 


МК5 CHOPRA! WHAT А 
GREAT PARTY! 


ыш 
= 
бо 
I 
De 
ш 
EX 
2u 
2 © 
23 
s Ë 
Ра 
uz 
г < 


p ES 


THIEF AND 
THE DOOR 


„= ἡ A THIEF 15 
TRYING TO OPEN OUR 
DOOR! 


KISHORE! 
k RAISE 
THE ALARM. 


рей 


| FORGOT OUR HOUSE 
KEYS AT MRS CHOPRA'S 
60 | THOUGHT IT WOULD 
[δε BETTER IF ROBBER OPENED 
= THE DOOR. / 


career in 1960 from Daily Milap. 

During those days foreign 
comics were being published 
all over the country. Young Praa 
created comics having Indian 
characters and on local themes. 
His characters CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY, SABU, 


WOW ! OUR STAR 
BATSMAN 15 COMING 
IN TO PLAY. 


τα 
GOES THE 
FIRST ВАШ 


E ARE 
HUNDRED 
RUPEE! 


LOOK! THE UMPIRE DECLARED THAT 
DELIVERY А NO-BALL! ТНЕ BATSMAN 
I$ STILL AT THE 
R M 


HERE'S THE 
MONEY ! 


ғ ІТНІМК ТНЕ 
AIR-CONDITONER HAS 
CONKED OUT. 


αμα 


ae WILL CALL A BUT HE WILL 
MECHANIC. CHARGE US 
FOR IT. 


== STILL UNDER GUARANTEE.. 
WHY NOT CALL THE | 


НЕП ТНЕ 
WHAT A 
PROMPT 
SERVICE!! 


πη 
AIR-CONDITIONER ? 


L ЕА 
ІМ ТНЕ 28 
| DON'T KNOW 


YOU KNOW ALL ABOUT 
CARS. ANY IDEAS? 


| DIDN'T MEAN 
THAT. LETS GO 
TO THE 


m » 
) 5 SHOWROOM. 
ф “I 

ы 59, 


THAT CAR Ги का ss 
uir PETROL. ITLL BE ECONOMICAL. 


бот? 3 


NT] CARBURETOR SAVES TH Ó 
60 THEN WHATS THE NEED FO! 


40%, EXHAUST 35% AND THE 


SPARK PLUGS 25% OF PETROL. А PETROL TANK IN THE САК ? 


THE PRODUCER OF А ТҮ 
1 SERIAL LIKED MY FACE. HE 19 
GIVING МЕ ΑΝ IMPORTANT 
®> | ROLE TO 
PLAY. 


ON'T WORRY. | HAVE THE 4 
[7 {Бото 
TLL BE ка 


à YOU LOOK 
HAPPY TODAY 2 


"ቂ ONE CONDITION. | MUST 
REDUCE MY WEIGHT WITHIN 
A WEEK. 


PUT THIS CHEWING GUM IN 


YOUR MOUTH. 


THIS WILL КЕЕР YOUR 
MOUTH MOVING AND 
YOUR MIND WON'T 
те ΕΡΕ ОМ FOOD 


с dr 
PHONE! 


THE CHEWING GUM FELL IN THE 
RICE. IF | EAT THIS, THE GUM WILL 
OME IN MY MOUTH. 


"1 WIFE FIGHTS ARE CAUSED MAINLY 
BECAUSE THEY INTERFERE, IN EACH 
OTHER'S MATTER. 


4 TRUE: 
WHENEVER | BUY 
A SARI, YOU GET 
HEART BURN. 


n UNNECESSARY 
THINGS? 


l'OKAY, FROM TODAY YOU SHOULD М [SHEILA! MAKE POTATO CURRY 
NOT INTERFERE IN INTERNAL HOME FOR LUNCH. 


کا 
MATTERS AND | WON'T INTERFERE DON'T INTERFERE. | AM‏ 


ON WHAT YOU 00 OUTSIDE THE 
r= — COOKING А BRINJAL ы 


OKAY. THEN I WIL/ YOU 1 WHY NOT? 
GO TO SEE A THE THEATRE] BUT WE CAN 
15 OUTSIDE SEE THE SAME 


THE HOME! FILM ON ТҮ. 


41 RIGHT. 1 E DRIVE 
OFF TO THE OFFICE. 


ee РЕТКО 
COSTLY. IT WILL 
UPSET OUR 
* 


THEN WHAT DOES V THE MOON | WON'T 18 


COMPRISE OUTSIDE n 


OSO 
ENING 


LOSE HIS TEMPER. THEN | WILL HAVE 
TO LISTEN A LONG LECTURE... 
WASTEFUL SPENDING, DOES MONE 
GROW ОМ TREES, ЕТС.... 


УГ... 


4 DONT KNOW WHAT IT EZ TO Р USE DIPLOMACY. 
EARN MONEY... M DON'T 
DOESN'T REMAIN ІМ MY HANDS . ο 
AND 50 ON. | 
πό А { 
ж v: M - τ 
آ2‎ Ne 


DA 


МЕ. 


съ. А 
6७7 ОҒ рк 


LWAYS WEARING Ἢ 
ФАМЕ OLD 


М CLOTHES? 


I 
WHY DON'T YOU BUY ONE 


OR TWO SARIS ? DIRECTION DID 


THE SUN RISE 
TODAY? 


ү СКАМОМА САУЕ 
IT ОМ MY BIRTHDAY. 


ЕТ ТНЕ 
NECKLACE?| 


MY MOM GAVE THE ТҮ, FRIDGE, 


ም RELATIONS ONLY 
* YOUR - GIVE LARGE AND 


WHO HAVEN'T GIVEN 
` EXPENSIVE 
ME AN ING. 
-- E ANYTHING THINGS. 


LIKE THIS CAR WAS GIVEN 
BY MY FATHER-IN-LAW . 
> 


WHAT ARE YOU 


E COOKING? 


FOS 


MRS КАМ! | АМ EVERYDAY KISHORE 
re І САМЕ TO Е ҒЕОМ ТНЕ p 
THE KITCHEN TO BUT ITS HOURS í 
SINCE HE 


AS TIME PASSES, 208 
HUSBANDS LOSE 
INTEREST IN 


15 МОТ HE HAVING A YOU CAN'T 
N 
AFFAIR WITH SOME - " veg 
BEAUTIFUL GIRL IN m 
OFFICE? OUT OF SIGHT. 


IF WE =) 
THEN | WILL TAKE 
THE CHILDREN 

WITH ME. 


I TRIED CALLING YOU 
BUT | COULDN'T GET 
THROUGH. | САМЕ 
HOME TO CHECK UP 
MYSELF. 


| HAVE NEVER SEEN | YOU AR 4 
SUCH А FOOLISH AND Е NS 
USELESS WOMAN. 


SHUT YOUR MOUTH! TT 1 AM NOT GOING 
[= OR ELSE | WILL WHACK 990 ТО STAY ke A 
- SOME! YOU. Же ; 

2 ? MINUTE LONGER. 


I WILL SEND YOU 
THE DIVORCE 
PAPERS. 


Goon! oon. / Ñ ( 


оға LET МЕ GO BACK KIDS! WHERE'S YOUR MUMM 
AND SEE WHAT 
SHE I$ DOING. 
प्रा 


^ 


сха. Е 
НЕКЕ DID ӨНЕ GO? DID SHEILA COME НЕКЕ? 
| WILL CHECK AT MRS 


GITA'S HOUSE. በገዱ] c3 
Bem 


| HOPE SHE | WENT TO PAY 
HASN'T DONE THE CHILDREN'S 
ANYTHING SCHOOL FEES. 


STUPID. 
6 


'= NEW FILM JAL AUR JWALA* 
HAS CKEATED LOT OF 
CONTROVERSY. 


THERE HAS BEEN 
PROTESTS ABOUT THE 
FILM. 


WHEN THE CROWD 
BECAME ROWDY, ша 


E BAD THAT THE 
GOVERNMENT HAS 
IMPOSED A CURFEW. 


a WHAT DO 
PEOPLE WANT? 


THOSE а FEEL 
THAT THE FILM HAS 

RIDICULED OUR CULTURE. 
50 THEY WANT THE FILM 


43 WHERE ARE 
YOU GOING? 


8 THIS 16 A RESULT OF WESTERN 
CULTURE. PEOPLE GO ABROAD AND 
THEN FORGET THEIR 
TRADITIONS. 


е. 15 IT WISE TO 
PRODUCE SUCH MOVIE 
% 
ІМСІТЕ 
VIOLENCE. 


ТО SEE ЛАГ AUR JALWA: | WANT TO 
SEE WHATS THERE IN THE FILM 


HICH CREATED SUCH CONTR: ΚΟΥ. 


ዱ WHAT DO 
PEOPLE WANT? 


THOSE = FEEL 
THAT THE FILM HAS 

RIDICULED OUR CULTURE. 
50 THEY WANT THE FILM 


£4 WHERE ARE 
YOU GOING? 


Г THIS IS A RESULT OF WESTERN 
CULTURE. PEOPLE GO ABROAD AND 
THEN FORGET THEIR 
TRADITIONS. 


е. 15 IT WISE TO 
PRODUCE $UCH MOVIE 
% 
ІМСІТЕ 
VIOLENCE. 


TO SEE ЛАГ AUR JALWA: | WANT TO 
SEE WHATS THERE IN THE FILM 


HICH CREATED SUCH CONTROVERSY. 


SIX BATSMEN ARE OUT. 


те NOT 6 BUT 5. YOU ARE MISTAKING 
5 FOR 6. 


BY THE የፐ HOW LONG IS IT SINCE з SAY THAT 
| CHANGED YOUR SPECTACLES 7 WE SHOULD CHECK 
OUR EYESIGHT EVERY, 


HEY! ን ለ E TAKE YOU TO THE 
шаа ом DOCTOR . YOU NEED IMMEDIATE 


CHANGE OF GLASSES. 


፦ == 


WHY АКЕ YOU JUST WONDERING WHAT 
5 STARING АТ МЕ? FILM STAR AISHWARYA RAI 
፤ Е መመ №13 DOINGIN МУ CAR. 
А "em 


WHY ARE YOU TURNIN ja 
THE CAR BACK? ያሜ 
ET ἘΝ 
Зе ο 
( 
5 


| SHEILA! LOOK, | 
n BOUGHT A STATUE. / 
8 ITS EXPENSIVE. 
же 7" 
Е 107, 


4 
ሀጅ 


( KEEP IT ON TOP OF THE 
Et BOOKSHELF. ሂ 


Li) 


HEY, THE STATUE 15 T LET'S KEEP IT 
BLOCKING THE LIGHT ON THIS PEDESTAL 
FROM THE WINDOW. 


mi 16 ТОО το KEEP IT ON THE 
HIGH. LETS CENTRE TABLE. 


REMOVE IT ... 


BUT HERE 4! 

DANGER OF SOMEONE v KEERITAT 
KNOCKING IT DOWN. A SAFE PLACE. 
OVE IT FROM HERE.. 


WHERE ARF YOU 
GOING TO KEEP IT 
NOW? 


T YOU LOOK ` 


AS IF YOU HAVE ` 
LOST SOME WEIGHT, 


f MY WEIGHT 
HAS INCREASED. 


y 


4 I 
COULD SIT 
EASILY IN 


THIS CHAIR. 


e THATS THE 4 
WHY 1 DON'T KNOW 
HOW MUCH I WEIGH. 


PRANS 
Shrimatiji 


| 
and SQUABBLE 
| 


DO YOU KNOW, 
OF ALL 

CREATURES 

IN UNIVERSE, 

ONLY МАН 

CAN LAUGH ? 


IT HAS BECOME 
A STALE THING ! 


ሓመ‏ مس 


MAN IS ONLY CREATURE OCTORS SAY ONLY М 
WHICH CAN BE LAUGHED AT! DEPRESSED | ANIMALS 


* ANIMALS HAVE TO FACE 

INFLATION, CORRUPTION, 
UNEMPLOYMENT, TRAFFIC JAMS 
ETC. THEY 


BEING WISE AND BEING MARRIED } 


ARE TWO OPPOSITE 
THINGS ! 


af CHATTERED 
MUCH ! 


DO YOU CONSIDER 
YOURSELF TOO 


IF YOU WERE SO 
OPPOSED TO MARRIAGE 


TO STOP THAT THEY GOT ME 
MARRIED ! 


Г (5 І НЕ OFTEN TALKS | | ТЕ DOES HE TALK ABOUT ፪፪ 
ABOUT MANY THINGS | / || | (6 masters? | 


ш 


δι - са 
me | E 22 ci 
CT) |$ OF GOOD | ሆ THEN GATHER SECRETS OF 
RN, USE! | MRs. СОРТА FROM НМ, AND 
' / PASS ON THOSE TO ME | IL 
Це. x 
es 


A 


i - 
MADAM ! YOU MRs. GUPTA PAYS Кв. 20 FOR ork 


ARE MISER | | YOUR EVERY SECRET! 


— ς 
| HOW ARE YOU, ነ 
MINAKSHI ? መ 


स्‌ 


HOW 15 THE CHILD'S 
BEHAVIOUR የ | 


EVEN | HAD TO GIVE ` 
INSTRUCTIONS TO HIS 
TEACHER ! 


IF МҮ SON MAKES SOME MISCHIEF 
IN CLASS, PUNISH THE CHILD 
SITTING NEXT TO 


| HAVE TO LOOK 
AFTER HIM ALOT! 


HE WOULD GET 
THE MESSAGE 
AUTOMATICALLY 1 


|| | | ሀ60 To TAKE PART IN QUIZ || 
COMPETITIONS DURING MY | 
ІШ COLLEGE DAYS ! 
| ῬΈΕΙ | 
ІШ መ | 
is η "a 


EN SHEEP WERE WALKING ОМА ' 
| HILL. THE FIRST ONE FELL IN A PIT! 
HOW MANY SHEEP REMANIED OUT የ 


ደኃ ! NO SHEEP 
REMAINED OUT ! ALL 
WENT DOWN THE PIT ! 


f 
ο ! 


ደ: 15 DUE TO YOUR Е CONVERSE FOR HOURS WITH 1 

G YOUR FRIENDS ABOUT FOOD RECIPES, 
LONG DISTANCE FASHIONS OF CLOTHES AND | 
CALLS ! TY QUIZS | ያጩ 


1 2 | 
" ILL HAVE TO PAY THE | (а СМЕ ТО МЕ! 
pa Fr 


THE BILL 
SO ° 3 


y / 
= А 
| SHALL SHOW TA TO OUR NEIGHBOURS | 4 THAT THEY COME ТО KNOW| 


THAT І AM THE WIFE OF A 
AND FRIENDS ! Ыр ie 


SHEILA ! TODAY \ 
ዞ WOULD LIKE TO 
| ЕАТА SWEET 

| DISH! 


rg 
ይመ. 
да. N. 


MY FRIEND GAVE ME 
A RECIPE TO zl чән 
७ B DELICIOUS | 


HALWA | 


QUICK | | AM 
VERY MUCH 


HUN πα | FETT, 
Се 


^ шс ταν, 


3 


MUMMY ! 
YOU LOOK 
PENSIVE ! 


Γι 1 WRINKLES 
APPEARED ON MY 
FACE ! 


| | THE REASON PLL TRY TO HIDE THESE 
15 TENSION ! WITH MAKE UP ! 
uj 


THE MOTHERS ОҒ МҮ 
FRIENDS USE SPA TO 
ENHANCE THEIR 


SKINS ! 


ti ITIS 


ГЕ ው e OF AYURVEDA HERBAL COSTLY ! 
INGREDIENTS WHICH REVITALS 
THE GLOW OF FACE | 


4 | SPEND MONEY, THAT 
WOULD CAUSE TENSION 
TO YOUR FATHER ! 


THATS 


PROBLEM | 


COUSIN 
BROTHER 


23 ! 

WHO WAS IMARRIED. HE IS HERE 
WITH HIS BRIDE. 

TIAS THE COUPLE ARE 

COMING TO 

MEET US. 


ACCO! 
TRADITION. WE SHOULD BE 
DRESSED PROPERLY TO 


BLESS THE NEW BRIDE. 


WE'LL BE HAPPY , 


KISHOAE ! GO CHANGE INTO 
A KURTA DHOTI. 


IF | LEARN DRIVING THEN 
THAT WILL QUALIFICATION 
TO MARRIAGE. BOYS 
GIVE PRIORITY TO GIRLS 


7 FIRST PUT THE CAR 


IN NEUTRAL AND START ENGINE. 


THEN PRESS CLUTCH AND 


LOOK OUT ! THE HEN 
WILL ВЕ RUN OVER ! 


GOGI ! APPLY 
BRAKES ! YOU WILL 
CRASH INTO THE 

wy Е 


BRAKE IS NEAR FOOT. 


Е IT (ОТ ACCELERAT 
BUT THE CAR | press BRAKE! 
GAINED 


WHAT IF WE GET FOOD LIKE 
IN A FIVE - STAR HOTEL ? 


ጅ j 4 GOING TO ТЕАСН 

Y HOW ТО MAKE 
DELICIOUS 
FOOD 


THAT IS NO REASON IT WILL BE BETTER 
WHILE ACTUALLY 
WATCHING THE 
PROCESS, 


TO SHIFT TV IN THE 
KITCHEN ? 


KADAI- PANEER. GET HALF KILO - 
PANEER, ONIONS, GARLIC, GINGER. 
RED TOMATOES, CORINDER ETC. 


dan WATCHING TV I CUT 
MY FINGER WHILE 
CHOPPING TOMATOES. 


IF NOT A FIVE- STAR MEAL, КИРИ: Ὁ. 
А DHABA MEAL WILL DO. Fo S 
αὐ, ` 
- - os 
г | ር 7 os 
4 
s 


RAN AWAY. SHE HAS ТО 


> 11 HAVE AN APPOINTMENT 
WITH Dr. RAO AT NINE. НЕ 18 VERY 
PUNCTUAL. ΗΕ WON'T ATTEN 910 А 


'ATIENT EVEN IF НЕ IS ONE MINUTE 


HANKS TO YOU, | REMEMBERED 
THE APPOINTMENT. 
ka 


ғ | 


1HAVE AN 
APPOINTMENT. 
CANI GOIN? 
> - - 
> 
e ` 
n C, y 


LATE ?... THERE'S 
TILL FIVE MINUTES 
TO NINE. 


MRS KISHORE | SINCE 
NO ONE CAME TO 
THE DOOR, | WALKED" 


IN THERE'S 
LE IN SARI SHOP. 


| KEEP ON TALKING 

AND SHE DOESN'T 

^ ATTENTION. „А 
= 


WILL YOU GO 
THERE ? GOOD 
DESIGNS ARE BEING 
SOLD CHEAP. 


SHEILA ! MEET VIVEK. THE TWO 
OF US ARE FRIENDS. AND 
ШЕ PLAN ТО GET 


PERHAPS YOU DIDN'T 
LIKE MY COMING. 
I SHALL NEVER 


a YOU SPARE A MOMENT 
FROM YOUR BOOK TO 
GREET YOUR FRIEND ? 
DON'T EVER TALK TO ME. 


YOU ALWAYS COMPLAINED THAT 
1 DID NOT PAY VISIT TO YOU. 


4 | ALL OF US HAVE 

DECIDED TO ORGANISE 
A KITTY PARTY. WHEN WE 
GET TOGETHER, IT WILL 
BE GREAT FUN. 


HASTO 
RESORT TO TRICKS 
TO GET PEOPLE OUT 


ኝ 4 
+ ү ή 4, 
12 
t ) 
% 8 | em 
\ 2), ` А 
"Amm. `š d ή 
Ж JUST ` 
IT$ YOUR BIRTHDAY 
ISN'T IT ? DO ACCEPT ኝ 
THIS BOUQUET. 
В 
3) у % МА 3 ጨረ Ф 
к. 3 |: бы У 2 
i$ 
K 
92, j е | ግዌ 
ἘΝ А ነነ » š 2 


HOW DID YOU LIKE 
IT? THAT WAS А 
WATER SPRAY. 


ጋ 1175 REALLY 
BUEATIFUL. 


THE WHOLE BUILDING |S 
SHAKING ! 


OHHI iris 
EARTHQUAKE ! 


ር 18 А ТЕЕМОК! 


ta x) , `x ч А 
| ዓነ 
ake А 
О WHAT DAMAGE E МЕ 
SUFFER ? WE ARE TENANTS. 
AW 


Е. our! 2) BUILDING 
CAN FALL! 


у 


БЕП TO SLEEP! 


ме 9 
hrimatiji 


_ SECRET 


OH ! WHAT IS THE CONDITION OF 
HOME ? EVERYTHING 15 
ІМ DISORDER. 


9 ANYONE COMES WHAT 
ONE WILL THINK? I'M А 6000 
` FOR NOTHING HOUSEWIFE. J| 


POOR GIRL 15 DRENCHING OUTSIDE, 
1 CALL HER IN. 


KISHORE ! YOU CALLED 
HER IN Р 


NIKKY ! HERE 15 THE SUGAR, TAKE TWO 
RUPEES.BUY ICECREAM. PROMISE THAT YOU 


MISHA 1 РМ BUSY ATTENDING | 
Е TELEPHONE. PLEASE 


== 
THE COOKING STOVE. 
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«1 ITI ТО HUNT A 7 GUN'S TARGET 


TIGER P RAT CAN BE m 
॥( ED EVEN BY STICK. i CAN ВЕ MISSED. 


UN IS SUCH A WEAPON | | LET US BRING BOTH THE 
WHICH САМ SCARE MIT 
THE ENEMY. eed МЕГЕ 


IT I$ FOOLISH TO USE А 
SWORD WHERE A 


DLE 15 REQUIRED. 


THEY BRING STICK (AFTER REMOVING THE GAS STOVE, 
AND GUN. LOOK! DIDN'T | TELL THAT THERE 


Вет RAT IN МУ HOUSE. | 


SHIELA! YOU'VE ALREADY DONE 4 THESE PACKETS. 
1 CAN'T RESIST 


LOT OF SHOPPING. NOW WHICH 
THIS SALE. 


ТЕМ IS MISSING 2 


ARI 


THIS IS MY FINAL ROUND BEFORE THE ७८166 | ENT FOR SALE. \ | 
ENTIRE 60005 OF THE SHOP ARE OVER. | | : ) E А 
e oW a © D E 
ж И: 2 Е у: | 
айты! 


ПД መ 


| ^ /ТНЕК WATCH THE 
ок KNIT. 


MADHURI 
IS TALK OF THEIR КО) 


я HAS BEEN CAUGHT 4 EVIL ES एप BECAUSE IF HERO DIES 
MEN.IT SEEMS THEY WILL KILL HIM, THAT |} STORY WILL END.TWI 
E -AND-A-HALF HOURS 

FILM IS ТО BE SHOWN. 


ве 15 THE FIGHTING HAS 

DONE 5 መኝ — т" э 
T HED WITH VILL. 

DUPLICATES . TEN CHUMS. 


'ዛ зА | 
D | 
1% 

4. = 


ፍፍ WHAT'S THE MESSAGE; 


IT SAYS: REACHING AT FIVE 
THIRTY. REACH AIRPORT... 
RAJNI, BOMBAY. 


то THIS CITY 
70 HAVE 


= 
TELEGRAM FOR 
HORE KULSHRESHTN. 


Г WHO IS RAJNI P AND WHAT FOR SHE 


CALLED YOUR HUSBAND AT AIRPORT P 


/ DON'T KNOW. KISHORE USUAL LY GOES TO 
BOMBAY ОН OFFICIAL TOURS, HE MIGHT RAVE BECOME 
FRIENDLY WITH + 


| WHEN HE DOESN'T REACH AIRPORT SHE. 


WILL COME HERE, THEN BOTH OF US WILL 


TEACH HERA LESSON. 


p SHIELA! WAS THERE ) 
TELEGRAM FORME? 
^ч a 

#4: i | 


! τ 


WE vis TO ТЕЖН А 
SON TO SOMEONES . 


VET ο SHIELA! MEET MY 
ne T. 
p FRIEND КАЛИ КАК m 


hy. 


ፎሯ/ 


` mm ! I'VE PURCHASED 
CLOTH FOR PANTS. 


е2. VERY ATTRACTIVE. GET TOMORROW ? NO TAILOR OF 


IT STITCHED. TOMORROW WE'VE THE CITY WILL STITCH IT 
መ LESS ሸም WEEK. 


| WHAT FOR | HAVE DONE THE 
CUTTING AND STITCHING COURSE? I'LL 


ЕР «YOUR PANTS 
WILL BE READY 
ІМ SHORT TIME. 


E TOOK D 
INCHES AND CUT THE 
PANTS IN СЕНТ! 


= Қ 
VACATION. 


WELCOME MADAM! FOR ` ТО SHIMLA WE HAVE ARRANGEMENT FOR 
SUMMER VACATIONS WE AIR-CONDITIONED BUS. SEE THERE RIDGE OR 
HAVE PACKAGE TOURS. JHAKHU AND CHAIL SURROUNDED Ву 
- = ምሮ ГА DEODAR TREE 


а 


ΕΝ erre 
STAY COSTS NATURAL KHA.JIHAR-FOR ONE 


TEN THOUSAND ОК HAVE GLIMPSE OF | WEEK STAY RUPEES 
RUPEES ONLY. 5 < SEVEN THOUSAND. 


IN DARJEELING VISIT TEA GARDENS, STAY IN A GRACEFUL HOTEL MUSSOORIE. 
PING SUNRISE FROM TIGER है luo see CAMEL BACK OR ENJOY 
HILLFOR FIVE DAYS RUPEES 
FIVE THOUSAND. OVELY VIEW OF CAMPTY FALL.RIPEES 
к THOUSAND AND FIVE HUNDRED FR 
УХ DAYS, 


SHALIMAR AND NISHAT GARDENS, YOULL 
FEEL LIKE A QUEEN NOORJAHAN ЖЕМГЕ 
KAGE DEAL WILL RUPEES 


PLEASE TELL МЕ? WHER. 
WOULD YOU LIKE TO SPEND 
YOUR HOLIDAYS ? 


6061! WHY МИТ YOU GET КЕЩИРАВЕКТ WU 
| ATTENDING MANILA SAMITTS KITCHEN МАТ) 


NO PROBLEM, АТ MADAM SYM 5 
PARTY IN THIS WEALTH CLUB YOUR ONE 
FLOWERY SHIRT, BUT 


76 INCH FAT WILL ВЕ REDUCED. 
IT IS 50 TIGHT. THEN YOUR SHIRT WILL FIT IN. 


DO THIS EXERCISE 
TWENTY Wy 


Е T = 
Bis 
| 
! к) 
SHIELA! ANOTHER PROBLEM HAS CROPPED UP. I'VE EATEN 50 MUCH INTHE PARTY THAT Ὶ 
CL pm MY SHIRT WILL NEVER COME OUT. 


E EOM. 


MY AGE IS VISIBLE ON 


? 


KISHORE! HOW OLD | LOOK 
IN APPEARANCE ? 
71 = 


ON YOUR BIRTHDAY ? 


в = ЕЕЕ 
две? || CERTIFICATE oe ннен | | ACCORDING TO THE CANDLES | 
c т 


| 


44% गताः ORDED 
RATION CARD OR YOU WROTE IN 
THE APPLICATION FOR JOB? 


=። YOU HAD N 
AFFIDAVIT OR WHICH YOU TELL 
YOUR FRIEN 


THEREFORE, WE LL 
PRACTICE YOGA. 


NOW ILL 
TEACH YOU 


ISHAI RITA! YOGA NOT ONLY KEEPS OUR 
IGURES SLIM-TRIM BUT ALSO WARDS OFF, 


- | 
uR : 
EEE 


€ MN 
f: 


p 


ж ሐ 


° 
ON ABOUT FALLING SOME DRY | 
LEAVES BY SHAKING THIS TR 


OKAY, 3 
TALK LATER. 


a «5°. 


I 06/! I'VE DONE HOME 


BUT WHY YOU'RE 
STUNNED? . 


Ж ALL x zu 
A BRICK FELL AND HIT WHAT IF SOMETHING SUCH — 
A PASSERBY'S HEAD. Hi [ e HAPPENS TO HIM? ГМ 

I DISTURBED ON THE VERY ТИШИНЕ 


ЕЕ SHOULD 60 AND BRING ` 8 а COMES 
HOME, ROADS ARE ACCIDENT. 
МЕ. 


IN МҮ ABSENCE 
ASK HIM TO 


2 #7 


Г 
[ΠΤ & 


88:27? 


Б TODAY STOP MORNING 
MEAL,EAT ONLY ІМ THE 


YOU DIDN'T RESPONSE 


TO HIS HELLO ? WE MEET MANY PEOPLE, HOW 
? 
7 FORGOT HIS MANY NAMES САМ! REMEMBER: 


NAME. 


BUT IT IS AGAINST ETIQUETTES. HE [5 SHIELA ! HOW IS YOUR 
WAS MR, MEERCHANDANI, WHO DIETING ? 
MET US IN A FIVE-STAR HOTEL . 


S LOST ONE K6. 
— 


Г WAS НЕК МАМЕ ? MANJU B0SE P... 
A SER - KRANTI VATSA?... 

.. P 
DEEPTI VARMA PRATIBHA SHAH / 


τ MRS, MAYA BATLIWALA ! HOW 
15 YOUR HUSBAND ? 


ы WANTED TO TALK TO НЕК 
BUT | FORGOT HER a 


2 FORGETTING 
ONES NAME. 


е 1 HOW ABOUT EXCHANGING 
OUR SAREES? THIS WAY WE'LL GET A 
NEW SAREE WITHOUT BUYING IT. 


#ጣ ТОҒА. YOU TAKE MY GEORGETTE 
SAREE AND GIVE ME YOUR SILK SAREE. 


KISHORE / HOW 15 


MY NEW SAREE? m 1 HAVE EXCHANGED 
" OUR SAREES. 


Г ВИТ, DON'T HAVE BLOUSE | 
MATCHING THIS SAREE. THAT | | THEN IVE TO BUY LIPSTICK, 
{ ST SOME MONEY. BANGLES, AND SANDALS 


OF THE SAME " 


ሆህ? LOOK ALIKE ІМ PARTIES YOU У HOW ABOUT GETTING THE |) 
700 HAVE TO GET A NEW CAR ALSO REPAINTED ? J 
MATCHING SUIT . 


IF YOU MAKE МЕ WEAR 
THE PULLOVER TODAY 


THE EVENING. 


PRANS 
Shri matijt 
AND 
WRINKLES 


г | му ҒАСЕ 100К5 
DIFFERENT NOW. 


OU HAVE SOME 
WRINKLES ON IT. 


- 


LET pi APPLY | M 
ON THE FACE. s 


» I$ THERE SOMETHINC 
WRONG WITH MY FACE? 


OH GOD! A WOMAN'S 
WORST МІОНТМАКЕ! 


2 ALL BECAUSE 
OF YOU. 


6. CAUSE SO MUCH TROUBLE 
THAT | AM ALWAYS TENSE. THAT 
LEADS TO WRINKLES. 


E HAS WRINKLES 
TO DO WITH ME? 


$ IT MEANS THAT YOU 
CAUSED MORE TROUBLE 
О YOUR MOM THAN | DID! 


£i FACE 15 А) 
OF WRINKLES! 


2m 


E SONI! EXCELLENT TEA. 
(YOU ARE AN EXPERT HOUSEWIFE, 


Ж” АТУ SERIAL THAT | FORGOT 
Е FOOD ON THE GAS STOVE, 


WHY NOT SHIFT THE 
em THE BEDROO 


a U 
| КРЕ f ALARM CLOCK 


NEAR ME. 


» ዔ | FORGOT THE TIME CHIT 
- MY HUSBAND HAS CHATTING WITH HER. 
BOUGHT TWO TICKETS 5» 

FOR ΤΗΕ MATINEE 

OW. 


І MUST DRIVE 
FASTER AND THE FILM TO 
END NOW. 


WHY DON'T YOU BUY IT? 
IT WILL FIT i 


ға | 


4 IF YOU DON'T REDUCE YOUR SHEN 
WEAR IT YOUR 
HUSBAND WOULD BE 

HURT. 


NOW | AM SO THIN 

WILL GO TO MRS DOLE’S THAT THE KURTA 
HOUSE. 15 LOOSE! 

Ф, " 


| HAVE MIXED IF SHEILA SEES THE 
COLOUR IN THE BUCKET IN OUR HANDS 
BUCKET. SHE WILL SHUT THE 


be v LETS LEAVE THE BUCKET 
HERE AND CALL HER OUT. Ж COME OUT! 


^ KS MINA! | HAVE 
CAUGHT HER. GET THE 
ВИСКЕТ AND POUR IT ON 
HER Р 


THAT COW ДЫ) 
THE WATER! 


1 ንጋ 


Ξ LOOK WHAT ` 
HAVE | BOUGHT 7 


rr TO SAVE SO WHEN І КЕТІ 
WE SHALL HAVE ms 
ENOUGH TO | | 
LIVE ON. 


i9 YOU NEVER LISTEN 
AND GO ON SPENDING ON 
UNNECESSARY THINGS. 


| MUST REALISE THAT 
YOU WORK HARD IN 


І MUST LEARN TO BUDGET 
MYSELF AND 
CONTROL MY 
SPENDING. 


THEN YOU GET A 
SALARY AFTER 
A MONTH. 


$0 | HAVE DECIDED TO 
IVE UP ONE UNNECESSARY 
EXPENSE. 


3 FROM TODAY YOU 

WILL TAKE THE BUS TO 

OFFICE AS PETROL IS 
EXPENSIVE. 


μα DISHES AND CLEAN ΤΗΕ 
KITCHEN. 


KEEP WORKING ALL DAY. 
κε αλ νόμων, А HOUSEWIFE'S LIFE IS FULL 
ak OF THESE CHOR 


HEILATYOU ARE 7 DOESN'T YOUR HUSBAND HELP 
ALWAYS BUSY l YOU ? MY HUBBY HELPS OUT IN 
5፻ዎ HOUSEWORK. THE KITCHEN AND EVEN WASHES 
f ARS А.К. THERE'S CLOTHES. 


NO ONE TO HELP 
52 А 


6 
4. 


Г BYE! YOU SHOULD NOT 
LET YOUR MAN LEAD 
- AN EASY LIFE. 


| 


ку DID YOU HEAR THAT? 
MRS А.К.'5 HUBBY HELPS HER 
OUT IN THE KITCHEN. 


WHY DON'T YOU ALSO 
DO THAT? 


MRS А.К. I 1 E 
Er HELP YOU IN 
YOUR KITCHEN. 


+? HAVE FOUND А GROOM FOR 
YOU. LALILAL IS A 
DOCTOR. IF HE 


AGREES, YOU 
MUST GIVE ME A 
TREAT. 


FIRST WE NEED TO TALK 
WILL YOU СМЕ 50 LAKH 

CASH, A FLAT, TV, AND 
JEWELS IN DOWRY. 


THINK HOW MUCH ОЕ 

DOWRY ми You В 

HAVE TO PAY ON THE bol 
MARRIAGES OF YOUR 


SISTERS? 


Ф. 


s 7 LIKE А CROW'S 
NEST. NOT EVEN А 
CHINK FOR FRESH AIR. 


F: THIS IS THE CITY: ; THE WAY, 
NOT À TOWNSHIP WHERE WHY А SUDDEN 
INTEREST IN FRESH 


ТНЕКЕ А PARK BEHIND 


YOGA 
ሻ s СМ diede m QUR BLOCK. WHY NOT GO 
EXERCISES. lt 


IN SIRSASANA YOU 


URUJI! PLEASE TEACH ME YOGA. 


NEU ана 
Dy =N 


БТАҮ THAT WAY 
UNTIL | SAY 
"Ws 


BUT НЕ 15 
NOWHERE 
AROUND! 


"а STAY 
LIKE THIS 
TILL MY 
TEACHER 
SAYS 
THERWISE 


Ё АТ OUR NEW 
NEIGHBOUR AND 
THE NUMBER OF 
SARIS SHE 


Р 
COTTON, 
SILK, OR 


1 I ЗЕЕ NEW 
SARIS HANGING OUT 
ON THE BALCONY 


AND HERE | AM, ` 
WEARING THE SAME 
LD SARI FOR YEARS! 


b: en 74 que ac пр 
WHEN І GET A ГНЕ END OF 


E REASONABLE! 
NEW SARI. 


(2 


100 DYING AND 
PRINTING WORK ON 


E a Er a = 
“4, SHEILA! ENJOY Ж. 
- W. YOURSELF. | AM IN 
mrs GREAT! ) ) S| THE DRAWING ROOM. | | 
Ж. 5 
' ) 
y 1 |] 


KISHORE! DIDN'T 
YOU BRING A q 
CARTON HOME? 


YOU REALLY 
ARE A SMART 
COOKIE! 


МЕ ኝ 
ORDERED ANYTHING, 


I BOUGHT A COMPUTE! 
KEES HER po IT WILL 
PEE 
SHE WONT 1 


SHOPPING FOR SARIS С 
85 


рок ORDER 
А — TWO SIL 

SARIS AND 
THREE SUITS 


FROM CITY 
CLOTH SHOP. 


ነ са. WILL ВЕ 
READY FOR YOU. 


GOVERNMENT PLANNING AN 


OU 1 

KNITTING TAKE TIME FORCOMPLETION. YOU| 
ARTED THE KNITTING IN DECEMBER АКО! | THINGS — COOKING, WASHING 
7% COMPLETED TAKING CARE OF THE KIDS, 


3 IN JUNE. 
ርን 


rey IT AND SEE IF IT FITS! 
э ОЕАК! 


DON'T СЕТ MAD. 


E TK = 1 ED If FOR SIX 
MONTHS AND YOU CAN'T WEAR 


OR A DAY? 


d HA! WEARING BETTER TO STAND THE 
^ SWEATER IN HO IRRITATION QF THE 
ASON? SWEATER THAN $). 
FACE WIFE S 
КАТН 


Γῇ ΤΗΕ WORD 'SORRY 16 50 
EFFECTIVE. IF ONLY WE USE p 

ІТ OFTEN, WE WON'T HAVE 

ANY QUARRELS. 


THIS Де 
TO SNUFF OUT 
ANY FIGHTS. 


Р DID YOU 
LEAVE THE HALF- SHEILA! DID YOU 
EATEN APPLE IN " 

FRIDGE? 


WHY DON'T YOU SAY 
"SORRY AND STOP 
QUARREL ? 


е 
НЕКЕ! 


WINDOW. IF 1 SAY SORRY. 
| WILL HAVE TO PAY FOR THE 
DAMAGES 


YOU ARE 
WEARING A 
GOLD 
BANGLE. 
GIVE THAT! 


NOT CARRYING 
ANYTHING? 


те AKADANOT A ye» 
ον 4) 


THE WATER 15 МОТ ና ¥ 
DRAINING OUT. 
Z^ 


в. BAMBOO WILL COME 
IN HANDY. 


^ | SEWER WATER HAS 
PLASHED INTO THE HOUSE! 


га BLOCKING 
GARBAGE I5 REMOVED 


ISHEILA! HOW АКЕ YOU? 


ግ MRS JALJIRA! WHAT 
BRINGS YOU HERE? 


н THE СООКЕКҮ PROGRAMM 
| WENT TO MY SON'S ӨН TV SHOWED A CHEF 
SCHOOL. | THOUGHT MAKING MIXED 
ү VEGETABLES. | АМ 
TQ DROPP WRITING THE RECIPE. 


MY HUSBAND LOVES THAT ΡΙΡΗ. | WILL TEACH YOU SO 
HE ORDERS THAT FROM THE YOU WON'T HAVE TO BTS 
Ç ORDER FROM THE 


5% CHOP VEGETABLES 
LIKE CAULIFLOWER, 
POTATO, PEAS, TOMATO. 


THEN CUT corer) | | 
ONION, GARLIC INTO 


* SMALL PIECES. - 


ADD SALT, CHILLI — SPICES 
TOO TASTE AND MIX THE LOT 


IN A COOKER AND BOIL IT. 
mt 


SHEILA! `. LONG 
SHOULD YOU KEEP 
THE СООКЕК ON THE 


STOVE? 


h: DON'T KNOW. THE POWER Б 
WENT OFF AND THE ТУ (>) 
SHUT DOWN. Ч) 


PRANS 


Shri mati] 


SHIELA / HOW ABOUT 
JOGGING P THAT KEEPS THE 


BODY FRESH AND FIT THE WHOLE 


THIRTY PARANTHAS, THREE KILO PULAO, TWO AND 
ро А HALF KILO RAITA, THREE KILO MATAR PANEER, 
A | FOUR KILO RABRI, FIVE KILO SALAD 
| IS SOME =, 
COMING P = 


DELICIOUS 


2, THIS FOOD IS FOR MEMBERS | ASCERTAINING WHE THER IT'S 
OF KITTY PARTY, TASTY OR NOT, I'LL SERVE IT TO THEM. 


i 
ik መማ 


GOT 


MY COOKING. a š 
SOME IMPARTIAL 


(а MOMENT YOU COME CLOSE ТО 
ME THERE WILL BE BLAST. 


F 
KAVE AT? 


THESE SWEETS ARE VERY. 
ит 
ያ LET: 


НА 
ENJOY HER ΕΝ 


г d 
WO.THERE WERE CHILLIES IN 
FOOD. 606/ FINISHED 0R 


LADDUS TILL YOU 
SWEETS ТО CHANGE HER 
TASTE, NOW SHE HAS 


RETURN HOME. 
GONE TO YOUR HOUSE. 


= CAN'T CONTROL AGING. 


ης REALLY P HOW OLD SHE HAS BECOME P GOD KNOWS WHEN LADIES WiLL 
SHE DOESN'T FIX CANDLES ΄ STOP CONCEALING THEIR AGE P 


REVEALED. 


WHEN A LADY TELLS HER AGE BY REDUCING 
TEN YEARS FROM НЕК ACTUAL AGE THEN 
ГМ ALSO FORCED ТО DECREASE MY AGE 

AY ONE TO TWO YEARS. 


WITH YEARS YOUR UNDERSTANDING, 
INTELLIGENCE AND PERSONALITY 
GROW AS WELL. 


LOOK AT ME, E ME 
MY AGE, / TELL TWENTY-THREE 
YEARS WITHOUT HESITATION. 


MUMMY / YOU DIDN'T WISH МЕ? TODAY 
15 MY TWENTY-FOURTH BIRTHDAY. 


WEIGHT 


4. Y LETS [55 THAT WILL 
és ПЕТЕР ИЕСІНЕ BE DECIDED AFTER | WEIGH MYSELF. 
A CUP OF COFFEE SOMEWHERE, а 
Я b. = Š 
é р | ка 2 
- το ^ 


а 
ፍም ዴምሩ ምሩ ዴዴ ዴን 
MISHA! ІТ 15 А BAD DAY. I'VE 


GAINED TWO KILOGRAMS . 


5 ΕΝ 


23 
ГМ BECOMING FAT.ALL OF HOW WILL / FACE MY DIETING CLUB 
MY BLOUSES HAVE 
BECOME TIGHT. 


ዳዴ SHELL LIKE Г 


RES 


SHIELA10N THE WAY FROM OFFICI 74 
1 BOUGHTA BRACELET FOR YOU] | ІМ SIZE. CAN'T WEAR + 
CHANGE IT, 


TMS ONE IS 50 LARGE THAT IT GOES 


WERE IT IS.THIS BRACELET Y 
WILL CERTAINLY FIT ІН 
YOUR WIFE'S WRIST. 


аъ WOW! МЕ te 
BEFOOLED НІ ¢ | 


FE WHEN YOU WAKE UP IN THE 
1 οἱ YOU LOOK TIRED 
г. % 


OLD 46६ 15 DOMINATING 
YOU AT THIRTY FIVE . 


THEN WHAT SHOULD 1 DO ? 
DO YOGA. 


5 THAT YOGA CURES 
FROM BAD COLD TO CANCER AND 
THAT TO WITHOUT SPENDING 


1 DON'T KNOW HOW TO 
а TIE THAT. 
THIS «M y [ р 


1,5044, 


— > 


5 
> № 4 


HEGOT MANY ITEMS IN DOWRY 
LIKE SCOOTER, TY, REFRIGERATO, 
TAPE RECORDER, SOFA --- 


WHY DON 
YOUR FATHER TO SEND A 
TRANSISTOR FOR OUR 
ENTERTAINMENT. 


1 DIDN'T KNOW THA 
YOU WERE 50 GREEDY. 
OTHERWISE | WOULDN'T! 
HAVE MARRIED YOU. 


D YOU LOVE 


МЕ 50 МИС H, 


ነ 4 (4 
Г 


-M 4 
| q 
E READY.SHIELA 15 та 
COMING. AS SOON SHE 
ENTERS SPRAY COLOURS, 


THAT LADY IS 
ΦΙΝΕ ALONE. 


- ы A 


LET US SPEND THE DAY FAR 
AWAY FROM THE WORRIE 
OF 4 


L3 
s 
aeu ames Ὁ k 


LS ° 
ἜΝ 
| да 


= 


== 


ЕН TUTOR WILL COM, 
TO TEACH PAPPU ІН THE 


EVENING HE WILL FIND ДА 
У THE ме 


DOOR LOCKED. 


ዘ 


OFF THE GAS STOVE ay 


ША WORRIES 
LEAVE US WE 
DON'T LEAVE 
4 


Shrimatiji 
and PARTY 


WITH 


iJ] RICKSHAW | F Д 


PULLER. 


THE CHARGE FROM jm 
HOUSE TO YOURS 
6 Кв. 10/- 


BUT НЕ SAID- Rs. 10. 15 FOR 


SINGLE PASSENGER. YOU መ DIDN'T YOU 
= εν PAY НІМ? 


A PAID TWENTY 

UE TWISTED 
RUPEES, STILL RICKSHAW'S RIMS 
HE ARGUED. 


oe 
DEMANDED 
MONEY FOR WHEN A TRUCK LOAD 
REPAIR. I$ PUT ON RICKSHAW, 
: ITS SURE ТО HAPPEN. 


Г WHAT ARE YOU 
SEARCHING. 


2 E г. MEMORY HAS 


WHERE ! 
KEPT THEM. WEAKENED. 


5 мед TO DOCTOR. 


ኖም m Ur. 


ГА kishore! (В | ή i 
ІК WHAT BRINGS Б | 
ИЦ YOU HERE? ኸኸ : 


кә СО ЕОК 
SHOPPING. 


HUSBAND CUT-OFF 
CIGARETTE AND 
PAAN 


FOUR TIMES А DAY. 
WE STOPPED THAT. ፪8 


WE USED ТО BUY WE REMOVED MAID. 
Δὲ τομ | | Tar SAVED моме | | үт өтер ο" 


NOW WE BORROW 
THAT AND READ. GOING art 


TUTION, 
NOW | TEACH THEM. THAT WAY I 


DENTING. PAINTING WAL И 
COST Rs. 12,000/- ፦ 


KISHORE ! 
TEA I$ READY. 


АА 


слез መጨ” I m РЕС 


OKAY I'M GOING TO 
OFFICE. < 
3 ге ( = 


NAMASKAR | SISTER ИМ 
CONTESTING ELECTION FROM YOUR 
AREA SEEK 
YOUR VOTE... 


WHO 15 THERE ? 


97740 


| 


NAMASKAR | ГМ CANDIDATE FOR 
ELECTION FROM YOUR AREA . 
1 NEED YOUR 


VOTE.. T 
а 


ИВ Тув |, 


ви 


E 


| | Now 1 KNOW YOUR ነ 
TRUE FACES 


ΤΩ HOW ARE 


p. 1 6000 
CHILDREN ስ 
EAT ОКТ. 


2 TING 
NAILS 5 A 


BAD 
HABIT. 


‚ SON /S VERY Е 
QTHER CHILDREN DON'T ИЗТЕМ 
TO PARENTS. AFTER ALL HOW 
DID YOU KEEP YOUR SON IN 

200, DISCIPLINE P 


TITTU! WHICH TO % 
BUY LAST TIME WHEN YOU 
GATHERED TEN STARS P. 


ИЕ HE OBEYS ONCE I GIVE HIM ONE 

STAR AS A REWARD. WHEN HE 
OLLECTS TEN STARS THEN IN RETURN 
I GIVE HIM SOME TOY . THATS HOW 


А CATAPULT! WITH IT BREAK 
NEIGHBOURS" WINDOW PANES. 


MUMMY / SHE ረና BUSY 
IN DRAWING ROOM SINCE 


MUMMY 1 DO 
You LIKE THIS 
DRESS Р 


ς οἱ 
SHANOO / WHERE 
5 SHAILI? 


BUT DAUGHTER, WHY 
ARE YOU PONG ALL 


= TODAY == | ‘VE KITTY PARTY) 
HOUSE ANO И E 
ONE DROP ло NIT EVEN 


У00 MEAN I WOULD GO 1 ( MRS. DARUWALA DRIVES A 
r TY PARTY / 4 TONGA P CONTESSA , MRS. AHMED A FIAT, 
ABSOLUTELY NOT ! MKS. L MRS. PATVARDHAN AN 
COMES IN TOYOTA... AMBASSADOR +°" 


THEN Ja 


SHIELA / GO AND BORROW 
THE KEY OF VERMATIS CAR. 
IT MIGHT OPEN OR CARS 

LOCK P 


Fin TING IN THE LOCK OF 
QR CHR. 


HOW MUCH MR. VERMA 
HELPS HIS WIFE P 
HE MAKES TEA 

FoR. 


f Y OUR 
NEIGHBOUR /5 AN 


THOS 


Е 7085. 
I SHOULD FOLLOW 
you. 


MUMMY /7T 15 WINTER SEASON, 
OUR SCHOOL PRINCIPAL SAYS |, 
| Be ANY 229 oe WHO DOESN 


Фа. 


TOMORROW 
ISHED + 


WE'VE ONE d 
ги KNIT YOUR 


| OWE TRIES WHAT 
UNIFORM 


CAN NOT 
BE ACHIEVED 7 


MUMMY / YOURE NOT 
WATCHING TV SERIAL? 


= 4 т FROM | 
TER 4 МУ 
mm CES ый 

б” 7 


esed — 
А LITTLE ፈና LEFT „ГИ. ü 
COMPLETE (T IN YOUR 

sc 


THE ASSEMBLY 
STARTED. 


Г MILKMAN, GROCER, MAID, 
PRESSMAN AND LANDLORD ARE 


WAITING OUTSIDE. WE МЕ TO GIVE 
THEM THEIR MONTHLY PAYMENT. ДЕ 


WRITE A CHEQUE FOR TEN 
Fr i THOUSAND RUPEES . YOU GO AND 


x TOOK LOT OF TIME 
COUNT THE FIVE PAISA መመ 


YES, SHIELA IS PUTTING А 
PLATE OF GUJTYA ON 


TABLE. 


BUT WHEN SHE IS NEAR 1 
TABLE, SHE WOULD NOT 
LET US EAT, 


МЕР 


PRANS 
г 


5 


WASHING CLOTHES 
I$ A HARD WORK ! 


ЕС ТО CLEANSE 
UTENSILS ! 


SHANOO | SHAILI! FLL 7 TO 
BUY VEGETABLES. DON'T GO 
OUT UNTIL YOUR 
b COMES 


SHEILA T. PAPA | WHY NOT WE J 
||| MOTHER AND CLEANSE ALL 
қ | =}, $ 
1 SHE HAS GONE ТО 
653. . 
[5 © / 
ре” 


< 
ፖ 25 J 


Ç 


PAPA WASHED к= 1 та. ВЕОКЕМ 
„4 ΘΗΑΝΟΟ DRIE PLATES IN THE OUTSIDE 
: DUST BIN ! 


WILL EAT SWEET: 
N OCCASION OF 


| FOUND OUT A LIF 
PARTNER WHO 15 
COOL AND OBEDIENT 


| ASKED HIM NOT TO 
LOOK AT OTHER GIRLS 


" 4 
) 


га TOLD НМ TO WEAR SIMPLE Dd 
ር | 
CLOTHES HE OBEYED ! 


T 9. 
ASHIONABLE д 1 


ONES. HE 


T I TOLD HIM NOT TO USE MOBILE | SETON TIS re 
i ЭСООТЕ! 


| | PHONE. THAT WOULD SPOIL | Pro балта 


HIM ! НЕ АСКЕЕР! 


WHAT 16 YOUR OPINION 
ABOUT НІМ? 


εν 


WRESTLER ! HOW 
| ARE YOU ፻ 
к E 


HOW ро YOU 


| HAVE SO MUCH 


FAITH ? 


CERTAINLY I WILL 
СЕТ MY BAG! 


I WROTE IN ADVERTISEMENT 
THAT HE, WHO GOT MY 
BAG SHOULD RETURN IT 


क 
SHEILA ! | HEARD 


YOU HAYE 199 (3 ! 


HUMOROUS & ABOUT YOUR 


STORIES ! ХА СКЕАПМЕ 
TALENT! 


VA JN 
SOME PRODUCERS LIKED MY 
STORIES 50 MUCH THAT THEY 
HAVE ADAPTED 
THOSE FOR TY 
SERIALS | 1 


І AM PROUD OF BEING А 
CLOSE FRIEND OF FAMOUS 
AUTHOR ! 


[ BYE THE WAY, SHEILA | YOU'RE 

A HOUSEWIFE AND REMAIN | THEN WHERE DO 

IN DOING HOUSEHOLD WORKS | YOU GET PLOTS 
47 FOR YOUR 


STORIES FROM ? 


GOGI! KUNAL IS 
NICE AND ABLE 


BE HERE | BUT | DON'T 


SEE ANY 


MARRY ME WOULD 


ን 


YOU SAID, KUNAL, THE 
YOUNGMAN WHO WANTS TO 


CONGESTION ! 


ER 
f YA 
a 1 


LATE DUE TO TRAFFIC 


ግ» 


NAMASKAR | SORRY, | AM \ 


НЕ I$ A RESPONSIBLE 
OFFICER OF A BIG 
COMPANY ! 


IS IT TRUE THAT 
YOU ARE A YOU'LL HAVE TO 


RESPONSIBLE BELIEVE THAT ! 


WHENEVER ANYTHING 
GOES WRONG IN MY 
OFFICE, | AM HELD 


SHEILA | PREPARE BREAKFAST 
X HAVE TO REACH OFFICE ON 


ἮΙ 


« Е 


! EL. f 
WHY DID NOT YOU TELL THAT SHOULD | GO 
EARLIER ? MARKET IS FAR Je 
OFF! 
BRING 
f 0 $ ኝ 


(ти. СЕТ 
SOME 


DON'T YOU 
HAVE я 
МИСН АТ 


SHEILA | 
SUGGEST 
SOME ECONOMICS 
TUTOR FOR MY 

DAUGHTER ? 


HUSBAND KISHORE 
HAS STUDIED 
ECONOMICS | 


KISHORE ! YOU DID М.А. ) 
ГЕ ECONOMICS ? DIDN'T YOU 7 
- ¥ | ፍ 3 


HE WILL SOLVE NY 
PROBLEMS OF YOUR 
DAUGHTER | 


> 
A P А QUESTION Ni 16 THE DIFFERENCI 


BETWEEN DIRECT AND 
INDIRECT TAX १ 


SAME, WHAT I$ WHEN YOU ASK WHAT IS THE DEFINITION 
FOR MONEY FROM ME OR YOU ROWE 
В CALMLY TAKE OUT THAT FROM ) ОҒАН ጅለ ለ 
7 POCKET ! 


Г A LENDER 15 ONE WHO LIVES IN 
< MISUNDERSTANDING THAT SOME 
| DAY HE MIGHT GET BACK HIS 8 
MONEY | 


gem = 
an 2 be i 


3 | HERE ARE PICKLES) 
AND LADDOOS | 


4 KEEPS НЕК ያ. REST, MOTHER-IN- WHAT DOES SAHAB'S 
GOLD JEWELLERY LAW I'LL SERVE YOU MOTHER LIKE FOR 
IN BANK LOCKER, FOOD SHORTLY | 

AND BRINGS 
PICKLES FOR 
ME! 


RAMI! LET ME SHOW 
YOU SOMETHING | 


МЕ МЕЕО МОТ 
EVEN PRESS 
A BUTTON ! 


Im "= 
WITH SOUND | 


BUT YOU ALREADY HAD ONE WASHING | WANTED ል NEW ТУ | ON BUYING 
MACHINE WHAT WAS THE NEED TO BUY SHING MACHINE 


ӨНЕ IS 1] 


ADMITTED 
THERE ! 


WHAT HOLERA ! DUE ТО) 


HORAE 7 | CONTAMINATED | 


WATER АТ 
НОМЕ! 


I'LL BOIL AL " " | AA Ж 
га 


ALL COOKING GAS 15 
SPENT TO BOIL 
WATER ! 


SON ! THESE 

GUIDES AND 

SAMPLES WILL 
HELP YOU ! 


THERE - 
NOT ВЕ ANY 
PROBLEM 
РОК MEDICAL 
ЕНТКАНСЕ 
TEST! 


THESE COACHES š SON ! THEY 
PREPARE YOU FOR BATTLE ! ARE EXPERTS ! 


MY ALL ANSWERS | 
WERE CORRECT ! 


BREAKING NEWS- DUE TO LEAKAGE 
OF PRE-MEDICAL PAPERS, μμ 
TEST ይ CANCELLED | THERE WILL BE 


Шашы | НАМ AT HOME | 


а IFOR 2 FEW 
DAYS | EXPERIENCE 
SORROW AND UNEASINESS | 


| Wooctor 11 AM мот 7 
P 4 
x 


YOU NEED TO GO Û 
TOHILLSFORA |N 
CHANCE ! 


| LET МЕ TAKE SHEILA ү SHEILA ! LET'S 
0 FOR » 


ይ fe 4 | \ GE 
MUMMY WEARS |] эште Must 
( BELONGER | 
DAUGHTER WEARS TOO! LASTING | JB 
% TM Ev X 


Ed IS IT TRUE MUMMY WEARS 
YOUR SUITS AND LATER 


7 


A THEN IT WOULD FIT 
e ON YOUR DAUGHTER ! 


' ЗИП WHEN WASHED, 
18 SO SHRUNK TO REDUCE 
1 SIZE | 


ў 3 
५८ 


PRANS 
SHRIMATIJI 


апа САТ & 006 


ЕРЕ ТАКЕ ІТ ҒКОМ 
ТНЕ КІТСНЕМ. 


PERHAPS 
YOU WERE 
DREAMING! 


T3 IN AND SEE FOR ITS NOTA 
YOURSELF. CAT BUTA 
ροσι 
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ре RICKSHAW F 
PULLER. 


THE CHARGE FROM ) | 
HOUSE TO YOURS 
5 Re. 10/- 


BUT НЕ SAID- Re. 10. I5 FOR 


SINGLE PASSENGER. YOU መ DIDN'T YOU 
өк. РАҮНІМ? 
DOUBLE... 


HE MY 
P: PAID TWENTY ና 
WEIGHT TWISTED 
RUPEES, STILL 501% RIMS 


HE ARGUED. 


oe 
DEMANDED 

MONEY FOR WHEN A TRUCK LOAD 
REPAIR. 15 PUT ON RICKSHAW, 
- . IT'S SURE ТО НАРРЕН. 


is UP ! ITS 
MORNING, TIME 
TO GO TO OFFICE. } 


OH ! TODAY I'M LATE. YOU ARE WORKING 
` FOR 50 MANY YEARS, 
BUT NEVER WOKE UP 
ON YOUR OWN. 


| | AM MORE LIKE AN 
EVERYDAY | HAVE ТО | mm Ен : 
RYDAY WAKE. MED | ALARM CLOCK THAN 
YOU UP. O ще 


ALARM CLOCK 
RINGS 1. 1 S 

MELODIOUSLY NOT | | | | ROARING ONLY 

HARSHLY. | BREAKS YOUR 


/ 


BY NOW YOU SHOULD 
HAVE BEEN PUNCTUAL. J 


Есе ü 


MY OFFICE CLOSES AT 5 
PM. AND | LEAVE FOR HOME 
CORRECTLY ON TIME. 


KISHORE ! РМ 
ING TO Mrs. 
КАМГ5 HOUSE 


TAKE UMBRELLA 
FOR PROTECTION. 


М 6061110 
RAMI'S 
HOUSE. 


THERE ARE ጋ 
JAMS ON RING ROAD. 
THIS 15 SHORT CUT. 


WE'LL BE HAPPY , 
ТО НАУЕ УОМ, 


23 ! KISHORE ! GO CHANGE INTO 

WHO WAS IMARRIED. HE 18 HERE А KURTA DHOTI. 
WITH HIS BRIDE. 

THAT THE COUPLE ARE 

COMING TO 

MEET US. 


ACCORDING TO INDIAN | ; HAILI ! ГУ ! WEAR 
TRADITION. WE SHOULD ВЕ | | SOMETHING DECENT. 
DRESSED PROPERLY TO | 


BLESS THE NEW BRIDE. f | BE 


IF I LEARN DRIVING THEN 
THAT WILL QUALIFICATION I SHALL TEACH 
TO MARRIAGE. BOYS 5 1700 ре 
GIVE PRIORITY ТО GIRLS 


Га ሸ WHY JOIN A SCHOOL 7 || 
4 
№. 


Б ACCELERATOR АМО || 
RELEASE CLUTCH. ee! 


7 NEUTRAL AND START ENGINE. 
THEN PRESS CLUTCH AND 


LOOK OUT ! THE HEN 
WILL BE RUN OVER! 
7 ल्त 
κ. + 


p 


GOGI ! APPLY 
8 T SER, Е men τς 
CRASH INTO THE ОТ ACCELERATO ) 
EA BUT THE CAR | PRESS BRAKE! 
GAINED 


WHAT IF МЕ GET FOOD LIKE 
IN A FIVE - STAR HOTEL ? 


HOW TO МАКЕ 
DELICIOUS 
FOOD. 


WHILE ACTUALLY 
WATCHING THE 
PROCESS. 


TO SHIFT TV IN THE 
KITCHEN ? 


THAT IS NO REASON IT WILL BE BETTER 


4 TODAY, l'LL TEACH YOU HOW TO MAKE 


CHOP ONIONS, GARLIC 
KADAI- PANEER. GET HALF KILO ~ > j 
PANEER, ONIONS, GARLIC, GINGER. AND GINGER INTO SMALL PIECES. 
RED TOMATOES, CORINDER ETC. » 


dn WATCHING TV ! CUT 


MY FINGER WHILE 
CHOPPING TOMATOES. 


ጨሙ 2-2 
> 11 HAVE AN APPOINTMENT 


МАЗ SHYAM'S SERVANT „| | WITH Dr. RAO AT NINE. HE 18 VERY 


RAN AWAY. SHE HAS TO 


COOK AND SWEEP PUNCTUAL. HE WON'T ATTENDTO А 


HANKS TO YOU, 1 REMEMBERED 
THE APPOINTMENT. 


LATE ?... THERE'S 
ISTILL FIVE MINUTES 
TO NINE. 


GOGI ! I HAVE- CONVINCED ЛЕ” | 
AJAY FOR YOUR 
MARRIAGE. 
Мак 1 


НЕ 16 COMING ТО ) 
MEET YOU. J| 
SHIELA | YOU 
ARE MY TRUE 
WELL WISHER. 


“аи 


БТ) 
ሻ/2 FA 
Jef dll, 


AJAY YOU HAVE | HOWNICEIT Wk. 
MOUSTACHES BUT WOULD BE IF YOU 
1 LIKE CLEAN ELE бі, SHAVE THOSE. ፪ 
SHAVE MEN. ኳሪ А 
жек E Le हक. | А 
1 | s i Ў 


WHY DON'T YOU GET 
YOUR HAIR PERMED ? 


mg YOU USE 
EYE LENS 
INSTEAD OF 


CHANGING SO MANY 
THINGS ІГ5 BETTER TÒ 
CHANGE ONE. 


BUT WHAT'S THE ADVANT, 
YOU PREPARED NO 
K READING THOSE. 


ГЦ. MAKE SUCH A 


| КАМИ 
THAT EPISODE 
OF SERIAL WAS 
INTERESTING. 


г [77 ΕΤ 
БЕЙ | ILL BUY DAL FRY | 
TURNED. 1 [ ἘΚΟΜ ОНАВА. =e 
AKING 7 | қ द 
= ዓ 1 1 
з 

& 5 F № ГЕ 1) 
, ! αι ጠጡ ፡ 


1 WANT TO BUY A PRESENT Y [SHELA WILL BE GLAD TO SEE 
FOR МУ WIF. THIS GLASS BRACELET. 


num: 77 


SHIELA! OM THE WAY FROM OFFICE ρα KISHORE {IT'S SMALL 
1 BOUGHTA BRACELET FOR YOU | IN SIZE. CAN'T WEAR + 
CHANGE IT. 


THIS ONE IS SO LARGE THATITGOES N 
WERE IS THE BIGGER ΟΝΕ. ρα - ларо 
Э) 
ጾ b ፒ $ 


HERE IT IS.THIS BRACELET Y 
WILL CERTAINLY FIT IN 
YOUR WIFE'S WRIST. 


= WOW ! THIS IS OF EXACT 


=== 
GIVE A BULB iG 
| WORTH TNO G3 
А RUPEES. л 
T 4 


4 


FE YOU WAKE UP ІК THE 
P». YOU 100К TIRED, ነ 
ሜጫ W: 


አዜ BELLY 15 


PROTRUDING . OLD AGE I$ DOMINATING 


YOU AT THIRTY FIVE . 


THEN WHAT SHOULD ! DO > at WILL BE USE OF nar?) | 
DO YOGA. 


5 ONLY THAT YOGA CURES 
FROM BAD COLD TO CANCER AKO 
THAT TO WITHOUT SPENDING 


TURN RIGHT А 
TOWARDS LEFT VID 
UPPER SIDE OF NECK... 
THEN TAKE QUT LEFT 


4 


—— n 
1 DON'T KNOW HOW TO 
A ТЕ THAT. 
TO COME OUT OF 
THIS «M y [ р 
р 171/४ 
= Je \ 


LIKE SCODTER,TY, REFRIGEI 
TAPE RECORDER, SOFA --- 


6 THE OTHER 1 DID WHY DON'T YOU TELL 
NOT GET EVEN SINGLE) YOUR FATHER TO SEND A 
PALSA ON WEDDING. TRANSISTOR FOR OUR 

ENTERTAINMENT. 


1 DIDN'T KNOW THA 
YOU WERE 50 GREEDY. 
OTHERWISE | WOULDN'T! 
HAVE MARRIED YOU. 


5 HOO! 
С" ВЕТТЕР 70 
2 (№. 


D YOU LOVE 
Mi (а H, 


EALLY 

50 и! 
| Y 
p 


τ 


71 


“ር % 
/ 5775; 
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INTRODUCTION 


WE find in Hesiod the story of Jason, the son of Aeson, 
who by the will of the immortal gods achieved the 
many lamentable labours imposed on him by the haughty 
king Pelias, and who after his grievous toils carried off the 
bright-eyed maiden and made her his wife. This is a form 
of the tale known as Ше Hero's Tasks, which exists among 
the most widely-scattered peoples. The comparative 
mythologists have explained it as a myth of the spring 
rains and the moon, but it does not fit into any of the 
theories of folktales prepared for its reception. Benfey 
held that although the impulse to invent folktales is a 
feature of general human nature, yet (һе existing folktales 
of Europe and Asia as a matter of fact originated in 
India. But this theory too is contradicted by the Jason 
story Andrew Lang has compared various forms of it 
found among peoples not related either in language or 
culture—the Algonquin Indians, the Samoans, and Zulus, 
besides European races. It also exists in an Indian shape 
in the present selection of birth-stories from the Jataka 
(Хо. 220). This instance suggests, and many more could 
be given, that it is too early to speak of a “science of folk- 
tales.” he investigators аге not yet even agreed upon a 
scientific method. 
The great authority of Benfey has popularised the 
view that Indian folktales originated with the Buddhists. 
ጅል 1 
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His work was done before the Jataka, the great collection 
of buddhist birth-stories, was known, and it is now possible 
to see from the stories themselves that, so far from 
Buddhism being a great source of folktales, the bulk of 
those which occur in the Jataka are prebuddhistic, and 
merely adaptations of Indian tales. 

Benfeys main argument for the buddhistic origin of 
Indian folktales was the fact that traces of Buddhism 
appeared to be found in the Panchatantra, the Indian 
collection of tales which has become widely known in the 
West as the fables of Bidpai. From this he inferred 
that the Panchatantra was a buddhist work revised by 
Brahmins. But we now know that the work was of 
Brahmin origin and had been revised in the versions 
which Benfey used by Buddhist or Jain editors. 'Phis has 
been proved by Dr Hertel, who has edited and translated 
a much earlier form of the Panchatantra, known as the 
Tantrakhyayika, which is purely brahmanistic and without 
any buddhist features. "The question of the history of 
Indian folktales has not been simplified by this discovery, 
but it has made it impossible to look for their origin in 
Buddhism. 

Тһе Jàtaka, as we possess it, occurs in the second of 
the three great divisions of the Pali Buddhist Scriptures, 
and in the Miscellaneous Collection of Discou: (Khud- 
dhaka Nikaya) of this division. It consists of 547 jatakas, 
each containing an account of the life of Gotama Buddha 
during some incarnation in one of his previous existences 
as a Bodhisatta, or being destined to enlightenment, before 
he became Buddha, the Enlightened One. This number 
does not correspond to exactly 547 stories, because some 
of the tales occur more than once in a different setting, or 
in a variant version, and occasionally several stories are 
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included in one birth. Each separate story is embedded 
in a framework, which forms the Story of the Present. 
This is generally an account of some incident in the life of 
the historic Buddha, such as an act of disobedience or 
folly among the brethren of the Order, the discussion of 
a question of ethics, or an instance of eminent virtue. 
Buddha then tells a Story of the Past, an event in one of 
his previous existences which explains the present incident 
as a repetition of the former one, or as a parallel case, and 
shews the moral consequences. 

To adapt such an ancient tale was in general a simple 
matter, as it was not necessary to make the actor: 
Buddh The tale might be told of a past time when 
there was no Buddha in existence, and in which the 
ideas are those of ordinary Hinduism. The one feature 
necessary for the story is that the Bodhisatta in some 
character should appear. When the tale itself contained 
no instance of a wise person who could play the part of 
the Bodhisatta, modification was necessary; though this 
is often done by making the Bodhisatta a divinity or a 
sage who witnesses the events and recites Ше gathas, the 
yerses with which the tale concludes. Some of the stories 
of the past are evidently manufactured by adapting the 
circumstances in the story of the present, and building up 
a story of the past out of it. Verses occur in all the births. 
In the first division of the work there is one verse in each 
tale, in the second two, and so on in increasing number. 
It is these verses alone which are canonical, the prose 
being a commentary explaining how the verses came to 
be spoken. But even here there is evidence of adaptation. 
Some of the stories of the past contain no verses, and in 
order to make the whole correspond to one type verses 
are inserted in the frame story, and spoken by the Buddha 

1-2 
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after or during the recitation of the story of the past. An 
instance will be found in Jat. 206, p. 173. 

Buddhism took over the Hindu doctrine of re-birth 
and karma, but moralised it. Re-birth in heaven is no 
longer due to performing animal sacrifices, or the in- 
fliction of self-torture, but to practising the virtues 
emphasised by Buddha, almsgiving, truth-speaking, for- 
giveness of enemies. But this teaching, which is the 
prominent one in the мака, is not the essence of 
buddhism. Doing good actions can never lead to salva- 
tion. *Whoever shall do nothing but good works will 
receive nothing but excellent future rewards" Тһе aim 
of the disciple is not to accumulate merit, but to win 
Insight. Yet although much of the Jataka is merely moral 
instruction to the unconverted, it also expounds teaching 
which leads to enlightenment, such as the doctrine of 
impermanence, belief in the Buddha, the rejection of 
superstitious rites, freedom from lust, hatred, and delusion, 
and other bonds which the disciple must break as he 
advances on the Noble Path. 

With regard to the question of the relation of the 
Jataka to non-buddhist Indian works, important results are 
reached by Franke in his article “Jataka Mahabharata 
Parallelen!” He has shewn by the detailed examination 
of a number of parallel tales, as well as of verses common 
to the Jataka and Mahabharata that neither work is 
directly dependent on the other, but that they are con- 
nected only through common sources. 

A more difficult question is the relation of the beast 
fables to the fables of Aesop. Benfey became so firmly 
assured of the Greek origin of such fables in the 
Panchatantra that he refused to place the origin of that 


1 WZKM. (Vienna Or. Journ.) xx 317 ff. This has been fully utilised in the notes, 
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work earlier than 200 в.с., on the ground that this was the 
earliest date at which a knowledge of Aesop's fables could 
have reached India. But in the Jataka we now possess 
evidence for putting the existence of these fables in India 
much earlier. On several buddhist stupas! in India are 
carved representations of scenes in some of the Jataka 
tales and fables. The earliest and most important of these 
monuments is the Stupa of Bharhut, a village 120 miles 
south-west of Allahabad, the remains of which were dis- 
covered by Sir A. Cunningham іп 1873. Carved in relief 
on the railings are a number of scenes of jataka tales and 
fables with their titles. Twenty-eight have been identified, 
several so-called Aesopic fables being among them. The 
date of the stupa is put on epigraphical grounds between 
250—200 в.с., and we may assert the existence of jataka 
tales as early as the fourth century вс, while the tales and 
fables which Buddhism adopted must be much older. The 
first feeling of the folklorists on the publication of the 
Jütaka was one of disappointment. Benfey’s investiga- 
tions had all been on the assumption of a great buddhist 
source for Indian tales, and the Jataka contained hardly 
anything which bore out current theories. It was sug- 
gested that the Pali scholars had played their best trumps, 
or were trying to win tricks with cards which they kept up 
their sleeve. But the Jataka had really left the folklorist 
without a card for the game. The stories instead of being 
“a scanty contribution to the Aesopic question” made it 
obsolete. They proved the existence of a great body of 
Indian fable independent of any Greek source. As 
Mr Jacobs has said, “it is idle to talk of a body of 
literature [Aesop] amounting to 300 numbers being derived 


1 For a general description of these monuments, see Grünwedel, Buddhist Art 
in India, London, 1901. 
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from another [the Jataka] running also to 300, when they 
have only a dozen items in common."! 

Тһе much smaller question that remains is how, after 
setting aside the bulk of jataka beast fables as of Indian 
origin, are we to explain the parallelism in about a dozen 
which more or less resemble Aesop? More than this 
number have been compared, but many of the parallelisms, 
which were taken for granted as long as a common origin 
was assumed, have no value now that the question is open. 
Mr Jacobs quotes Jat. 30, 32, 34 (with 45), 136, 143, 146, 
189, 215, 294, 308, 374, 383, 426, and among them are 
parallels to such well-known fables as The Ass in the Lion's 
Skin, The Wolf and the Lamb, and The Fox and the Crow. 
It is not necessary for the present purpose to prove that 
even these are related in origin. The independent origin 
of similar tales is still a tenable theory; but it is possible 
to shew, on the umption that they are connected, that 
a path of transmission from India to Greece was open long 
before communications were established by Alexander. 
"This was from India to Persia, and from Persia to Asia. 
Minor. It can also be shewn that tales from India actually 
reached Persia and the Euphrates district independently 
of any Greek mediation. Relations with India in the 
sixth century В.с. are shewn by the inscriptions of Darius 
the Great (521—485 в.с.), especially in one at Persepolis, 
which mentions Indush (the Indus district) and Gandara 
among the peoples who brought him tribute. In the 
Story of Ahikar? we have а Persian or Babylonian story 
which Benfey identified with a well-known Indian type. It 
is the tale of a king’s minister, who falls into disfayour, 
and is restored through his skill in answering certain 


1 See Jacobs’ History of the Æsopic Fable, p. 108. 
5 See note on The Nineteen Problems. 


INTRODUCTION T. 


problems that had been sent to the king. This tale 
occurs in several Indian forms, and in Рай in а much 
inflated version as the Mahàummagga Jataka (546). The 
nineteen problems that occur in it are given below. The 
identity of several of the problems with the Indian, as 
well as the structure of the tale, is strong confirmation of 
the identity of the stories. One of the problems is the 
biblical Judgment of Solomon, for which Salzberger! had 
already suggested a Persian origin. The date of the tale 
in Persia must be at least of the fifth century в.с., as frag- 
ments of an Aramaic version of it have been discovered in 
a Persian military colony of Jews at Elephantine, which 
was established there during the supremacy of the Persians 
over Egypt. ‘The penetration of the Ahikar story may be 
anterior to the Persian conquest of Babylon. "That there 
were trade relations very early with India may be inferred 
from Ше Semitic origin of the Indian alphabet. Jat. 339 
speaks of a voyage from India to Baveru, which is probably 
Babylon (Babilu). 

Mr Jacobs gives several parallels to Indian fables from 
Midrash Rabba?, a rabbinical commentary on the Penta- 
teuch and Five Rolls This work is a compilation much 
later than the date of the entry of Greeks into India, but 
it contains fables which possess Indian features not found 
in the corresponding Greek fables, and it shews communi- 
cation with India outside Greek influence. According to 
Winter and Wünsche this Midrash is in part Babylonian, 
the older parts being Palestinian. "The fables occurring in 
it are used as illustrations, and have the appearance of 
having been orally acquired. Оп Gen. xxvi. 26 is told the 
fable of the Egyptian partridge, which extracts a bone 


1 Die Salomo-Sage, p. 4, Berlin, 1907. 
? German translation by A, Wünsche, Bibliotheca Rabbinica, Leipzig, 1880—85. 
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from the throat of a lion, as in Jat. 308, not a wolf, as in 
Aesop (Halm 276, 2 On Esther iii. 6, a bird, which 
builds its nest on the sea-shore that was threatened by the 
waves, tries to bale out the water with its beak, and is 
rebuked by another bird. Cf. Jat. 146, which is without a 
parallel in Aesop. On Esth. 11. 1 is told the story of 
a man who had a she-ass, Из foal, and a sow. То the latter 
he gives unstinted food, but to the others in proportion. 
The foal inquires of its mother why the idle sow should be 
so fed. Тһе ass replies, the hour will soon come when 
you will see the sow's fate, and understand that it was well 
fed not out of favour, but for a disgraceful end. When 
the feast comes, the fatted sow is killed, and the moral 
explained to Ше foal. So in Jat. 30, where an ox and its 
younger brother take the place of the ass and foal. But 
in Aesop (Halm 113) а heifer pities a working ох. At the 
feast it is taken to be slaughtered, and the ox smiles and 
points the moral. 

By Aesop we mean the Greek fables of various dates 
which have become collected under that name. Although 
the traditions as to the historical tence of Aesop are 
of no value, it is significant that Phrygia occurs most 
frequently as the home of Aesop. The name is probably 
Phrygian. Aesepos is the name of a river of Phrygi 
ia, and also of a Trojan at the siege of Troy. The 
*priority" or rather independence of Greek fable may 
be considered certain, but if in the case of a few it is 
necessary to infer a connexion with the East, then we have 
а natural explanation in the relations of the Greeks of 
Asin Minor with their eastern neighbours and with Persia. 
Greek relations with Persia need no detailed proof. Тһе 
an tale of Herodotus referred to on Jat. 67 (p. 70) 
how such stories could easily pass to Greece. 
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The works shewing the closest relationship with the 
Jataka are naturally buddhist compositions, such as the 
Pali Cariya-Pifaka, the Sanskrit Jatakamála, Schiefner's 
collection of Tibetan tales, and Chinese translations from 
buddhist Sanskrit sources. Тһе most extensive connexion 
with non-buddhistic collections is, apart from the Mahab- 
harata, the Panchatantra, three of the frame stories of 
which occur in the Jataka, as well as a variant of a fourth 
(141, 206, 208, 349), and a number of single tales. A 
detailed comparison shews much the same result as in 
Frankes investigation of the Mahabharata tales, that is, 
no direct borrowing on either side, but common inherit- 
ance from an earlier source. It was firmly held by Benfey 
that the Vetalapafcavimáatika, “twenty-five tales of a 
vampire,” was of buddhist origin. It is true that a version 
of it has found its way to the buddhist Mongols, where it 
is known as Ssidi Kiir, but it is difficult to imagine such 
a thesaurus of intrigue originating in a buddhist com- 
munity. Тһе only traces of it in the Jataka аге 145, of 
which the Vet. No. 21 shews a greatly elaborated version, 
Jat. 527 (Vet. 16), and possibly a much moralised version 
of No. 2 in Jat. 200. 

We are dealing with a much simpler problem than the 
oral transmission of folktales, when we find Jataka stories 
in mediaeval and modern European literature, such as that 
of the robbers and the treasure in Chaucer's Pardoner's 
Tale (Jat. 48), or of the ploughshares eaten by mice (Jat. 
218), and the tortoise and geese (Jat. 215) among La 
Fontaine's fables. These tales can be proved to have 
spread over Europe through literary channels. The Pan- 
chatantra was translated into Pahlavi from an imperfect 
Indian MS. for the Sassanid king Khosrau Anósherwán, 
who reigned from 531 to 579 A.D. This translation has 
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disappeared, but the closest representatives of it exist in 
Syriac and Arabic versions, known as Kalilah and Dimnah, 
and in English as the Fables of Bidpai. From these, and 
especially from the Arabic, Latin translations were made 
in the middle ages. Their history properly belongs to the 
genealogy of the Panchatantra. A list of them is given in 
Lancereau's French translation of the Panchatantra (Paris, 
1871). 

Тһе present selection has been made with the purpose 
of bringing together the Jataka stories of most interest, 
both intrinsically, and also from the point of view of the 
folklorist. Тһе translation adopted, with slight revision to 
remove inconsistencies, is taken from the complete edition 
translated under the editorship of Prof E. B. Cowell, 
Cambridge, 1895—1907. 

'The thanks of the editors are due to Sir J. H. Marshall, 
C.LE., Director-General of Archaeology in India, who has 
had photographs expressly taken for the illustrations of 
the Jatakas on the carvings of the Bharhut Stupa, as well 
as to Professor E. J. Rapson, who has given much help 
and advice in their preparation and selection. 


Е, J. T. 


February 1916. 
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JATAKA TALES 
THE LITTLE GILDMASTER 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares іп Каз, the Bodhisatta was born into a gild- 
master's family, and growing up, became gildmaster!, being 
called Gildmaster Little. A wise and clever man was he, 
with a keen eye for signs and omens. One day on his way 
to wait upon the king, he came on a dead mouse lying on 
the road; and, taking note of the position of the stars at 
that moment, he said, * Any decent young fellow with his 
wits about him has only to pick that mouse up, and he 
might start a business and keep a wife.” 

His words were overheard by а young man of good 
family but reduced circumstances, who said to himself, 
“That's a man who has always got a reason for what he 
says" And accordingly he picked up the mouse, which he 
sold for a farthing at a tavern for their cat. 

With the farthing he got molasses and took drinking 
water in a water-pot. Coming on flower-gatherers return- 
ing from the forest, he gave each a tiny quantity of the 
molasses and ladled the water out to them. Each of them 
gave him a handful of flowers, with the proceeds of which, 
next day, he came back again to the flower grounds pro- 
vided with more molasses and a pot of water. That day 
the flower-gatherers, before they went, gave him flowering 
plants with half the flowers left on them; and thus in 
а little while he obtained eight pennies. 


3 The gildmaster (sethi) belonged to the class of householders. Не was not an 
official of the king's court, though he had official relations with the king. Cf. Fick, 
Die soc. Gliederung im nord-ist. Indien zu Buddha's Zeit, p. 166. Kiel, 1897. 
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Later, one rainy and windy day, the wind blew down 
а quantity of rotten branches and boughs and leaves in 
the king’s pleasaunce, and the gardener did not see how 
to clear them away. Then up came the young man with 
an offer to remove the lot, if the wood and leaves might 
be his. The gardener closed with the offer on the spot. 
Then this apt pupil of Gildmaster Little repaired to the 
children’s playground and in a very little while had got 
them by bribes of molasses to collect every stick and leaf 
in the place into a heap at the entrance to the pleasaunce. 
Just then the king’s potter was on the look out for fuel to 
fire bowls for the palace, and coming on this heap, took 
the lot off his hands. The sale of his wood brought in 
sixteen pennies to this pupil of Gildmaster Little, as well 
as five bowls and other vessels. Having now twenty-four 
pennies in all,a plan occurred to him. He went to the 
vicinity of the city-gate with a jar full of water and supplied 
500 mowers with water to drink. Said they, * You've done 
us a good turn, friend. What can we do for you?” “Oh, 
ТІ tell you when I want your aid,” said he; and аз he went 
about, he struck up an intimacy with a land-trader and a 
sea-trader. Said the former to him, “To-morrow there will 
come to town a horse-dealer with 500 horses to sell” Оп 
hearing this piece of news, he said to the mowers, *I want 
each of you to-day to give me a bundle of grass and not to 
sell your own grass till mineissold." * Certainly," said they, 
and delivered the 500 bundles of grass at his house. Unable 
to get grass for his horses elsewhere, the dealer purchased 
our friend's grass for a thousand pieces. Only a few days 
later his sea-trading friend brought him news of the arrival 
of a large ship in port; and another plan struck him. Не 
hired for eight pence a well appointed carriage which plied 
for hire by the hour, and went in great style down to the 
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Having bought the ship on credit and deposited 
gnet-ring as security, he had a pavilion pitched hard 
by and said to his people as he took his seat inside, *When 
merchants are being shewn in, let them be passed on by 
three successive ushers into my presence." Hearing that 
а ship had arrived in port, about a hundred merchants 
came down to buy the cargo; only to be told that they 
could not have it as a great merchant had already made a 
payment on account. So away they all went to the young 
man; and the footmen duly announced them by three 
successive ushers, as had been arranged beforehand. Each 
man of Ше hundred severally gave him a thousand pieces 
to buy a share in the ship and then a further thousand 
each to buy him out altogether. So it was with 200,000 
pieces that this pupil of Gildmaster Little returned to 
Benares. 

Actuated by a desire to shew his gratitude, he went 
with one hundred thousand pieces to call on Gildmaster 
Little. “How did you come by all this wealth?” asked 
the gildmaster. “In four short months, simply by follow- 
ing your advice,” replied the young man; and he told him 
the whole story, starting with the dead mouse. Thought 
Lord High Gildmaster Little, on hearing all this, “I must 
see that a young fellow of these parts does not fall into 
anybody else's hands" So he married him to his own 
grown-up daughter and settled all the family estates on 
the young man. And at the gildmaster's death, he became 
gildmaster in that city. And the Bodhisatta passed away 
to fare according to his deserts. 


йе in Som. vr. (i. 83). In K. D. (Arab) хуш, it forms part of the story 
of The 1 and his Companions, Of these four one is а husbandman, who 
earns monoy by carrying wood, as in the first part of the Another, a merchant's 
son, trades with a ship's cargo, as in the latter part, The adventures of the king's 
son form an episode in Jàt. 445, 529, 539. 


The same 


THE KING AND THE STICK-GATHERER 


Once on a time in Benares Brahmadatta the king, 
having gone in great state to his pleasaunce, was roaming 
about looking for fruits and flowers when he came on a 
woman who was merrily singing away as she picked up 
sticks in the grove. Falling in love at first sight, the king 
became intimate with her, and the Bodhisatta was con- 
ceived then and there. Feeling as heavy within as though 
weighed down with the bolt of Indra, the woman knew 
that she would become a mother, and told the king so. 
He gave her the signet-ring from his finger and dismissed 
her with these words :—" If it be a girl, spend this ring on 
her nurture; but if it be a boy, bring ring and child 
to ше.” 

When the woman's time was come, she bore the Bodhi- 
satta. And when he could run about and was playing in 
the playground, a cry would arise, * No-father has hit me!" 
Hearing this, the Bodhisatta ran away to his mother and 
asked who his father was. 

* You are the son of the King of Benares, my boy." 
“What proof of this is there mother?” “ My son, the king 
on leaving me gave me this signet-ring and said, ‘If it be 
а girl, spend this ring on her nurture; but if it be a boy, 
bring ring and child to me.” “Why then dont you take 
me to my father, mother?” 

Seeing that the boy's mind was made up, she took him 
to the gate of the palace, and bade their coming be 
announced to the king. Being summoned in, she entered 
and bowing before his majesty said, "This is your son, 
sire." 

The king knew well enough that this was the truth, but 
shame before all his court made him reply, * He is no son 
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of mine.” “But here is your signet-ring, sire; you will 
recognise that.” “Nor is this шу signet-ring.” Then said 
the woman, “Sire, I have now no witness to prove my 
words, except to make an act of truth. Wherefore, if 
this child is yours I pray that he may stay in mid- 
air; but if not, may he fall to earth and be killed” So 
aying, she seized the Bodhisatta by the foot and threw 
him up into the air. 

Seated cross-legged in mid-air, the Bodhisatta in sweet 
tones repeated this stanza to his father, declaring the 
truth : 


Your son am T, great monarch; rear me, Sire! 
Тһе king rears others, but much more his child. 
Hearing the Bodhisatta thus teach the truth to him 

from mid-air, the king stretched out his hands and cried, 
* Come to me, my boy! None, none but me shall rear and 
nurture you!" А thousand hands were stretched out to 
receive the Bodhisatta; but it was into the arms of the 
king and of no other that he descended, seating himself 
in the king's lap. Тһе king made him viceroy, and made 
his mother queen-consort. At the death of the king 
his father, he came to the throne by the title of King 
Katthavahana—the faggot-bearer,—and after ruling his 
realm righteously, passed away to fare according to his 
deserts. 


The story of Sakuntala, Mh. 1. chs. 70—74, in which the king refuses to recognise 
kuntali, until a voice from heaven tells him to do so, The king says that his 
refusal was in order that the people might be convinced of the truth of the woman's 
story by a divine sign. In Kal drama the ring is lost aud recovered from a 
fish, whereupon the King's memory, which had been destroyed by а sage's curse, is 
restored. Buddlaghosha xx. follows the jataka closely. A variant occurs in Jat. 
487, see H. Lüders in Windisch Festschrift, p. 228 ff. S. J. Warren (Herm. xxix. 
478) finds the germ of Kali y in the lost ring. js just the feature 
which does not occur in the older form in the 2/00. The incident of finding a lost 
treasure in a fish occurs in the quite different story of Jat. 288, Cf. Clouston, i, 398, 
The Ring and the Fish, 


ват. 2 


KING MAKHADEVA’S GREY HAIRS 


Once on a time in Mithila in the realm of Videha 
there was a king named Makhadeva, who was righteous 
and ruled righteously. For successive periods of eighty- 
four thousand years he had respectively amused himself 
as prince, ruled as viceroy, and reigned as king. All the: 
long years had he lived, when one day he said to his 
barber,—* Tell me, friend barber, when you see any grey 
hairs in my head.” So one day, years and years after, the 
barber did find among the raven locks of the king a 
single grey hair, and he told the king so. “Pull it out, 
my friend,” said the king; “and lay it in my palm.” Тһе 
barber accordingly plucked the hair out with his golden 
tongs, and laid it in the Kings hand. The king had at 
that time still eighty-four thousand years more to live; 
but nevertheless at the sight of that one grey hair he 
filled with deep emotion. He scemed to see the King of 
Death standing over him, or to be cooped within a blazing 
hut of leaves. “Foolish Makhadeva!” he cried; “grey 
hairs have come upon you before you have been able to 
rid yourself of the depraviti And as he thought and 
thought about the appearance of his grey hair, he grew 
aflame within; the sweat rolled down from his body; 
whilst his raiment oppressed him and seemed intolerable. 
“This very day,” thought he, “I must renounce the world 
for a hermits life.” 

To his barber he gave the grant of a village, which 
yielded a hundred thousand pieces of money. He sent for 
his eldest son and said to him, “My son, grey hairs are 
come upon me, and I am become old. I have had my fill 
of human joys, and fain would taste the joys divine; the 
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time for my renunciation has come. Take the sovereignty 
upon yourself; as for me, I will take up my abode in the 
pleasaunce called Makhadeva’s Mango-grove, and there 
tread the ascetic's path." 

As he was thus bent on becoming a hermit, his 
ministers drew near and said, * What is the reason, sire, of 
your becoming a hermit?” 

Taking the grey hair in his hand, the king repeated 
this stanza to his ministers: 


Lo, these grey hairs that on my head appear 
Are Death's own messengers that come to rob 
My life, "Tis time I turned from worldly things, 
And in the hermit's path sought saving peace. 


And after these words, he renounced his sovereignty that 
selfsame day and became a recluse. Dwelling in that 
very Mango-grove of Makhadeva, he there during eighty- 
four thousand years fostered the Four Perfect States 
within himself, and, dying with ecstasy full and unbroken, 
was reborn in the Realm of Brahma. Passing thence, he 
became a king again in Mithila, under the name of Nimi 
and after uniting his scattered family, once more became 
а hermit in that same Mango-grove, winning the Four 
Perfect States and passing thence once more to the Realm 
of Brahma. 


In the Makhddera Sutta (Мар та Ni 
fully. The king, his son, grandson, and great-grandson, who is Nimi, all reti 
the world on seeing a grey hair. The career of Nimi is giv 
in which he is taken by Sakka to see the various heaven: 
taken in Mbh. m. ch. 
Bharhut Stupa, pl. хол. 2, and inscribed Maghaderi 7 
Purana, iv. 5, Nimi is condemned to exist without his body for having deprived 
Vasishtha of the privilege of performing a sacrifice, Cf. Death's Messengers by 
R. Morris in Journ, Рай Tert Soe, 1885, p. 6 


a 83), Buddha tells the same story more 


In the Vishnu 


THE COLD HALF OF THE MONTH 


Once on a time at the foot of a certain mountain there 
were living together in one and the same cave two friends, 
alion and a tiger. "The Bodhisatta too was living at the 
foot of the same hill, as a hermit. 

Now one day a dispute arose between the two friends 
about the cold. Тһе tiger said it was cold in the dark 
half of the month, whilst the lion maintained that it was 
cold in Ше light half. As the two of them together could 
not settle the question, they put it to the Bodhisatta. He 
repeated this stanza: 

In light or dark half, whensoe'er the wind 


Doth blow, *tis cold. For cold is c: 4 by wind, 
And, therefore, I decide you both are right. 


Thus did the Bodhisatta make peace between those 
friends. 


Sce Jat, 248, p. 196, on disputes due to imperfect knowledge. 


THE FEAST FOR THE DEAD 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, a brahmin, who was versed in the three Vedas 
and world-famed as a teacher, being minded to offer а 
Feast for the Dead, had a goat fetched and said to his 
pupils, *My sons, take this goat down to the river and 
bathe it; then hang a wreath round its neck, adorn it with 
а five-sprayed garland, and bring it back." 

“Very good,” said they, and down to the river they 
took the goat, where they bathed and adorned the 
creature and set it on the bank. Тһе goat, becoming 
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conscious of the deeds of its past lives, was overjoyed at 
the thought that on this very day it would be freed from 
all its misery, and laughed aloud like the smashing of 
a pot. Then at the thought that the brahmin by slaying 
it would bear the misery which it had borne, the goat felt 
а, great compassion for the brahmin, and wept with a loud 
voice. *Friend goat, said the young brahmins, *your 
voice has been loud both in laughter and in weeping; 
what made you laugh and what made you weep?” 

* Ask me your question before your master." 

So with the goat they came to their master and told 
him of the matter. After hearing their story, the master 
asked the goat why it laughed and why it wept. Hereupon 
the animal, recalling its past deeds by its power of remem- 
bering its former existence, spoke thus to the brahmin: 
«Τη times past, brahmin, I, like you, was а brahmin versed 
іп the mystic texts of the Vedas, and I, to offer а Feast for 
the Dead, killed а goat for my offering. АП through 
killing that single goat, I have had my head cut off five 
hundred times all but one. This is my five hundredth and 
last birth ; and I laughed aloud when I thought that this 
very day I should be freed from my misery. On the other 
hand, I wept when I thought how, whilst I, who for killing 
a goat had been doomed to lose my head five hundred 
times, was to-day being freed from my misery, you, as a. 
penalty for killing me, would be doomed to lose your head, 
like me, five hundred times. Thus it was out of com- 
passion for you that I wept.” “Fear not, goat,” said the 
brahmin; “I will not kill you” “What is this you say, 
brahmin?” said the goat. “Whether you kill me or not, 
I cannot escape death to-day." “Fear not, goat; I will go 
about with you to guard you” * Weak is your protection, 
brahmin, and strong is the force of my evil-doing.” 
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Setting the goat at liberty, the brahmin said to his 
disciples, * Let us not allow anyone to kill this goat"; 
and, accompanied by the young men, he followed the 
animal closely about. The moment the goat was set free, 
it reached out its neck to browse on the leaves of a bush 
growing near the top of a rock. And that very instant 
а thunderbolt struck the rock, rending off a mass which 
hit the goat on the outstretched neck and tore off its 
head. And people came crowding round. 

In those days the Bodhisatta had been born a tree 
divinity in that selfsame spot. By his supernatural powers 
he now seated himself cross-legged in mid-air while all the 
crowd looked on. Thinking to himself, “If these creatur: 
only knew the fruit of evil-doing, perhaps they would desist 
from killing,” in his sweet voice he taught them the Truth 
in this stanza : 

ΤΕ folk but knew the truth that their е 
Ts pain, then living things would cease 
From taking life, Stern is the slayer’s doom. 

Thus did the Great Being preach the Truth, scaring 
his hearers with the fear of hell; and the people, hearing 
him, were so terrified at the fear of hell that they left off 
taking life. And the Bodhisatta after establishing the 
multitude in the Commandments by preaching the Truth 
to them, passed away to fare according to his deserts. 
The people, too, remained steadfast in the teaching of the 
Bodhisatta and spent their lives in charity and other good 
works, so that in the end they attained to the City of 
the gods. 

‘The incident of laughing and с 
occurs in several tales of Vet, 


= 


xistence 


ing, giving rise to an inquiry as to the cause, 
MS. f, and in the Hindi version Байа! 
Pachisi, 19, е Chaddantajatak told on the occasion of a female novice 
remembering that in a former exist the wife of the Bodhisatta, Then 
remembering that she also caused his death she weeps, 


THE MONKEYS AND THE OGRE 

In past times, we are told, there was a thick forest on 
this spot. Апа in the lake here dwelt a water-ogre who 
used to devour everyone who went down into the water. 
In those days the Bodhisatta had come to life as the king 
of the monkeys, and was as big as the fawn of a red deer: 
he lived in that forest at the head of a troop of no less 
than eighty thousand monkeys whom he shielded from 
harm. Thus did he counsel his subjects: “Му friends, in 
this forest there are trees that are poisonous and lakes 
that are haunted by ogres. Mind to ask me first before 
you either eat any fruit which you have not eaten before, 
or drink of any water where you have not drunk before." 
* Certainly," said they readily. 

One day they came to a spot they had never ted 
before. As they were searching for water to drink after 
their day's wanderings, they came on this lake. But they 
did not drink; on the contrary they sat down watching 
for the coming of the Bodhisatta. 

When he came up, he said, “Well, my friends, why 
don't you drink?" 

* We waited for you to come." 

“Quite right, my friends,” said the Bodhisatta. Then 
he made a circuit of the lake, and scrutinized the foot- 
prints round, with the result that he found that all the 
footsteps led down into the water and none came up again. 
“Without doubt,” thought he to himself, “this is the haunt 
of an ogre.” So he said to his followers, * You are quite 
right, my friends, in not drinking of this water; for the 
lake is haunted by an ogre.” 

When the water-ogre realised that they were not enter- 
ing his domain, he assumed the shape of а horrible 

1 The village of Nalakapana, “ Reed-water,” 
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monster with a blue belly, a white face, and bright-red 
hands and feet ; in this shape he came out from the water, 
and said, *Why are you seated here? Go down into the 
lake and drink.” But the Bodhisatta said to him,“ Are 
not you the ogre of this water?" “Yes, 1 am,” was the 
answer. “Do you take as your prey all those who go 
down into this wate “Yes, 1 do; from small birds 
upwards, I never let anything go which comes down into 
my water. I will eat the lot of you too.” “But we shall 
not let you eat “Just drink the water" “Yes, we 
will drink the water, and yet not fall into your power.” 
“How do you propose to drink the water then?” “Ah, 
you think we shall have to go down into the water to 
drink; whereas we shall not enter the water at all, but 
the whole eighty thousand of us will take a reed each 
and drink therewith from your lake as easily as we could 
through the hollow stalk of a lotus. And so you will not 
be able to eat us" And he repeated the latter half of the 
following stanza (the first half being added by the Master 
when, as Buddha, he recalled the incident): 


T found the footprints all lead down, none back. 
With reeds we'll drink: you shall not take my life. 


So saying, the Bodhisatta had a reed brought to him. 
Then, calling to mind the Теп Perfections displayed by 
him, he recited them in a solemn asseveration!, and blew 
down the reed. Straightway the reed became hollow 
throughout, without a single knot being left in all its 
length. In this fashion he had another and another 
brought and blew down them. (But if this were so, he 
could never have finished; and accordingly the foregoing 
sentence must not be understood in this—literal—sense.) 


1 Literally “made a trnth-act” If this is done with intention, a miracle instantly 
follows, Cf. pp. 17, 69, Кс. 
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Next the Bodhisatta made the tour of the lake, and com- 
manded, saying, *Let all reeds growing here become 
hollow throughout.” Now, thanks to the great virtues of 
the saving goodness of Bodhisattas, their commands are 
always fulfilled. Апа thenceforth every single reed that 
grew round that lake became hollow throughout. 

(In this Kappa, or Era, there are four miracles which 
endure through the whole Era. What are the four? Well, 
they are— first, the sign of the hare in the moon, which 
will last through the whole Era; secondly, the spot where 
the fire was put out as told in the Vattaka Jataka!, which 
shall remain untouched by fire throughout the Era ; thirdly, 
on the site of Ghatikara’s house по rain shall ever fall 
while this Era lasts; and lastly, the reeds that grow round 
this lake shall be hollow throughout during the whole of 
the Era. Such are the four Era-miracles, as they are 
called.) 

After giving this command, the Bodhisatta seated 
himself with a reed in his hands. АП the other eighty 
thousand monkeys too seated themselves round the lake, 
each with a reed in his hands. And at the same moment 
when the Bodhisatta sucked the water up through his 
reed, they all drank too in the same manner, as they sat 
on the bank. This was the way they drank, and not one 
of them could the water-ogre get; so he went off in a 
rage to his own habitation. The Bodhisatta, too, with his 
following went back into the forest. 


Variants of the prince or monkey going to the ogre-haunted lake, and overcoming 
the ogre by cleverness, occur in Jat. 6 and 58, MA. rrr. chs, 311—313. The story 
also forms an episode in P. (В) v. 10, The Monkeys Revenge, the main thread of 
which story forms Jat, 404, p.277. ‘The sign of the hare in the moon is common Indian 
folklore, cf. Jat. 316, p. 225, Som. 1: 66). On all footsteps leading down ef. Aesop, 
The Fox and sick Lion, Babr. 103, Halm 246, Horace, Ер. τ. i. 73—75. 
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THE GUILTY DOGS 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the result of a past act of the Bodhisatta was 
that he came to life as a dog, and dwelt in a great cemetery 
at the head of several hundred dogs. 

Now one day, the king set out for his pleasaunce in his 
chariot of state drawn by white Sindh horses, and after 
amusing himself all the day in the grounds came back to 
the city after sunset. Тһе carriage-harn they left in 
the courtyard, still hitched on to the chariot. In the 
night it rained and the harness got wet. Moreover, the 
king's dogs came down from the upper chambers and 
gnawed the leather work and straps. Next day they told 
the king, saying, *Sire, dogs have got in through the 
mouth of the sewer and have gnawed the leather work 
and straps of your majesty’s carriage.” Enraged at the 
dogs, the king said, * Kill y dog you see.” Then began 
a great slaughter of dogs; and the creatures, finding that 
they were being slain whenever they were seen, repaired 
to the cemetery to the Bodhisatta. “What is the meaning,” 
asked he, “of your assembling in such numbers?” ‘hey 
said, “Тһе king is so enraged at the report that the 
leather work and straps of his carriage have been gnawed 
by dogs within the royal precincts, that he has ordered all 
dogs to be killed. Dogs are being destroyed wholesale, 
and great peril has arisen." 

Thought the Bodhisatta to himself, “No dogs from 
without can get into a place so closely watched; it must 
be the thorough-bred dogs inside the palace who haye 
done it. At present nothing happens to the real culprits, 
while the guiltless are being put to death. What if I 
were to discover the culprits to the king and so save the 
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lives of my kith and kin?" Не comforted his kinsfolk by 
saying, “Нахе no fear; I will save you. Only wait here 
till I see the king." 

Тһеп, guided by the thoughts of love, and calling to 
mind the Ten Perfections, he made his way alone and 
unattended into the city, commanding thus, * Let no hand 
be lifted to throw stick or stone at me.” Accordingly, 
when he made his appearance, not a man grew angry at 
the sight of him. 

The king meantime, after ordering the dogs’ destr 
tion, had taken his seat in the hall of justice. And str 
to him ran the Bodhisatta, leaping under the king's throne. 
Тһе king's servants tried to get him out; but his majesty 
stopped them. Taking heart a little, the Bodhisatta came 
forth from under the throne, and bowing to the king, said, 
“Is it you who are having the dogs destroyed?” “Yes, it 
is I” “What is their offence, king of men?” “They have 
been gnawing the straps and the leather covering my 
carriage.” “Do you know the dogs who actually did the 
mischief?” “Хо, I do not" “But, your majest; 
not know for certain the real culprits, it is not right to 
order the destruction of every dog that is seen.” “It was 
because dogs had gnawed the leather of my carriag 
I ordered them all to be killed” “По your people КШ 
all dogs without exception; or are there some dogs who 
are spared?” “Some are spared,—the thorough-bred 
dogs of my own palace.” “Sire, just now you were saying 
that you had ordered the universal slaughter of all dogs 
wherever found, because dogs had gnawed the leather of 
your carriage; whereas, now, you say that the thorough- 
bred dogs of your own palace escape death. Therefore you 
are following the four Evil Courses of partiality, dislike, 
ignoranee and fear. Such courses are wrong, and not 
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kinglike. For kings in trying cases should be as unbiassed 
as the beam of a balance. But in this instance, since the 
royal dogs go scot-free, whilst poor dogs are killed, this 
is not the impartial doom of all dogs alike, but only the 
slaughter of poor dogs" And moreover, the Great Being, 
lifting up his sweet voice, said, "Sire, it is not justice that 
you are performing,” and he taught the Truth to the 
king in this stanza: 

The dogs that in the royal palace grow, 

The well-bred dogs, so strong and fair of form,— 

Not these, but only we, are doomed to die. 

Here's no impartial sentenee meted out 

To all alike; "Ἢν slaughter of the poor. 


After listening to the Bodhisatta's words, the king 
said, *Do you in your wisdom know who it actually was 
that gnawed the leather of my carriage?” “Yes, sire.” 
“Who was it?” “The thorough-bred dogs that live in 
your own palace." “How can it be shewn that it was 
they who gnawed the leather?" “I will prove it to you.” 
“Do so, sag “Then send for your dogs, and һауе a 
little butter-milk and kusa-grass brought іп” The king 
did so. 

Then said the Great Being, * Let this grass be mashed 
up in the butter-milk, and make the dogs drink it.” 

The king did so;—with the result that each several 
dog, as he drank, vomited. And they all brought up bits 
of leather! “Why it is like a judgment of a Perfect 
Buddha himself,” cried the king overjoyed, and he did 
homage to the Bodhisatta by offering him the royal 
umbrella. And the Bodhisatta taught the Truth in the 
ten stanzas on righteousness in the Te-sakuna Jataka}, 
beginning with the words: 

Walk righteously, great king of princely race. 
1 Хо. 521, 
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Then having established the king in the Five Com- 
mandments and having exhorted his majesty to be 
steadfast, the Bodhisatta handed back to the king the 
white umbrella of kingship. 

At the close of the Great Being’s words, the king 
commanded that the lives of all creatures should be safe 
from harm. He ordered that all dogs, from the Bodhisatta 
downwards, should have a constant supply of food such 
as he himself ate; and, abiding by the teachings of the 
Bodhisatta, he spent his life long in charity and other 
good deeds, so that when he died he was re-born in the 
world of gods. The ‘Dog's Teaching’ endured for ten 
thousand years. The Bodhisatta also lived to a ripe 
old age, and then passed away to fare according to his 
deserts. 

Tib. T. xxxix. The Guilty Dogs, In Jat. 546, probl. 2, the theft of cattle is 


discovered by the same means, In Tib. T. vir. nt of Jat. 546) а rogue ік 
convicted in the same manner, see note on Problem 2 of The Nineteen Problems. 


THE DISCONTENTED OX 


Once on a time, when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta came to life as ап ox, named 
Big Red, on the landowner's estate in а certain hamlet. 
And he had a younger brother who was known as Little 
Red. 'There were only these two brothers to do all the 
draught-work of the family. Also, the landowner had 
an only daughter, whose hand was asked in marriage for 
his son by a gentleman of the town. And the parents 
of the girl, with a view to furnishing dainty fare for the 
wedding guests, began to fatten up a pig named Munika. 

Observing this, Little Red said to his brother, “АП 
the loads that have to be drawn for this household are 
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drawn by you and me, my brother; but all they give us 
for our pains is sorry grass and straw to eat. Yet here is 
the pig being victualled on rice! What can be the reason 
why he should be treated to such fare?” 

Said his brother, * My dear Little Red, envy him not; 
for the pig eats the food of death. It is but to furnish 
a relish for the guests at their daughter's wedding, that 
the family are feeding up the pig. Wait but a little time 
and the guests will be coming. Then will you see that 
pig lugged out of his quarters by the legs, killed, and in 
process of conversion into curry.” And so saying, he 
repeated this stanza: 

Then envy not poor Muy 


He eats, Contented munch your frug: , 
—The pledge and guarantee of length of days. 


Not long afterwards the guests did arrive; and Munika 
was killed and cooked into all manner of dishes. Said 
the Bodhisatta to Little Red, * Did you see Munika, dear 
brothel “I have indeed seen, brother, the outcome of 
Munika’s feasting. Better a hundred, nay a thousand, 
times than such food is ours, though it be but grass, straw, 
und chaff;—for our fare harms us not, and is a. pledge 
that our lives will not be cut short." 


Variant of 
duction, p. 8. 


close parallel to the Midrash story given in the Intro- 


Cf. Bent. Bind, p. 229, Jacobs 69, 


THE PEACOCK'S WOOING 
Once on a time, in the first cycle of the world's history, 
the quadrupeds chose the Lion as their king, the fishes 
the monster-fish Ananda, and the birds the Golden Mal- 
Таг". Now the King Golden Mallard had a lovely young 
1 СЕ No. 270, p. 213. 
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daughter, and her royal father granted her any boon she 
might ask. "The boon she asked for was to be allowed to 
choose a husband for herself; and the king in fulfilment 
of his promise mustered all the birds together in the 
country of the Himalayas. АП manner of birds came, 
mallards, peacocks and all other birds; and they flocked 
together on a great plateau of bare rock. Then the king 
sent for his daughter and bade her go and choose a 
husband after her own heart. As she reviewed the crowd 
of birds, her eye lighted on the peacock with his neck of 
jewelled sheen and tail of varied hue; and she chose him, 
saying, “Let this be my husband" Then the assembly 
of the birds went up to the peacock and said, * Friend 
peacock, this princess, in choosing her husband from 
among all these birds, has fixed her choice on you." 

Carried away by his extreme joy, the peacock ex- 
claimed, * Until this day you have never seen how active 
Tam”; and in defiance of all decency in the midst of the 
assembly he spread his wings and began to dance;—and 
in dancing he exposed himself. 

Filled with shame, King Golden Mallard said, “This 
fellow has neither modesty within his heart nor decency 
in his outward behaviour; I certainly will not give my 
daughter to one so shameless.” And there in the midst 
of all that assembly of the birds, he repeated this stanza: 

A pleasing note is yours, a lovely back, 

A neck in hue like lapis lazuli; 

A fathom’s length your outstretched feathers ri 
Withal, your dancing loses you my child. 


ch. 


Right in the face of the whole gathering King Royal 
Mallard gave his daughter to a young mallard, a nephew 
of his. Covered with shame at the loss of the mallard 
princess, the peacock rose straight up from the place and 
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fled away. And King Golden Mallard too went back to 
his dwelling-place. 


Tib. Т. хил. The Peacock ағ Bridegroom. 
The story of Hippoclides in Hdt. vr. 129. Cf. Benf. Бе. § 98 fL, Jacobs 70, 
Hausrath, Figured on the Bharhut Stupa, pl. 287% 11, 


THE FOWLER AND THE QUAILS 


Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born a quail, and lived in the 
forest at the head of many thousands of quail& In those 
days a fowler who caught quails came to that place; and 
he used to imitate the note of a quail till he saw that the 
birds had been drawn together, when he flung his net 
over them, and whipped the sides of the net together, 
so as to get them all huddled up in a heap. Then he 
crammed them into his basket, and going home sold 
his prey for a living. 

Now one day the Bodhisatta said to those quails, “This 
fowler is making havoc among our kinsfolk I have a 
device whereby he will be unable to catch us. Henceforth, 
the very moment he throws the net over you, let each one 
put his head through a mesh and then all of you together 
must fly away with the net to such place as you please, 
and there let it down on a thorn-brake; this done, we 
will all escape from our several meshes.” “Very good,” 
said they all in ready agreement. 

On the morrow, when Ше net was cast over them, they 
did just as Ше Bodhisatta had told them:—they lifted 
up the net, and let it down on a thorn-brake, escaping 
themselves from underneath. While the fowler was still 
disentangling his net, evening came on; and he went away 
empty-handed. On the morrow and following days the 
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quails played the same trick. So that it became the 
regular thing for the fowler to be engaged till sunset 
disentangling his net, and then to betake himself home 
empty-handed. Accordingly his wife grew angry and 
said, “Day by day you return empty-handed; I suppose 
you've got a second establishment to keep up elsewhere.” 

“No, my dear,” said the fowler; “Туе no second estab- 
lishment to keep up. Тһе fact is those quails һауе come 
to work together now. The moment my net is over them, 
off they fly with it and escape, leaving it on a thorn-brake. 
Still, they won't live in unity alw: Pont you bother 
yourself; as soon as they start bickering among them- 
selves, I shall bag the lot, and that will bring a smile to 
your face to see” And so saying, he repeated this stanza 
to his wife: 


While concord reigns, the birds bear off the net. 
When quarrels rise, they'll fall a prey to me. 

Not long after this, one of the quails, in alighting 
on their feeding-ground, trod by accident on another's 
head. “Who trod on my head?” angrily cried this latter. 
“I did; but I didnt mean to. Dont be angry," said the 
first quail. But notwithstanding this answer, the other 
remained as angry as before. Continuing to answer one 
another, they began to bandy taunts, saying, *I suppose 
it is you single-handed who lift up the net” As they 
wrangled thus with one another, the Bodhisatta thought 
to himself, “ There's no safety with one who is qrarrelsome. 
The time has come when they will no longer ий up the 
net, and thereby they will come to great destruction. 
The fowler will get his opportunity. I can stay here no 
longer" And thereupon he with his following went else- 
where. 


ват. 3 
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Sure enough the fowler came back again a few days 
later, and first collecting them together by imitating the 
note of a quail, flung his net over them. "Then said one 
quail, *They say when you were at work lifting the net, 
the hair of your head fell off. Now's your time; lift away." 
Тһе other rejoined, * When you were lifting the net, they 
say both your wings moulted. Now's your time; lift 
away." 

But whilst they were each inviting the other to lift 
the net, the fowler himself lifted the net for them and 
crammed them in a heap into his basket and bore them 
off home, so that his wife's face was wreathed with smiles. 


with. 


Julien 41 is closest to the ji The hunter follows the birds flying a 
the net until nightfall, when they alight in different directions. 

Frame story of P. 11, Hitop. 1, Som. 555. (ii. 48), K. D (уг) п, (Arab,) vir, but in 
this the birds are set free by a mouse which guaws the net (— Babr. 107, Mouse and 
Lion in net). 

In Mbh. хи. 138, Som. ΧΧΧ. 100 (i. 296), K. D. (Syr.) ch. у. a mouse frees a cat, 
but waits until the hunter із near, so that the cat has no time to do harm, In the 
variant P. (Т) mr. t1, (1 By the 
some device a deer esca The rest of the frame story of P. (crow, 
mouse, and antelope) 


THE OLDEST OF THE ANIMALS 


Once on a time, hard by a great banyan-tree on the 
slopes of the Himalayas, there dwelt three friends,—a 
partridge, a monkey, and an elephant. And they came 
to lack respect and subordination one to another, and 
had no ordering of their common life. And the thought 
came to them that it was not seemly for them to liye in 
this way, and that they ought to find out which of their 
number was the senior and to honour him. 

As they were engaged thinking which was the oldest, 
one day an idea struck them. Said the partridge and 
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the monkey to the elephant as they all three sat together 
at the foot of that banyan-tree, *Friend elephant, how 
big was this banyan when you remember it first?” Said 
the elephant, “When I was a baby, this banyan was a 
mere bush, over which Г used to walk; and as I stood 
astride of it, its topmost branches used just to reach up 
to my belly. Ive known the tree since it was a mere 
bush." 

Next the monkey was asked the same question by the 
other two; and he replied, “Му friends, when I was а 
youngling, I had only to stretch out my neck as I sat on 
the ground, and 1 ceuld eat the topmost sprouts of this 
banyan. So I've known this banyan since it was very tiny." 

Then the partridge was asked the same question by 
the two others; and he said, * Friends, of old there was 
a great banyan-tree at such and such a spot; I ate its 
seeds, and voided them here; that was the origin of this 
tree. Therefore, I have knowledge of this tree from 
before it was born, and am older than the pair of you." 

Hereupon the monkey and the elephant said to the 
sage partridge, “Friend, you are the oldest. Henceforth 
you shall have from us acts of honour and veneration, 
mai of obeisance and homage, respect of word and 
deed, salutation, and all due homage; and we will follow 
your counsels. You for your part henceforth will please 
impart such counsel as we need.” 

Thenceforth the partridge gave them counsel, and 
established them in the Commandments, which he also 
undertook himself to keep. Being thus established in 
the Commandments, and becoming respectful and sub- 
ordinate among themselves, with proper ordering of their 
common life, these three made themselves sure of re-birth 
in heaven at this life's close. 


IE CRANE AND THE CRAB 


Vinaya п. p. 161 (S.B.E. xx. p. 193). Tib. 7. xxiv, Julien 77. In the Наша- 
упа, Uttarakanda, ch. 72 (transl. by М. N. Dutt), Rama decides a dispute between 
a vulture and an owl as to the ownership of a nest, ‘The vulture claims to have been 
living in the nest since mankind w hat the nest was 
made still earlier, when the earth was first adorned with trees, С. Gardner in 
Folklore J. τν. 291. gives a Mongolian tale of a wolf and a fox, who find а skin of 
fat, and decide that the elder shall eat it. The wolf says that when he was a 
youngster Mt Sumeru was but a clot of earth in a bog. The fox weeps, because he 
had two cubs and the younger was just the age of the wolf, Cf. Clouston, ii. ΒΟ, 
Cowell, У Cymmrodor, 1882, p. 169. Hausrath compares the Aesopic fable of the 
crested lark, who was older th: beings, even than the earth, and when her 
father died, having no other place for a grave, buried him in her own head. 
Aristoph, Birds, 471 ft, ef. Theocr, ያፈ vit, Aelian, De An, Nat, ху. 5, in 
reference to this gives an Indian one, An Indian king had three sons, the two elder 
of whom persecute their parents. The parents flee with the youngest son, who at 
their death buries them in himself, cutting open his head with a sword. Тһе Sun in 
admiration turn into a hoopoe, Both the: ive an explanation of the 
bird's crest. They appear to have little bearing on the question of the ‘priority’ of 
Greek fable, 
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THE CRANE AND THE CRAB 


Once on a time the Bodhisatta came to life in a certain 
forest-haunt as the divinity of a tree which stood near a 
certain lotus-pond. Іп those days the water used every 
summer to fall very low in a certain pond, not very big, 
—which was plentifully stocked with fish. Catching sight 
of these fish, a certain crane said to himself, “1 must find 
a way to cajole and eat these fisl So he went and sat 
down in deep thought by the side of the water. 

Now when the fishes caught sight of him, they said, 
“Of what are you thinking, my lord, as you sit there?" 
“Т am thinking about you," was the reply. “And what 
is your lordship thinking about us?" “Тһе water in this 
pool being low, food scarce, and the heat intense, —l was 
wondering to myself, as I sat here, what in the world you 
fishes would do.” “And what are we to do, my lord?” 
“Well, if you'll take my advice, I will take you up one by 
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one in my beak, and carry you all off to a fine large pool 
covered with the five varieties of lotuses, and there put 
you down.” “Му lord,” said they, “по crane ever took 
the slightest thought for fishes since the world began. 
Your desire is to eat us опе by one” “No; I will not eat 
you while you trust me,” said the crane. “If you don’t 
take my word that there is such a pond, send one of your 
number to go with me and see for himself” Believing 
the crane, the fish presented to him a great big fish (blind 
of one eye, by the way), who they thought would be a 
match for the crane whether afloat or ashore; and they 
said, * Here's the one to go with you.” 

The crane took the fish off and put him in the pool, 
and after shewing him the whole extent of it, brought him 
back again and put him in along with the other fish in his 
old pond. And he held forth to them on the charms of 
the new pool. 

After hearing this report, they grew eager to go there, 
said to the crane, “ Very good, my lord; please take 


First of all, the crane took that big one-eyed fish again 
and carried him off to the edge of the pool, so that he 
could see the water, but actually alighted in a Varana-tree 
which grew on the bank. Dashing the fish down in a fork 
of the tree, he pecked it to death,—after which he picked 
him clean and let the bones fall at the foot of the tree. 
Then back he went and said, “I’ve thrown him in; who's 
the next?” And so he took the fish one by one, and ate 
them all, till at last when he came back, he could not find 
another left. But there was still a crab remaining in the 
pond; so the crane, who wanted to eat him up too, said, 
“Mister crab, I've taken all those fishes away and turned 
them into a fine large pool covered all over with lotuses. 
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Come along; ГП take you too.” “Ном will you carry 
me across?" said the crab. “Why, іп my beak, to be 
sure,” said the crane. “Ah, but you might drop me like 
that,” said the crab; “I won't go with you.” “Dont be 
frightened; I'll keep tight hold of you all the w 
Thought the crab to himself, “He hasn't put the fish in 
the pool. But, if he would really put me in, that would 
be capital. If he does not—why, 111 nip his head off and 
kill him.” So he spoke thus to the crane, “ Youd never be 
able to hold me tight enough, friend crane; whereas we 
crabs have got an astonishingly tight grip. If 1 might 
take hold of your neck with my claws, I could hold it 
tight and then would go along with you.” 

Not suspecting that the crab wanted to trick him, the 
crane gave his assent. With his claws the crab gripped 
hold of the crane’s neck as with the pincers of a smith, 
and said, “Now you can start" The crane took him 
and shewed him the pool first, and then started off for 
the tree. 

“The pool lies this way, uncle" said the crab; “but 
you're taking me the other way.” “Very much your dear 
uncle am 11” said the crane; “and very much my nephew 
are you! I suppose you thought me your slave to li 
up and carry you about! Just cast your eye оп that heap 
of bones at the foot of the t: 1 ate up all those fish, 
so I will eat you too.” Said the crab, “It was through 
their own folly that those fish were eaten by you; but I 
shan't give you the chance of eating ше. No; what I 
shall do, is to kill you. Forj you, fool that you were, did 
not see that I was tricking you. If we die, we will both 
die together; ГИ chop your head clean off" And so 
ying he gripped the cranes weazand with his claws, as 
with pincers. With his mouth wide open, and tears 
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streaming from his eyes, the crane, trembling for his life, 
said, * Lord, indeed I will not eat you! Spare my life!" 

* Well, then, just step down to the pool and put me 
in,” said the crab. Then the crane turned back and 
stepped down as directed to the pool and placed the 
crab on the mud, at the water-edge. But the crab, before 
entering the water, nipped off the crane’s head as deftly 
as if he were cutting a lotus stalk with a knife. 

The divinity who dwelt in the tree, marking this 
wonderful thing, made the whole forest ring with applause 
repeating this stanza in sweet tones: 


Guile profits not your very guileful folk. 
Mark what the guileful crane got from the crab! 


. 78 05 3). K. D. 
In Aesop (Halm 419, Babr. 1 
L 6 in order to kill it. СЕ. 


5, (Arab) v. А mutilated versio 
а tortoise up to teach it 
, ७. 178. 


to fly. 


ТНЕ HAUGHTY SLAVE 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta came to life again as a landowner. 
Another landowner, a friend of his, was an old man him- 
self, but had a young wife who had borne him a son and 
heir. Said the old man to himself, “As soon as I am 
dead, this girl, being so young as she is, will marry heaven 
knows whom, and spend all my money, instead of handing 
it over to my son. Wouldn't it be my best course to bury 
my money safely in the ground?” 

So, in the company of a household slave of his named 
Nanda, he went to the forest and buried his riches at a 
certain spot, saying to the slave, * My good Nanda, reveal 
this treasure to my son after I am gone, and don't let the 
wood be sold." 
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After giving this injunction to slave, the old man 
died. In due course the son grew up, and his mother 
said to him, “My son, your father, in the company of 
Nanda, buried his money. Get it back and look after the 
property of the family" So one day he said to Nanda, 
“Uncle, is there any treasure which my father buried?” 
“Yes, my lord” “Where is it buried?” “In the forest, 
my lord.” * Well, then, let us go there” And he took a 
spade and a basket, and going to the scene, said to 
Nanda, * Well, uncle, wheres the money?" But by the 
time Nanda had got up to the treasure and was standing 
right over it, he was so puffed up by the money that he 
abused his master, saying, * You servant of a slave-wench's 
son! how should you have any money here?" 

The young gentleman, pretendiag not to have heard 
this insolence, simply said, “ Let us be going then," and 
took che slave back home with him. Two or three days 
later, he returned to the place; but again Nanda abused 
him, as before. Without any abusive rejoinder, the young 
gentleman came back and turned the matter over in his 
mind. "Thought he to himself, *At starting, this slave 
always means to reveal where the money is; but no sooner 
does he get there, than he falls to abusing me. The 
reason of this 1 do not see; but I could find out, if I 
were to ask my father’s old friend, the landowner.” So 
he went to the Bodhisatta, and iaying the whole business 
before him, asked his friend what was the real reason of 
such behaviour. 

Said the Bodhisatta, “The spot at which Nanda stands 
to abuse you, my friend, is the place where your father's 
money is buried. Therefore, as soon as he starts abusing 
you again, say to him, ‘Whom are you talking to, you 
slave?’ Pull him from his pe ch, take the spade, dig 
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down, remove your family treasure, and make the slave 
carry it home for you” And so saying, he repeated this 
stanza: 


Methinks the gold and jewels buried lie 
Where Nanda, low-born slave, so loudly bawls! 


Taking a respectful leave of the Bodhisatta, the young 
gentleman went home, and taking Nanda went to the spot 
where the money was buried. Faithfully following the 
advice he had received, he brought the money away and 
looked after the family property. He remained steadfast 
in the Bodhisatta’s counsels, and after a life spent in 
charity and other good works he passed away to fare 
according to his desert: 


On the strengthening power of gold cf. Jat, 257, p. 210, where the partridge sings 
pleasantly on an antheap, because th asure beneath. In the Siahdsana- 
ሆይ (Weber, Ind. Stud. x brahmin while in a certain place in his 
field is liberal, and in other places miserly. ‘The golden throne of Vikrama is found 
beneath. In P. (Т) и. 1 а mouse feels strong because he has a buried treasure. 


THE PIGEON AND THE CROW 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born a pigeon. Now the 
Benares folk of those days, as an act of goodness, used 
to hang up straw-baskets in divers places for the shelter 
and comfort of the birds; and the cook of the gildmaster 
of Benares hung up one of these baskets in his kitchen. 
In this basket the Bodhisatta took up his abode, sallying 
out at daybreak in quest of food, and returning home in 
the evening; and so he lived his life. 

But one day a crow, flying over the kitchen, snuffed 
up the goodly savour from the salt and fresh fish and 
meat there, and was filled with longing to taste it. Casting 
about how to have his will, he perched hard by, and at 
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evening saw the Bodhisatta come home and go into the 
kitchen. “АҺ!” thought he, *I can manage it through 
the pigeon." 

So back he came next day at dawn, and, when the 
Bodhisatta sallied out in quest of food, kept following 
him about from place to place like his shadow. So the 
Bodhisatta said, “Why do you keep with me, friend?” 

* My lord," answered the crow, *your demeanour has 
won my admiration; and henceforth it is my wish to 
follow you.” “But your kind of food and mine, friend, 
are not the same,” said the Bodhisatta; “you will be hard 
put to it if you attach yourself to me.” “My lorc 
the crow, “when you are seeking your food, I will feed 
too, by your side." “So be it, then,” said the Bodhisatta ; 
“only you must be earnest.” And with this admonition 
to the crow, the Bodhisatta ranged about pecking up 
grass-seeds; whilst the other went about turning over 
cowdung and picking out the insects underneath till he 
had got ВН. Then back he came to Ше Bodhisatta 
and remarked, “My lord, you give too much time to 
eating; excess therein should be shunned.” 

And when the Bodhisatta had fed and reached home 
again at evening, in flew the crow with him into the 
kitchen. 

“Why, our bird has brought another home with him”; 
exclaimed the cook, and hung up a second basket for the 
crow. And from that time onward the two birds dwelt 
together in the kitchen. 

Now one day the gildmaster had in a store of fish 
which the cook hung up about the kitchen. Filled with 
greedy longing at the sight, the crow made up his mind 
to stay at home next day and treat himself to this ex- 
cellent fare. 
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So all the night long he lay groaning away; and next 
day, when the Bodhisatta was starting in search of food, 
and cried, “Come along, friend crow,” the crow replied, 
“Go without me, my lord; for I have a pain in my 
stomach." “Friend,” answered the Bodhisatta, “I never 
heard of crows having pains in their stomachs before. 
Тепе, crows feel faint in each of the three night-watches ; 
but if they eat a lamp-wick, their hunger is appeased for 
the moment. You must be hankering after the fish in 
the kitchen here. Come now, man’s food will not agree 
with you. Do not give way like this, but come and seek 
your food with me.” “Indeed, I am not able, my lord,” 
said the crow. “Well, your own conduct will shew,” said 
the Bodhisatta. “Only fall not a prey to greed, but stand 
steadfast.” And with this exhortation, away he flew to 
find his daily food. 

The cook took several kinds of fish, and dressed some 
one way, some another. Then lifting the lids off his 
saucepans a little to let the steam out, he put a colander 
on the top of one and went outside the door, where he 
stood wiping the sweat from his brow. Just at that 
moment out popped the crow's head from the basket. 
A glance told him that the cook was away, and, * Now or 
never,” thought he, “is my time. The only question is 
shall I choose minced meat or a big lump?” Arguing 
that it takes a long time to make a full meal of minced 
meat, he resolved to take a large piece of fish and sit and 
eat it in his basket. So out he flew and alighted on the 
colander. “Click” went the colander. 

“What can that be?” said the cook, running in on 
hearing the noise. Seeing the crow, he cried, “Oh, there's 
that rascally crow wanting to eat my master's dinner. 
1 have to work for my master, not for that rascal! What's 
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he to ше, I should like to know?" Бо, first shutting the 
door, he caught the crow and plucked every feather off 
his body. "Then, he pounded up ginger with salt and 
cumin, and mixed in sour butter-milk—finally sousing the 
erow in the pickle and flinging him back into his basket. 
And there the crow lay groaning, overcome by the agony 
of his pain. 

At evening the Bodhisatta came back, and 
wretched plight of the erow. “АҺ! greedy crow, he 
exclaimed, * you would not heed my words, and now your 
own greed has worked you woe." Бо saying, he repeated 
this stanza : 


Тһе headstrong man who, when exhorted, pays 

No heed to friends who kindly counsel give, 

Shall surely perish, like the greedy crow, 

Who laughed to scorn the pigeon's warning words. 


Then, exclaiming “ 1 too ean no longer dwell here,” the 
Bodhisatta flew away. But the crow died there and then, 
and the cook flung him, basket and all, on the dust-heap. 


Variant of Jat. 2 


THE FOOLISH FRIEND 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta gained his livelihood as a trader. 
In those days in a border-village in Kasi there dwelt a 
number of carpente And it chanced that one of them, 
a bald grey-haired man, was planing away at some wood, 
with his head glistening like a copper bowl, when a 
mosquito settled on his scalp and stung him with its 
dart-like sting. 

Said the carpenter to his son, who was seated hard by, 
--“Му boy, there’s a mosquito stinging me on the head; 
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do drive it away." “Hold still then, father, 
“one blow will settle it.” 

(At that very time the Bodhisatta had reached that 
village in the way of trade, and was sitting in the car- 
penters shop.) 

“Rid me of it,” said the father. “All right, father,” 
answered the son, who was behind the old man’s back, 
and, raising a sharp axe on high with intent to kill only 
the mosquito, he cleft—his father’s head in twain. So 
the old man fell dead on the spot. 

Thought the Bodhisatta, who had been an eye-witness 
of the whole scene,—“ Better than such a friend is an 
enemy with sense, whom fear of men’s vengeance will 
deter from killing a man.” And he recited these lines: 


said the son; 


Sense-lacking friends are worse than foes with sense; 
Witness the son that sought the guat to slay, 
But cleft, poor fool, his father’s skull in twain. 


So saying, the Bodhisatta rose up and departed, 
passing away in after days to fare according to his deserts. 
And as for the carpenter, his body was buried by 1 
kinsfolk. 

A variant of Jat, 45, where a maidservant strikes her mother's head with a pestle. 
In P. (B.) т, Suppl. viit, story 12, a pet monkey strikes a bee from the head of the 
king with a sword. It is preceded by a tale illustrating the superiority of a sensible 
enemy, as mentioned in the verse of the jataka and Р. Cf. Jacobs 64, Clouston, i. 
‘The ваше moral is given in Mbh. хи. ch. 138, 45. 


НЕ STUPID MONKEYS 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was king of 


Benares, a festival was proclaimed in the city; and at 
the first summoning notes of the festal drum out poured 
the townsfolk to keep holiday. 
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Now in those days, a tribe of monkeys was living in 
the king's pleasaunce; and the king's gardener thought 
to himself, “They're holiday-making up in the city. TH 
get the monkeys to do the watering for me, and be off 
to enjoy myself with the rest." 5o saying, he went to the 
king of the monkeys, and, first dwelling on the benefits 
his majesty and his subjects enjoyed from residence in 
the pleasaunce in the way of flowers and fruit and 
young shoots to eat, ended by saying, “To-day there's 
holiday-making up in the city, and I'm off to enjoy 
myself. Couldnt you water the young trees while Im 
away?" 

*Oh! yes" said the monkey. 

“Only mind you do,” said the gardener; and off he 
went, giving the monk ins and wooden 
watering-pots to do the work with. 

Then the monk took the wat ins and watering- 
pots, and fell to watering the young trees. * But we must 
mind not to waste the water,” observed their king; “as 
you water, first pull each young tree up and look at the 
size of its roots. Then give plenty of water to those whose 
roots strike deep, but only a little to those with tiny roots. 
When this water is all gone, we shall be hard put to it to 
get more.” 

“То be sure,” said the other monkeys, and did as һе 
bade the 


incture a certain wise man, seeing the monkey: 
thus engaged, asked them why they pulled up tree ai 
tree and watered them according to the size of their 
roots. 

“Because such are our kings commands,” answered 
the monkeys. 

Their reply moved the wise man to reflect how, with 


PLATE H 


THE STUPID. MONKEYS 


(dataku 46, р. 45) 
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every desire to do good, the ignorant and foolish only 
succeed in doing harm. And he recited this stanza: 


“Тін knowledge crowns endeavour with success 
For fools are thwarted by their foolishness, 
— Witness the ape that killed the garden trees. 


With this rebuke to the king of the monkeys, the wise 
man departed with his followers from the pleasaunce. 


Variant of Ja j, in which the moral is the folly of the one who gave such 


orders to the monkeys. Ilustrated on the Bharhut Stupa, pl. xiv. 5. 


THE ROBBERS AND THE TREASURE 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, there was a brahmin in a village who knew the 
charm called Vedabbha. Now this charm, so they say, 
was precious beyond all price. For, if at a certain con- 
junction of the planets the charm was repeated and the 
gaze bent upwards to the skies, straightway from the 
heavens there rained the Seven Things of Price,—gold, 
silver, pearl, coral, catseye, ruby, and diamond. 

In those days the Bodhisatta was a pupil of this brah- 
min; and one day his master left the village on some 
business or other, and came with the Bodhisatta to the 
country of Ceti. 

In a forest by the way dwelt five hundred robbers— 
known as “the Despatchers"—who made the way im- 
passable. And these caught the Bodhisatta and the 
Vedabbha-brahmin. (Why, you ask, were they called the 
Despatchers7— Well, the story goes that of every two 
prisoners they made they used to despatch one to fetch 
the ransom; and thats why they were called the De- 
spatchers. If they captured a father and a son, they told 
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the father to go for the ransom to free his son; if they 
caught a mother and her daughter, they sent the mother 
for the money; if they caught two brothers, they let the 
elder go; and so too, if they caught a teacher and 
his pupil, it was the pupil they set free. Іп this case, 
therefore, they kept the Vedabbha-brahmin, and sent the 
Bodhisatta for the ransom.) And the Bodhisatta said 
with a bow to his ша: n а day or two I shall surely 
come back; have no fi only fail not to do as I shall 
say. To-day will come to pass the conjunction of the 
planets which brings about the rain of the Things of 
Price. Take heed lest, yielding to this mishap, you repeat 
the charm and call down the precious shower. For, if 
you do, calamity will certainly befall both you and this 
band of robber With this warning to his master, the 
Bodhisatta went his way in quest of the ransom. 

At sunset the robbers bound the brahmin and laid 
him by the heels. Just at this moment the full moon 
rose over the eastern horizon, and the brahmin, studying 
the heavens, knew that the great conjunetion was ta 
place. “Why,” thought he, “should I suffer this misery ? 
By repeating the charm I will call down the precious rain, 
pay the robbers the ransom, and go Пее” So he called 
out to the robbers, “Friends, why do you take me a 
prisoner?" То get a ransom, reverend d they. 
* Well, if that is all you want," said the brahmin, *make 
haste and untie me; have my head bathed, and new 
clothes put on me; and let me be perfumed and decked 
with flowers. Then leave me to myself" The robbers 
did as he bade them. And the brahmin, marking the 
conjunction of the planets, repeated his charm with eyes 
uplifted to the heavens. Forthwith the Things of Price 
poured down from the skies! The robbers picked them 
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all up, wrapping their booty into bundles with their cloaks. 
Then with their brethren they marched away; and the 
brahmin followed in the rear. But, as luck would have 
it, the party was captured by a second band of five 
hundred robbers! * Why do you seize us?" said the first 
to the second band. “For booty,” was the answer. “If 
booty is what you want, seize on that brahmin, who by 
simply gazing up at the skies brought down riches as 
rain. It was he who gave us all that we have got.” So 
the second band of robbers let the first band go, and 
seized on Ше brahmin, crying, “Give us riches too!” “It 
would give me great pleasure," said the brahmin; “but it 
will be a year before the requisite conjunction of the 
planets takes place again. If you will only be so good 
as to wait till then, I will invoke the precious shower for 
you.” 

“Rascally brahmin!" cried the angry robbers, “you 
made the other band rich off-hand, but want us to wait 
a whole year!” And they cut him in two with a sharp 
sword, and flung his body in the middle of the road. 
Then hurrying after the first band of robbers, they killed 
every man of them too in hand-to-hand fight, and seized 
the booty. Next, they divided into two companies and 
fought among themselves, company against company, till 
two hundred and fifty men were slain. And so they went 
on killing one another, till only two were left alive. Thus 
did those thousand men come to destruction. 

Now, when the two survivors had managed to carry 
off the treasure they hid it in the jungle near a village; 
and one of them sat there, sword in hand, to guard it, 
whilst the other went into the village to get rice and have 
it cooked for supper. But true is the saying: 

And greed is verily the root of ruin. 
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He who stopped by the treasure thought, * When my mate 
comes back, hell want half of this. Suppose I kill him 
the moment he gets back.” бо he drew his sword and sat 
waiting for his comrade's return. 

Meanwhile, the other had equally reflected that the 
booty had to be halved, and thought to himself, *Suppose 
I poison the rice, and give it him to eat and so kill him, 
and have the whole of the treasure to myself" Accord- 
ingly, when the rice was boiled, he first ate his own share, 
and then put poison in the rest, which he carried back 
with him to the jungle. But scarce had he set it down, 
when the other robber cut him in two with his sword, and 
hid the body away in a secluded spot. Then he ate the 
poisoned rice, and died then and there. Thus, by reason 
of the treasure, not only the brahmin but all the robbers 
came to destruction. 

Howbeit, after a day or two the Bodhisatta came back 
with the ransom. Not finding his master where he had 
left him, but seeing treasure strewn all round about, his 
heart misgave him that, in spite of his advice, his master 
must have called down a shower of treasure from the 
skies and that all must have perished in consequence; 
and he proceeded along the road. On his way he came 
to where his master's body lay cloven in twain upon the 
way. “Alas!” he cried, “һе is dead through not heeding 
my warnin Then with gathered sticks he made a pyre 
and burnt his master's body, making an offering of wild 
flowers. Further along the road, he came upon the five 
hundred “Despatchers,” and further still upon the two 
hundred and fifty, and so on by degrees until at last he 
came to where lay only two corpses. Marking how of 
the thousand all but two had perished, and feeling sure 
that there must be two survivors, and that these could 
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not refrain from strife, he pressed on to see where they 
had gone. So on he went till he found the path by which 
with the treasure they had turned into the jungle; and 
there he found the heap of bundles of treasure, and one 
robber lying dead with his rice-bowl overturned at his side. 
Realising the whole story at a glance, the Bodhisatta set 
himself to search for the missing man, and at last found 
his body in the secret spot where it had been flung. 
“Апа thus,” mused the Bodhisatta, “through not following 
my counsel my master in his self-will has been the means 
of destroying not himself only but a thousand others also. 
Truly, they that seek their own gain by mistaken and 
misguided means shall reap ruin, even as my master.” 
And he repeated this stanza: 
Misguided effort leads to loss, not gain; 
Thieves killed Vedabbha and themselves were slain. 

Thus spake the Bodhisatta, and he went on to say,— 
* And even as my master's misguided and misplaced effort 
in causing the rain of treasure to fall from heaven wrought 
both his own death and the destruction of others with 
him, even so shall every other man who by mistaken means 
seeks to compass his own advantage utterly perish and 
involve others in his destruction." With these words did 
the Bodhisatta make the forest ring; and in this 
did he preach the Truth, whilst the tree divinities 
applause. The treasure he contrived to carry off to his 
own home, where he lived out his term of life in the 
exercise of almsgiving and other good works. And when 
his life closed, he departed to the heaven he had won. 


T. xix. where 500 robbers with booty 
а 250 of them are sent for water, These poison 
| the water that they bring, and eat the remainder of the elephant, which the others 
have poisoned. А jackal finds them, and begins to eat a bow-string, which snaps 
and kills him. [ሺ must have been some such simpler version as this which passed 


4-2 


A simpler form of this tale occurs in Т 
find a recently killed elephant, 
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into Europe and became Chaucers Pardoners Tale. The immediate source of 
Chaucer has not becn found. The earliest known European form is in the Cento 
norelle antiche 73. See Clouston, ii, 379 ff. For Mohammedan variants see Kuhn, p. $2. 


GREAT KING GOODNESS 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta came to life again as the child 
of the queen; and on his name-day they gave him the 
name of Prince Goodness (Silava). At the age of sixteen 
his education was complete; and later he came at his 
father’s death to be king, and ruled his people righteously 
under the title of the great King Goodness. At each of 
the four city-gates he built an almonry, another in the 
heart of the city, and yet another at his own palace-gates, 
x in all; and at each he distributed alms to poor 
travellers and the needy. He kept the Commandments 
and observed the fast-days; he abounded in patience, 
loving-kindness, and merey; and in righteousness he ruled 
the land, cherishing all creatures alike with the fond love 
of a father for his baby boy. 

Now one of the king's ministers had dealt treacherously 
in the king's harem, and this became matter of common 
talk. The ministers reported it to the king. Examining 
into the matter himself, the king found the minister's guilt 
to be clear. So he sent for the culprit, and said, *O 
blinded by folly! you have sinned, and are not worthy to 
dwell in my kingdom; take your substance and your wife 
and family, and go hence.” Driven thus from the realm, 
that minister left the Kasi country, and entering the 
service of the king of Kosala, gradually rose to be that 
monarch’s confidential adviser. One day he said to the 
king of Kosala, *Sire, the kingdom of Benares is like a 
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goodly honeycomb untainted by flies; its king is feebleness 
itself; and a trifling force would suffice to conquer the 
whole country.” 

Негсоп, the king of Kosala reflected that the kingdom 
of Benares was large, and, considering this in connexion 
with the advice that a trifling force could conquer it, he 
grew suspicious that his adviser was a hireling suborned 
to lead him into a trap. “Traitor,” he cried, “you are 
paid to say this!” 

* Indeed I am not,” answered the other; “I do but 
speak the truth. If you doubt me, send men to massacre 
а village over his border, and see whether, when they are 
caught and brought before him, the king does not let 
them off scot-free and even load them with gifts.” 

* He shews a very bold front in making his assertion," 
thought the king; “TI will test his counsel without delay." 
And accordingly he sent some of his creatures to harry 
a village across the Benares border. The ruffians were 
captured and brought before the king of Benares, who 
asked them, saying, “My children, why һауе you killed 
my villagers?” 

“Because we could not make a living,” said they. 

“Then why did you not come to me?” said the king. 
“See that you do not do the like again.” 

And he gave them presents and sent them away. Back 
they went and told this to the king of Kosala. But this 
evidence was not enough to nerve him to the expedition ; 
and a second band was sent to massacre another village, 
this time in the heart of the kingdom. These too were 
likewise sent away with presents by the king of Benares. 
But even this evidence was not deemed strong enough ; 
and a third party was sent to plunder the very streets of 
Benares. And these, like their forerunners, were sent 
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away with presents! Satisfied at last that the king of 
Benares was an entirely good king, the king of Kosala 
resolved to seize on his kingdom, and set out against him 
with troops and elephants. 

Now in these days the king of Benares had a thousand 
gallant warriors, who would face the charge even of a rut 
elephant,—whom the launched thunderbolt of Indra could 
--а matchless band of invincible heroes ready 
at the king's command to reduce all India to his sway! 
These, hearing the king of Kosala was coming to take 
Benares, came to their sovereign with the news, and 
prayed that they might be despatched against the invader. 
“We will defeat and capture him, sire,” said they, “before 
he can set foot over the border.” 

“Not so, my children,” said the king. “None shall 
suffer because of me. Let those who covet kingdoms 
seize mine, if they will” And he refused to allow them 
to march against the invader. 

Then the king of Kosala cro: 
to Ше middle-country ; and again the ministers went to 
the king with renewed entreaty. But still the king refused. 
And now the king of Kosala appeared outside the city, 
and sent a message to the king bidding him either yield 
up the kingdom or give battle. “I fight not" was the 
message of the king of Benares in reply; “let him seize 
my kingdom." 

Yet a third time the king's ministers came to him and 
besought him not to allow the king of Kosala to enter, 
but to permit them to overthrow and capture him before 
the city. Still refusing, the king bade the city-gates be 
opened, and seated himself in state aloft upon his royal 
throne with his thousand ministers round him. 

Entering the city and finding none to bar his way, the 


ed the border and came 
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king of Kosala passed with his army to the royal palace. 
The doors stood open wide; and there on his gorgeous 
throne with his thousand ministers around him sate the 
great King Goodness in state. “Seize them all" cried 
the king of Kosala; *tie their hands tightly behind their 
backs, and away with them to the cemetery! There dig 
holes and bury them alive up to the neck, so that they 
cannot move hand or foot. The jackals will come at 
night and give them sepulchre 1” 

At the bidding of the ruffianly king, his followers bound 
the king of Benares and his ministers, and hauled them 
ой. But even in this hour not so much as an angry 
thought did the great King Goodness harbour against the 
ruffians; and not a man among his ministers, even when 
they were being marched off in bonds, could disobey the 
king,—so perfect is said to have been the discipline among 
his followers. 

So King Goodness and his ministers were led off and 
buried up to the neck in pits in the cemetery, —the king 
in the middle and the others on either side of him. Тһе 
ground was trampled in upon them, and there they were 
left. Still meek and free from anger against his oppressor, 
King Goodness exhorted his companions, saying, * Let 
your hearts be filled with naught but love and charity, 
my children." 

Now at midnight the jackals came trooping to the 
banquet of human flesh; and at sight of the beasts the 
king and his companions raised a mighty shout all to- 
gether, frightening the jackals away. Halting, the pack 
looked back, and, seeing no one pursuing, again came 
forward. A second shout drove them away again, but 
only to return as before. But the third time, seeing that 
not a man amongst them all pursued, the jackals thought 
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to themselves, “These must be men who are doomed to 
death.” They came on boldly; even when the shout was 
again being raised, they did not turn tail. On they came, 
each singling out his prey,—the chief jackal mak 
the king, and the other jackals for his companions. Fertile 
in resource, the king marked the beast’s approach, and, 
raising his throat as if to receive the bite, fastened his 
teeth in the jackal's throat with a grip like a vice! Unable 
to free its throat from the mighty grip of the ki jaws, 
and fearing death, the jackal raised a great howl. At his 
cry of distress the pack conceived that their leader must 
have been caught by a man. With no heart left to ap- 
proach their own destined prey, away they all scampered 
for their lives. 

Seeking to free itself from the king's teeth, the trapped 
jackal plunged madly to and fro, and thereby loosened 
the earth above the Hereupon the latter, letting 
the jackal go, put forth h ighty strength, and by plung- 
ing from side to side got hi: ds free! Then, clutching 
the brink of the pit, he drew himself up, and came forth 
like a cloud seudding before the wind. Bidding his 
companions be of good cheer, he now set to w to 
loosen the earth round them and to get them out, till 
with all his ministers he stood free once more in the 
cemetery. 

Now it chanced that a corpse had been exposed in 
that part of the cemetery, which lay between the respective 
domains of two goblins; and the goblins were disputing 
over the division of the spoil. š 

*We can't divide it ourselves" said they; "but this 
King Goodn righteous; he will divide it for us. Let 
us go to him.” So they dragged the corpse by the foot 
to the king, and said, *Sire, divide this man and give us 
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each our share” “Certainly I will, my friends,” said the 
king. “But, as I am dirty, I must bathe first.” 
` Straightway, by their magie power, the goblins brought 
to the king the scented water prepared for the usurper's 
bath. And when the king had bathed, they brought him 
the robes which had been laid out for the usurper to 
wear When he had put these on, they brought his 
majesty a box containing the four kinds of scent. When 
he had perfumed himself, they brought flowers of divers 
kinds laid out upon jewelled fans, in a casket of gold. 
When һе had decked himself with the flowers, the goblins 
asked whether they could be of any further service. And 
the king gave them to understand that he was hungry. 
So away went the goblins, and returned with rice flavoured 
with all the choicest flavours, which had been prepared 
for the usurper's table. And the king, now bathed and 
scented, dressed and arrayed, ate of the dainty fare. 
Thereupon the goblins brought the usurpers perfumed 
water for him to drink, in the usurper’s own golden bowl, 
not forgetting to bring the golden cup too. When the 
king had drunk and had washed his mouth and was 
washing his hands, they brought him fragrant betel to 
chew, and asked whether his majesty had any further 
commands. “Fetch me,” said he, “by your magic power 
the sword of state which lies by the usurp pillow.” 
And straightway the sword was brought to the king. Then 
the king took the corpse, and setting it upright, cut it in 
two down the chine, giving one-half to each goblin. This 
done, the king washed the blade, and girded it on his 
side. 
Having eaten their fill, the goblins were glad of heart, 
and in their gratitude asked the king what more they 
could do for him. “Set me by your magic power,” said 
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he, “іп the usurper's chamber, and set cach of my ministers 
back іп his own house.” “Certainly, sire,” said the goblins; 
and forthwith it was done. Now in that hour the usurper 
was lying asleep on the royal bed in his chamber of state. 
And as he slept in all tranquillity, the good king struck 
him with the flat of the sword upon the belly. Waking 
up in a fright, the usurper saw by the lamp-light that it 
was the great King Goodness. Summoning up all his 
courage, he rose from his couch and said: “Біге, it is 
night; a guard is set; the doors are barred; and none 
may enter. How then came you to my bedside, sword in 
hand and clad in robes of splendour?" "Then the king 
told him in detail all the story of his escape. Then the 
usurpers heart was moved within him, and he cried, *O 
king, I, though blessed with human nature, knew not 
your goodness; but knowledge thereof was given to the 
fierce and cruel goblins, whose food is flesh and blood. 
Henceforth, I, sire, will not plot against such signal virtue 
ng, he swore an oath of friendship 
upon his sword and begyed the king's forgiveness. And 
he made the king lic down upon the bed of state, while 
he stretched himself upon a little couch. 

On the morrow at daybreak, when the sun had risen, 
his whole host of every rank and degree was mustered by 
beat of drum at the usurper's command; in their presence 
he extolled King Goodness, as if raising the full-moon on 
high in the heavens; and right before them all, he again 
asked the king's forgiveness and gave him back his king- 
dom, saying, “Henceforth, let it be my charge to deal 
with rebels; rule thou thy kingdom, with me to keep 
watch and ward." And so saying, he passed sentence on 
the slanderous traitor, and with his troops and elephants 
went back to his own kingdom. 
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Seated in majesty and splendour beneath a white 
umbrella of sovereignty upon a throne of gold with legs 
as of a gazelle, the great King Goodness contemplated 
his own glory and thought thus within himself: * Had 
I not persevered, I should not be in the enjoyment of this 
magnificence, nor would my thousand ministers be still 
numbered among Ше living. It was by perseverance that 
I recovered the royal state I had lost, and saved the lives 
of my thousand ministers. Verily, we should strive on 
unremittingly with dauntless hearts, seeing that the fruit 
of perseverance is so excellent." And therewithal the 
king broke into this heartfelt utterance: 
and fast; 


Toil on, my brother; still in hope 
Nor let thy courage flag and tire, 
Myself I see, who, all my woes o'erpast, 
Am master of my heart’s desire. 

Thus spoke the Bodhisatta in the fulness of his heart, 
declaring how sure it is that the earnest effort of the 
good will come to maturity. After a life spent in right- 
doing he passed away to fare thereafter according to his 
deserts. 


Variant of Jai 308. Tawney (Journ. Philol. хп, 120) compares the escape 
of Sigmund from the wolf in the Vi (The Story of the Volsungs, tr. 
Magnússon and Morris, v.) The moral of the tale is the buddhist doctrine of non- 
resistance to evil, but the moral of perseverance expressed in the verses appears to 
belong to an earlier non-buddhistie version of the tale. 
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Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, it was as his queen's child that the Bodhisatta 
came to life once more. On the day when he was to 
be named, the parents enquired as to their child's destiny 
from eight hundred brahmins, to whom they gave their 
hearts’ desire in all pleasures of sense. Marking the 


60 PRINCE FIVE-WEAPONS 


promise which he shewed of a glorious destiny, these 
clever soothsaying brahmins foretold that. coming to the 
throne at the king's death, the child should be a mighty 
king endowed with every virtue; famed and renowned for 
his exploits with five weapons, he should stand peerless in 
all Jambudipal And because of this prophecy of the brah- 
mins, the parents named their son Prince Five-Weapons. 

Now, when the prince was come to years of discretion, 
and was sixteen years old, the king bade him go away 
and stud 

* With whom, sire, am I to study ? " asked the prince. 

“With the world-famed teacher in the town of Takka- 
sila in the Gandhara country. Неге is his fee,” said the 
king, handing his son a thousand pieci 

So the prince went to Takkasilà and was taught there. 
When he was leaving, his master gave him a set of five 
weapons, armed with which, after bidding adieu to his old 
master, the prince set out from Takkasila for Benares. 

On his way he came to a forest haunted by a goblin 
named Hairy-grip; and, at the entrance to the forest, 
men who met him tried to stop him, saying: “Young 
student, do not go through that forest; it is the haunt 
of the goblin Hairy-grip, and he kills every one he meets.” 
But, bold as a lion, the self-reliant Bodhisatta pressed on, 
till in the heart of the forest he came on the goblin. The 
monster made himself appear in stature as tall as a palm- 
tree, with a head as big as an arbour and huge eyes like 
bowls, with two tusks like turnips and the beak of a 
hawk; his belly was blotched with purple; and the palms 
of his hands and the soles of his feet were blue-black! 
“Whither away?” cried the monster. “Halt! you are my 


S. 


3 This was one of the four islands of which the earth was supposed to consist; 
it included India, and represented the inhabited world to the Indian mind. 
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prey.” “Goblin,” answered the Bodhisatta, “I knew what 
I was doing when entering this forest. You will be ill- 
advised to come near me. For with a poisoned arrow 
I will slay you where you stand” And with this defiance, 
he fitted to his bow an arrow dipped in deadliest poison 
and shot it at the goblin. But it only stuck on to the 
monster's shaggy coat. Then he shot another and another, 
till fifty were spent, all of which merely stuck on to the 
goblin’s shaggy coat. Hereon the goblin, shaking the 
arrows off so that they fell at his feet, came at the Bod- 
hisatta; and the latter, again shouting defiance, drew his 
sword and struck at the goblin. But, like the arrows, his 
sword, which was thirty-three inches long, merely stuck 
fast in the shaggy hair ext the Bodhisatta hurled his 
spear, and that stuck fast also. Seeing this, he smote the 
goblin with his club; but, like his other weapons, that 
too stuck fast. And thereupon the Bodhisatta shouted, 
* Goblin, you never heard yet of me, Prince Five-Weapons. 
When I ventured into this forest, I put my trust not in 
my bow and other weapons, but in myself! Now will 
I strike you a blow which shall crush you into dust” So 
saying, the Bodhisatta smote the goblin with his right 
hand; but the hand stuck fast upon the hair. Then, in 
turn, with his left hand and with his right and left feet, 
he struck at the monster, but hand and feet alike clave to 
the hide. Again shouting “I will crush you into dust!” he 
butted the goblin with his head, and that too stuck fast. 
Yet even when thus caught and snared in fivefold wise, 
the Bodhisatta, as he hung upon the goblin, was still 
fearless, still undaunted. And the monster thought to 
himself, “This is a very lion among men, a hero without 
a peer and no mere man. Though he is caught in the 
clutches of a goblin like me, yet not so much as a tremor 
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will he exhibit. Never, since I first took to slaying 
travellers upon this road, have I seen a man to equal 
him. How comes it that he is not frightened?” Not 
daring to deyour the Bodhisatta offhand, he said, “How 
is it, young student, that you have no fear of death?” 

“Why should 1?” answered the Bodhisatta. “Each 
Ше must surely have its destined death. Moreover, 
within my body is a sword of adamant, which you will 
never digest, if you eat me. 1t will chop your inwards 
into mincemeat, and my death will involve yours too. 
Therefore it is that 1 have no fear” (By this, it is said, 
the Bodhisatta meant the Sword of Knowledge, which 
was within him.) 

Hereon, the goblin fell a-thinking. “This young 
student is speaking the truth and nothing but the truth,” 
thought he. “Not a morsel so big as a pea could I digest 
of such a hero. ГИ let him go.” And so, in fear of his 
life, he let the Bodhisatta хо free, saying, “ Young student, 
you are a lion among men; I will not eat you. Go forth 
from my hand, even as the moon from the jaws of Rahu, 
and return to gladden the hearts of your kinsfolk, your 
friends, and your coun 

“As for myself, goblin, 


answered the Bodhisatta, “I 
will go. Аз for you, it was your sins in bygone с that 
caused you to be re-born a ravening, murderous, flesh- 
eating goblin; and, if you continue in sin in this existence, 
you will go on from darkness to darkness. But, haying 
seen me, you will be unable thenceforth to sin any more. 
Know that to destroy life is to ensure re-birth either in 
hell or as a brute or as a ghost or as a titan. Or, if the 
re-birth be into the world of men, then such sin cuts short 
the days of a man's life." 

In this and other ways the Bodhisatta shewed the evil 
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consequences of the five bad courses, and the blessing 
that comes of the Five Commandments; and so wrought in 
divers ways upon that goblin’s fears that by his teaching 
he converted the monster, imbuing him with self-denial 
and establishing him in the Five Commandments. Then 
making the goblin the divinity of that forest, with a right 
to receive offerings, and charging him to remain steadfast, 
the Bodhisatta went his way, making known the change in 
the goblin's mood as he issued from the forest. And in 
the end he came, armed with the five weapons, to the 
city of Benares, and presented himself before his parents. 


In later days, when king, he was a righteous ruler; and 
after a life spent in charity and other good works he 


passed away to fare thereafter according to his deserts. 


In Sam-Nik, an earlier form of the 
limbs and head are caught in an adhesive substance, set as а trap by hunters. СЕ Mrs 
Rhys Davids, Budd. Psychol. р. 35. The Wonderful Tar-baby (J. C. Harris, Uncle 
Remus) which according to Jacobs (p. 136) is “perhaps the most remarkable instance 
of the insidious spread of buddhistie tales" See A. Werner, The Tar-Baby Story, 
Folklore, x. 282, and more of Mr Jacobs’ theories in his Indian Fairy Tales, 251 8. 


е occurs 


the parable of a monkey whose 
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Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta came to life as the child of the 
Queen-consort When he grew up, he mastered every 
accomplishment; and when, at his father's death, he came 
to be king, he proved a righteous king. Now he used to 
play at dice with his family priest, and, as he flung the 
golden dice upon the silver dice-board, he would sing this 
catch for luck: 

"Tis nature’s law that rivers wind; 
Trees grow of wood by law of kind; 
And, given opportunity, 

All women work iniquity. 
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As these lines always made the king win the game, the 
priest was in a fair way to lose every penny he had in the 
world. And, in order to save himself from utter ruin, һе 
resolved to seek out a little maid that had never seen 
another man, and then to keep her under lock and key in 
his own house. “ For,” thought he, “I couldn't manage to 
look after a girl who has seen another man. So I must 
take a new-born baby girl, and keep her under my thumb 
as she grows up, with a close guard over her, so that none 
may come near her and that she may be true to one man. 
Then I shall win of the king, and grow rich.” Now he was 
skilled in bodily signs; and seeing a poor woman who 
was about to become a mother, and knowing that her 
child would be a girl, he paid the woman to come and be 
confined in his house, and sent her away after her confine- 
ment with a present. The infant was brought up entirely 
by women, and no men—other than himself—were ever 
allowed to set eyes on her. When the girl grew up, she 
was subject to him and he was her master. 

Now, while the girl was growing up, the priest forbore 
to play with the king; but when she was grown up and 
under his own control, he challenged the king to a game. 
The king accepted, and play began. But, when in throwing 
the dice the king sang his lucky catch, the priest added, 
—“always excepting my girl.” And then luck changed, 
and it was now the priest who won, while the king lost. 

Thinking the matter over, the Bodhisatta suspected 
the priest had a virtuous girl shut up in his house; and 
enquiry proved his suspicions true. Then, in order to 
work her fall, he sent for a clever scamp, and asked 
whether he thought he could seduce the girl. “Certainly, 
id the fellow. So the king gave him money, and 
sent him away with orders to lose no time. 
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With the king's money the fellow bought perfumes 
and incense and aromatics of all sorts, and opened a per- 
fumery shop close to the priest's house. Now the priest's 
house was seven stories high, and had seven gateways, at 
each of which a guard was set, —a guard of women only,— 
and no man but the brahmin himself was ever allowed to 
enter. Тһе very baskets that contained the dust and 
sweepings were examined before they were passed in. 
Only the priest was allowed to see the girl, and she had 
only a single waiting-woman. This woman had money 
given her to buy flowers and perfumes for her mistress, 
and on her way she used to pass near the shop which the 
scamp had opened. And he, knowing very well that she 
was the girl's attendant, watched one day for her coming, 
and, rushing out of his shop, fell at her feet, clasping her 
feet tightly with both hands and blubbering out, *O my 
mother! where have you been all this long time?" 

And his confederates, who stood by his side, cried, 
*Whatalikeness! Hand and foot, face and figure, even 
in style of dress they are identical!” Ав one and all 
kept dwelling on the marvellous likeness, the poor woman 
lost her head. Crying out that it must be her boy, she 
too burst into tears. And with weeping and tears the 
two fell to embracing one another. Then said the man, 
“Where are you living, mother?” 

“Up at the priest's, my son. He has a young wife 
of peerless beauty, a very goddess for grace; and I'm her 
waiting-woman.” “And whither away now, mother?" “То 
buy her perfumes and flowers.” “Why go elsewhere for 
them? Come to me for them in future,” said the fellow. 
And he gave the woman betel, bdellium, and so forth, and 
all kinds of flowers, refusing all payment. Struck with the 
quantity of flowers and perfumes which the waiting-woman 


RET. 5 
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brought home, the girl asked why the brahmin was so 
pleased with her that day. “Why do you say that, my 
dear?” asked the old woman. “Because of the quantity 
of things you have brought home.” “No, it isn't that the 
brahmin was free with his money,” said the old woman; 
“for I got them at my soi And from that day forth she 
kept the money the brahmin gave her, and got her flowers 
and other things free of charge at the man's shop. 

And he, a few days later, made out to be ill, and took 
to his bed. So when the old woman came to the shop 
and asked for h on, she was told he had been taken ill. 
Hastening to his side, she fondly stroked his shoulde 
as she asked what ailed him. But he made no reply. 
“Why don't you tell me, my son?” “Not even if I were 
dying, could I tell you, mothe “But, if you don’t tell 
me, whom are you to tell?" “Well then, mother, my 
malady lies solely in this that, hearing the praises of your 
young mistress’s beauty, I have fallen in love with her. 
If I win her, I shall live; if not, this will be my death-bed.” 
“Leave that to me, my boy,” said the old woman cheerily ; 
“and don't worry yourself on this account.” Then—with 
a heavy load of perfumes and flowers to take with her— 
she went home, and said to the brahmin's young wife, 
“Alas! here's my son in love with you, merely because 
I told him how beautiful you are! What is to be done?” 

“If you can smuggle him in here,” replied the girl, 
* you have my leave." P 

Hereupon the old woman set to work sweeping together 
all the dust she could find in the house from top to 
bottom; this dust she put into a huge flower-basket, and 
tried to pass out with it. When the usual search was 
made, she emptied dust over the woman on guard, who 
fled away under such ill-treatment. In like manner she 
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dealt with all the other watchers, smothering in dust each 
one in turn that said anything to her. And so it came to 
pass from that time forward that, no matter what the old 
woman took in or out of the house, there was nobody bold 
enough to search her. Now was the time! "The old 
woman smuggled the scamp into the house in a flower- 
basket, and brought him to her young mistress Не 
succeeded in wrecking the girl's virtue, and actually stayed 
a day or two in the upper rooms, —hiding when the priest 
was at home, and enjoying the society of his mistress when 
the priest was off the prem ү or two passed and 
the girl said to her lover, “Sweetheart, you must be going 
now.” “Very well; only I must cuff the brahmin first." 
“Certainly,” said she, and hid the scamp. Then, when Ше 
brahmin came in again, she exclaimed, *Oh, my dear 
husband, I should so like to dance, if you would play the 
lute for те” “Dance away, my dear,” said the priest, and 
struck up forthwith. “But I shall be too ashamed, if 
youre looking. Let me hide your handsome face first 
with a cloth; and then I will dance.” “АП right,” said 
he; *if youre too modest to dance otherwise 80 she 
took a thick cloth and tied it over the brahmin's face so 
as to blindfold him. And, blindfolded as he was, the 
brahmin began to play the lute. After dancing awhile, 
she cried, * My dear, I should so like to hit you once 
on Ше head” “Hit away,” said the unsuspecting dotard. 

Then the girl made a sign to her paramour ; and he softly 

stole up behind the brahmin and smote him on the head. 

Such was the force of the blow, that the brahmin’s eyes 
were like to start out of his head, and a bump rose up on 
the spot. Smarting with pain, he called to the girl to give 
him her hand; and she placed it in his. “Ah! it's a soft 

| hand,” said he; “but it hits hard!” 


5—2 
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Now, as soon as Ше scamp had struck the brahmin, he 
hid; and when he was hidden, the girl took the bandage 
off the priest's eyes and rubbed his bruised head with oil. 
The moment the brahmin went out, the seamp was stowed 
away in his basket again by the old woman, and so carried 
out of the house. Making his way at once to the king, he 
told him the whole adventure. 

i Accordingly, when the brahmin was next in attendance, 
the king proposed a game with the dice; the brahmin was 
willing; and the king caused the gaming-circle to be 
drawn. As the king made his throw, he sang his old catch, 
and the brahmin—ignorant of the girl'snaughtiness—added 
his “always excepting my girl,"—and nevertheless lost! 

Thea the king, who did know what had passed, said to 
his priest, “Why except her? Her virtue has given way. 
Ah, you dreamed that by taking a girl in the hour of her 
birth and by placing a sevenfold guard round her, you 
could be certain of her. Why, you couldn't be certain of 
a woman, even if you had her inside you and always 
walked about with her, No woman is ever faithful to one 
man alone. As for that girl of yours, she told you she 
should like to dance, and having first blindfolded you as 
you played the lute to her, she let her paramour strike 
you on the head, and then smuggled him out of the house. 
Where then is your exception?” And so saying, the king 
repeated this stanza: 


Blindfold, a-luting, by his wite beguiled, 
The brahmin sat,—who tried to res 

A paragon of virtue undefiled! 
Learn hence to hold the sex 


n fear. 


1 This was a circle drawn round the players, out of which they 
out incurring a curse, until the debts were settled. In J 
breaking the circle by swallowing one of the dice, and thus 


ld not go with- 
t. 91 a losing player avoids. 
stopping the game 
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In such wise did the Bodhisatta expound the Truth to 
And the brahmin went home and taxed the 
‘kedness of which she was accused. “Му 
dear husband, who can have said such a thing about ше?” 
said she. *Indeed I am innocent; indeed it was my own 
hand, and nobody else's, that struck you; and, if you do 
not believe me, I will brave the ordeal of fire and swear that 
no man's hand has touched me but yours; and so I will 
make you believe ше” “So be it,” said the brahmin. 
And he had a quantity of wood brought and set light to 
it. Then the girl was summoned. “Now,” said he, “if you 
believe your own story, brave these flames!” 

Now before this the girl had instructed her attendant 
as follows: “Tell your son, mother, to be there and to 
seize my hand just as I am about to go into the fire.” 
And the old woman did as she was bidden; and the fellow 
came and took his stand among the crowd. Then, to 
delude the brahmin, the girl, standing there before all the 
people, exclaimed with fervour, “Хо man’s hand but thine, 
brahmin, has ever touched me; and, by the truth of my 
asseveration I call on this fire to harm me not.” So saying, 
she advanced to the burning pile,—when up dashed her 
paramour, who seized her by the hand, crying shame on 
the brahmin who could force so fair a maid to enter the 
flames! Shaking her hand free, the girl exclaimed to the 
brahmin that what she had sworn was now undone, and 
that she could not now brave the ordeal of fire. “Why 
not?” said the brahmin. “Because,” she replied, “my 
asseveration was that no man's hand but thine had ever 
touched me; and now here is a man who has seized hold 
of my hand!” But the brahmin, knowing that he was 
tricked, drove her from him with blows. 

Such, we learn, is the wickedness of women. What 
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crime will they not commit; and then, to deceive their 
husbands, what oaths will they not take—aye, in the light 
of day—that they did it not! So false-hearted are they! 
Therefore has it been said: 


А sex composed of wickedness and guile, 
Unknowable, uncertain as the path 

Of fishes in the water,—womankind 

Hold truth for falsehood, falsehood for the truth! 
As greedily as cows seek pastures new, 

"Women, unsated, yearn for mate on mate, 
Thievish and cruel as a sweet-voiced snake, 

They know all tricks wherewith to gull mankind. 

Ilustrated on the Bharhut Stupa, pl. xxvi. 8. In fuk xv, a tale of commonplace 
intrigue, the woman when suspected offers to be taken before a yaksha. At the 
ordeal her lover sei arranged, and she then makes the asseveration that 
with the exception of her husband and this man no man has ever come near her. Cf. 
the similar device of Tristram and Ysonde in Clouston, i. 1 


es her, a 
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This story was told by the Master while at Jetavana, 
about a certain country-woman. 

For it fell out once in Kosala that three men were 
ploughing on the outskirts of a certain forest, and that 
robbers plundered folk in that forest and made their 
escape. The victims came, in the course of a fruitless 
search for the rascals, to where the three men were 
ploughing. “Here are the forest robbers, disguised as 
husbandmen,” they cried, and hauled the trio off as 
prisoners to the King of Kosala. Now time after time 
there came to the king's palace a woman who with loud 
lamentations begged for “wherewith to be covered.” 
Tearing her ery, the king ordered a shift to be given her; 
but she refused it, saying this was not what she meant. 
So the king’s servants came back to his majesty and said 
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that what the woman wanted was not clothes but a husband. 
Then the king had the woman brought into his presence 
and asked her whether she really did mean a husband. 

“Yes, sire,” she answered ; “for a husband is a woman's 
real covering, and she that lacks a husband—even though 
she be clad in garments costing a thousand pieces—goes 
bare and naked indeed.” 

(And to enforce this truth, the following Sutta should 
be recited here: 


Like kingless kingdoms, like a stream run dry, 
So bare and naked is a woman seen, 
Who, having brothers ten, yet lacks a mate.) 


Pleased with the woman's answer, the king asked what 
relation the three prisoners were to her. And she said 
that one was her husband, one her brother, and one her 
son. “Well, to mark my favour, said the king, “I give 
you one of the three. Which will you take?" “Sire,” was 
her answer, *if I live, I can get another husband and 
another son; but as my parents are dead, I can never get 
another brother. So give me my brother, Sire.” Pleased 
with the woman, the king set all three men at liberty; and 
thus this one woman was the means of saving three persons 
from peril. 

When the matter came to the knowledge of the Brother- 
hood, they were lauding the woman in the Hall of Truth, 
when the Master entered. Learning on enquiry what was 
the subject of their talk, he said, “This is not the first 
time, Brethren, that this woman has saved those three 
from peril; she did the same in days gone by.” And, so 
saying, he told a story of the past. 


The above is the story of the present, the story of the past being merely a sum- 
mary, in which “everything came to pass as above.” It also forms the point of Jat. 
517 which is given in Jat. 546 (vol. ут. p. 249). In the Ramayana ут. 94. 7, 8, when 
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Lakshmapa is apparently killed, his brother Rama says, almost in the words of the 
tha : 
2 Somewhere for me a wife may be, 
А son, or even other kin ; 
But the country I do not вес 
In which а brother I might win. 

Of. the Persian tale of the wife of Intaphernes in Hat. rrr. 118, 119, who makes 
the same choice. Soph. Ant. 905 ff. Pischel (Hermes, ххути. 465 f£) considers it 
probably the oldest example of an Indian thought in a Greek dress. A writer in 
Notes and Queries, Хоу, 17, 1866, compares the words of Robert of Normandy when 
besieging Нешу in Mont St Michel, “What, shall I suffer my brother to die of 
rst? Where shall we find another when he is gone?” (Hume, ch. v), and the 
ballad in Scott, Antiquary, xl. : 

He turned him right and round again, 
Said, scorn na at my mither ; 
Light loves I may get mony аа 
But minnie [ሂሬ mother] ne'er anither. 


THE GRATEFUL ANIMALS 


Once on a time Brahmadatta was reigning in Benares. 
He had a son named Prince Wicked. Fierce and cruel 
was he, like a scotched snake; he spoke to nobody without 
abuse or blows. Like grit in the eye was this prince to all 
folk both within and without the palace, or like a ravening 
ogre,—so dreaded and fell was he. 

One day, wishing to disport himself in the river, he 
went with a large retinue to the water side. And a great 
storm came on, and utter darkness set in. “Hi there!” 
cried he to his servants; “take me into mid-stream, bathe 
me there, and then bring me back again." So they took 
him into mid-stream and there took counsel together, 
saying, “ What will he do to us when king? Let us kill the 
wicked wretch here and now! So in you go, you pest!” 
they cried, as they flung him into the water. When they 
made their way ashore, they were asked where the prince 
was, and replied, “We don’t «се him; finding the storm 
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come оп, һе must have come out of the river and gone 
home ahead of us.” 

The courtiers went into the king's presence, and the 
king asked where his son was. “We do not know, sire,” 
said they; “a storm came on, and we came away in the 
belief that he must have gone on ahead.” At once the 
king had the gates thrown open; down to the riverside he 
went and bade diligent search be made up and down for 
the missing prince. But no trace of him could be found. 
For, in the darkness of the storm, he had been swept away 
by the current, and, coming across а tree-trunk, had 
climbed on to it, and so floated down stream, crying 
lustily in the agony of his fear of drowning. 

Now there had been a gild-merchant living in those 
days at Benares, who had died, leaving forty crores buried 
in the banks of that same river. And because of his 
craving for riches, he was re-born as a snake at the spot 
under which lay his dear treasure. And also in the self- 
same spot another man had hidden thirty: crores, and 
because of his craving for riches!, was re-born as a rat at 
the same spot. In rushed the water into their dwelling- 
place; and the two creatures, escaping by the way by 
which the water rushed in, were making their way athwart 
the stream, when they chanced upon the tree-trunk to 
which the prince was clinging. Тһе snake climbed up at 
one end, and the rat at the other; and so both got a 
footing with the prince on the trunk. 

Also there grew on the river's bank a Silk-cotton tree, 
in which lived а young parrot; and this tree, being up- 
rooted by the swollen waters, fell into the river. The 
heavy rain beat down the parrot when it tried to fly, and 
it alighted in its fall upon this same tree-trunk. And so 

1 Qf. Jat. 137, p. 118. 
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there were now these four floating down stream together 
upon the tree. 

Now the Bodhisatta had been re-born in those days as 
а brahmin in the North-West country. Renouncing the 
world for the hermit's life on reaching manhood, he had 
built himself a hermitage by a bend of the river; and 
there he was now living. Ав he was pacing to and fro, at 
midnight, he heard the loud cries of the prince, and 
thought thus within himself: “This fellow-creature must 
not perish thus before the eyes of so merciful and com- 
passionate а hermit as 1 am. I will rescue him from the 
water, and save hi: So he shouted cheerily, “Be not 
afraid! Be not afraid!” and plunging across stream, 
seized hold of the tree by one end, and, being as strong 
as an elephant, drew it in to the bank with one long pull, 
and set the prince safe and sound upon the shore. Then 
becoming aware of the snake and the rat and the parrot, 
he carried them to his hermitage, and there lighting a fire, 
warmed the animals first, as being the weaker, and after- 
wards the prince. ‘This done, he brought fruits of various 
kinds and set them before his guests, looking after the 
animals first and the prince afterwards. This enraged the 
young prince, who said within himself, “This rascally hermit 
pays no respect to my royal birth, but actually gives brute 
beasts precedence over me.” And he conceived hatred 
against the Bodhisatta. 

A few days later, when all four had recovered their 
strength and the waters had subsided, the snake bade 
farewell to the hermit with these words, “Father, you have 
done me a great service. I am not poor, for I have forty 
crores of gold hidden at a certain spot. Should you ever 
want money, all my hoard shall be yours. You have only 
to come to the spot and call ‘Snake’” Next the rat took 


THE GRATEFUL ANIMALS 75 


his leave with a like promise to the hermit as to his 
treasure, bidding the hermit come and call out * Rat." 
Then the parrot bade farewell, saying, * Father, silver and 
gold have I none; but should you ever want for choice 
rice, come to where I dwell and call out ‘Parrot’; and 
I with the aid of my kinsfolk will give you many waggon- 
loads of rice.” Last came the prince. His heart was filled 
with base ingratitude and with a determination to put his 
benefactor to death, if the Bodhisatta should come to visit 
him. But, concealing his intent, he said, “Come, father, to 
me when I am king, and I will bestow on you the Four 
Requisites.” So saying, he took his departure, and not 
long after succeeded to the throne. 

The desire came on the Bodhisatta to put their pro- 
fessions to the test; and first of all he went to the snake 
and standing hard by its abode, called out “Snake.” At 
the word the snake darted forth and with every mark of 
respect said, “Father, in this place there are forty crores 
in gold. Dig them up and take them all.” “It is well,” 
said the Bodhisatta ; “when I need them, I will not forget.” 
Then bidding adieu to the snake, he went on to where the 
rat lived, and called out “Rat.” And the rat did as the 
snake had done. Going next to the parrot, and calling 
out “Parrot,” the bird at once flew down аб his call from 
the tree-top, and respectfully asked whether it was the 
Bodhisatta’s wish that he with the aid of his kinsfolk 
should gather paddy for the Bodhisatta from the region 
round the Himalayas Тһе Bodhisatta dismissed the 
parrot also with a promise that, if need arose, he would 
not forget the bird's offer. Last of all, being minded to 
test the king in his turn, the Bodhisatta came to the royal 
pleasaunce, and on the day after his arrival made his way, 
carefully dressed, into the city on his round for alms. 
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Just at that moment, the ungrateful king, seated in all his 
royal splendour on his elephant of state, was passing in 
rightwise procession round the city followed by a vast 
retinue, Seeing the Bodhisatta from afar, he thought to 
himself, * Here's that rascally hermit come to quarter him- 
self and his appetite on me. I must have his head off 
before he can publish to the world the service he rendered 
me.” With this intent, he signed to his attendants, and, 
on their asking what was his pleasure, said, * Methinks 
yonder rascally hermit is here to importune me. Sce that 
the ill-omened азсейс does not look at me, but seize and 
bind him; flog him at every street-corner; and then march 
him out of the city, chop off his head at the place of 
execution, and impale his body on a stake." 

Obedient to their kings command, the attendants laid 
the innocent Great Being in bonds and flogged him at 
every street-corner on the way to the place of execution. 
But all their floggings failed to move the Bodhisatta or to 
wring from him any cry of * Oh, my mother and father!" 
АП he did was to repeat this stanza: 


"They knew the world, who framed this proverb true— 
“A log pays better salvage than some men.” 

These lines he repeated wherever he was flogged, till at 
last the wise among the bystanders asked the hermit what 
ice he had rendered to their king. Треп the Вой- 
satta told the whole story, ending with the words,—*So 
it comes to pass that by rescuing him from the torrent 
1 brought all this woe upon myself. And when I bethink 
me how I have left unheeded the words of the wise of old, 
I exclaim as you have heard." 

Filled with indignation at the recital, the nobles and 
brahmins and all classes with one accord cried out, “This 
ungrateful king does not recognise even the goodness of 
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this good man who saved his majesty'slife. How can we 
have any profit from this king? Seize the tyrant!” And 
in their anger they rushed upon the king from every side, 
and slew him there and then, as he rode on his elephant, 
with arrows and javelins and stones and clubs and any 
weapons that came to hand. The corpse they dragged by 
the heels to a ditch and flung it in. Then they anointed 
the Bodhisatta king and set him to rule over them. 

As he was ruling in righteousness, one day the desire 
came on him again to try the snake and the rat and the 
parrot; and followed by a large retinue, he came to where 
the snake dwelt. At the call of “Snake,” out came the 
snake from his hole and with every mark of respect said, 
“Неге, my lord, is your treasure; take it.” Then the king 
delivered the forty crores of gold to his attendants, and 
proceeding to where the rat dwelt, called “Rat.” Out 
came the rat, and saluted the king, and gave up its thirty 
crores. Placing this treasure too in the hands of his 
attendants, the king went on to where the parrot dwelt, 
and called “Parrot.” And in like manner the bird came, 
and bowing down at the king’s feet asked whether it 
should collect rice for his majesty. “We will not trouble 
you,” said the king, “till rice is needed. Now let us be 
going. So with the seventy crores of gold, and with the 
rat, the snake, and the parrot as well, the king journeyed 
back to the city. Here, in a noble palace, to the state- 
story of which he mounted, he caused the treasure to be 
lodged and guarded; he hàd a golden tube made for the 
snake to dwell in, a crystal casket to house the rat, and 
à cage of gold for the parrot. Every day too by the king's 
command food was served to the three creatures in vessels 
of gold,—sweet parched-corn for the parrot and snake, 
and scented rice for the rat. And the king abounded 
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in charity and all zood works. Thus in harmony and 
goodvill one with another, these four lived their lives; and 
when their end came, they passed away to fare according 
to their deserts. 


A much modified version of The grateful Beasts and the ungrateful Man, P. 
(8) t, Suppl. iz, K. D. (Атар) ch, хуп. where the ungrateful man is a goldsmith, and 
the gratitude of the tiger and snake is skilfully made the means of saving the brahmin 
and bringing punishment on the ungrateful man. In Som. ματ. (ii. 103) the tale is 
a jîtaka, and the ungrateful person а woman. Tib. T. xxvt is more closely related 
to P. than to the Gesta Rom. 119 (111). Cf. Clouston, i. 223, The thankful 
Beasts. 


THE GREAT DREAMS 


This story was told by the Master while at Jetavana 
about sixteen wonderful dreams. For in the last watch 
of one night (so tradition says) the King of Kosala, who 
had been asleep all the night, dreamed teen great 
dreams, and woke up in great fright and alarm as to what 
they might portend for him. So strong was the fear of 
death upon him that he could not stir, but lay there 
huddled up on his bed. Now, when the night grew light, 
his brahmins and chaplains came to him and with due 
obeisance asked whether his majesty had slept well. 

“How could I sleep well, my directors!” answered the 
king. “For just at daybreak Г dreamed sixteen wonderful 
dreams, and І have been in terror ever since! Tell me, my 
directors, what it all means.” 

“We shall be able to judge, on hearing them.” 

Then the king told them his dreams, and asked what 
those visions would entail upon him. 

The brahmins fell a-wringing their hands! “Why wring 
your hands, brahmins?” asked the king. “Because, sire, 
these are evil drean “What will come of them?” said 
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the king. “One of three calamities,—harm to your king- 
dom, to your life, or to your riche: * Is there a remedy, 
oris there not?” “Undoubtedly these dreams in them- 
selves are so threatening as to be without remedy ; but 
none the less we will find a remedy for them. Otherwise, 


what boots our much study and learning?" “What then 


do you propose to do to avert the evi] * Wherever four 
roads meet, we would offer sacrifice, directors," 
cried the king in his terror, *my life is in your hands; 
make haste and work my safety." “Large sums of money, 
and large supplies of food of every kind will be ours,” 
thought the exultant brahmins; and, bidding the king 
have no fear, they departed from the palace. Outside 
the town they dug a sacrificial pit and collected a host of 
fourfooted creatures, perfect and without blemish, and 
а multitude of birds. But still they discovered something 
lacking, and back they kept coming to the king to ask for 
this that and the other. Now their doings were watched 
by Queen МаШка, who came to the king and asked what 
made these brahmins keep coming to him. 

“Т envy you,” said the king; “a snake in your ear, and 
you not to know of it!” “What does your majesty 
mean?" “І һауе dreamed, oh such unlucky dreams! 
Те brahmins tell me they point to one of three calamities ; 
and they are anxious to offer sacrifices to avert the evil. 
And this is what brings them here so often.” “But has 
your majesty consulted the Chief Brahmin both of this 
world and of the world of gods?” “Who, pray, may he 
be, my dear?" asked the king. *Know you not that 
chiefest personage of all the world, the all-knowing and 
pure, the spotless master-brahmin? Surely, he, the Lord 
Buddha, will understand your dreams. Go, ask him.” “And 
so I will, my queen,” said the king. And away he went to 
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the monastery, saluted the Master, and sat down. “What, 
pray, brings your majesty here so early in the morning?” 
asked the Master in his sweet tones. “Sir,” said the king, 
“just before daybreak I dreamed sixteen wonderful 
dreams, which so terrified me that I told them to the 
brahmins. They told me that my dreams boded evil, and 
that to avert the threatened calamity they must offer 
sacrifice wherever four roads met. And so they are busy 
with their preparations, and many living creatures have 
the fear of death before their eyes. But I pray you, who 
are the chiefest personage in the world of men and gods, 
you into whose ken comes all possible knowledge of things 
past and present and to be—I pray you tell me what will 
come of my dreams, Lord.” 

“True it is, sire, that there is none other save me, who 
can tell what your dreams nify or what will come of 
them. I will tell you. Only first of all relate to me your 
dreams as they appeared to you.” 

“I will, sir,” said the king, and at once began this list, 
following the order of the dreams’ appearance: 


Bulls first, and trees, and cows, and calves, 
Horse, dish, she-jackal, waterpot, 

А pond, raw rice, and sandal-wood, 

And gourds that sank, and stones that swam, 
With frogs that gobbled up black snakes, 

А crow with gold-plumed retinue, 

And wolves in panic-fear of goats! 


* How was it, sir, that I had the following one of my 
dreams? Methought, four black bulls, like collyrium in 
hue, came from the four cardinal directions to the royal 
courtyard with avowed intent to fight; and people flocked 
together to see the bull-fight, till a great crowd had 
gathered. But the bulls only made a show of fighting, 
roared and bellowed, and finally went off without fighting 
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at al. This was my first dream. What will come 
of it?” 

“Sire, that dream shall have no issue in your days or 
in mine. But hereafter, when kings shall be niggardly and 
unrighteous, and when folk shall be unrighteous, in days 
when the world is perverted, when good is waning and evil 
waxing apace,—in those days of the world's backsliding 
there shall fall no rain from the heavens, the feet of the 
storm shall be lamed, the crops shall wither, and famine 
shall be on the land. Then shall the clouds gather as if 
for rain from the four quarters of the heavens ; there shall 
be haste first to carry indoors the rice and crops that the 
women have spread in the sun to dry, for fear the harvest 
should get wet; and then with spade and basket in hand 
the men shall go forth to bank up the dykes. As though 
in sign of coming rain, the thunder shall bellow, the 
lightning shall flash from the clouds,—but even as the 
bulls in your dream, that fought not, so the clouds shall 
flee away without raining. This is what shall come of this 
dream. But no harm shall come therefrom to you; for it 
was with regard to the future that you dreamed this 
dream. What the brahmins told you, was said only to get 
themselves a livelihood.” Апа when the Master had thus 
told the fulfilment of this dream, he said, * Tell me your 
second dream, sire." 

“Sir,” said the king, “my second dream was after this 
manner: Methought little tiny trees and shrubs burst 
through the soil, and when they had grown scarce a span 
or two high, they flowered and bore fruit! This was my 
second dream; what shall come of it?” 

“Sire,” said the Master, “this dream shall have its 
fulfilment in days when the world has fallen into decay 
and when men are shortlived. In times to come the 

PORT. 6 
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passions shall be strong; quite young girls shall go to live 
with men, it shall be with them after the manner of women, 
and they shall conceive and bear children. Тһе flowers 
ify their issues, and the fruit their offspring. But you, 
‚ have nothing to fear therefrom. ‘Tell me your third 
dream, O great king." 

* Methought, sir, I saw cows sucking the milk of calves 
which they had borne that selfsame day. This was my 
third dream. What shall come of it?” 

“This dream too shall have its fulfilment only in days 
to come, when respect shall cease to be paid to age. For 
in the future men, shewing no reverence for parents or 
parents-in-law, shall themselves administer the family 
estate, and, if such be their good pleasure, shall bestow 
food and clothing on the old folks, but shall withhold their 
gifts, if it be not their pleasure to give. Тһеп shall the old 
folks, destitute and dependent, exist by favour of their own 
children, like big cows suckled by calves a day old. But 
you have nothing to fear therefrom. ‘Tell me your fourth 
dream." 

* Methought, sir, Г saw men unyoking a team of 
draught-oxen, sturdy and strong, and setting young steers 


to draw the load; and the steers, proving unequal to the 
task laid on them, refused and stood stock-still, so that 
wains moved not on their way. This was my fourth dream. 


What shall come of it? 

“Неге again the dream shall not have its fulfilment 
until the future, in the days of unrighteous kings. For in 
days to come, unrighteous and niggardly kings shall shew 
no honour to wise lords skilled in precedent, fertile in 
expedient, and able to get through business; nor shall 
appoint to the courts of Jaw and justice aged councillors 
of wisdom and of learning in the law. Nay, they shall 
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honour the very young and foolish, and appoint such to 
preside in the courts. And these latter, ignorant alike of 
state-craft and of practical knowledge, shall not be able to 
bear the burthen of their honours or to govern, but because 
of their incompetence shall throw off the yoke of office. 
Whereon the aged and wise lords, albeit right able to cope 
with all difficulties, shall keep in mind how they were 
passed over, and shall decline to aid, saying: ‘It is no 
business of ours; we are outsiders; let the boys of the 
inner circle see to it/ Hence they shall stand aloof, and 
ruin shall assail those kings on every hand. It shall be 
even as when the yoke was laid on the young steers, who 
were not strong enough for the burthen, and not upon the 
team of sturdy and strong draught-oxen, who alone were 
able to do the work. Howbeit, you have nothing to fear 
therefrom. Tell me your fifth dream.” 

* Methought, sir, I saw a horse with a mouth on either 
side, to which fodder was given on both sides, and it ate 
with both its mouths. This was my fifth dream. What 
shall come of it?" 

“This dream too shall have its fulfilment only in the 
future, in the days of unrighteous and foolish kings, who 
shall appoint unrighteous and covetous men to be judges. 
These base ones, fools, despising the good, shall take bribes 
from both sides they sit in the seat of judgment, and 
shall be filled with this twofold corruption, even as the 
horse that ate fodder with two mouths at once. Howbeit, 
you have nothing to fear therefrom. Tell me your sixth 
dream.” 

“Methought, sir, I saw people holding out a well- 
scoured golden bowl worth a hundred thousand pieces, and 
begging an old jackal to stale therein. And I saw the beast. 
do so. This was my sixth dream. What shall come of it?" 

6—2 
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“This dream too shall only have its fulfilment in the 
future. For in the days to come, unrighteous kings, 
though sprung of a race of kings, mistrusting the scions 
of their old nobility, shall not honour them, but exalt in 
their stead the low-born; whereby the nobles shall be 
brought low and the low-born raised to lordship. "Then 
shall the great families be brought by very need to seek 
to live by dependence on the upstarts, and shall offer them 
their daughters in marriage. And the union of the noble 
maidens with the low-born shall be like unto the staling of 
the old jackal in the golden bowl  Howbeit, you have 
nothing to fear therefrom. Tell me your seventh dream." 

“А man was weaving rope, sir, and as he wove, he threw 
it down at his feet. Under his bench lay a hungry she- 
jackal, which kept eating the rope as he wove, but without 
the man knowing it. This is what I saw. This was my 
seventh dream. What shall come of 16771 

“This dream too shall not һауе its fulfilment till the 
future. Forin days to come, women shall lust after men 
and strong drink and finery and gadding abroad and after 
the joys of this world. In their wickedness and profligacy 
these women shall drink strong drink with their para- 
mours; they shall flaunt in garlands and perfumes and 
unguents; and heedless of even the most pressing of their 
household duties, they shall keep watching for their 
paramours, even at crevices high up in the outer wall; 
aye, they shall pound up the very seed-corn that should 
be sown on the morrow so as to provide good cheer ;—in 
all these ways shall they plunder the store won by the 
hard work of their husbands in field and byre, devouring 


1 In one of the paintings of Р 
descri 
ass furtively 
existing repr 


otus in the Lesche at Delphi Pausanias (x. 29) 

figure of Indolenee (Oknos), represented as plaitiug a rope, whieh a she- 
ts as fast as ho plaits it, Sce Frazer ad (c, who mentions six 
ations of the subject in ancient art. 
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the poor men's substance even as the hungry jackal under 
the bench ate up the rope of the rope-maker as he wove it. 
Howbeit, you have nothing to fear therefrom. ТеП me 
your eighth dream." 

* Methought, sir, I saw at a. palace gate a big piteher 
which was full to the brim and stood amid a number 
of empty ones. And from the four cardinal points, and 
from the four intermediate points as well, there kept 
coming a constant stream of people of all the four castes, 
carrying water in pipkins and pouring it into the full 
pitcher. And the water overflowed and ran away. But 
none the less they still kept on pouring more and more 
water into the overflowing vessel, without a single man 
giving so much as a glance at the empty pitchers. This 
was my eighth dream. What shall come of it?” 

“This dream too shall not have its fulfilment until the 
future. For in days to come the world shall decay; the 
kingdom shall grow weak, its kings shall grow poor and 
niggardly; the foremost among them shall have no more 
than 100,000 pieces of money in his treasury. Then shall 
these kings in their need set the whole of the country-folk 
to work for them;—for the kings’ sake shall the toiling 
folk, leaving their own work, sow grain and pulse, and keep 
watch and reap and thresh and garner; for the kings’ sake 
shall they plant sugar-canes, make and drive sugar-mills, 
and boil down the molasses ; for the kings’ sake shall they 
lay out flower-gardens and orchards, and gather in the 
fruits. And as they gather in all the divers kinds of 
produce they shall fill the royal garners to overflowing, not 
giving so much as a glance at their own empty barns at 
home. Thus it shall be like filling up the full pitcher, 
heedless of the quite-empty ones. Howbeit, you have 
nothing to fear therefrom. Tell me your ninth dream.” 
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* Methought, sir, I saw a deep pool with shelving banks 
all round and overgrown with the five kinds of lotuses. 
From every side two-footed creatures and four-footed 
creatures flocked thither to drink of its waters Тһе 
depths in the middle were muddy, but the water was clear 
and sparkling at the margin where the various creatures 
went down into the pool This was my ninth dream. 
What shall come of it?” 

“This dream too shall not have its fulfilment till the 
future. For in days to come kings shall grow unrighteous; 
they shall rule after their own will and pleasure, and shall 
not execute judgment according to righteousness. These 
kings shall hunger after riches and wax fat on bribes; 
they shall not shew mercy, love and compassion toward 
their people, but be fierce and cruel, amassing wealth by 
crushing their subjects like sugar-canes in a mill and by 
taxing them even to the uttermost farthing. Unable to 
pay the oppressive tax, the people shall fly from village 
and town and the like, and take refuge upon the borders 
of the realm; the heart of the land shall be a wilderness, 
while the borders shall teem with people,—even as the 
water was muddy in the middle of the pool and clear at 
the margin. Howbeit, you have nothing to fear therefrom. 
Tell me your tenth dream." 

* Methought, sir, 1 saw rice boiling in a pot without 
getting done. Ву not getting done, I mean that it looked 
as though it were sharply marked off апа kept apart, so 
that the cooking went on in three distinct stages. For part 
was sodden, part hard and raw, and part just cooked to a 
nicety. This was my tenth dream. What shall come of it?” 

“This dream too shall not have its fulfilment till the 
future. For in days to come kings shall grow unrighteous; 
the people surrounding the kings shall grow unrighteous 
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too, as also shall brahmins and householders, townsmen, 
and country-folk; yes, all people alike shall grow un- 
righteous, not excepting even sages and brahmins. Next, 
their very tutelary deities—the spirits to whom they offer 
sacrifice, the spirits of the trees, and the spirits of the air 
—shall become unrighteous also. The very winds that 
blow over the realms of these unrighteous king: 
grow cruel and lawless; they shall shake the ma 
the skies and thereby kindle the anger of the sp 
dwell there, so that they will not suffer rain to fall—or, if 
it does rain, it shall not fall on all the kingdom at once, 
nor shall the kindly shower fall on all tilled or sown lands 
alike to help them in their need. And, as in the kingdom 
at large, so in each several district and village and over 
each separate pool or lake, the rain shall not fall at one 
and the same time on its whole expanse; if it rain on the 
upper part, it shall not rain upon the lower; here the 
crops shall be spoiled by a heavy downpour, there wither 
drought, and here again thrive apace with kindly 
showers to water them. So the crops sown within the 
confines of a single kingdom—like the rice in the one pot 
—shall have no uniform character. Howbeit, you have 
nothing to fear therefrom, Tell me your eleventh dream.” 

* Methought, sir, I saw sour butter-milk bartered for 
precious sandalwood, worth 100,000 pieces of money. 
This was my eleventh dream. What shall come of it?” 

“This dream too shall not have its fulfilment till the 
future—in the days when my doctrine is waning. For in 
days to come many greedy and shameless Brethren shall 
arise, who for their bellys sake shall preach the very 
words in which I inveighed against greed! Because they 
have deserted by reason of their belly and have taken 
their stand on the side of the heretics, they shall fail 
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to make their preaching lead up to Nirvana. Nay, their 
only thought, as they preach, shall be by fine words and 
sweet voices to induce men to give them costly raiment 
and the like, and to be minded to give such gifts. Others 
again seated in the highways, at the street-corners, at the 
doors of kings’ palaces, and so forth, shall stoop to preach 
for money, yea for mere coined kahapanas, half-kahapanas, 
padas, or masakas! And as they thus barter away for 
food or raiment or for kahapanas and half-kahàpanas my 
doctrine the worth whereof is Nirvana, they shall be even 
as those who bartered away for sour butter-milk precious 
sandal-wood worth 100,000 pieces Howbeit, you have 
nothing to fear therefrom, Tell me your twelfth dream." 

* Methought, sir, I saw empty pumpkins sinking in the 
water. What shall come of it?" 

“This dream also shall not have its fulfilment till the 
future, in the days of unrighteous kings, when the world is 
perverted. For in those days shall kings shew favour not 
to the scions of the nobility, but to the low-born only; and 
these latter shall become great lords, whilst the nobles 
sink into poverty. Alike in the royal presence, іп the 
palace gates, in the council chamber, and in the courts of 
justice, the words of the low-born alone (whom the empty 
pumpkins typify) shall be stablished, as though they had 
sunk down till they rested on the bottom. Бо too in the 
assemblies of the Brotherhood, in the greater and lesser 
conclaves, and in enquiries regarding bowls, robes, lodging, 
and the like—the counsel only of the wicked and the vile 
shall be considered to have saving power, not that of the 
modest Brethren. Thus everywhere it shall be as when 
the empty pumpkins sank. Howbeit, you have nothing to 
fear therefrom. ‘Tell me your thirteenth dream." 

Hereupon the king said, “ Methought, sir, 1 saw huge 
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blocks of solid rock, as big as houses, floating like ships 
upon the waters. What shall come of it?" 

“This dream also shall not have its fulfilment before 
such times as those of which I have spoken. For in those 
days unrighteous kings shall shew honour to the low-born, 
who shall become great lords, whilst the nobles sink into 
poverty. Not to the nobles, but to the upstarts alone 
shall respect be paid. Та the royal presence, in the 
council chamber, or in the courts of justice, the words of 
the nobles learned in the law (and it is they whom the 
solid rocks typify) shall drift idly by, and not sink deep 
into the hearts of men; when they speak, the upstarts 
shall merely laugh them to scorn, saying, ‘What is this 
these fellows are sayi So too in the assemblies of 
the Brethren, as afore said, men shall not deem worthy of 
respect the excellent among the Brethren; the words of 
such shall not sink deep, but drift idly by, —even as when 
the rocks floated upon the waters. Howbeit, you have 
nothing to fear therefrom. Tell me your fourteenth dream." 

*Methought, sir, I saw tiny frogs no bigger than 
minute flowerets, swiftly pursuing huge black snakes, 
chopping them up like so many lotus-stalks and gobbling 
them up. What shall come of this?" 

“This dream too shall not have its fulfilment till those 
days to come such as those of which I have spoken, when 
the world is decaying. For then shall men's passions be 
so strong, and their lusts so hot, that they shall be the 
thralls of the very youngest of their wives for the time 
being, at whose sole disposal shall be slaves and hired 
servants, oxen, buffaloes and all cattle, gold and silver, and 
everything that is in the house. Should the poor husband 
ask where the money (say) or a robe is, at once he shall 
be told that it is where it is, that he should mind his own 
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business, and not be so inquisitive as to what is, or is not, 
in her house. And therewithal in divers wi the wives 
with abuse and goading taunts shall establish their 
dominion over their husbands, as over slaves and bond- 
servants. ‘Thus shall it be like as when the tiny frogs, no 
bigger than minute flowerets, gobbled up the big black 
snakes. Howbeit, you have nothing to fear therefrom. 
Tell me your fifteenth dream.” 

“Methought, sir, I saw a village crow, in which dwelt 
the whole of the Ten Vices, escorted by a retinue of those 
birds which, because of their golden sheen, are called 
Royal Golden Mallards. What shall come of it?” 

“This dream too shall not have its fulfilment till the 
future, till the reign of weakling kings. In days to come 
kings shall arise who shall know nothing about elephants 
or other arts, and shall be cowards in the field. Fearing 
to be deposed and cast from their royal estate, they shall 
raise to power not their peers but their footmen, bath- 
attendants, barbers, and such like. Thus, shut out from 
royal favour and unable to support themselves, the nobles 
shall be reduced to dancing attendance on the upstarts,— 
as when the crow had Royal Golden Swans for a retinue. 
Howbeit, you have nothing to fear therefrom. ‘Tell me 
your sixteenth dream." 

* Heretofore, sir, it always used to be panthers that 
preyed on goats; but methought I saw goats chasing 
panthers and devouring them—munch, munch, munch !— 
whilst at bare sight of the goats afar off, terror-stricken 
wolves fled quaking with fear and hid themselves in their 
fastnesses in the thicket. Such was my dream. What 
shall come of it?” 

“This dream too shall not have its fulfilment till the 
future, till the reign of unrighteous kings. In those days 
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the low-born shall be raised to lordship and be made royal 
favourites, whilst the nobles shall sink into obscurity and 
Gaining influence in the courts of law because 
г favour with the king, these upstarts shall claim 
perforce the ancestral estates, the raiment, and all the 
property of the old nobilit, And when these latter 
plead their rights before the courts, then shall the king's 
minions have them cudgelled and bastinadoed and taken 
by the throat and cast out with words of scorn, such as: 
* Know your place, fools! What? do you dispute with us? 
The king shall know of your insolence, and we will have 
your hands and feet chopped off and other correctives 
applied!’ Hereupon the terrified nobles shall affirm that 
their own belongings really belong to the overbearing 
upstarts, and will tell the favourites to accept them. And 
they shall hie them home and the; er in an agony of 
fear. Likewise, evil Brethren shall harry at pleasure good. 
and worthy Brethren, till these latter, finding none to help 
them, shall flee to the jungle. And this oppression of the 
nobles and of the good Brethren by the low-born and by 
the evil Brethren, shall be like the scaring of wolves by 
goats. Howbeit, you have nothing to fear therefrom. For 
this dream too has reference to future times only. It was 
not truth, it was not love for you, that prompted the 
brahmins to prophesy they did. No, it was greed of 
gain, and the insight that is bred of covetousness, that 
shaped all their self-seeking utterance: 

Thus did the Master expound the import of these 
sixteen great dreams, adding,—* You, sire, are not the 
first to have these dreams; they were dreamed by kings 
of bygone days also; and, then as now, the brahmins found 
in them a pretext for sacrifices ; whereupon, at the instance 
of the wise and good, the Bodhisatta was consulted, 
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апа the dreams were expounded by them of old time in 
just the same manner as they Вахе now been expounded.” 


In K. D. (Syr.) ix, (Arab.) хіў, occurs the story of Bilad [Bharata], which has 
strong anti-brahmanical tendency. This was s chief evidence for a buddhistic 
origin of the Panchatantra tales, but there is no proof that it is connected with them 
(Benf. ይይ $ The ехсецбов of 12,000 bralunins Benfey thought was not 

iginal, but it occurs in the Tibetan Buddhist form (Schiefner, Mahakatiajana 
nig Tehandapradjota, Mem. Acad. St Pet. xxi. 7). We now have three 
buddhist versions in Jat, 77 (the present tale), 314 and 418, none of which can be the 
in of the story of K.D. The tale is essentially the same in all. 
persuaded to perform sacrifices, Being advised by 
(or a minister) he consults a sige, who interprets the omens and dissnades him from 
the sacrifices In К. D. ther ight dreams, quite different from those in the 
ак. In Jat. 314 ) the omens are sounds uttered by inhabit- 
ants of hell, and in Jat. 418 eight sounds made by animals and other creatures in the 
palace. The story of the past in Jat. 77 is merely built upon the introductory story. 


The king in all three stories of the present is the king of Kosala, and in one pls 
is expre Pasenadi (P а contemporary of Buddha. Cf. 
Bent. Other Indi ions are given by H. Wenzel, 
TRA ff. Dr Gaster gives a Rumani ion (72.45, 1900, 623) which 


has probably come through the Slavonie from the Buddhist Mongols. 


THE CONVERTED MISER 

Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, there was a gildmaster, [lisa by name, who was 
worth eighty crores, and had all the defects which fall to 
the lot of шап. He was lame and crook-backed and had 
a squint; he was an unconverted infidel, and a miser, 
never giving of his store to others, nor enjoying it himself; 
his house was like a pool haunted by ogr Yet, for 
seven generations, his ancestors had been bountiful, giving 
freely of their best; but, when he became gildmaster, he 
broke through the traditions of his house. Burning down 
the almonry and driving the poor with blows from his 
gates, he hoarded his wealth. 

One day, when returning home from attendance on 
the king, he saw a yokel, who had journeyed far and was 
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a-weary, seated on a bench, and filling a mug from a jar of 
rank spirits, and drinking it off, with a dainty morsel of 
stinking dried-fish as a relish. At the sight he felt a thirst 
for spirits, but he thought to himself, *If I drink, others 
will want to drink with me, and that means a ruinous 
expense" 80 he walked about, keeping his thirst under. 
But, as time wore on, he could do so no longer; he grew as 
yellow as old cotton; and the veins stood out on his sunken 
frame. On a day, retiring to his chamber, he lay down 
hugging his bed. His wife came to him, and rubbed his 
back, as she asked, * What has gone amiss with my lord?” 

(What follows is to be told in the words of the former 
story!) But, when she in her turn said, “Then HH only 
brew liquor enough for you," he said, *If you make the 
brew in the house, there will be many on the watch; and 
to send out for the spirits and sit and drink it here, is out 
of the question." So he produced one single penny, and 
sent a slave to fetch him a jar of spirits from the tavern. 
When the slave came back, he made him go from the town 
to the riverside and put the jar down in a thicket near the 
highway. “Now be off!” said he, and made the slave wait 
some distance off, while he filled his cup and fell to. 

Now the gildmasters father, who for his charity and 
other good works had been re-born as Sakka in the Realm 
of gods, was at that moment wondering whether his bounty 
was still kept up or not, and became aware of the stopping 
of his bounty, and of his son's behaviour. He saw how his 
son, breaking through the traditions of his house, had 
burnt the almonry to the ground, had driven the poor 
with blows from his gates and how, in his miserliness, 
fearing to share with others, that son had stolen away to 


1 In the introductory story the wife proposes to cook cakes enough for the town, 
He gradually reduces the amount, until she promises to cook one for him alone. 
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a thicket to drink by himself. Moved by the sight, Sakka 
cried, “I will go to him and make my son see that deeds 
must have their consequences ; I will work his conversion, 
and make him charitable and worthy of re-birth in the 
Realm of gods" So he came down to earth, and once 
more trod the ways of men, putting on the semblance of 
the gildmaster Illisa, with the latter's lameness, and сгооК- 
back, and squint. In this guise, he entered the city of 
Rajagaha and made his way to the palace-gate, where he 
bade his coming be announced to the king. "Let him 
approach," said the king; and he entered and stood with 
due obeisance before his ma 

*What brings you here at this unusual hour, Lord 
gildmaster?" said the “Таш come, sire, because 
І һауе in my house eighty crores of treasure. Deign to 
have them carried to fill the royal treasury" “N 
Lord gildmaster; the treasure within my palace is ¢ 
than this” “If you, sire, will not have it, I shall give it 
away to whom I г “Do so by all means, gildmaster,” 
said the king. “So be it, sire,” said the pretended Illisa, 
as with due obeisance he departed from the presence to 
the gildmasters house. The servants all gathered round 
him, but not one could tell that it was not their real 
master. Entering, he stood on the threshold and sent for 
the porter, to whom he gave orders that if anybody re- 
sembling himself should appear and claim to be master of 
the house they should soundly cudgel such a one and 
throw him out. Then, mounting the stairs to the upper 
story, he sat down on a gorgeous couch and sent for Illisa's 
wife. When she came he said with a smile, “My dear, let 
us be bountiful.” 

At these words, wife, children, and servants all thought, 
“Its a long time since he was this way minded. It must 


esty. 
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be through drinking to-day that he is so good-natured and 
generous. And his wife said to him, * Be as bountiful as 
you please my husband.” “Send for the crier," said he, 
*and bid him proclaim by beat of drum all through the 
city that everyone who wants gold, silver, diamonds, pearls, 
and the like, is to come to the house of Illisa the gild- 
master. His wife did as he bade, and a large crowd soon 
assembled at the door carrying baskets and sacks. Then 
Sakka bade the treasure-chambers be thrown open, and 
cried, “This is my gift to you; take what you will and go 
your way: And the crowd seized on the riches there 
stored, and piled them in heaps on the floor and filled the 
bags and vessels they had brought, and went off laden 
with the spoils. Among them was a countryman who 
yoked Ш oxen to Illisa's carriage, filled it with the 
seven things of price, and journeyed out of the city along 
the highroad. As he went along, he drew near the thicket, 
and sang the gildmaster's praises in these words: “Мау 
you live to be a hundred, my good lord Illisa! What you 
have done for me this day will enable me to live without 
doing another stroke of work. Whose were these oxen ?— 
yours. Whose was this carriage ?—yours. Whose the 
wealth in the carriage ?—yours again. It was no father 
or mother who gave me all this; no, it came solely from 
you, my lord.” 

These words filled the gildmaster with fear and 
trembling. “Why, the fellow is mentioning my name in ` 
his talk,” said he to himself. “Can the king have been 
distributing my wealth to the people?” At the bare 
thought he bounded from the bush, and, recognising his 
own oxen and cart, seized the oxen by the cord, crying, 
“Stop, fellow; these oxen and this cart belong to me.” 
Down leaped the man from the cart, angrily exclaiming, 
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“You rascal! Illisa, the gildmaster, is giving away his 
wealth to all the city. What has come to you?” And he 
sprang at the gildmaster and struck him on the back like 
a falling thunderbolt, and went off with the cart. Illisa 
picked himself up, trembling in every limb, wiped off the 
mud, and hurrying after his cart, seized hold of it. Again 
the countryman got down, and seizing Піва by the hair, 
doubled him up and thumped him about the head for 
some time; then taking him by the throat, he flung him 
back the way һе had come, and drove ой. Sobered by 
this rough usage, Illisa hurried off home. There, seeing 
folk making off with the treasure, he fell to laying hands 
on here a man and there a man, shrieking, * Hi! what's 
this? Is the king despoiling me?” And every man he 
laid hands on knocked him down. Bruised and smarting, 
he sought to take refuge in his own house, when the 
porters stopped him with, “Holloa, you rascal! Where 
might you be going?” And first thrashing him soundly 
with bamboos, they took their master by the throat and 
threw him out of doors. “There is none but the king left 
to see me righted,” groaned Illisa, and betook himself to 
the palace. “Why, oh why, sire,” he cried, “have you 
plundered me like this?” 

“Nay, it was not I, my Lord gildmaster,” said the king. 
“Did you not yourself come and declare your intention of 
giving your wealth away, if I would not accept it? And 

` did you not then send the crier round and carry out your ` 
threat?" “Оһ sire, indeed it was not I that came to you 
on such an errand. Your majesty knows how near and 
close Т am, and how I never give away so much as the 
tiniest drop of oil which a blade of grass will take up. 
May it please your majesty to send for him who has given 
my substance away, and to question him on the matter." 
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Then Ше king sent for Sakka. And so exactly alike 
were the two that neither the king nor his court could tell 
which was the real gildmaster. Said the miser Illisa, 
“Who, and what, sire, is this gildmaster? 7 am the gild- 
master.” 

“Well, really I can't say which is the real Tllisa,” said 
the king. “Is there anybody who can distinguish them 
for certain?” “Yes, sire, my wife.” So the wife was sent 
for and asked which of the two was her husband. And 
she said Sakka was her husband and went to his side. 
Then in turn Illisa's children and servants were brought 
in and asked the same question; and all with one accord 
declared Sakka was the real gildmaster. Here it flashed 
across Illisa's mind that he had a wart оп his head, hidden 
among his hair, the existence of which was known only to 
his barber, 50, 88 a last resource, he asked that his barber 
might be sent for to identify him. Now at this time the 
Bodhisatta was his barber. Accordingly, the barber was 
sent for and asked if he could distinguish the real from 
the false Iisa. “I could tell, sire,” said he, “if I might 
examine their heads.” “Then look at both their heads,” 
said the king. On the instant Sakka caused a wart to rise 
on his head! After examining the two, the Bodhisatta 
reported that, as both alike had got warts on their heads, 
he couldn't for the life of him which was the real man. 
And therewithal he uttered this stanza: 

Both squint; both both men are hunchbacks too; 

And both have | ፪ cannot tell 

Which of the two the real 11058 is. 
Hearing his last hope thus fail him, the gildmaster fell 
into a tremble; and such was his intolerable anguish at 
the loss of his beloved riches, that down he fell in a swoon. 
Thereupon Sakka put forth his transcendental powers, 

Ren 7 
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and, rising in the air, addressed the king thence in these 
words: “Not Illisa am I, O king, but Sakka.” Then those 
around wiped ПИза’з face and dashed water over him. 
Recovering, he rose to his feet and bowed to the ground 
before Sakka, King of gods. Then said Sakka, “Iisa, 
mine was the wealth, not thine; I am thy father, and thou 
art my son. In my lifetime I was bountiful toward the 
poor and rejoiced in doing good; wherefore, I am ad- 
vanced to this high estate and am become Sakka. But 
thou, walking not in my footsteps, art grown a niggard 
and a very miser: thou hast burnt my almonry to the 
ground, driven the poor from the gate, and hoarded 
thy riches. Thou hast no enjoyment thereof thyself, nor 
has any other human being; but thy store is become like 
a pool haunted by ogres, whereat по man may slake his 
thirst. Albeit, if thou wilt rebuild mine almonry and 
shew bounty to the poor, it shall be accounted to thee for 
righteousness. But, if thou wilt not, then will I strip thee 
of all that thou hast, and cleave thy head with this thunder- 
bolt of Indra, and thou shalt die.” 

At this threat Iisa, quaking for his life, cried out, 
“Henceforth I will be bountiful” And Sakka accepted 
his promise, and, still seated in mid-air, established his son 
in the Commandments and preached the 1 


Truth to him, 
departing thereafter to his own abode. And ПИза was 
diligent in almsgiving and other good works, and so 
assured his re-birth thereafter in heaven. 


Respecting this story, see an arti R. Chalmers] in the 
Journal of the Royal Asiatic Society fo , entitled “Тһе Lineage of the 
“Proud King?" Of. Gesta Rom, 59, De superbia nimia, retold by Longfellow, Tales 
ofa Wayside Inn, King Robert of Sicily. 


THE VALIANT DWARF 


ning in 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born a brahmin in a market- 
town in the North country, and when he was grown up he 
studied under a teacher of world-wide fame at Takkasila. 
There he learnt the Three Vedas and the Eighteen 
Branches of knowledge, and completed his education. 
And he became known as the Sage Little Bowman. 
Leaving Takkasila, he came to the Andhra country in 
search of practical experience. Now, it happened that in 
this Birth the Bodhisatta was somewhat of a crooked little 
dwarf, and he thought to himself, “If I make my appear- 
ance before any king, he's sure to ask what a dwarf like 
me is good for; why should I not use a tall broad fellow 
as my stalking-horse and earn my living in the shadow of 
his more imposing personality?” So he betook himself to 
the weavers’ quarter, and there espying a huge weaver 
named Bhimasena, saluted him, asking the man’s name. 
“Bhimasena! is my name,” said the weaver. “And what 
makes a fine big man like you work at so sorry a trade?” 
“Because I can't get a living any other way.” “Weave по 
more, friend. Тһе whole continent can shew no such 
archer as I am; but kings would scorn me because I am 
a dwarf. And so you, friend, must be the man to vaunt 
your prowess with the bow, and the king will take you into 
his pay and make you ply your calling regularly. Mean- 
time I shall be behind you to perform the duties that are 
laid upon you, and so shall earn my living in your shadow. 
In this manner we shall both of us thrive and prosper. 
Only do as Т tell you” “Done with you,” said the other. 


1 The name means “one who Ваз or leads a terrible army”; it is the name of the 
second of the five sons of Pandu in the Mahabharata, 
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Accordingly, the Bodhisatta took the weaver with him 
to Benares, acting as a little page of the bow, and putting 
the other in the front; and when they were at the gates of 
the palace, he made him send word of his coming to the 
king. Being summoned into the royal presence, the pair 
entered together and bowing stood before the king. 
“What brings you here?" said the king. “Таш a mighty 
archer,” said Bhimasena; “there is no archer like me in 
the whole continent” “What pay would you want to 
enter my service?" “А thousand pieces a fortnight, 
* What is this man of your * He's my little page, si 
* Very well, enter my service. 

So Bhimasena entered the king's service; but it was 
the Bodhisatta who did all his work for him. Now in 
those days there was a tiger in a forest іп Kasi which 
blocked a frequented high-road and had devoured many 
victims. When this was reported to the king, he sent for 
Bhimasena and asked whether he could catch the tiger. 

* How could I call myself an archer, sire, if I couldn't 
catch a tiger?" Тһе king gave him largesse and sent 
him on the errand. And home to the Bodhisatta came 
Bhimasena with the news. “All right,” said the Bodhisatta ; 
“away you go, my friend.” “But are you not coming too?" 
“No, [wont go; but TH tell you a little plan.” “ Please 
de, my friend.” * Well, don't you be rash and approach 
the tigers lair alone. What you wil do is to muster 
a strong band of country-folk to march to the spot with 
a thousand or two thousand bows; when you know that 
the tiger is aroused, you bolt into the thicket and lie down 
flat ou your face. The country-folk will beat the tiger 
to death; and as soon as he is quite dead, you bite off 
a creeper with your teeth, and draw near to the dead 
tiger, trailing the creeper in your hand. At the sight 
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of the dead body of the brute, you will burst out with— 
*Who has killed the tiger? I meant to lead it by a 
creeper, like an ox, to the king, and with this intent had 
just stepped into the thicket to get a creeper. I must 
know who killed the tiger before I could get back with 
my creeper.’ Then the country-folk will be very frightened 
and bribe you heavily not to report them to the king; you 
will be credited with slaying the tiger; and the king too 
will give you lots of money.” 

“Very good,” said Bhimasena; and off he went and 
slew the tiger just as the Bodhisatta had told him. 
Having thus made the road safe for travellers, back he 
came with a large following to Benares, and said to the 
king, “I have killed the tiger, sire; the forest is safe for 
travellers now.” Well-pleased, the king loaded him with 


gi 


Another day, tidings came that a certain road was 
infested with a buflalo, and the king sent Bhimasena to 
kill it. Following the Bodhisatta's directions, he killed 
the buffalo in the same way as the tiger, and returned 
to the king, who once more gave him lots of money. He 
was a great lord now. Intoxicated by his new honours, 
he treated the Bodhisatta with contempt, and scorned 
to follow his advice, saying, “I can get on without you. 
Do you think theres no man but yourself?" This and 
many other harsh things did he say to the Bodhisatta. 
Now, a few days later, a hostile king marched upon 
Benares and beleaguered it, sending a message to the king 
summoning him either to surrender his kingdom or to do 
battle. And the king of Benares ordered Bhimasena out to 


fight him. So Bhimasena was armed cap-à-pie in soldierly 
-elephant sheathed in 


fashion and mounted on a w: 
complete armour. And the Bod 
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alarmed that Bhimasena might get killed, armed himself 
cap-à-pie also and seated himself modestly behind Bhi- 
masena. Surrounded by a host, the elephant passed out 
of the gates of the city and arrived in the forefront of the 
battle. At the first notes of the martial drum Bhimasena 
fell a-quaking with fear. “If you fall off now, you'll get 
killed,” said Bodhisatta, and accordingly fastened a cord 
round him, which he held tight, to prevent him from 
falling off the elephant. But the sight of the field of 
battle proved too much for Bhimasena, and the fear of 
death was so strong on him that he fouled the elephant's 
back. “Ah,” said the Bodhisatta, “the present does not 
tally with the past. Then you affected the warrior; now 
your prowess is confined to befouling the elephant you 
ride оп.” And so saying, he uttered this stanza: 
You vaunted your prowess, and loud was your boast; 
You swore you would vanquish the 10 
But is it consistent, when faced with their host, 
To vent your emotion, sir, ко? 

When the Bodhisatta had ended these taunts, he said, 
“But don't you be afraid, my friend. Am not I here to 
protect you?" Then he made Bhimasena get off the 
elephant and bade him wash himself and go home. 
now to win renown this day," said the Bodhisatta, r: 
his battle-cry as he dashed into the fight. Breaking 
through the kings camp, he dragged the king out and 
took him alive to Benares. In great joy at his prowess, 
his royal master loaded him with honours, and from that 
day forward all India was loud with the fame of the Sage 
Little Bowman. То Bhimasena he gave largesse, and sent 
him back to his own home; whilst he himself excelled in 
charity and all good works, and at his death passed away 
to fare according to his deserts. 

Cf. Grimm 90, The valiant Tailor, Anm. 


THE STOLEN JEWELS 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, Ше Bodhisatta, having perfected his education, 
became one of the king's ministe One day the king 
with a large following went into his pleasaunce, and, after 
walking about the woods, felt a desire to disport himself 
in the water. So he went down into the royal tank and 
sent for his harem. The women of the harem, removing 
the jewels from their heads and necks and so forth, laid 
them aside with their upper garments in boxes under the 
chai of female slaves, and then went down into the 
water. Now, as the queen was taking off her jewels and 
ornaments, and laying them with her upper robe on à 
box, she was watched by a female monkey, which was 
hidden in the branches of a tree hard by. Conceiving a 
longing to wear the queen's pearl necklace, this monkey 
watched for the slave in charge to be off her guard. At 
first the girl kept looking all about her in order to keep 
the jewels safe; but as time wore on, she began to nod. 
As soon as the monkey saw this, quick as the wind she 
jumped down, and quick as the wind she was up the tree 
again, with the pearls round her own neck. Then, for 
fear the other monkeys should see it, she hid the string 
of pearls in a hole in the tree and sat on guard over her 
spo s demurely as though nothing had happened. By 
and by the slave awoke, and, terrified at finding the jewels 
gone, saw nothing else to do but to scream out, “А man 
has run off with the queen's pearl necklace.” Up ran the 
guards from every side, and hearing this story told it to 
the king. “Catch the thief" said his majesty; and away 
went the guards searching high and low for the thief in 
the pleasaunce. Hearing the din, а poor superstitious 
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rustic! took to his heels in alarm. “There he goes,” cried 
the guards, catching sight of the runaway; and they 
followed him up till they caught him, and with blows 
demanded what he meant by stealing such precious 
jewels. 

Thought he, “If I deny the charge, I shall die with 
the beating I shall get from these ruffians. I'd better say 
I took it” So he confessed to the theft and was hauled 
off a prisoner to the king. “Did you take those precious 
jewels?” asked the king. “Yes, your majesty.” “Where 
are they now?” “Please, your majesty, I'm a poor man; 
Ive never in my life owned anything, even a bed or a 
chair, of any value,—much less a jewel. It was the gild- 
master who made me take that valuable necklace; and 
Itook it and gave it to him. Не knows all about it." 

Then the king sent for the gildmaster, and asked 
whether the rustic had passed the necklace on to him. 
“Yes, sire,” was the answer. “Where is it then?” “I gave 
it to your ша s family priest" Then the priest was 
sent for, and interrogated іп the same way. And he said 
he had given it to the chief musician, who in his turn 
said he had given it to a courtesan as a present. But she, 
being brought before the king, utterly denied ever having 
received it. 

Whilst the five were thus being questioned, the sun 
set. “Its too late now (1 the king; “we will look into 
this to-morrow.” So he handed the five over to his 
ministers and went back into the city. Негепроп the 
Bodhisatta fell a-thinking. “These jewels,” thought he, 
lost inside the grounds, whilst the rustic was 
outside. There was a strong guard at the gates, and it 
was impossible for anyone inside to get away with the 


1 Or perhaps “a taxpaying туо” 
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see how anyone, whether inside or 
out, could have managed to secure it. Тһе truth is this 
poor wretched fellow must have said he gave it to the 
gildmaster merely in order to save his own skin; and the 
gildmaster must have said he gave it to the priest, in 
the hope that he would get off if he could mix the priest 
up in the matter. Further, the priest must have said he 
gave it to the chief musician, because he thought the 
latter would make the time pass merrily in prison; whilst 
the chief musician's object in implicating the courtesan, 
imply to solace himself with her company during 
onment. Not one of the whole five has anything 
to do with the theft. On the other hand, the grounds 
swarm with monkeys, and the necklace must have got 
into the hands of one of the female monkeys. 

When he had arrived at this conclusion, the Bodhisatta 
went to the king with the request that the suspects might 
be handed over to him and that he might be allowed to 
examine personally into the matter. *By all means, my 
wise friend,” said the king; “examine into it.” 

Then the Bodhisatta sent for his vants and told 
them where to lodge the five prisoner ying, “Keep 
strict watch over them; listen to everything they say, and 
report it all to me.” And his servants did as he bade 
them. As the prisoners sat together, the gildmaster said 
to the rustic, “Tell me, you wretch, where you and I ever 
met before this day: tell me when you gave me that 
necklace" “Worshipful sir,” said the other, “it has never 
been mine to own aught so valuable even as a stool or 
bedstead that wasn’t rickety. I thought that with your 
help I should get out of this trouble, and that’s why I said 
what I did. Be not angry with me, my lord.” Said the 
priest in his turn to the gildmaster, “How then came you 


necklace. I do not 
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10 pass on to me what this fellow bad never given to 
you?" “T only said so because I thought that if you and 
I, both high officers of state, stand together, we can soon 
put the matter right.” “Brahmin,” now said the chief 
musician to the priest, “when, pray, did you give the 
jewel to me?” “I only said I did," answered the priest, 
“because I thought you would help to make the time 
pass more agreeably.” Lastly the courtesan said, “Оһ, 
you wretch of a musician, you know you never visited 
me, nor I you. So when could you have given me the 
necklace, as you say?” “Why be angry, my dear?” said 
the musician; “we five have got to keep house together 
for a bit; so let us put a cheerful face on it and be happy 
together.” л 

This conversation being reported to the Bodhisatta by 
his agents, he felt convinced the five were all innocent of 
the robbery, and that a female monkey had taken the 
necklace. “And I must find a means to make her drop 
it" said he to himself. So he had a number of bead 
necklaces made. Next he had a number of monkeys 
caught and turned loose again, with strings of beads on 
their necks, wrists and ancles. Meantime, the guilty 
monkey kept sitting in the trees watching her treasure. 
Then the Bodhisatta ordered a number of men to observe 
every monkey in the grounds carefully, till they saw one 
wearing the missing pearl necklace, and then frighten her 
into dropping it. 

‘Tricked out in their new splendour, the other monkeys 
strutted about till they came to the real thief, to whom 
they said, “See our necklaces.” Jealousy overcoming 
her prudence, she exclaimed, “They've only beads!" and 
put on her own necklace of real pearls. This was at once 
seen by the watchers, who promptly made her drop the 
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necklace, which they picked up and brought to the 
Bodhisatta. He took it to the king, saying, * Here, sire, 
is the necklace. Тһе five prisoners are innocent; it was 
a female monkey in the pleasaunce that took it.” “How 
came you to find that out?" asked the king; *and how 
did you manage to get possession of it again?" Then 
the Bodhisatta told the whole story, and the king thanked 
the Bodhisatta, saying, *You are the right man in the 
right place.” And he uttered this stanza in praise of the 
Bodhisatta : 

For war men erave the hero's might, 

For counsel sage sobriety, 
Boon comrades for their jollity, 

But judgment when in parlous plight. 
Over and above these words of praise and gratitude, the 
king showered treasures upon the Bodhisatta like a 
storm-cloud pouring rain from the heavens After 
following the Bodhisatta's counsels through a long life 
spent in charity and good wo the king passed away 
to fare thereafter according to his deserts. 


THE TOO-CLEVER MERCHANT 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares the Bodhisatta was born into a merchant's 
family and on name-day was named ‘Wise. When he 
grew up he entered into partnership with another mer- 
chant named * Wisest, and traded with him. And these 
two took five hundred waggons of merchandise from 
Benares to the country-districts, where they disposed of 
their wares, returning afterwards with the proceeds to 
the city. When the time for dividing came, W said, 
“I must һауе a double share.” “Why so?” asked Wise. 
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“Because while you are only Wise, I am Wisest. And 


Wise ought to have only one share to Wisest's two.” 
* But we both had an equal interest in the stock-in-trade 
and in the oxen and waggons. Why should you have two 
shares?" “Because I am V . And so they talked 
away till they fell to quarrelling. 

“АҺ!” thought Wisest, “I have a plan.” And he 
made his father hide in a hollow tree, enjoining the old 
man to say, when the two came, * Wisest should have a 
double portion.” This arranged, he went to the Bodhi- 
satta and proposed to him to refer the claim for a double 
share to the competent decision of the tree divinity. Then 
he made his appeal in these words: “Lord, decide our 
cause!" Hereupon the father, who was hidden in the tree, 
in а changed voice asked them to state the case. "The 
cheat addressed the tree as follows: * Lord, here stands 
Wise, and here stand I Wisest. We have been partners 
in trade. Declare what share each should receive." 

* Wise should receive one share, and Wisest two," was 
the response. 

Hearing this decision, the Bodhisatta resolved to find 
out whether it was indeed a tree divinity or not. So he 
filled the hollow trunk with straw and set it on fire. And 
Wisests father was half roasted by the rising flames and 
clambered up by clutching hold of a bough. Falling to 
the ground, he uttered this stanza: 

Wise rightly, Wisest wrongly got his name 
Through Wisest, Pm nigh roasted in the flame. 

Then the two merchants made an equal division and 
each took half and at their deaths passed away to fare 
according to their deserts. 


А somewhat mutilated version of Dustabuddhi and Abuddhi (Dharmabuddhi) 
P. (Т) 1. 15, Som, ux, 211 (ቪ 40), K. D. (Syr.) 1. 13, (Arab.) v. 


THE LOQUACIOUS BRAHMIN 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was one of the king's courtiers. 
And the king's family priest of those days was so talkative 
and longwinded that, when he once started, no one else 
could get a word іп. So the king cast about for someone 
to eut the priest short, and looked high and low for such 
an one. Now at that time there was a cripple in Benares 
who was a wonderful marksman with stones, and the bc 
used to put him on a little cart and draw him to the gates 
of Bena where there is a large branching banyan-tree 
covered with leaves. There they would gather round and 
give him half-pence, saying * Make an elephant, or * Make 
а horse. And the cripple would throw stone after stone 
till he had cut the foliage into the shapes asked for. And 
the ground was covered with fallen leaves. 

On his way to his pleasaunce the king came to the 
spot, and all the boys scampered off in fear of the king, 
leaving the cripple there helpless. At the sight of the 
litter of leaves the king asked, as he rode by in his 
chariot, who had cut the leaves off And he was told 
that the cripple had done it. Thinking that here might 
be a way to stop the priest's mouth, the king asked where 
the cripple was, and was shewn him sitting at the foot 
of the tree. Then the king had him brought to him and, 
motioning his retinue to stand apart, said to the cripple, 
*Ihavea v talkative priest. Do you think you could. 
stop his talking?” 

"Yes, sire, —if I had a peashooter full of dry goat's 
dung,” said the cripple. Then the king had him taken 
to the palace and set with а peashooter full of dry goat's 
dung behind a curtain with a slit in it, facing the priest's 
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seat. When the brahmin came to wait upon the king 
and was seated on the seat prepared for him, his majesty 
started a conversation. And the priest forthwith mono- 
polized the conversation, and no one else could get a 
word in. Hereon the cripple shot the pellets of goat's 
dung one by one, like flies, through the slit in the curtain 
right into the priest's gullet. And the brahmin swallowed 
the pellets down as they came, like so much oil, till all 
had disappeared. When the whole peashooter-full of 
pellets : lodged in the priest's stomach, they swelled 
to the size of half a peck; and the king, knowing they 
were all gone, addressed the brahmin in these words: 
“Reverend sir, so talkative аге you, that you have 
swallowed down a peashooter-full of goat's dung without 
noticing it. That's about as much as you will be able 
to take at a sitting. Now go home and take a dose of 
panick seed and water by way of emetic, and put yourself 
righ jd 

From that day the priest kept his mouth shut and 
sat as silent during conversation as though his lips were 
sealed. 

“Well, my ears are indebted to the cripple for this 
relief,” said the king, and bestowed on him four villages, 
one in the North, one in the South, one in the West, and 
one in the East, producing a hundred thousand a year. 

The Bodhisatta drew near to the king and said, “Та 
this world, sire, skill should be cultivated by the wis 
Mere skill in aiming has brought this cripple all this 
prosperi So saying he uttered this stanza: 


skill, and note the ma nan lame; 


—Four villages reward his 


im. 


THE THREE FISHES 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, there lived in the river of Benares three fishes, 
named Very-thoughtful, Thoughtless, and Duly-thoughtful. 
And they came down stream from the wild country to 
where men dwelt. Hereupon Duly-thoughtful said to the 
other two, “This is a dangerous and perilous neighbour- 
hood, where fishermen catch fish with nets, basket-traps, 
and such like tackle. Let us be off to the wild country 
again" But so lazy were the other two fishes, and so 
greedy, that they kept putting off their going from day 
to day, until they had let three months slip by. Now 
fishermen cast their nets into the river; and Very- 
thoughtful and Thoughtless were swimming on ahead in 
quest of food when ih their folly they blindly rushed into 
the net. Duly-thoughtful who was behind, observed the 
net, and saw the fate of the other two. 

“I must save these lazy fools from death," thought he. 
So first he dodged round the net, and splashed in the 
water in front of it like a fish that has broken through 
and gone up stream; and then doubling back, he splashed 
about behind it, like a fish that has broken through and 
gone down stream. Seeing this, the fishermen thought 
the fish had broken the net and all got away; so they 
pulled it in by one corner and the two fishes escaped 
from the net into the open water again. In this way 
they owed their lives to Duly-thoughtful. 


Р. (Т) 1.12, Benfoy’s r 14 is a variant version, Не gives the version of T, as 1, 
Suppl. 1v b, and a further version in v. 6 (two fishes and а frog). MO хи. ch. 137. 


THE LUCKY SNEEZE 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, he had in his service a brahmin who professed 
to tell whether swords were lucky or not, and all came to 
pass as in the Introductory Story’. And the king called 
in the surgeons and had him fitted with a false tip to his 
nose which was cunningly painted for all the world like 
a real nose; and then the brahmin resumed his duties 
again about the king. Now Brahmadatta had no son, 
only a daughter and a nephew, whom he had brought up 
under his own eye. And when these two grew up, they 
fell in love with one another. So the king sent for his 
councillors and said to them, “Му nephew is heir to the 
throne. If I give him my daughter to wife, he shall be 
anointed king." ዞ 

But, оп second thoughts, he decided that as in any 
case his nephew was like a son, he had better marry him 
to a foreign princess, and give his daughter to а prince 
of another royal house. For, he thought, this plan would 
give him more grandchildren and yest in his line the 
sceptres of two several kingdoms. And, after consulting 
with his councillors, he resolved to separate the two, and 
they were accordingly made to dwell apart from one 
another, Now they wer een years old and very much 
in love, and the young prince thought of nothing but how 
to carry off his cousin from her father’s palace. At last 
the plan struck him of sending for a wise woman, to whom 
he gave a pocketful of money 


1 The brahmin in Buddhas time was а sword-tester, who took brib 
ed smith brought a sword and put it into the sheath with some pepper. When 
the brahmin sniffed at the sword and pretended to test it, he sneezed and split 
his nose. 
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* And what am I to do for this?" said she. 

* There is nothing you can't do, tell me how you can get 
my uncle to let his daughter out of the palace." 

And she promised to help him, and said that she 
would tell the king that his daughter was under the 
influence of witchcraft, but that, as the demon had 
pos 1 her so long that he was off his guard, she 
would take the princess one day in a carriage to the 
cemetery with a strong escort under arms, and there in 
a magic circle lay the princess on a bed with a dead man 
under it, and with a hundred and eight douches of 
scented water wash the demon out of her. “And when 
on this pretext I bring the princess to the cemetery," 
continued the wise woman, *mind that you just reach the 
cemetery before us in your carriage with an armed escort, 
taking some ground pepper with you. Arrived at the 
cemetery, you will leave your carriage at the entrance, 
and despateh your men to the cemetery grove, while you 
will yourself go to the top of the mound and lie down 
as though dead. Then I will come and set up a bed over 
you on which I will lay the princess. Then will come the 
time when you must sniff at the pepper till you sneeze 
two or three times, and when you sneeze we will leave the 
and take to our heels Тһегеоп you and the 
must bathe all over, and you must take her 
home with you.” “Capital,” said the prince; “а most 
excellent device." 

So away went the wise woman to the king, and he fell 
in with her idea, as did the princess when it was explained 
to her. When the day came, the old woman told the 
princess their errand, and said to the guards on the road 
in order to frighten them, *Listen. Under the bed that 
I shall set up, there will be a dead man; and that dead 

FAT 8 
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man will sneeze. And mark well that, so soon as he has 
sneezed, he will come out from under the bed and seize 
on the first person he finds. Зо be prepared, all of you.” 

Now the prince had already got to the place ала got 
under the bed as had been arranged. 

Next the crone led off the princess and laid her upon 
the bed, whispering to her not to be afraid. At once the 
prince sniffed at the pepper and fell a-sneezing. Апа 
scarce had he begun to sneeze before the wise woman left 
the princess and with a loud scream was off, quicker than 
any of them. Not a man stood his ground ;—one and all 
they threw away their arms and bolted for dear life. 
Hereon the prince came forth and bore off the princess 
to his home, as had been before arranged. And the old 
woman made her way to the king and told him what had 
happened. 

“Well,” thought the king, “I always intended her for 
him, and they've grown up together like ghee іп rice- 
porridge.” So he didn’t fly into a passion, but in course 
of time made his nephew king of the land, with his 
daughter as queen-consort. 

Now the new king kept on in his service the brahmin 
who professed to tell the temper of swords, and one day 
as he stood in the sun, the false tip to the brahmin’s nose 
got loose and fell off’ And there he stood, hanging his 
head for ve Ваше. “Never mind, never mind,” laughed 
the king. “Sneezing is good for some, but bad for others. 
One sneeze lost you your nose; whilst 1 have to thank a 
sueeze for both my throne and queen. So saying he 
uttered this stanza : 

Our diverse fates this mor: 
— What brings one wea 
So spake the king, and after a life spent in charity 


al shew, 
iy work another woe. 
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and other good works, he passed away to fare according 
to his deserts. 

Buddha tells this tale to ridicule the superstition of luck in sne 
nits the brethren, when they sneeze, and someone 


to reply, “The p who sas “Lon 
sin. On the folklore of sneezing see Tylor, Prim. Culture, 1. 97 ዚ. 


g In Jat. 155 
ays, “Long life to 
life? i 


THE HYPOCRITICAL JACKAL 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares the Bodhisatta was born a rat, perfect in 
wisdom, and as big as a young boar. He had hi 
dwelling in the forest and many hundreds of other ral 
owned his sway. 

Now there was a roving jackal who espied this troop 
of rats and fell to scheming how to beguile and eat them. 
And he took up his stand near their home with his face 
to the sun, snuffing up the wind, and standing on one 
leg. Seeing this when out on his road in quest of food, 
the Bodhisatta conceived the jackal to be a saintly being, 
and went up and asked hi: 

**Godly' is my name,” said the jackal. “Why do you 
stand only on one leg?" “ Because if I stood on all four 
at once, the earth could not bear my weight. That is 
why I stand on one leg only.” “And why do you keep 
your mouth open?" “То take the ап. I live on air; 
itis my only food." *And why do you face the sun?" 
“То worship him." “What uprightness!" thought the 
Bodhisatta, and thenceforward he made a point of going, 
attended by the other rats, to pay his respects morning 
and evening to the saintly jackal Апа when the rats 
were leaving, the jackal seized and devoured the hinder- 
most one of them, wiped his lips, and looked as though 


8—2 


name. 
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nothing had happened. In consequence of this the ra: 
grew fewer and fewer, till they noticed the gaps in their 
ranks, and wondering why this was so, asked the Bodhi- 
satta the reason. Не could not make it out, but 
suspecting the jackal, resolved to put him to the test. 
So next day he let the other rats go out first and himself 
brought up the rear. "The jackal made a spring on the 
Bodhisatta who, seeing him coming, faced round and 
cried, “So this is your saintlin you hypocrite and 
rascal!” And he repeated the following stanza: 


Where saintliness is but a cloak 
Whereby to cozen guileless folk 
And screen а уШайуз treachery 

—The cat-like nature there we see. 


So saying, the king of the rats sprang at the jackal's 
throat and bit his windpipe asunder just under the jaw, 
so that he died. Back trooped the other rats and 
gobbled up the body of the jackal with a ‘crunch, crunch, 
crunch ’;—that is to say, the foremost of them did, for they 
say there was none left for the last-comers. And ever 
after the rats lived happily in peace and quiet. 


Though the {оге 
as does the version in 
throug] 
the hair he had left after ese 
Jackal, V. (T.)1.8. In Jat, 38 


is head, resembling an 
This is the same motive as The blue 
а crow, which is closest to the version 
of Mbh. и. ch. 41, where the egg- Hertel compares P. (T.) ш. 14, 
(В) ш. 2 in which a sparrow and hare go to а hypocritical eat to decide a dispute. 
Som. іх. 46 (ii. 67), but ef. Jat. 400, p. 207. 


THE GOLDEN GOOSE 


Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born a brahmin, and growing 
up was married to a bride of his own rank, who bore him 
three daughters named Nanda, Nandavati and Sundari- 
папа. Тһе Bodhisatta dying, they were taken in by 
neighbours and friends, whilst he was born again into the 
world as a golden goose endowed with consciousness of 
its former existences. Growing up, the bird viewed his own 
magnificent size and golden plumage, and remembered 
that previously he had been a human being. Discovering 
that his wife and daughters were living on the charity of. 
others the goose bethought him of his plumage like 
hammered and beaten gold and how by giving them a 
golden feather at a time he could enable his wife and 
daughters to live in comfort. So away he flew to where 
they dwelt and alighted on the top of the central beam 
of the roof. Seeing the Bodhisatta, the wife and girls 
asked where he had come from; and he told them that he 
was their father who had died and been born a golden 
goose, and that he had come to visit them and put an 
end to their miserable necessity of working for hire. 
*You shall have my feathers" said he, *one by one, 
and they will sell for enough to keep you all in ease 
and comfort" So saying, he gave them one of his 
feathers and departed. Апа from time to time he 
returned to give them another feather, and with the pro- 
ceeds of their sale these brahmin-women grew prosperous 
and quite well-to-do. But one day the mother said to her 
daughters “There's no trusting animals my children, 
Who's to say your father might not go away one of these 
daysand never come back again? Let us use our time and 
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pluck him clean next time he comes, so as to make sure of 
all his feathers" Thinking this would pain him, the 
daughters refused. The mother in her greed called the 
golden goose to her one day when he came, and then 
took him with both hands and plucked him, Now the 
Bodhisatta’s feathers had this property that if they were 
plucked out against his wish, they ceased to be golden 
and became like a crane's feathers. And now the poor 
bird, though he stretched his wings, could not fly, and the 
woman flung him into a barrel and gave him food there. 
As time went on his feathers grew again (though they 
were plain white ones now), and he flew away to his own 
abode and neyer came back again. 


This is шөге closely related to A. 
Babr. 123, than are other Indian s In P. (В) ш. ба brahmin feeds a 
snake, and finds daily a dinar in the bowl. His son to get the whole treasure tries 
to kill th bitten and killed. The snake tells the brahmin that he comes 
from greed, and refuses to have any more to do with him. In Сена Rom, 141 (133) 
it is the father who tries to kill the rath, however, connects this with 
The Countryman and Snake, Halm 97, B: In Р. (В) ш. 18 fowler catches 
a bird whose exerements turn to gold, and gives it to the king. He refuses to believe 
the fowler and sets the bird free. 8 ariant in the note to Jat. 284, 
p.218. Cf Jacobs 67, Clouston, i. 1 


орз Goose with the golden Eggs, Halm 343, 


aria 


THE GRATEFUL MOUSE 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born a stone-cutter, and grow- 
ing up became expert in working stones. Now in the Kasi 
country there dwelt a very rich merchant who had amassed 
forty crores in gold. And when his wife died, so strong 
was her love of money that she was re-born a mouse and 
dwelt over the treasure. And one by one the whole family 
died, including the merchant himself. Likewise the village 
became deserted and forlorn. At the time of our story 
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the Bodhisatta was quarrying and shaping stones on the 
site of this deserted village; and the mouse used often to 
see him as she ran about to find food. At last she fell in 
love with him; and, bethinking her how the secret of all 
her vast wealth would die with her, she conceived the idea. 
of enjoying it with him. So one day she came to the 
Bodhisatta with a coin in her mouth. Seeing this, he spoke 
to her kindly, and said, * Mother, what has brought you 
here with this coin?" “It is for you to lay out for your- 
self, and to buy meat with for me as well, my son.” Nowise 
loth, he took the money and spent a halfpenny of it on 
meat which he brought to the mouse, who departed and 
ate to her heart's content. And this went on, the mouse 
giving the Bodhisatta a coin every day, and he in return 
supplying her with meat. But it fell out one day that the 
mouse was caught by a cat. 

“Don't me,” said the mouse. 

“Why not?” said the cat. “I’m as hungry as can be, 
and really must kill you to allay the pangs.” 

* First, tell me whether youre always hungry, or only 
hungry to-day.” 

“Oh, every day finds me hungry again.” 

“ Well then, if this be so, I will find you always in meat; 
only let me go.” 

“Mind you do then,” said the cat, and let the mouse go. 

As a consequence of this the mouse had to divide the 
supplies of meat she got from the Bodhisatta into two 
portions and gave опе half to the cat, keeping the other 
for herself. 

Now, as luck would have it, the same mouse was caught 
another day by a second cat and had to purchase her 
release on the same terms So now the daily food was 
divided into three portions. And when a third cat caught 
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the mouse and a like arrangement had to be made, the 
supply was divided into four portions And later a fourth 
cat caught her, and the food had to be divided among five, 
so that the mouse, reduced to such short commons, 
so thin as to be nothing but skin and bone. Remar 
how emaciated his friend was getting, the Bodhisatta 
asked the reason. Then the mouse told him all that had 
befallen her. 

“Why didn't you tell me all this before?" said the 
Bodhisatta. “Cheer up, ГІ help you out of your troubles.” 
So he took a block of the purest crystal and scooped out 
a cavity in it and made the mouse get inside. “Now stop 
there,” said he, “and don't fail to fiercely threaten and 
revile all who come near.” 

So the mouse crept into the crystal cell and waited. 
Up came one of the cats and demanded his meat. “Away, 
vile grimalkin,” said the mouse; “why should I supply you? 
go home and eat your kittens!” Infuriated at these words, 
and пеуег suspecting the mouse to be inside the crystal, 
the cat sprang at the mouse to eat her up ; and so furious 
was its spring that it broke the walls of its chest and i 
eyes started from its head. So that cat died and its 
carcass tumbled down out of sight. And the like fate in 
turn befell all four cats. And ever after the grateful 
mouse brought the Bodhisatta two or three coins instead 
of one as before, and by degrees she thus gave him the 
whole of the hoard. In unbroken friendship the two lived 
together, till their lives ended and they passed away to 
fare according to their deserts. 


Buddhaghosa хуш, where the Bodhisatta is e; 
a small hole in the temple, where the rat ean be 
to the grateful beasts on J p. 78, and for re 
hoarded Jat. 39, p. 41, Jat. 3. 


ating a stone temple, and makes 
from the See referene 
rth in the place where wealth 
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THE TREACHEROUS CHAMELEON 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born a lizard. When he grew 
up he dwelt in a big burrow in the river bank with a 
following of many hundreds of other lizards. Now the 
Bodhisatta had a son, a young lizard, who was great friends 
with a chameleon, whom he used to clip and embrace. 
This intimacy being reported to the lizard king, he sent 
for his young son and said that such friendship was mis- 
placed, for chameleons were low creatures, and that if the 
intimacy was persisted in, calamity would befall the whole 
of the tribe of lizards. And he enjoined his son to have 
no more to do with the chameleon. But the son continued 
in his intimacy. Again and again did the Bodhisatta 
speak with his son, but finding his words of no avail, and 
foreseeing danger to the lizards from the chameleon, he 
had an outlet cut on one side of their burrow, so that there 
might be a means of escape in time of need. 

Now as time went on, the young lizard grew to a great 
size, whilst the chameleon never grew any bigger. And as 
these mountainous embraces of the young giant grew pain- 
ful indeed, the chameleon foresaw that they would be the 
death of him if they went on a few days longer, and he 
resolved to combine with a hunter to destroy the whole 
tribe of lizards. 

One day in the summer the ants came out after a 
thunder-storm, and the lizards darted hither and thither 
catching them and eating them. Now there came into 
the forest a lizard trapper with spade and dogs to dig 
out lizards; and the chameleon thought what а haul he 
would put in the trapper’s way. So he went up to the 
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man, and, lying down before him, asked why he was about 
in the forest. “То catch lizards,” was the reply. “Well, 
I know where there's a burrow of hundreds of them," said 
the chameleon ; “bring fire and brushwood and follow me.” 
And he brought the trapper to where the lizards dwelt. 
* Now," said the chameleon, * put your fuel in there and 
smoke Ше lizards out. Meantime let your dogs be all 
round and take a big stick in your hand. "Then as the 
lizards dash out, strike them down and make a pile of the 
slain." Бо saying, the treacherous chameleon withdrew to 
а spot hard by, where he lay down, with his head up, saying 
to himself, —* This day I shall see the back of my enemy." 

The trapper set to work to smoke the lizards out; and 
fear for their lives drove them helter-skelter from their 
burrow. As they came out, the trapper knocked them on 
the head, and if he missed them, they fell a prey to his dogs. 
And so there was great slaughter among the lizards. 
Realising that this was the chameleon’s doing, the 
Bodhisatta cried, “One should never make friends of the 
wicked, for such bring sorrow in their train. А single 
wicked chameleon has proved the bane of all these lizards.” 
So saying, he escaped by the outlet he had provided, 
uttering this stanza 


Bad company can never end in good. 
Through friendship with one sole chameleon 
‘The tribe of lizards met their end. 


troyed by the 
The teaching of the а 
ν but the enmity of the crows and owls 
26 an owl that comes out at an 


THE CUNNING JACKAL 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born a jackal, and dwelt in a 
charnel-grove with a great following of jackals of whom he 
was king. And at that time there was a festival held at 
Rajagaha, and a very wet festival it was, with everybody 
drinking hard. Now a parcel of rogues got hold of victual 
and drink in abundance, and putting on their best clothes 
sang and made merry over their fare. By midnight the 
meat was all gone, though the liquor still held out. Then 
on one asking for more meat and being told there was 
none left, said the fellow, * Victuals never lack while I am 
about. ГИ off to Ше charnel-grove, kill a jackal prowling 
about to eat the corpses, and bring back some meat.” So 
saying he snatched up a club and made his way out of the 
city by the sewer to the place, where he lay down, club in 
hand, feigning to be dead. Just then, followed by the 
other jackals, the Bodhisatta came up and marked the 
pretended corpse. Suspecting the fraud, he determined 
to sift the matter. So he went round to the lee side and 
knew by the scent that the man was not really dead. 
Resolving to make the man look foolish before leaving 
him, the Bodhisatta stole near and took hold of the club 
with his teeth and tugged at it. The rascal did not leave 
go: not perceiving the Bodhisatta’s approach, he took 
a tighter grip. Hereon the Bodhisatta stepped back a 
pace or two and said, “ Му good man, if you had been dead, 
you would not have tightened your grip on your club when 
І was tugging at it, and so have betrayed yourself" So 
saying, he uttered this stanza 


Thy tightening grip upon thy club doth shew 
Thy rank imposture—thou'rt no corpse, I trow. 
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Finding that he was discovered, the rogue sprang to 
is feet and flung his club at the Bodhisatta, but missed 
his aim. “Ве off, you brute,” said he, “I’ve missed you 
this time" Turning round, the Bodhisatta said, “True 
you һауе missed me, but be assured you will not miss the 
torments of the Great Hell and the sixteen Lesser Hells.” 

Empty-handed, the rogue left the cemetery and, after 
bathing in a ditch, went back into the city by the way he 
had come. 


THE FOOLHARDY JACKAL 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was a maned lion and dwelt at 
Gold Den in the Himalayas. Bounding forth one day from 
his lair, he looked North and West, South and East, and 
roared aloud as he went in quest of pr Slaying а large 
buffalo, he devoured the prime of the carcass, after which 
he went down to a pool, and having drunk his fill of cr 
water turned to go towards his den. Nowa hungr 
suddenly meeting the lion, and being unable to make his 
escape, threw himself at the lion's feet. Being asked what 
he wanted, the jackal replied, “Lord, let me be your 
servant" “Very well,” said the lion; “serve me and you 
shall feed on prime meat.” So ng, he went with the 
jackal following to Gold Den. henceforth the lion's 
leavings fell to the jackal, and he grew fat. 

Lying one day in his den, the lion told the jackal to 
scan the valleys from the mountain top, to see whether 
there were any elephants or horses or buffaloes about, ог. 
any other animals of which he, the jackal, was fond. 
If any such were in sight, the jackal was to report and say 
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with due obeisance, “Shine forth in thy might, Lord” Then 
the lion promised to kill and eat, giving а part to the 
jackal 80 the jackal used to climb the heights, and when- 
ever he espied below beasts to his taste, he would report 
it to the lion, and falling at his feet, say, * Shine forth in 
thy might, Lord." Hereon the lion would nimbly bound 
forth and slay the beast, even if it were a rutting elephant, 
and share the prime of the carcass with the jackal. 
Glutted with his meal, the jackal would then retire to his 
den and sleep. 

Now as time went on, the jackal grew bigger and 
bigger till he grew haughty. “Have not I too four legs?” 
he asked himself. “Why am Га pensioner day by day on 
others bounty? Henceforth / will kill elephants and other 
beasts, for my own eating. The lion, king of beasts, only 
kills them because of the formula, ‘Shine forth in thy 
might, Lord? ГІ make the lion call out to me, ‘Shine 
forth in thy might, jackal, and then Т kill an elephant 
for myse Accordingly he went to the lion, and pointing 
out that he had long lived on what the lion had killed, told 
his desire to eat an elephant of his own killing, ending with 
a request to the lion to let him, the jackal, couch in the 
lion’s corner in Gold Den whilst the lion was to climb the 
mountain to look out for an elephant. The quarry found, 
he asked that the lion should come to him in the den and 
say, “Shine forth in thy might, jackal.” He begged the 
lion not to grudge him this much. Said the lion, “Jackal, 
only lions сап kill elephants, nor has the world ever seen 
a jackal able to cope with them. Give up this fancy, and 
continue to feed on what I kill” But say what the lion 
could, the jackal would not give way, and still pressed his 
request. So at last the lion gave way, and bidding the 
jackal couch in the den, climbed the peak and thence 
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espied an elephant in rut. Returning to the mouth of 
the cave, he said, *Shine forth in thy might, jackal" 
Then from Gold Den the jackal nimbly bounded forth, 
looked around him on all four sides, and, thrice raising its 
howl, sprang at the elephant, meaning to fasten on its 
head. But missing his aim, he alighted at the elephant's 
feet. The infuriated brute raised its right foot and crushed. 
the jackals head, trampling the bones into powder. Then 
pounding the carcass into a mass, and dunging upon it, 
the elephant dashed trumpeting into the forest. Seeing 
all this, the Bodhisatta observed, * Now shine forth in thy 
might, jackal,” and uttered this stanza: 


Your mangled corpse, your brains mashed into clay, 
Prove how you've shone forth in your might to-day. 


Thus spake the Bodhisatta, and living to a good old 
age he passed away in the fulness of time to fare according 
to his deserts. 


See Jat. 204, p. 169, and parallels given there, Jit, 335 is a variant version, 


THE FOOLISH CROWS 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was а sea-spi Nowa crow with 
his mate came down in quest of food to the sea-shore 
where, just before, certain persons had been offering 
to the Nagas a sacrifice of milk, and rice, and fish, and 
meat and strong drink and the like. Up came the crow 
and with his mate ate freely of the elements of the sacrifice, 
and drank a great deal of the spirits. So they both got 
very drunk. ‘Then they wanted to disport themselves in 
the sea, and were trying to swim on the surf, when a wave 
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swept the hen-crow out to sea and а fish came and gobbled 
her up. 

* Oh, my poor wife is dead," cried the crow, bursting 
into tears and lamentations. "Then a crowd of crows were 
drawn by his wailing to the spot to learn what ailed him. 
And when he told them how his wife had been carried out 
to sea, they all began with one voice to lament. Suddenly 
the thought struck them that they were stronger than the 
sea and that all they had to do was to empty it out and 
rescue their comrade! Бо they set to work with their 
bills to empty the sea out by mouthfuls, betaking them- 
selves to dry land to rest so soon as their throats were sore 
with the salt water. And so they toiled away till their 
mouths and jaws were dry and inflamed and their eyes 
bloodshot, and they were ready to drop for weariness. 
Then in despair they turned to one another and said that 
it was in vain they laboured to empty the sea, for no sooner 
had they got rid of the water in one place than more 
flowed in, and there was all their work to do over again; 
they would never succeed in baling the water out of the 
sea. And, so saying, they uttered this stanza: 


Our jaws are tired, our mouths are sore; 
The sea refilleth evermore. 

Then all the crows fell to praising the beauty of her 
beak and eyes, her complexion, figure and sweet voice, 
saying that it was her excelleaces that had provoked the 
sea to steal her from them. But as they talked this 
nonsense, the sea-spirit made a bogey appear from the sea 
and so put them all to flight. In this wise they were saved. 


А much mutilated v 
of the birds are carried away 

to his bird Garutmat. Som. Lx. 163 ( 
of the dogs who try to drink 
Jacobs 71. 


1.10, (B.) 1. 12, Sandpiper and Sea. The eggs 
but restored by Vishnu on the birds appealing 
). (538) 1. 10, (Arab) v. Cf. the fable 
river dry in order to get out a hide, Phaedr. 1. 


THE GREEDY JACKAL CAUGHT 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Вепагев, the Bodhisatta was re-born into life as а jackal 
and dwelt in the forest by the river-side. Now an old 
elephant died by the banks of the Ganges, and the jackal, 
finding the carcass, congratulated himself on lighting upon 
such a store of meat. First he bit the trunk, but that was 
like biting a plough-handle. “The no eating here," 
ска! and took a bite at a tusk. But that was 

ing bones. Then he tried ап ear, but that was like 
chewing the rim of a winnowing-basket. So he fell to on 
the stomach, but found it as tough as a grain-basket. The 
feet were no better, for they were like a mortar. Next he 
tried the tail, but that was like the pestle. “That won't 
do either,” said the jackal ; and having failed elsewhere to 
find a toothsome part, he tried the rear and found that 
like eating a soft cake. “ At last,” said he, “Гуе found the 
right place,” and ate his way right into the belly, where he 
made a plenteous meal off the kidneys, heart and the rest, 
queaching his thirst with the blood. And when night 
came оп, he lay down inside. Ав he lay there, the thought 
came into the al's mind, “This carcass is both meat 
and house to me, and wherefore should I leave it?” So 
there he stopped, and dwelt in the elephants inwards, 
eating away. ‘Time wore on till the summer sun and the 
summer winds dried and shrank the elephants hide, 
until the entrance by which the jackal had got in was 
closed and the interior was in utter darkness. Thus the 
jackal was, as it were, cut off from the world and confined 
in the interspace between the worlds. After the hide, the 
flesh dried up and the blood was exhausted. In a frenzy 
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of despair, he rushed to and fro beating against his prison 
walls in the fruitless endeavour to escape. But as he 
bobbed up and down inside like a ball of rice in a boil- 
ing saucepan, soon a tempest broke and the downpour 
moistened the shell of the carcass and restored it to its 
former state, till light shone like a star through the way 
by which the jackal had got in. “Saved! saved!” cried 
the jackal, and, backing into the elephant's head made а 
rush head-first at the outlet. He managed to get through, 
it is true, but only by leaving all his hair on the w And 
first he ran, then he halted, and then sat down and sur- 
veyed his hairless body, now smooth as a palm-stem. 
*Ah!" he exclaimed, *this misfortune bas befallen me 
because of my greed and my greed alone. Henceforth I 
will not be greedy nor ever again get into the carcass of an 
elephant" And his terror found expression in this stanza: 


Once bitten, twice shy. Ah, great was my fear! 

Of elephants’ inwards henceforth 171 steer clear. 

And with these words the jackal made off, nor did he 

ever again so much as look either at that or at any other 

elephant's carcass. And thenceforth he was never greedy 
again. 

Hertel makes a far-fetched comparison with the fable in P. (В) t. 2, whe 


jackal breaks open а drum finds it empty, а fable which also occurs in K. D. 
Syr.) r. 2, (Arab) v., Som. ux. 56 (1. 30). 


THE RASH MAGICIAN 


Once on a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born into the family of a 
wealthy brahmin. Arriving at years of discretion, he went 
to study at Takkasila, where he received a complete edu- 
cation. In Benares as a teacher he enjoyed world-wide 

қат 9 
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fame and had five hundred young brahmins as pupils. 
Among these was one named баййуа, to whom the 
Bodhisatta taught the spell for raising the dead to life. 
But though the young man was taught this, he was not 
taught the counter charm. Proud of his new power, he 
went with his fellow-pupils to the forest wood-gathering, 
and there came on a dead tiger. 

* Now see me bring the tiger to life again," said he. 

* You can't," said they. 

“You look and you will see me do it.” 

* Well, if you can, do so," said they, and climbed up a 
tree forthwith. 

Then Sanjiva repeated his charm and struck the dead 
tiger with a potsherd. Up started the tiger and quick as 
lightning sprang at Sanjiva and bit him on the throat, 
killing him outright. Dead fell the tiger then and there, 
and dead fell Sanjiva too at the same spot. So there the 
two lay dead side by side. 

The young brahmins took their wood and went back to 
their master to whom they told the story. “Му dear pupils,” 
said he, * mark herein how by reason of shewing favour to 
the sinful and paying honour where it was not due, he has 
brought all this calamity upon himself. 
uttered this stanza : 


And so saying he 


Befriend a villain, aid him in his need, 
And, like that tiger which Safijiva raised 
То life, he straight devours you for your pains. 


Such was the Bodhisatta's lesson to the young brahmins, 
and after a life of almsgiving and other good deeds he 
passed away to fare according to his deserts. 


P. (В) v. 4, The Lion-makers, Vet. 
as in common with Vet, except a 


This tal . 527, Vet. 16, are the 
doubtful parallel in Jat. 200, p. 165. 


THE TWO GOOD KINGS 


Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was conceived by his Queen 
Consort; and the ceremonies proper to her state having 
been duly done!, she was afterwards safely delivered. On 
his name-day, the name they gave him was Prince Brah- 
madatta. 

Та course of time, he grew up, and at sixteen years 
went to 'l'akkasilà? for his education; where he mastered 
all branches of learning, and on his father’s death he 
became king in his stead, and ruled with uprightness and 
all rectitude, administering justice with no regard had to 
his own will or whim. And as he ruled thus justly, his 
ministers on their part were also just; thus, while all 
things were justly done, there was none who brought a 
false suit into court. Presently all the bustle of suitors 
ceased within the precincts of the palace; all day long the 
ministers might sit on the bench, and go away without 
seeing a single suitor. The courts were deserted. 

Then the Bodhisatta thought to himself, “Because of 
шу just government not one suitor comes to try issue in 
court; the old hubbub is quiet; the courts of law are 
deserted. Now I must search whether I һауе any fault 
in me; which if I find, 1 will eschew it, and live a good 
life hereafter" From that time he tried continually to 
find some one who would tell him of a fault; but of all 
who were about him ай court he could not find one such; 
nothing could he hear but good of himself. “Perhaps,” 
thought he, “they are all so much afraid of me that they 


1 Lit, “protection to the embryo”; doubtless some magical rite. 
° The great University town of India (Τάξιλα); it was in the Punjab, 
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say no ill of me but only good,” and so he went about to 
try those who were outside his walls. But with these it 
was just the same. "Then he made inquisition of the 
citizens at large, and outside the city questioned those 
who belonged to the suburbs at the four city g: Still 
there was none who had any fault to find; 
praises could he hear. Lastly, with intent to try the 
country side, he entrusted all government to his ministers, 
and mounted in his carriage, and taking only the driver 
with him, left the city in disguise. АП the country һе 
traversed, even to the frontier; but not a fault-finder could 
he light upon; all he could hear was only his own praises. 
So back he turned from the marches, and set his face 
homewards again by the high-road. 

Now it fortuned that at this very time Mallika, the king 
of Kosala, had done the very same thing. He too was a 
just king, and he had been searching for his faults; but 
amongst those about him there was none who had any 
fault to find; and hearing nothing but | „ he had been 
making enquiry throughout all the country, and had but 
then arrived at that same spot. 

These two met, in a place where Ше carriage-road was 
deeply sunk between two banks, and there was no room 
for one carriage to pass another. 

* Get your carriage out of the way!" said king Mallika's 
driver to the driver of the king of Benares. 

“Хо, no, driver,” said he, “out of the way with yours! 
Know that in this carriage sits the great monarch Brahma- 
datta, lord of the kingdom of Benares!” 

* Not so, driver!" replied the other, *in this carriage 
sits the great king Mallika, lord of the realm of Kosala! 
It is for you to make way, and to give place to the carriage 
of our king!" 
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“Why, heres a king too,” thought the driver of the 
king of Benares. “What in the world is to be done?” 
Then a thought struck him; he would enquire what should 
be the age of the two kings, so that the younger should 
give way to the elder. And he made enquiry of the other 
driver how old his king was; but he learnt that both were 
of the same age. Thereupon he asked the extent of this 
king's power, wealth, and glory, and all points touching 
his caste and clan and his family; discovering that both 
of them had a country three hundred leagues long, and 
that they were alike in power, wealth, glory, and the nature 
of their family and lineage. Then he bethought him that 
place might be given to the better man; so he requested 
that the other driver should describe his masters virtues. 
The man replied by the first verse of poetry following, in 
which he set forth his monarch's faults as though they 
were so many virtues: 


Rough to the roug а the mild with mildness sw 
Masters the good 1 s, and the bad with badness p: 
Give place, give place, O driver! such are this monareh's way 
id the man of the king of Benares, “із that all 
to say about your king's virtues?" “Yes,” said 
the other.—" If these are his virtues, what must his vices 
be!" “Vices be it, then,” quoth he, “if you will; but let 
us hear what your king's virtues may be like!” “Listen 
then," rejoined the first, and repeated the second vers 


y mildness, the bad with good 
г vanquishes and lies with truth v 
ace, 0 driver! such are this mona 


уз, 


He conquers wra 
By gifts the m 
Give place, give р 

At these words both king Mallika and his driver de- 
scended from their carriage, and loosed the horses, and 
moyed it out of the way, to give place to the king of 


1 Dhammapada, verse 223. 
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Benares Then the king of Benares gave good admonition 
to king Mallika, saying, “Thus and thus must you do” 
after which he returned to Benares, and there gave alms 
and did good all his life, till at the last he went to swell 
the hosts of heaven. And king Mallika took the lesson to 
heart; and after traversing the length and breadth of the 
land, and lighting upon none who had any fault to find in 
him, returned to his own city; where he gave alms all his 
life and did good, till at the end he too attained to heaven. 


ar contest of two minstrels ocenrs in the 
Πιο young fiercely drives into the old, who says, 
the highway, for I am the older.” “What matters that?” 
least wise give d 


ala (Crawfonl's translation, 
“Thou shouldst give me all 
ays the other; “let the 
ngs his legends by way of 


ach 


THE GRATEFUL ELEPHANT 


Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, there was a age of carpenters not far from 
the city, in which five hundred carpenters lived. ‘They 
would go up the river in a vessel, and enter the forest, 
where they would shape beams and planks for house- 
building, and put together the framework of one-storey 
or two-storey houses, numbering all the pieces from the 
mainpost onwards; these then they brought down to the 
river bank, and put them all aboard; then rowing down 
stream again, they would build houses to order as it was 
required of them; after which, when they received their 
wage, they went back again for more materials for the 
building, and in this way they made their livelihood. 

Once it befell that in a place where they were at work 
in shaping timbers, a certain Elephant trod upon a splinter 
of acacia wood, which pierced his foot, and caused it to 
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swell up and fester, and he was in great pain. In his 
agony, he caught the sound of these carpenters cutting 
wood. “There are some carpenters will cure me,” thought 
he; and limping on three feet, he presented himself before 
them, and lay down close by. The carpenters, noticing 
his swollen foot, went up and looked; there was the 
splinter sticking in it. With a sharp tool they made in- 
cision about the splinter, and tying a string to it, pulled 
it right out. Then they lanced the gathering, and washed 
it with warm water, and doctored it properly; and in a 
уегу short time the wound was healed. 

Grateful for this cure, the Elephant thought: “My life 
has been saved by the help of these carpenters; now 1 
must make myself useful to them.” So ever after that, 
he used to pull up trees for them, or when they were 
chopping he would roll up the logs; or bring them their 
adzes and any tools they might want, holding everything 
in his trunk like grim death. And the carpenters, when 
it was time to feed him, used to bring him each a portion 
of food, so that he had five hundred portions in all. 

Now this Elephant had a young one, white all over, a 
magnificent high-bred creature. The Elephant reflected 
that he was now old, and he had better bring his young 
one to serve the carpenters, and himself be left free to go. 
So without a word to the carpenters, he went off into the 
wood, and brought his son to them, saying, “This young 
Elephant is a son of mine. You saved my Ше, and I give 
him to you as a fee for your leecheraft; from henceforth 
he shall work for уоп” So he explained to the young 
Elephant that it was his duty to do the work which he 
had been used to do himself, and then went away into the 
forest, leaving him with the carpenters ter that 
time the young Elephant did all their work, faithfully and 
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obediently; and they fed him, as they had fed the other, 
with five hundred portions for a meal. 

His work once done, the Elephant would go play about 
in the river, and then return again. Тһе carpenters 
children used to pull him by the trunk, and play all sorts 
of pranks with him in water and out. Now noble creatures, 
be they elephants, horses, or men, never dung or stale in 
the water! 80 this Elephant did nothing of the kind 
when he was in the water, but waited until he came out 
upon the bank. 

One day, rain had fallen up river; and by the flood a 
half-dry cake of his dung was carried into the river. This 
floated down to the Benares landing place, where it stuck 
fast in a bush. Just then the King’s elephant keepers 
had brought down five hundred elephants to give them а 
bath. But the creatures scented this soil of a noble 
animal, and not one would enter the water; up went their 
tails, and of! they all ran. he keepers told this to the 
elephant trainers; who replied, “ТЪеге must be something 
in the water, then.” So orders were given to cleanse the 
water; and there in the bushes this lump was seen. “Thats 
what the matter is!" cried the men. So they brought a 
jar, and filled it with water; next powdering the stuff into 
it, they sprinkled the water over the elephants, whose 
bodies then became sweet. At once they went down into 
the river and bathed. 

When the trainers made their report to the king, they 
advised him to secure the Elephant for his own use and 
profit. 

Тһе king accordingly embarked upon a raft, and rowed 
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up stream until he arrived at the place where the carpenters 
had settled. Тһе young Elephant, hearing the sound of 
drums as he was playing in the water, came out and pre- 
sented himself before the carpenters, who one and all came 
forth to do honour to the king's coming, and said to him, 
“Sire, if woodwork is wanted, what need to come here? 
Why not send and have it brought to you?" 

“Хо, no, good friends,” the king answered, “ ‘tis not for 
wood that I come, but for this elephant here." 

“Не is yours, Sire!'—But the Elephant refused to 
budge. 

* What do you want me to do, gossip Elephant?" asked 
the king. 

* Order the 
spent on me, 8; 

* Willingly, friend.” And the king ordered an hundred 
thousand pieces of money to be laid by his tail, and trunk, 
and by each of his four feet. But this was not enough 
for the Elephant; go he would not. So to each of the 
carpenters was given a pair of cloths, and to each of their 
wives robes to dress in, nor did he omit to give enough 
whereby his playmates the children should be brought up; 
then with a last look upon the carpenters, and the women, 
and the children, he departed in company with the king. 

To his capital city the king brought him; and city and 
stable were decked out with all magnificence. He led the 
Elephant round the city in solemn procession, and thence 
into his stable, which was fitted up with splendour and 
pomp. ‘There he solemnly sprinkled the Elephant, and 
appointed him for his own riding; like a comrade he 
treated him, and gave him the half of his kingdom, taking 
as much care of him as he did of himself. After the coming 
of this Elephant, the king won supremacy over all India. 


arpenters to be paid for what they have 
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In course of time the Bodhisatta was conceived by the 
Queen Consort; and when her time was near come to be 
delivered, the king died. Now if the Elephant learnt 
news of the king's death, he was sure to break his heart; 
so he was waited upon as before, and not a word said. 
But the next neighbour, the king of Kosala, heard of the 
kings death. “Surely the land is at my mercy," thought 
he; and marched with a mighty host to the city, and 
beleaguered it. Straight the gates were closed, and a 
message was sent to the king of Kosala: *Our Queen is 
near the time of her delivery; and the astrologers have 
declared that in seven days she shall bear a son. If she 
bears a son, we will not yield the kingdom, but on the 
seventh day we will give you battle. For so long we pray 
you wait!" And to this the king agreed. 

In seven days the Queen bore a son. On his name-day 
they called him Prince Winheart, because, said they, he 
was born to win the hearts of the people. 

On the very same day that he was born, the townsfolk 
began to do battle with the king of Kosala. But as they 
had no leader, little by little the army gave way, great 
though it was. The courtiers told this news to the Queen, 
adding, “Since our army loses ground in this way, we fear 
defeat. But the state Elephant, our king's bosom friend, 
has never been told that the king is dead, and a son born 
to him, and that the king of Kosala is here to give us 
battle. Shall we tell him?” 

“Yes, do 80, said the Queen. So she dressed up her 
son, and laid him in a fine linen cloth; after which she 
with all the court came down from the palace and entered 
the Elephants stable. There she laid the babe at the 
Elephant's feet, saying, ^ Master, your comrade is dead, 
but we feared to tell it you lest you might break your 
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heart. This is your comrade’s son; Ше king of Kosala 
has run a leaguer about the city, and is making war upon 
your son; the army is losing ground; either kill your son 
yourself, or else win the kingdom back for him !” 

At once the Elephant stroked the child with his trunk, 
and lifted him upon his own head; then making moan 
and lamentation he took him down and laid him in his 
mothers arms, and with the words—*I will master the 
king of Kosala!" he went forth hastily. 

Then the courtiers put his armour and capari 
upon him, and unlocked the city gate, and escorted him 
thither. The Elephant emerging trumpeted, and frightened 
all the host so that they ran away, and broke up the 
camp; then seizing the king of Kosala by his topknot, he 
carried him to the young prince, at whose feet he let him 
fall. Some rose to kill him, but them the Elephant stayed ; 
and he let the captive king go with this advice: “Be 
careful for the future, and be not presumptuous by reason 
that our Prince is young.” 

After that, the power over all India fell into the Bod- 
hisatta’s own hand, and not a foe was able to rise up 
against him. The Bodhisatta was consecrated at the age 
of seven years, as King Winheart; just was his reign, and 
when he came to life’s end he attained to heaven. 


‘The story of Androcles or Androclus and the lion is given by Aulus Gellius, v. 14, 
on the authority of Apion, who says that he saw it in Rome with 
ef. Aelian, De An. Nat. vit. De Ben, 11.19, tells a similar 
seen by himself in the amphitheatre, whi 
tected him from the attacks of the othe 
story is of a soldier, who finds the lion νὴ 
by the king to be devoured. 


is own eyes, 
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THE PET ELEPHANT 


Once upon a time, while Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born of a brahmin family. 
On growing up he left his worldly home and took to the 
religious life, and in time became Ше leader of a company 
of five hundred anchorites, who all lived together in the 
region of Himalaya. 

Amongst these anchorites was а headstrong and un- 
teachable person named Indasamánagotta. Не had a 
pet elephant. The Bodhisatta sent for him when he found 
this out, and asked if he really did Ксер a young elephant ? 
Yes, the man said, he had an elephant which had lost its 
dam. “Well,” the Bodhisatta said, “when elephants grow 
up they kill even those who foster them; so you had 
better not keep it any longer.” “ But I cant live without 
him, my Teacher!” was the reply. “Oh, well,” said the 
Bodhisatta, “ youll live to repent it." 

llowbeit he still reared the creature, and by and by 
it grew to an immense size. 

It happened once that the anchorites had all gone far 
afield to gather roots and fruits in the forest, and they 
were absent for several days. At the first breath of the 
south wind this elephant fell in a frenzy. “Destruction 
to this hut!" thought he, “TI smash the water-ja 
overturn the stone bench! PFH tear up the pallet! ГИ kill 
the hermit, and then off ГИ go!” So he sped into the 
jungle, and waited watching for their return. 

His master came first, laden with food for his pet. As 
soon as he saw him, he hastened up, thinking all was well. 
Out rushed the elephant from the thicket, and seizing 


1 Or, “with his usual greeting, ог signal" 
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him in his trunk, dashed him to the ground, then with a 
blow on the head crushed the life out of him; and madly 
trumpeting, he scampered into the forest. 

Тһе other anchorites brought this news to the Вой- 
hisatta. Said he, “We should have no dealings with the 
bad"; and then he repeated these two verses: 

Friendship with evil let the good eschew, 

The good, who know what duty bids them do: 
"They will work mischief, be it soon or late, 

Even as the elephant his master slew. 


But if a kindred spi 
In virtue, wisdom, learning like to thee, 

Choose such au one to be thy own t 
Good friends and blessing go in company. 


it thou shalt see, 


пе friend ; 


In this way the Bodhisatta shewed his band of anchorites 
that it is well to be docile and not obstinate. Then he 
performed Indasamanagotta’s obsequies, and cultivating 
the Excellences, came at last into Brahma’s heaven. 


Та Jat, 43 an ascetic keeps а tame viper in a bamboo tube. It is neglected for 
several days, and when taken out bites and kills him. 
frozen Snake, Halm 97, Babr. 167.  Hausrath com 
giving Snake. . 136, p. 11 
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THE MONGOOSE AND THE SNAKE 


Once on a time, when Brahmadatta was king of Benares, 
the Bodhisatta was born in a certain village as one of a 
brahmin family. When he came of age, he was educated 
at Takkasilà; then, renouncing the world he became a 
recluse, cultivated the Faculties and the Attainments, 
and dwelt in the region of Himalaya, living upon wild 
roots and fruits which he picked up in his goings to and 
fro. 

At the end of his cloistered walk lived a Mongoose in 
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an ant-heap; and not far off, a Snake lived in a hollow 
tree. These two, Snake and Mongoose, were perpetually 
quarrelling. The Bodhisatta preached to them the misery 
of quarrels and the blessing of cultivating friendship, and 
reconciled the two together, saying, “You ought to cease 
your quarrelling and live together at one.” 

When the Serpent was abroad, the Mongoose at the 
end of the walk lay with his head out of the hole in his 
ant-hill, and his mouth open, and thus fell asleep, heavily 
drawing his breath in and out. The Bodhisatta saw him 
sleeping there, and asking him, * Why, what are you afraid 
of?” repeated the first stanza: 


ure!, your egg-born enemy a faithful friend is mad 
[у sleep you there with teeth all bare? of what are you 


“Father,” said the Mongoose, “never despise a former 
enemy, but always suspect him”: and he repeated the 
second stanza: 

Never despise an enemy nor ever trust а friend : 
A fear that springs from unfeared things uproots and makes an end. 


“Fear not,” replied the Bodhisatta. “I have persuaded 
the Snake to do you no harm; distrust him no more.” 
With this advice, he proceeded to cultivate the Four 
Excellences, and became destined for Brahma's heaven. 
And the others too passed away to fare hereafter ac- 
cording to their deeds. 


The doctrine of the mongoose is the sume as that taught in The Crows and the 
Ок, the frame story of Р. ш. ΟΕ Jat, 141, p. 191. The jataka appears to be а 
folktale modified to counteract such mor 
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THE JACKAL BETRAYED BY HIS HOWL 


Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Вепагев, the Bodhisatta was born as a young Lion, and 
was the king of many lions. With a suite of lions he 
dwelt in Silver Cave. Near by was a Jackal, living in 
another cave. 

One day, after a shower of rain, all the Lions were 
together at the entrance of their leader's cave, roaring 
loudly and gambolling about as lions use. As they were 
thus roaring and playing, the Jackal too lifted up his 
voice. “Негев this Jackal, giving tongue along with us!" 
said the Lions; they felt ashamed, and were silent. When 
they all fell silent, the Bodhisatta’s cub asked him this 
question. “Father, all these Lions that were roaring and 
playing about have fallen silent for very shame on hearing 
yon creature. What creature is it that betrays itself thus 
by its voice?" and he repeated the first stanza: 


Who is it with a mighty ery makes Daddara resound ? 
Who is it, Lord of Beasts? and why has he no welcome found 


At his son’s words the old Lion repeated the second 
stanza: 


The Jackal, of all beasts most vile, ^tis he that makes that sound: 
The Lions loathe his basen while they sit in silence round. 


In P. (B) iv. 4 Боп brings home a young jackal, which is brought up with two 
young lions, and through his cowardice makes them lose their courage. In Jat, 188 
а cub, a cross between a lion jackal, is like a lion in form, but is betrayed by 
his howl Cf. Culler, i. 362), the offspring of a hen and crow eaws 
when it tries to crow and rice cers, 


THE PENNY-WISE MONKEY 


Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, he had а Councillor who was his right-hand man 
and gave him advice in things spiritual and temporal. 
There was a rising on the frontier, and the troops there 
stationed sent the king a letter. Тһе king started, rainy 
season though it was, and formed a camp in his park. 
Тһе Bodhisatta stood before the king. At that moment 
the people had steamed some peas for the horses, and 
poured them out into a trough. One of the monkeys that 
lived in the park jumped down from a tree, filled his 
mouth and hands with the peas, then up again, and sitting 
down in the tree he began to eat. As he ate, one pea fell 
from his hand upon the ground. Down dropped at once 
all the peas from his hands and mouth, and down from 
the tree he came, to hunt for the lost pea. But that pea 
he could not find; so he climbed up his tree again, and 
sat still, very glum, looking like some one who had lost a 
thousand in some lawsuit. 

The king observed how the monkey had done, and 
pointed it out to the Bodhisatta. “Friend, what do you 
think of that?" he asked. То which the Bodhisatta made 
answer: King, this is what fools of little wit are wont to 
do; they spend a pound to win a penny”; and he went 
on to repeat the first stanza: 

A foolish monkey, living in the trees, 

0 king, when both his hands were full of peas, 

Has thrown them all away to look for one: 

There is no wisdom, Sire, in such as these, 
hen the Bodhisatta approached the king, and ad- 
ing him again, repeated the second stanza: 
Such are we, 0 mighty monarch, such all those that gi 
Losing much to gain a little, like the monkey and the p 


dy be: 
Y 


THE INCOMPARABLE ARCHER 145 


On hearing this address the king turned and went 
straight back to Benares. Апа the outlaws hearing that 
the king had set forth from his capital to make mincemeat 
of his enemies, hurried away from the borders. 

D. (Syr) г 
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THE INCOMPARABLE ARCHER 


Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was conceived as the son of the 
Queen Consort. She was safely delivered; and on his 
name-day they gave him the name of Asadisa-Kumara, 
Prince Peerless. About the time he was able to walk, 
the Queen conceived one who was also to be a good being. 
She was safely delivered, and on the name-day they called 
the babe Brahmadatta-Kumara, or Prince Heaven-sent. 

When Prince Peerless was sixteen, he went to Tak- 
kasila for his education, There at the feet of a world- 
famed teacher he learnt the Three Vedas and the Eighteen 
Accomplishments; in the science of archery he was peer- 
less; then he returned to Benares. 

When the king was on his deathbed he commanded 
that Prince Peerless should be king in his stead, and 
Prince Brahmadatta the viceroy. Then he died; after 
which the kingship was offered to Peerless, who refused, 
saying that he cared not for it. So they consecrated 
Brahmadatta to be king by sprinkling him. Peerless 
cared nothing for glory, and wanted nothir 

While the younger brother ruled, Peerless lived in all 
royal state. The slaves came and slandered him to his 
brother; “Prince Peerless wants to be king!” said they. 

FORT. 10 
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Brahmadatta believed them, and allowed himself to be 
deceived; he sent some men to take Peerless prisoner. 


One of Prince Peerless’ attendants told him what was 
afoot. He waxed angry with his brother, and went away 
into another country. When he arrived there, he sent in 
word to the king that an archer was come, and awaited 
him. *What wages does he ask?" the king enquired. 
“A hundred thousand a year" “Good,” said the king; 
“let him enter.” 

Peerless came into the presence, and stood waiting. 
“Are you the archer?” asked Ше king. “ Yes, Sire." * Very 
well, I take you into my service? After that Peerless 
remained in the service of this king. But the old archers 
were annoyed at the wage which was given him; “Too 
much," they grumbled. 

One day it so happened that the king went out into 
his park. There, at foot of a mango tree, where a screen 
had been put up before a certain stone seat of ceremony, 
he reclined upon a magnificent couch. He happened to 
look up, and there right at Ше treetop he saw a cluster 
of mango fruit. “It is too high to climb for,” thought he; 
so summoning his archers, he asked them whether they 
could cut off yon cluster with an arrow, and bring it down 
for him. “Oh,” said they, “that is not much for us to do. 
But your majesty has seen our skill often enough. The 
newcomer is so much better paid than we, that perhaps 
you might make him bring down the fruit.” 

Then the king sent for Peerless, and asked him if he 
could do it. “Oh yes, your Majesty, if I may choose my 
position? “What position do you want!" “The place 
where your couch stands.” The king had the couch re- 
moyed, and gaye place. 

Peerless had no bow in his hand; he used to carry 
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it underneath his body-cloth; so һе must needs have а, 
screen. 'lhe king ordered a screen to be brought and 
spread for him, and our archer went in. He dotted Ше 
white cloth which he wore over all, and put on a red cloth 
next his skin; then he fastened his girdle, and donned 
a red waisteloth. From а bag he took out a sword in 
pieces, which he put together and girt on his left side. 
Next he put on а mailcoat of gold, fastened his bow-case 
over his back, and took out his great ramshorn bow, made 
in several pieces, which he fitted together, fixed the bow- 
string, red as coral; put a turban upon his head; twirling 
the arrow with his nails, he threw open the screen and 
came out, looking like a Naga prince just emerging 
from the riven ground. Не went to the place of shooting, 
arrow set to bow, and then put this question to the king. 
* Your Majesty," said he, *am I to bring this fruit down 
with an upward shot, or by dropping the arrow upon it?" 
“Му son,” said the king, “I have often seen a mark 
brought down by the upward shot, but never one taken 
in the fall. You had better make the shaft fall on it.” 
*Your Majesty, said the archer, *this arrow will fly 
high. Up to the heaven of the Four Great Kings it will 
fly, and then return of itself. You must please be patient 
till it retarns" The king promised. Then the archer 
said again, “Your Majesty, this arrow in its upshot will 
pierce the stalk exactly in the middle; and when it comes 
down, it will not swerve a hairsbreadth either way, but 
hit the same spot to a nicety, and bring down the cluster 
with it” Then he sped the arrow forth swiftly. As Ше 
arrow went up it pierced the exact centre of the mango 
stalk. By the time the archer knew his arrow had 
reached the place of the Four Great Kings, he let fly 
another arrow with greater speed than the first. This 
10-2 


148 THE INCOMPARABLE ARCHER 


struck the feather of the first arrow, and turned it back ; 
then itself went up as far as the heaven of the Thirty-three 
gods. "There the deities caught and kept it. 

The sound of the falling arrow as it cleft the air was 
as the sound of a thunderbolt. “What is that noise?” 
asked every man. “That is the arrow falling,” our archer 
replied. The bystanders were all frightened to death, for 
fear the arrow should fall on them; but Peerless com- 
forted them. “Fear nothing,” said he, “and I will see 
that it does not fall on the earth.” Down came the arrow, 
not a hairbreadth out either way, but neatly cut through 
the stalk of the mango cluster. The archer caught the 
arrow in one hand and the fruit in the other, so that they 
should not fall upon the ground. “We never saw such a 
thing before!” cried the onlookers, at this marvel. How 
they praised the great man! how they cheered and clapped 
and snapped their fingers, thousands of kerchiefs waving 
in the air! In their joy and delight the courtiers gave 
presents to Peerless amounting to ten millions of money. 
And the king too showered gifts and honours upon him 
like rain. 

While the Bodhisatta was receiving such glory and 
honour at the hands of this king, seven kings, who knew 
that there was no Prince Peerle: S, drew a 
leaguer around the city, and summoned its king to fight 
or yield. The king was frightened out of his life. “Where 
is my brother?” he asked. “He is in the service of a 
neighbouring king,” was the reply. “If my dear brother 
does not come,” said he, “ 1 am a dead man. Go, fall at 
his feet in my name, appease him, bring him hither!" 
His messengers came and did their errand. Peerless took 
leave of his master, and returned to Benares, Не com- 
forted his brother and bade him fear nothing; then 
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scratched! a message upon an arrow to this effect: “1, 
Prince Peerless, am returned. I mean to kill you all with 
one arrow which I will shoot at you. Let those who care 
for life make their escape." This he shot so that it fell 
upon the very middle of а golden dish, from which the 
seven kings were eat together. When they read the 
writing they all fled, half-dead with fright. 

Thus did our Prince put to flight seven kings, without 
shedding even so much blood as a little fly might drink ; 
then, looking upon his younger brother, he renounced his 
lusts, and forsook the world, cultivated the Faculties and 
the Attainments, and at his lifes end came to Brahma's 
heaven. 

v, Manual of Buddhism, 114, - The latter part of the stor 


is given very 
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Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, four brahmins, brothers, of the land of Kasi, left 
the world and became hermits; they built themselves four 
huts in a row in the highlands of the Himalaya, and there 
they lived. 

The eldest brother died, and was born as Sakka. 
Knowing who he had been, he used to visit the others 
every seven or eight days, and lend them a helping hand. 

One day, he visited the eldest of the anchorites, and 
after the usual greeting, took his seat to one side. “Well, 
Sir, how can I serve you?" he enquired. Тһе hermit, who 
was suffering from jaundice, replied, *Fire is what I 


1 In the Mahārastu it is wrapt round it (2. p. 82. 14, paricethite); so іп Hardy. 


150 ТНЕ MAGIC TREASURES 


want.” Sakka gave him а razor-axe. (А razor-axe is so 
called because it serves as razor or as axe according as 
you fit it into the handle.) " WI aid the hermit, * who 
is there to get me firewood with this? If you want a 
fire, біт,” replied Sakka, “аП you have to do is to strike 
your hand upon the axe and say— Fetch wood and make 
а fire!’ The axe will fetch the wood and make you the 
fire." 

After eiving him this razor-axe he next visited the 
second brother, and asked him the same question—* How 
can I serve you, 5 Now there was an elephant track 
by his hut, and the creatures annoyed him. 80 he told 
Sakka that he was annoyed by elephants, and wanted 
them to be driven aw: Sakka gave him a drum. “If 
you beat upon this side, Sir," he explained, “your enemies 
will run away; but if you strike the other, they will become 
your firm friends, and will encompass you with an army 
in fourfold array.” Then he handed him the drum. 

Lastly he made a visit to the youngest, and asked as 
before how he could serve him. Не too had jaundice, 
and what he said was—* Please give me some curds” 
Sakka gave him a milk-bowl, with these words: *'Turn 
this over if you want anything, and a great river will pour 
out of it, and will flood the whole place, and it will be 
able even to win a kingdom for you.” With these words 
he departed. 

After this the axe used to make fire for the eldest 
brother, the second used to beat upon one side of his 
drum and drive the elephants away, and the youngest had 
his eurds to eat. 

About this time a wild boar, that lived in a ruined 
village, lit upon a gem possessed of magic power. Picking 
up the gem in his mouth, he rose in the air by its magic. 
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From afar he could see an isle in mid-ocean, and there 
he resolved to live. So descending he chose a pleasant 
spot beneath a fig tree, and there he made his abode. 

One day he fell asleep under the tree, with the jewel 
lying in front of him. Now a certain man from the Kas 
country, who had been turned out of doors by his parents 
as a ne'er-do-well, had made his way to a seaport, where 
he embarked on shipboard as a sailors drudge. In mid- 
sea the ship was wrecked, and he floated upon a plank 
to this island. As he wandered in search of fruit, he espied 
our boar fast asleep. Quietly he crept up, seized the 
gem, and found himself by magic rising through the air! 
He alighted on the fig tree, and pondered. “Тһе 
magic of this gem,” thought he, “has taught yon boar 
to be a sky-walker; thats how he got here, I suppose. 
“Well! I must kill him and make a meal of him first; 
and then ГП be ой” So he snapt off a twig, dropping it 
upon the boars head. The boar woke up, and seeing по 
gem, ran trembling up and down. The man up in Ше 
tree laughed. Тһе boar looked up, and seeing him ran 
his head against the tree, and killed himself. 

The man came down, lit a fire, cooked the boar and 
made a meal. Then he r up in the sky, and set out 
оп his journey. 

As he passed over the Himalaya, he saw the hermits’ 
settlement. So he descended, and spent two or three 
days in the eldest brothers hut, entertaining and enter- 
tained, and he found out the virtue of the axe. He made 
up his mind to get it for himself. So he shewed our 
hermit the virtue of his gem, and offered to exchange it 
for Ше axe. The hermit longed to be able to pass through 
mid-air’, and struck the bargain. The man took the axe, 


1 This was one of the supernatural powers much coveted by Buddhists. 
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and departed; but before he had gone very far, he struck 
upon it and said—"Axe! smash that hermit's skull and 
bring the gem to me!” Off flew the axe, clove the hermits 
skull, and brought the gem back. 

"Then the man hid the axe away, and paid a visit to 
the second brother. With him the visitor stayed a few 
days, and soon discovered the power of his drum. Then 
he exchanged his gem for the drum, as before, and as 
before made the axe cleave the owner's skull After this 
he went on to the youngest of the three hermits, found 
out the power of the milk-bowl, gave his jewel in exchange 
for it, and as before sent his axe to cleave the man's skull. 
Thus he was now owner of jewel, axe, drum, and milk- 
bowl, all four. 

He now rose up and passed through the air. Stopping 
hard by Benares he wrote a letter which he sent by a 
messengers hands, that the king must either fight him or 
yield. On receipt of this message the king sallied forth 
to “seize the scoundrel.” But he beat on one side of 
his drum, and was promptly surrounded by an army in 
fourfold array. When he saw that the king had deployed 
his forces, he then overturned the milk-bowl, and a great 
river poured forth; multitudes were drowned in the river 
of curds, Next he struck upon his axe. “Fetch me the 
kings head!" cried he; away went the axe, and came 
back and dropt the head at his feet. Not a man could 
raise hand against him. 

So encompassed by a mighty host, he entered the city, 
and caused himself to be anointed king under the title of 
king Dadhi-vahana, or Carried-on-the-Curds, and ruled 
righteously. 

One day, as the king was amusing himself by casting 
a net into the river, he caught a mango fruit, fit for the 
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gods, which had floated down from Lake Kannamunda. 
When the net was hauled out, the mango was found, and 
shown to the king. It was a huge fruit, as big as a basin, 
round, and golden in colour. Тһе king asked what the 
fruit was: Mango, said the foresters. Не ate it, and had 
the stone planted in his park, and watered with milk-water. 

Тһе tree sprouted up, and in three years it bore fruit. 
Great was the worship paid to this tree; milk-water was 
poured about it; perfumed garlands with five sprays! 
were hung upon it; wreaths were festooned about it; а, 
lamp was kept burning, and fed with scented oil; and all 
round it was a sereen of cloth. The fruit was sweet, and 
had the colour of fine gold. King Dadhi-vahana, before 
sending presents of these mangoes to other kings, used to 
priek with a thorn that place in the stone where the 
sprout would come from, for fear of their growing the like 
by planting it. When they ate the fruit, they used to 
plant the stone; but they could not get it to take root. 
They enquired the reason, and learnt how the matter was. 

One king asked his gardener whether he could spoil 
the flavour of this fruit, and turn it bitter on the tree. 
Yes, the man said he could; so his king gave him a 
thousand pieces and sent him on his errand. 

So soon as he had arrived іп Benares, the man sent а 
message to the king that a gardener was come. The king 
admitted him to the presence. After the man had saluted 
him, the king asked, “You are a gardener?” “Yes, Sire,” 


1 The meaning of gandhapaicangulikane is uncertain, Perhaps a garland in 
which sprouts or twigs were arranged radiating like the fingers of a hand. See 
Morris in JP7S, 1884, р. 84. The spread hand is in many places a symbol used to 

ቲ the evil eşe. In some s of Indi ed on the house walls (North 
Ind. N. and Ф, i. 42); it is carved on Phoenician tombstones (see those in the 
Bibliothèque Nationale in Paris); and I have seen it in all parts of Syria, on Ше 


houses 


of Jews, Christians, and Moslems. (Dr Rouse.) 
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said the man, and began to sound his own praises. “Very 
well,” said the king, “you may go and assist my park- 
keeper.” So after that these used both to look after the 
royal grounds. 

The new comer managed to make the park look more 
beautiful by forcing flowers and fruit out of their season. 
This pleased the king, so that he dismissed the former 
keeper and gave the park into sole charge of the new 
one. No sooner had this man got the park into his 
own hands than he planted nimbs and creepers about 
the choice mango tree. By and by the nimbs sprouted 
up. Above and below, root with root, and branch with 
branch, these were all entangled with the mango tree. 
Thus this tree, with its sweet fruit, grew bitter as the 
bitter-leaved nimb by the company of this noxious and 
sour plant. As soon as the gardener knew that the fruit 
had gone bitter, he took to his heels. 

King Dadhi-vahana went a-walking in his pleasaunce, 
and took a bite of the mango fruit. Тһе juice in his 
mouth tasted like a nasty nimb; swallow it he could not, 
so he coughed and spat it out. Now at that time the 
Bodhisatta was his temporal and spiritual counsellor. 
The king turned to him. “Wise Sir, this tree is as care- 
fully cared for as ever, and yet its fruit has gone bitter. 
Whats the meaning of it?" and asking this question, he 
repeated the first stanza: 


Sweet was once the mango’s savour, sweet its scent, its colour gold : 
What has caused this bitter flavour? for we tend it as of old. 
The Bodhisatta explained the reason in the second 
stanza: 
Round about the trunk entwining, branch with branch, and root with 
root, 
See the bitter ereeper climbing; that is what has spoilt yonr fruit: 
io you see bad company will make the better follow suit, 


THE IN THE LIONS SKIN 1 


On hearing this the Bodhisatta caused all the nimbs 
and creepers to be removed, and their roots pulled up; 
the noxious soil was all taken away, and sweet earth put 
in its place; and the tree was carefully fed with sweet 
water, milk-water, scented water. Then by absorbing all 
this sweetness its fruit grew sweet again. The king put 
his former gardener in charge of the park, and after his 
life was done passed away to fare according to his deserts. 


‘This tale belongs to the same group as Grimm Хо, 36, The Wishing Table, the 
Gold-Ass, and the Cudgel in the Suck; No, 54, The Knapsack, the Hat, and the 
Horn (to which see the bibliographical uote in Hunts edition). (Dr Rouse.) СГ 
also the note on Jat. 400, p. 269, and Clouston, i, treasures, 


THE ASS IN THE LIONS SKIN 

Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born in a farmer's family, 
and when he grew up he got a livelihood by tillage. 

At the same time there was a Merchant who used to 
go about hawking goods, which a donkey carried for him. 
Wherever he went, he used to take his bundle off the ass, 
and throw a lionskin over him, and then turn him loose 
in the rice and barley fields. When the watchmen saw 
this creature, they imagined him to be a lion, and so 
durst not come near him. 

One day this hawker stopped at a certain village, and 
while he was getting his own breakfast cooked, he turned 
the ass loose in a barley field with the lionskin on. The 
watchmen thought it was a lion, and durst not come near, 
but fled home and gave the alarm. All the villagers 
armed themselves, and hurried to the field, shouting and 
blowing on conchs and beating drums. The ass was 
frightened out of his wits, and gave a hee-haw! Then the 
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Bodhisatta, seeing that it was a donkey, repeated the first 
stanza: 
Nor lion пог tiger I see, 
Not even а panther is hı 
But a donkey—the wretched old hac 
With a lionskin over his back! 

As soon as the villagers learnt that it was only an ass, 
they cudgelled him till they broke his bones, and then went 
off with the lionskin. When the Merchant appeared, and 
found that his ass had come to grief, he repeated the 
second stanza: 

The donkey, if he had been wise, 

Might long the green barley have eaten; 

A lionskin was his disguise 
But he gave a hee-haw, and got beaten! 

As he was in the act of uttering these words, the ass 
expired. Тһе Merchant left him, and went his way. 


In P. (T) ш. 1 the skin is 


In P. (B) tv. 7 it is cha 
more familiar further south. А trace of the 
where a panther is referred to, Iu Aesop( 
d notes, dn he use of Ше skin is not given 


The earliest reference to the. 
rence in P 


follows 
is Lucian, Piscat, c supposed 
lion’s skin of Hercules, nor is there nece 
п. 1, 64. Of. Hansrath, Jacobs 57. 


THE PRIEST IN HORSE-TRAPPINGS 


Once upon a time, when king Brahmadatta was reigning 
in Benares, the Bodhisatta was born of his chief queen. 
He came of age, and his father passed away ; and then he 
became king and ruled in righteousnes: 

The Bodhisatta had a family priest named Ruhaka, 
and this Ruhaka had an old brahmin woman to wife. 

The king gave the brahmin a horse aecoutred with all 
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its trappings, and he mounted the horse and went to wait 
upon the king. As he rode along on the back of his 
richly caparisoned steed, the people on this side and that 
were loud in its praise: *See that fine horse!" they cried; 
*what a beauty!" 

When he came home again, he went into his mansion 
and told his wife, “Goodwife,” said he, “our horse is 
passing fine! Right and left the people are all speaking 
in praise of i 

Now his wife was no better than she should be, and full 
of deceit; so she made reply to him thus. 

* Ah, husband, you do not know wherein lies the beauty 
of this horse. It is all in his fine trappings. Now if you 
would make yourself fine like the horse, put his trappings 
on yourself and go down into the street, prancing along 
horse-fashion. You will see the king, and he will praise 
you, and all the people will praise you." 

This fool of a brahmin listened to it all, but did not 
know what she purposed. So he believed her, and did as 
she had said. АП that saw him laughed aloud: *'There 
goes a fine professor!" said they all. And the king cried 
shame on him. “Why, my Teacher,” said he, “has your 
bile gone wrong? Are you crazy?" At this the brahmin 
thought that he must have behaved amiss, and he was 
ashamed. бо he was wroth with his wife, and made haste 
home, saying to himself, “Тһе woman has shamed me 
before the king and all his army: I will chastise her and 
turn her out of doors!" 

But Ше crafty woman found out that he had come 
home in anger; she stole a march on him, and departed 
by a side door, and made her way to the palace, where 
she stayed four or five days. When the king heard of it, 
he sent for his priest, and said to him, 
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“Му Teacher, all womankind are full of faults; you 
ought to forgive this lady”; and with intent to make him 
forgive he uttered the first stanza: 

Even a broken bowstring cun be mended and made whole: 
Forgive your wife, and cherish not this anger in your soul. 
Hearing this, Ruhaka uttered the second: 

While there is bark and workmen too 

"Tis easy to buy bowstrings new. 

Another wife T will proeun 

Гуе had enough of this one, sure. 

So saying, he sent her away, and took him another 
brahmin woman to wife. 


P. (В) ту. 6. The ministers wife makes him have his head shaved, and the kings 
wife drives her husband with a bridle. When the king asks his minister why he із 
shaven at the wrong time, the minister retorts on the king's folly. This latter point 
was probably omitted in the jataka in order to fit it into the bodhisatta theory. Cf. 


INGRATITUDE PUNISHED 


Once upon a time, when king Brahmadatta reigned 
over Benares, the Bodhisatta was born as his chief queen's 
son. On his name-day, they called him Prince Paduma, 
the Lotus Prince. After him came six younger brothers. 
One after another these seven came of age and married 
and settled down, living as the king’s companions. 

One day the king looked out into the palace courts, 
and as he looked he saw these men with a great following 
on their way to wait upon himself. He conceived the 
suspicion that they meant to slay him, and seize his 
kingdom. So he sent for them, and after this fashion 
bespake them. 

“My sons, you may not dwell in this town. So go 
elsewhere, and when I die you shall return and take the 
kingdom which belongs to our family.” 


INGRATITUDE PUNISHED 159 


They agreed to their father's words; and went home 
weeping and wailing. “It matters not where we go!" they 
cried; and taking their wives with them, they left the city, 
and journeyed along the road. By and by they came to 
а wood, where they could get no food or drink. And 
being unable to bear the pangs of hunger, they deter- 
mined to save their lives at the women's cost. They 
seized the youngest brother's wife, and slew her; they cut 
up her body into thirteen parts, and ate it. But the 
Bodhisatta and his wife set aside one portion, and ate 
the other between them. 

Thus they did six days, and slew and ate six of the 
women; and each day the Bodhisatta set one portion 
aside, so that he had six portions saved. On the seventh 
day the others would have taken the Bodhisatta's wife to 
kill her; but instead he gave them the six portions which 
he had kept. “Hat these,” said he; “to-morrow I will 
manage" "They all did eat the flesh; and when the time 
came that they fell asleep, the Bodhisatta and his wife 
made off together. 

When they had gone a little space, the woman said, 
* Husband, I сап go no further.” So the Bodhisatta took 
her upon his shoulders, and at sunrise he came out of the 
wood. When the sun was risen, said she —“ Husband, I 
am thirsty!” 

“There is no water, dear wife!" said he. 

But she begged him again and again, until he struck 
his right knee with his sword, and said, 

“Water there is none; but sit you down and drink the 
blood here from my knee.” And so she did. 

By and by they came to the mighty Ganges. They 
drank, they bathed, they ate all manner of fruits, and 
rested in a pleasant spot. And there by a bend of the 
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river they made a hermit's hut and took up their abode 
in it. 

Now it happened that a robber in the regions of Upper 
Ganges had been guilty of high treason. His hands and 
feet, and his nose and ears had been cut ой; and he was 
laid in a canoe, and left to drift down the great river. To 
this place he floated, groaning aloud with pain. Тһе 
Bodhisatta heard his piteous wailing. 

“While I live,” said he, “no poor creature shall perish 
for me!” and to the river bank he went, and saved the 
man. He brought him to the hut, and with astringent 
lotions and ointments he tended his wounds. 

But his wife said to herself, “ Here is a nice lazy fellow 
he has fetched out of the Ganges, to look after!” and she 
went about spitting for disgust at the fellow. 

Now when the man’s wounds were growing together, 
the Bodhisatta had him to dwell there in the hut along 
with his wife, and he brought fruits of all kinds from the 
forest to feed both him and the woman. And as they 
thus dwelt together, the woman fell in love with the fellow, 
and committed sin. Then she desired to kill the Bod- 
hisatta, and said to him, “Husband, as I sat on your 
shoulder when I came out from the forest, I saw yon hill, 
and I vowed that if ever you and I should be saved, and 
come to no harm, I would make offering to the holy spirit 
of the hill. Now this spirit haunts me: and I desire 
pay my offering!” 

“Very good,” said the Bodhisatta, not knowing her 
guile. He prepared an offering, and delivering to her the 
el of offering, he climbed the hill-top. Then his wife 
said to him, 

“Husband, not the hill-spirit, but you are my chief of 
gods! Then in your honour first of all I will offer wild 
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flowers, and walk reverently round you, keeping you on 
the right, and salute you: and after that I will make my 
offering to the mountain spirit.” So saying, she placed him 
facing a precipice, and pretended to salute him by offering 
flowers and walking round him. 'Phus getting behind 
him, she smote him on the back, and hurled him down 
the precipice. Then she cried in her joy, “I have seen 
the back of my enemy!" and she came down from the 
mountain, and went into the presence of her paramour. 

Now the Bodhisatta tumbled down the cliff; but he 
stuck fast in а clump of leaves on the top of a fig-tree 
where there were no thorns. Yet he could not get down 
the hill, so there he sat among the branches, eating the 
figs. It happened that a huge lizard king used to climb 
the hill from the foot of it, and would eat the fruit of this 
fig-tree. That day he saw the Bodhisatta and took to 
flight. On the next day, he came and ate some fruit on 
one side of it. Again and again he came, till at last he 
struck up a friendship with the Bodhisatta. 

“How did you get to this place?" he asked; and the 
Bodhisatta told him how. 

* Well, dont be afraid," said the lizard; and taking 
him on his own back, he descended the hill and brought 
him out of the forest. There he set him upon Ше high- 
road, and shewed him what way he should go, and himself 
returned to the forest. 

Тһе other proceeded to a certain village, and dwelt 
there till he heard of his fathers death. Upon this he 
made his way to Benares. There he inherited the king- 
dom which belonged to his family, and took the name of 
King Lotus; the ten rules of righteousness for kings he 
did not transgress, and he ruled uprightly. He built six 
Halls of Bounty, one at each of the four gates, one in the 

ват. 11 
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midst of the city, and one before the palace; and every 
day he distributed in gifts six hundred thousand pieces 
of money. 

Now the wicked wife took her paramour upon her 
shoulders, and came forth out of the forest; and she went 
a-begging among the people, and collected rice and gruel 
to support him withal. If she was asked what the man 
was to her, she would reply, * His mother was sister to my 
father, he is my cousin!; to him they gave me. Even if 
he were doomed to death I would take my own husband 
upon my shoulders, and care for him, and beg food for 
his living!" 

“What a devoted wife!" said all the people. And 
thenceforward they gave her more food than ever. Some 
of them also offered advice, saying, *Do not live in this 
way. King Lotus is lord of Benares; he has set all India 
in a stir by his bounty. It will delight him to see you; 
so delighted will he be, that he will give you rich gifts. 
Put your husband in this basket, and make your way to 
ing, they persuaded her, and gave her a 
basket of osiers. 

The wicked woman placed her paramour in the basket, 
and taking it up she repaired to Benares, and lived on 
what she got at the Halls of Bounty. Now the Bodhisatta 
used to ride to an alms-hall upon the back of a splendid 
elephant richly dight; and after giving alms to eight or 
ten people, he would set out again for home. Then the 
wicked woman placed her paramour in the basket, and 
taking it up, she stood where the king was used to pass. 
The king saw her. “Who is this?” he asked. “A devoted 
wife,” was the answer. Не sent for her, and recognised 


isfolk persecuted him,” which gives a reason for 
the state he w 
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who she was. Не caused the man to be put down from 
the basket, and asked her, *What is this man to you?" 
—* He is the son of my fathers sister, given me by my 
family, my own husband," she answered. 

*Ah, what a devoted wife!" cried they all: for they 
knew not the ins and outs of it; and they praised the 
wicked woman. 

* What—is the scoundrel your cousin? did your family 
give him to you?" asked the king; “your husband, is 
he?" 

She did not recognise the king; and “Yes, my lord!” 
said she, as bold as you like. 

*And is this the king of Benares son? Are you not 
the wife of prince Lotus, the daughter of such and such 
8 king, your name so and so? Did not you drink the 
blood from my knee? Did you not fall in love with this 
rascal, and throw me down a precipice? Ah, you thought 
that I was dead, and here you are with death written 
upon your own forehead—and here am I, alive!" "Then 
he turned to his courtiers. “Do you remember what I 
told you, when you questioned me? My six younger 
brothers slew their six wives and ate them; but I kept my 
wife unhurt, and brought her to Ganges’ bank, where I 
dwelt in a hermit's hut: I hauled a condemned criminal 
out of the river, and supported him; this woman fell in 
love with him, and threw me down a precipice, but I saved 
my life by shewing kindness. This is no other than the 
wicked woman who threw me off the crag: this, and no 
other, is the condemned wretch!” And then he uttered 
the following verses: 

“Тін I—no other, and this quean is she; 

The handless knave, no other, there you see; 
Quoth she—“ TI the husband of my youth.” 
Women deserve to die; they have no truth. 


1—2 
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With a great club beat out the scoundrel’s Ше 
Who lies in wait to steal his neighbour's wife. 
Then take the faithful harlot by aud by, 

And shear off nose and ears before she die. 


But although the Bodhisatta could not swallow his 
anger, and ordained this punishment for them, he did not 
do accordingly; but he smothered his wrath, and had the 
basket fixed upon her head so fast that she could not 
take it off; the villain he had placed in the same, and 
they were driven out of his kingdom. 


The version in 
woman's nose and eí 


om. ыху (ii. 101) is а 
are cut off, and this must ha 
ied by the verses, This feature is omitted in Tib. 
saves her life by giving her half his own. She afterwards 
a yell and goes to the city with the cripple, where the king (not her 
them support. When her husband discovers her, she him 
of being her enemy. He demands back what he has given her, she gi him 

life), and falls dead, In S i. 98) Ше brahmin Ruru thus saves the 
of his betrothed, who was bitten by a snake. Cf. Grimm 16, Anm. 


па closely follows th 
Ὃ been the 


THE GOBLIN CITY! 


Once upon a time, there was in the island of Ceylon 
a goblin town called Sirisavatthu, peopled by she-goblins. 
When a ship is wrecked, these adorn and deck themselves, 
and taking rice and gruel, with trains of slaves, and their 
children on their hip, they come up to the merchants. 
In order to make them imagine that theirs is a city of 
human beings, they make them see here and there men 
ploughing and tending kine, herds of cattle, dogs, and 
the like. Then approaching the merchants they invite 
them to partake of the gruel, rice, and other food which 
they bring. The merchants, all unaware, eat of what is 
offered. When they have eaten and drunken, and are 
taking their rest, the goblins address them thus: “ Where 


1 The magical Valāha horse is one of the kings seven treasures of Empire in 
Jat. 479, and one of the chariot-horses of Vishnu in the Mahabharata. 
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do you live? where do you come from? whither are you 
going, and what errand brought you here?" “We were 
shipwrecked here," they reply. * Very good, noble s 
the others make answer; *'tis three years ago since our 
own husbands went on board ship; they must have perished. 
You are merchants too; we will be your wives" "Thus 
they lead them astray by their women's wiles, and tricks, 
and dalliance, until they get them into the goblin city 
then, if they have any others already caught, they bind 
these with magic chains, and cast them into the house of 
torment. And if they find no shipwrecked men in the 
place where they dwell, they scour the coast as far as the 
river Kalyani! on one side and the island of Nagadipa on 
the other. "This is their way. 

Now it happened once that five hundred shipwrecked 
traders were cast ashore near the city of these she-goblins. 
The goblins came up to them and enticed them, till they 
brought them to their city; those whom they had caught 
before, they bound with magic chains and cast them into 
the house of torment. ‘Then the chief goblin took Ше 
chief man, and the others took the rest, till five hundred 
had the five hundred traders; and they made the men 
their husbands. Then in the night time, when her man 
was asleep, the chief she-goblin rose up, and made her 
way to the house of death, slew some of the men and ate 
them. The others did the same. When the eldest goblin 
returned from eating men’s flesh, her body was cold. The 
eldest merchant embraced her, and perceived that she 
was a goblin. “All the five hundred of them must be 
goblins!” he thought to himself: “we must make our 
escape!” 

So in the early morning, when he went to wash his 


1 The modern Kælani-gaùgā (Journ, of the Pali Text Soc, 1888, p. 20). 
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face, he bespake the other merchants in these words. 
“These are goblins, and not human beings! As soon as 
other shipwrecked men can be found, they will make them 
their husbands, and will eat us; come—let us escape!” 
Two hundred and fifty of them replied, “We cannot 
leave them: go ye, if ye will, but we will not flee away.” 
Then the chief trader with two hundred and fifty, who 
were ready to obey him, fled away in fear of the goblins. 
Now at that time, the Bodhisatta had come into the 
world as a flying horse, white all over, and beaked like a 
crow, with hair like munja grass, possessed of super- 
natural power, able to fly through the air. From Himalaya 
he flew through the air until he came to Ceylon. There 
he passed over the ponds and tanks of Ceylon, and ate 
the paddy that grew wild there. As he passed on thus, 
he thrice uttered human speech filled with mercy, saying 
—" Who wants to go home? who wants to go home?” 
The traders heard his saying, and cried—* We are going 
home, master!” joining their hands, and raising them 
respectfully to their foreheads. “Then climb up on my 
back,” said the Bodhisatta. Thereat some of them climbed 
up, some laid hold of his tail, and some remained standing, 
with a respectful salute. Then the Bodhisatta took up 
even those who stood still saluting him, and conveyed all 
of them, even two hundred and fifty, to their own country, 
and set down each in his own place; then he went back 
to his place of dwelling. 
And the she-goblins, when other men came to that 
place, slew those two hundred and fifty who were left, and 
devoured them. 
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THE TELL-TALE PARROT 


Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, the Bodhisatta came into the world as a young 
parrot. His name was Radha, and his youngest brother 
was named Potthapáda. While they were yet quite young, 
both of them were caught by a fowler and handed over to 
а brahmin in Benares Тһе brahmin cared for them as 
if they were his children. But the brahmin's wife was a 
wicked woman; there was no watching her. 

The husband had to go away on business, and addressed 
his young parrots thus. “Little dears, I am going away 
on business. Keep watch on your mother in season and 
out of season; observe whether or not any man visits 
her.” So off he went, leaving his wife in charge of the 
young parrots. 

As soon as he was gone, the woman began to do wrong; 
night and day the visitors came and went—there was no 
end to them. Potthapada, observing this, said to Radha 
-- Our master gave this woman into our charge, and here 
she is doing wickedness. 1 will speak to her.” 

“Don't,” said Radha. But the other would not listen. 
“Mother,” said he, “why do you commit sin? 

How she longed to kill him! But making as though 
she would fondle him, she called him to her. 

“Little one, you are my son! I will never do it again! 
Here, then, the dear!” So he came out; then she seized 
him crying, 
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* What! you preach to те! you don't know your mea- 
sure!” and she wrung his neck, and threw him into the 
oven. 

The brahmin returned. When he had rested, he asked 
the Bodhisatta: “Well, my dear, what about your mother 
— does she do wrong, or no?” and as he asked the question, 
he repeated the first couplet: 

I come, my son, the journey done, and now I am at home again 
Come tell me; is your mother true? does she make love to other men? 

Radha answered, * Father dear, the wise speak not of 
things which do not conduce to blessing, whether they 
have happened or not"; and he explained this by ге- 
peating the second couplet: 


For what he said he now lies dead, burnt up beneath the ashes there: 
It is not well the truth to tell, lest Potthapada’s fate I sha 
Thus did the Bodhisatta hold forth to the brahmin; 
and he went on—“This is no place for me to live in 
either”; then bidding the brahmin farewell, he flew away 
to the woods. 
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THE CHOICE ОҒ А HUSBAND 


Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta ruled in Benares, 
the Bodhisatta was born as a brahmin’s son. Не came 
of age, and received his education at Takkasilà; then on 
returning he became a famous teacher. 

Now there was а brahmin who had four daughters. 
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These four were wooed by four persons as told above!. 
"The brahmin could not decide to whom to give them. 
“I will enquire of the teacher," he thought, “and then he 
shall have them to whom they should be given." 80 he 
came into the teacher's presence, and repeated the first 
couplet: 


One is good, and one is noble; one has beauty, one has 
Answer me this question, brahmin; of the four, which best appea 


Hearing this, the teacher replied, “Even though there 
be beauty and the like qualities, a man is to be despised 
if he fail in virtue. Therefore the former is not the 
measure of a man; those that I like are the virtuous” And 
in explanation of this matter, he repeated the second 
couplet: 


Good is beauty: to the aged shew respect, for this is right: 
Good is noble birth; but virtue—virtue, that is my delight. 
When the brahmin heard this, he gave all his daughters 
to the virtuous wooer. 

Possibly а much moralised version of Vet, 2, where four wooers dispute for the 
hand of a brahmin's daughter. This occurs in Som, zxxvr (ii. 242), the Hindi 
Бай Pachisi, and Burmese Precedents of Princess Sudhammacart (tr. by 
St John in Foll. Journ. vii. 309 ff), where there are only three wooers. 


THE FOOLHARDY CROW 


Once upon a time, while Brahmadatta reigned as king 
in Benares, the Bodhisatta became a marsh crow, and 
dwelt by a certain pool. His name was Viraka, the 
Strong. 

There arose a famine in Kasi. Men could not spare 
food for the crows, nor make offering to goblins and 
nüras One by one the crows left the famine-stricken 
land, and betook them to the woods. 
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А certain erow named Savitthaka, who lived at Вепагев, 
took with him his lady crow and went to the place where 
Viraka lived, making his abode beside the same pool. 

One day, this erow was seeking food about the pool. 
He saw how Viraka went down into it, and made a meal 
off some fish; and afterwards came up out of the water 
again, and stood drying his feathers. “Under the wing 
of that crow,” thought he, “plenty of fish are to be got. 
I will become his servant.” Бо he drew near. 

* What is it, Sir?" asked Viraka. 

“I want to be your servant, my lord!" was the reply. 

Viraka agreed, and from that time the other served 
him. And from that time, Viraka used to eat enough fish 
to keep him alive, and the rest he gave to Savitthaka as 
soon as he had caught them; and when Savitthaka had 
eaten enough to keep him alive, he gave what was over to 
his wife. 

After a while pride came into his heart. “This crow,” 
said he, “is black, and so am I: in eyes and beak and feet, 
too, there is no difference between us. I dont want his 
fish; I will catch my own!” So he told Viraka that for 
the future he intended to go down to the water and catch 
fish himself. Then Viraka said, “Good friend, you do not 
belong to a tribe of such crows as are born to go into 
water and catch fish Dont destro; 

But in spite of this attempt to dis: itthaka 
did not take the warning to heart. Down he went to the 
pool, down into the water; but he could not make his 
way through the weeds and come out again—there һе 
was, entangled in the weeds, with only the tip of his beak 
appearing above the water. So not being able to breathe 
he perished there beneath the water. 

His mate noticed that he did not return, and went to 
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Viraka to ask news of him. “My lord,” she asked, “Savit- 
thaka is not to be seen: where is he?” And as she asked 
him this, she repeated the first stanza: 


О have you seen Savitthaka, О Virak 
My sweet-voiced mate whose neck is 


, have you seen 
е the peacock in its sheen? 


When Viraka heard it, he replied, “ Yes, I know where 
he is gone,” and recited the second stanza: 


He was not born to dive beneath the wave, 
But what he could not do he needs must trys 

So the poor bird has found a watery grave, 
Entangled in the weeds, and left to die, 


When the lady-crow heard it, weeping, she returned to 
Benares. 


Cf. 143, p. 
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THE WOODPECKER, TORTOISE, AND ANTELOPE 


Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, the Bodhisatta became an Antelope, and lived 
within a forest, in a thicket near a certain lake. Not far 
from the same lake, sat a Woodpecker perched at the top 
of a tree: and in the lake dwelt a Tortoise. And the 
three became friends, and lived together in amity. 

A hunter, wandering about in the wood, observed the 
Bodhisatta’s footprint at the going down into the water; 
and he set a trap of leather, strong, like an iron chain, 
and went his way. In the first watch of the night the 
Bodhisatta went down to drink, and got caught in the 
noose: whereat he cried the cry of capture. Thereupon the 
Woodpecker flew down from her tree-top, and the Tortoise 
came out of the water, and consulted what was to be done. 


172 WOODPECKER, TORTOISE, AND ANTELOPE 


Said the Woodpecker to the Tortoise, *Friend, you 
have teeth —bite this snare through; I will go and see to 
it that the hunter keeps away; and if we both do our best. 
our friend will not lose his life” To make this clear he 
uttered the first stan: 

Come, Tortoi: 
And of the hun 


n snare, and bite it through and through, 
ake care, and keep him off from you. 
The Tortoise began to gnaw the leather thong: the 
Woodpecker made his way to the hunters dwelling. At 
dawn of day the hunter went out, knife in hand. Аз soon 
as the bird saw him start, he uttered a cry, flapped his 
wings, and struck him in the face as he left the front door. 
*Some bird of ill omen has struck me!" thought the 
hunter; he turned back, and lay down for a little while. 
Then he rose up again, and took his knife. The bird 
reasoned within himself, “Тһе first time he went out by 
the front door, so now he will leave by the back”: and he 
sat him down behind the house. Тһе hunter, too, reasoned 
in the same way: “When I went out by the front door, І 
saw a bad omen, now will I go out by the back!” and so 
he did. But the bird cried out again, and struck him in 
the face. Finding that he was again struck by a bird of 
ill omen, the hunter exclaimed, “This creature will not 
let me go!” and turning back he lay down until sunrise, 
and when the sun was n, he took his knife and started. 
The Woodpecker made all haste back to his friends. 
“Here comes the hunter!” he cried. By this time the 
Tortoise had gnawed through all the thongs but one tough 
thong: his teeth seemed as though they would fall out, 
and his mouth was all smeared with blood. The Bodhi- 
satta saw the young hunter coming on like lightning, knife 
in hand; he burst the thong, and fled into the woods. The 
Woodpecker perched upon his tree-top. But the Tortoise 
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was so weak, that he lay where he was. ‘The hunter threw 
him into a bag, and tied it to a tree. 

The Bodhisatta observed that the Tortoise was taken, 
and determined to save his friend's life. So he let the 
hunter see him, and made as though he were weak. Тһе 
hunter saw him, and thinking him to be weak, seized his 
knife and set out in pursuit. Тһе Bodhisatta, keeping just 
out of his reach, led him into the forest; and when he saw 
that they had come far away, gave him the slip and re- 
turned swift as the wind by another way. He lifted the 
bag with his horns, threw it upon the ground, ripped it 
open and let the Tortoise out. And the Woodpecker 
came down from the tree. 

Then the Bodhisatta thus addressed them both: “Му 
life has been saved by you, and you have done a friend's 
part to ше. Now the hunter will come and take you; so 
do you, friend Woodpecker, migrate elsewhere with your 
brood, and you, friend Tortoise, dive into the water.” 
They did so. 

The Master, as the All-enlightened One, uttered the 
second stanza: 

‘The Tortoise went into the pond, the Deer into the wood, 

And from the tree the Woodpecker carried away his brood. 

The hunter returned, and saw none of them. He 
found his bag torn; picked it up, and went home sorrow- 
ful. And the three friends lived all their life long in 
unbroken amity, and then passed away to fare according 
to their deeds. 

The 1 
Jat. 33, p. 
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THE CROCODILE AND THE MONKEY 


Once upon a time, while Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, the Bodhisatta came to life at the foot of Hima- 
laya as a Monkey. Не grew strong and sturdy, big of 
frame, well-to-do, and lived by a curve of the river Ganges 
in a forest haunt. 

Now at that time there was a Crocodile dwelling in the 
Ganges The Crocodiles mate saw the great frame of the 
monkey, and she conceived a longing for his heart to eat. 
So she said to her lord: “Sir, I desire to eat the heart of 
that great king of the monkey 

Good wife," said the Crocodile, “we live in the water 
and he lives on dry land: how can we catch him?” 

“By hook or by crook,” she replied, “caught he must 
be. If I don't get him, I shall die. 

All right,” answered the Crocodile, consoling her, 
* don't trouble yourself. Т havea plan; 1 will give you his 
heart to eat.” 

So when the Bodhisatta was sitting on the bank of the 
Ganges, after taking a drink of water, the Crocodile drew 
near, and said: 

“Sir Monkey, why do you live on bad fruits in this old 
familiar place? On the other side of the Ganges there is 
no end to the mango trees, and bread-fruit trees’, with fruit 
sweet as honey! Is it not better to cross over and have all 
kinds of wild fruit to eat?” 

“Lord Crocodile,” the Monkey made answer, “deep and 
wide is the Ganges: how shall I get across?” 

“If you will go, I will mount you on my back, and carry 
you over." 


1 Artocarpus Lacucha (Childers), 
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Тһе Monkey trusted him, and agreed. *Come here, 
then," said the other, *up on my back with you!" and up 
the monkey climbed. But when the Crocodile had swum 
a little way, he plunged the Monkey under the water. 

*Good friend, you are letting me sink!" cried the 
Monkey. *What is that for?" 

Said the Crocodile, * You think I am carrying you out 
of pure good nature? Not a bit of it! My wife has 
а longing for your heart and I want to give it her to 
eat!” 

“Friend,” said the Monkey, “it is nice of you to tell 
me. Why, if our heart were inside us when we go jumping 
among the tree-tops, it would be all knocked to pieces!” 

“Well, where do you keep them?” asked the other. 

The Bodhisatta pointed out a fig-tree, with clusters of 
ripe fruit, standing not far off. “See,” said he, “there are 
our hearts hanging on yon fig-tree.” 

“If you will shew me your heart,” said the Crocodile, 
“then I won't kill you.” 

“Take me to the tree, then, and I will point it out to 
you hanging upon it.” 

The Crocodile brought him to the place. Тһе Monkey 
leapt off his back, and climbing up the fig-tree sat upon it. 
“О silly Crocodile!" said he, “you thought that there were 
creatures that kept their hearts in 8 tree-top! You area 
fool, and 1 have outwitted you! You may keep your fruit 
to yourself. Your body is great, but you have no sense.” 
And then to explain this idea he uttered the following 
stanzas: 


Rose-apple, bread-fruit, mangoes too across the water there I see; 
Enough of them, I want them not; my fig is good enough for me! 


Great is your body, verily, but how much is your wit! 
Now go your ways, Sir Crocodile, for I have had the best of it. 
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The Crocodile, feeling as sad and miserable as if he had 
lost a thousand pieces of money, went back sorrowing to 
the place where he lived. 
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THE BRAHMIN AND THE ACROBAT 


Once upon a time, while Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born as one of a family of 
poor acrobats, that lived by begging. So when he grew 
up, he was needy and squalid, and by begging he lived. 

There was at the time, in a certain village of Kasi, a 


THE BRAHMIN AND THE ACROBAT 177 


brahmin whose wife was bad and wicked, and did wrong. 
And it befell that the husband went abroad one day upon 
some matter, and her lover watching his time went to visit 
Ше house. After she had received him, he said, “1 will 
eat a bit before I go.” So she made ready the food, and 
served up rice hot with sauce and curry, and gave it him, 
bidding him eat: she herself stood at the door, watching 
the brahmin’s coming. And while the lover was eating, the 
Bodhisatta stood waiting for a morsel. 

At that moment the brahmin set his face for home. 
And his wife saw him drawing nigh, and ran in quickly— 
“Up, my man is coming!” and she made her lover go 
down into the store-room. The husband came in; she gave 
him a seat, and water for washing the hands; and upon 
the cold rice that was left by the other she turned out 
some hot rice, and set it before him. He put his hand 
into the rice, and felt that it was hot above and cold 
below. “This must be some one else's leavings,” thought 
he; and so he asked the woman about it in the words 
of the first stanza: 

Hot at top, and cold at bottom, not alike it seems to be: 

I would ask you for the reason: come, my lady, answer me! 

Again and again he asked, but she, fearing lest her 
deed should be discoyered, held her peace. Then a 
thought came into our tumblers mind. “Тһе man down 
in the store-room must be a lover, and this is the master 
of the house: the wife says nothing, for fear that her deed 
be made manifest. Soho! I wil declare the whole 
matter, and shew the brahmin that a man is hidden in 
his larder.” And he told him the whole matter: how that 
when he had gone out from his house, another had come 
in, and had done evil; how he had eaten the first rice, and 
the wife had stood by the door to watch the road; and 

RAT. 19 
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how the other man had been hidden in the store-room. 
And in so saying, he repeated the second stanza: 

Tam a tumbler, Sir: I came on begging here intent; 

He that you seek is hiding in the store-room, where he went! 

Ву his top-knot he haled the man out of the store-room, 
and bade him take care not to do the like again; and then 
he went away. The brahmin rebuked and beat them both, 
and gave them such a lesson that they were not likely to do 
the same again. Afterwards he passed away to fare ac- 
cording to his deserts. 
СЕ Oldeuberg, The Я ана Type and the Játakas, JP TS. 1910-12 (= እዝ 
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ТНЕ TORTOISE AND THE GEESE 


Once on a time Brahmadatta was king of Benares, and 
the Bodhisatta, being born to one of the king's court, grew 
up, and became the king's adviser in all things human and 
divine. But this king was very talkative; and when he 
talked there was no chance for any other to get in a word. 
And the Bodhisatta, wishing to put a stop to his much 
talking, kept watching for an opportunity. 

Now there dwelt a Tortoise in а certain pond in the 
region of Himalaya. ‘Two young wild Geese, searching for 
food, struck up an acquaintance with him; and by and 
by they grew close friends together. One day these two 
said to him: “Friend Tortoise, we have a lovely home in 
Himalaya, on a plateau of Mount Cittaküta, in a cave of 
gold! Will you come with us?” 

“Why,” said he, “how can I get there?" 

* Oh, we will take you, if only you can keep your mouth 
shut, and say not a word to anybody." 

“Yes, I can do that,” said he; “take me along!” 
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So they made the Tortoise hold a stick between his 
teeth: and themselves taking hold of the two ends, they 
sprang up into the air. 

The village children saw this, and exclaimed— There 
are two geese carrying a tortoise by a stick !" 

(By this time the geese flying swiftly had arrived at the 
space above the palace of the king at Benares) Тһе 
Tortoise wanted to cry out—" Well, and if my friends do 
carry me, what is that to you, you caitiffs ?"—and he let 
go the stick from between his teeth, and falling into the 
open courtyard he split in two. What an uproar there was! 
“А tortoise has fallen in the courtyard, and broken іп 
two!” they cried. The king, with the Bodhisatta, and all 
his court, came up to the place, and seeing the tortoise 
asked the Bodhisatta a question. *Wise Sir, what made 
this creature fall?” 

“Now's my time!" thought he. “For a long while 
1 have been wishing to admonish the king, and I have 
gone about seeking my opportunity. Хо doubt the truth 
is this: the tortoise and the geese became friendly; the 
geese must have meant to carry him to Himalaya, and so 
made him hold a stick between his teeth, and then lifted 
him into the air; then he must have heard some rem 
and wanted to reply; and not being able to keep his 
mouth shut he must have let himself go; and so he must 
have fallen from the sky and thus come by his death” Бо 
thought he; and addressed the king: “О king, they that 
have too much tongue, that set no limit to their speaking, 
ever come to such misfortune as this”; and he uttered the 
following verses: 

The Tortoise needs must speak aloud, 
Although between his teeth 

A stick he bit: yet, spite of it, 
He spoke—and fell beneath. 
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And now, O mighty master, mark it well, 

See thou speak wisely, see thou speak in season, 
To death the Tortoise fell; 

He talked too much: that was the rei 


ns 


n. 


*He is speaking of me!" the king thought to himself ; 
and asked the Bodhisatta if it was so. 
* Be it you, O great king, or be it another," replied he, 
* whosoever talks beyond measure comes by some misery 
of this kind”; and so he made the thing manifest. And 
thenceforward the king abstained from talking, and became 
а man of few words. 
P.(T)r 11, (В) 1. 


ут.) 1. 11, (Amb) vy Julien 14, 
Dods, и. 11, The Tort Cf. Babr, 115, Halm 419, the fable of 
the tortoise that wishes to learn to fly, and is taken up by an eagle, who drops him 
on the rocks and kills him. Im Phaedr. п. 6 the eagle on the advice of the raven 
intends to kill Jacobs 60. 


THE STOLEN PLOUGHSHARES 


Once upon a time, while Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, the Bodhisatta came into this world as the son of 
one in the king's court. When he grew up he was made a 
Lord Justice. 

At that time, two traders, one from a village and one 
of the town, were friends together. The villager deposited 
with the townsman five hundred ploughshares. The other 
sold these, and kept the price, and in the place where 
they were he scattered mouse dung. By and by came 
the villager, and asked for his ploughshare. “Тһе mice 
have eaten them up'!” said the cheat, and pointed out 
the mouse dung to him. 


1 Things gnawed by mice or с unlucky; ср. Jat. $7 (vol. 1. p. 215) Те 
Sutta Mahasilarn i (tr Suttas, p. 190) Тһе man here 
goes further than he need ; if the mice had but nibbled the ploughshares perhaps he 
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“Well, well, so be it,” replied the other: “ what can be 
done with things which the mice have eaten ? ^ 

Now at the time of bathing he took the other trader's 
son, and set him in a friend's house, in an inner chamber, 
hem not suffer him to go out any whither. And 
having washed himself he went to his friend's house. 

“Where is my son?” asked the cheat. 

“Dear friend,” he replied, “I took him with me and 
left him on the river-side; and when I was gone down 
into the water, there came an osprey, and seized your son 
in his extended claws, and flew up into the air, I beat 
the water, shouted, struggled—but could not make him 
let go.” 

“Lies!” cried the rogue. “No osprey could carry off 
a boy!” 

“Let be, dear friend: if things happen that should not, 
how can 1 help it? Your son has been carried off by an 
osprey, as I say." 

The other reviled him. “АҺ, you scoundrel! you 
murderer! Now I will go to the judge, and have you 
dragged before him!" And he departed. "The villager 
said, “As you please,” and went to the court of justice. 
The rogue addressed the Bodhisatta thus: 

* My lord, this fellow took my son with him to bathe, 
and when I asked where he was, he answered, that an 
osprey had carried him ой: Judge my cause!” 

“Tell the truth,” said the Bodhisatta, asking the other. 

* Indeed, my lord," he answered, *I took him with me, 


and a hawk has carried him off 


might throw them away.—We may also have a reference -to an old proverb, found 
both in Greek and Latin: “where mice eat iron? meant “nowhere.” — Herondas 
8. 75 οὐδ᾽ ὅκως χώρης of μῦς ὁμοίως τὸν σίδηρον τρώγουσιν. Seneca, Apocolocyntosis 
chap. 7 (to Claudius in heaven) venisti huc ubi mures ferrum rodunt. (Dr Rouse.) 
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“But where in Ше world are there ospreys which carry 
off boys?” 

“My lord,” he answered, “I have a question to ask you. 
If ospreys cannot carry off boys into the air, can mice 
eat iron ploughshares? ” 

* What do you mean by that 

* My lord, I deposited in this man's house five hundred 
ploughshares. The man told me that the mice had de- 
voured them, and shewed me the droppings of the mice 
that had done it. My lord, if mice eat ploughshares, then 
ospreys carry off boys: but if mice cannot do this, neither 
will hawks carry the boy off. This man says the mice ate 
my ploughshares. Give sentence whether they are eaten 
orno. Judge my cause !" 

“Не must have meant,” thought the Bodhisatta, “to 
fight the trickster with his own weapons.— Well devised !” 
said he, and then he uttered these two verses: 

"Well planned indeed! The biter bit, 
The tric tricked—a pri 
If mice can eat а ploughsh 
Ospreys away with boys can fly! 
A rogue out-rogued with tit for tat! 
the plough, and after that 
s the man who lost the plough 
May give your son back to you now!" 


Thus he that had lost his son received him again, and 
he received his ploughshare that had lost it; and after- 
wards both passed away to fare according to their deeds. 

Р. (Т) 1. 17, (В) 1. 21, Som. 1х. 237 (ii. 41), Suk: 
throughout the story 
occurs 


There is confusion 

The singular, which 

risen through 

с weighing 100 pounds, 
t. 330, p. 238. 


s to the number of the ploughshares 
п the stanza, is probably original. The confusion m 
am expression denoting Ше weight In P. it is a ba 
milar confusion between hawks and ospreys as 


1 A like repartee is found in North Zud. N. and Q. 
Jackal); Swynnerton, Zna Entertainment, p. 1 
man); and a story of an oilman in Stumme's Tunis 


214 (The Judgement of the 
(The Traveller and the Oil- 
е Märchen, vol ii. (Dr Rouse.) 


THE HEROS TASKS 


Once upon a time reigned at Benares a king named 
Yasapani, the Glorious. His chief captain was named 
Kalaka, or Blackie. At that time the Bodhisatta was his 
family priest, and had the name of Dhammaddhaja, the 
Banner of Ше Faith. There was also a man Chattapani, 
maker of ornaments to the king. The king was a good 
king. But his chief captain swallowed bribes in the 
judging of causes; he was a backbiter; he took bribes, 
and defrauded the rightful owners. 

On a day, one who had lost his suit was departing from 
the court, weeping and stretching out his arms, when he 
fell in with the Bodhisatta as he was going to pay his 
service to the king. Falling at his feet, the man cried out, 
telling how he had been worsted in his cause: * Although 
such as you, my lord, instruct the king in the things of this 
world and the next, the Commander-in-Chief takes bribes, 
and defrauds rightful owners !” 

Тһе Bodhisatta pitied him. “Come, my good fellow," 
said he, *I will judge your cause for you!" and he pro- 
ceeded to the court-house. А great company gathered 
together. Тһе Bodhisatta reversed the sentence, and 
gave judgment for him that had the right. The spectators 
applauded. Тһе sound was at. Тһе king heard it, 
and asked—* What sound is this I hear?" 

“My lord king," they answered, “it is a cause wrongly 
judged that has been judged aright by the wise Dhar 
maddhaja; that is why there is this shout of applause. 

The king was pleased and sent for the Bodhisatta. 
“They tell me,” he began, “that you have judged a 
cause ፲” 
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“Yes, great king, I have judged that which Kalaka 
did not judge aright.” 

“Be you judge from this day,” said the king; “it will 
be a joy for my ears, and prosperity for the world!” 
He was unwilling, but the king begged him—* In mercy 
to all creatures, sit you in judgment!” and so the king 
won his consent. 

From that time Kalaka received no pres 
losing 1 


nts; and 
rains he spoke calumny of the Bodhisatta before 
the king, saying, * O mighty king, the wise Dhammaddhaja 
coyets your kingdom!” But the king would not believe; 
and bade him say not so. 

“Tf you do not believe me,” said Kalaka, “look out 
of the window at the time of his coming, Then you 
will see that he has got the whole city into his own 
hands.” 

The king saw the crowd of those that were about him 
in his judgment hall. “There is his retinue,” thought he. 
He gave way. “What are we to do, Captain?" he asked. 

“My lord, he must be put to death.” 

“How can we put him to death without having found 
him out in some great wickedness ? " 

“There is a way,” said the other. 

“What way?” 

* Tell him to do what is impossible, and if he cannot, 
put him to death for that. 

* But what is impossible to him?” 

“My lord king,” replied he, “it takes two years or twice 
two for a garden with good soil to bear fruit, being 
planted and tended. Send for him, and say— We want 
a garden to disport ourselyes in to-morrow. Make us a 
garden!’ This he will not be able to do; and we will slay 
him for that fault.” 
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The king addressed himself to the Bodhisatta. “ Wise 
ir, we have sported long enough in our old garden; now 
we crave to sport in a new. We shall sport to-morrow. 
Make usa garden! ፲፻ you cannot make it, you must die." 

The Bodhisatta reasoned, * It must be that Kalaka has 
set the king against me, because he gets по presents.— 
If I can,” he said to the king, “O mighty king, I will see 
to it" Andhe went home. After а good meal he lay 
upon his bed, thinking. Sakka's palace grew Вой. Sakka 
reflecting perceived the Bodhisatta's difficulty. Не made 
haste to him, entered his chamber, and asked him—* Wise 
Sir, what think you on ? "—poised the while in mid-air. 

“Who are you?” asked the Bodhisatta. 

“Таш Sak] 


? This was supposed to happen when a good man was in straits. Some modern 
superstitions, turning upon the pity of a god for creatures in pain, may be seen in 
North Ind. М. and Q. їй. 285. As this: “Hot oil is poured into a dog's ear and the 
pain makes him yell. It is believed that his yells are heard by Raja Indra, who in 
pity stops the rain.” (Dr Rouse.) 

In brahmin works Indra (Sakka) is represented as becoming disturbed, when he 
sees mortals practising severe penance, or performing great sacrifices, because he 
fears that the person may acquire merit enough to tak 18 such cases 
he comes down and tempts the ascetic with sensual pleasures or hinders the 
sacrifice, This idea is retained by the Buddhists, but the more characteristic moti 
in buddhism is that the god comes down to help the person who is in difficulty, 
here, or to test him by giving him an opportunity of performing an 
in Jat. 316, 499. In the jatakas the person's merit causes Sakka's throne to become 
hot, or his palace to be shaken (Jat, 292), Iu Burmese tales his throne becomes 
stiff. See L. Allan Goss in We-thanda-ya, a Buddhist Legend, р. 93, Rangoon, 
1895. There is a curious parallel in the story of St Martin of Tours given by 
Sulpicius Severus in his Dialogues и. 5, where St Martin visits the emperor Valen- 
tinian, who does not wish to see him. The seat of the emperor bursts into flames, 
and he is compelled to get up and listen to the saint. “Nequaquam adsurgere est 
dignatus adstanti, donec regiam sellam ignis operiret, ipsumque regem са parte 
corporis qua claret incendium. Ша e solio suo superbus exeutitur et 
Martino invit The Dialogues contain tales of Egyptian monks which 
ο a buddhistie colou 7 the incident of St Martin dividing his 
paralleled, whe z worked for three years to earn а scarlet 
robe, divides it, and gives ha 
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“Тһе king bids me make a garden: that is what I am 
thinking upon." 

* Wise Sir, do not trouble: I will make you a garden 
like the groves of Nandana and Cittalatà! In what place 
shall I make it?" 

“In such and such a place,” he told him. Sakka made 
it, and returned to the city of the gods. 

Next day, the Bodhisatta beheld the garden there in 
very truth, and sought the king's presence. “О king, the 
garden is ready: go to your sport! 

Тһе king came to the place, and beheld a garden girt 
with a fence of eighteen cubits, vermilion tinted, having 
gates and ponds, beautiful with all manner of trees, laden 
heavy with flowers and fruit! “The sage has done my 
bidding,” said he to Kalaka: “now what are we to do?” 

“O mighty king!” replied he, “И he can make a 
garden in one night, can he not seize upon your king- 
dom 17 

“Well, what are we to do?” 

“We will make him perform another impossible thing.” 

“What is that?” asked the king. 

“We will bid him make a lake possessed of the seven 
precious jewels!” 

The king agreed, and thus addressed the Bodhisatta: 

“Teacher, you have made а ра Make now a lake to 
match it, with the seven precious jewels, If you cannot 
make it, you shall not live! 

“Very good, great king,” answered the Bodhisatta, 
“1 will make it if I can." 

Then Sakka made a lake of great splendour, having 
an hundred landing-places, a thousand inlets, covered over 
with lotus plants of five different colours, like the lake in 
Nandana. 
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Next day, the Bodhisatta beheld this also, and told the 
king: “See, the lake is made!” And the king saw it, and 
asked of Kalaka what was to be done. 

“Bid him, my lord, make a house to suit it,” said he. 

“Make a house, Teacher,” said the king to the Bodhi- 
satta, “all of ivory, to suit with the park and the lake: it 
you do not make it, you must die !” 

Then Sakka made him a house likewise. The Bodhi- 
satta beheld it next day, and told the king. When the 
king had seen it, he asked Kalaka again, what was to do. 
Kalaka told him to bid the Bodhisatta make a jewel 
to suit the house. The king said to him, “Wise Sir, 
make a jewel to suit with this ivory house; I will 
go about looking at it by the light of the jewel: if you 
cannot make one, you must die!" Then Sakka made him 
а jewel too, Next day the Bodhisatta beheld it, and told the 
king. When the king had seen it, he again asked Kalaka 
what was to be done. 

* Mighty king!" answered he, *I think there is some 
divinity who does each thing that the Brahmin Dham- 
maddhaja wishes. Now bid him make something which 
even a divinity cannot make. Not even a deity can make 
a man with all four virtues; therefore bid him make a 
keeper with these four." So Ше king said, “Teacher, you 
have made a park, a lake, and a palace, and a jewel 
to give light. Now make me a keeper with four virtues, 
to watch the park; if you cannot, you must die." 

“So be it,” answered he, “if it is possible, I will see 
to it^ He went home, had a good meal, and lay down. 
When he awoke in the morning, he sat upon his bed, and 
thought thus. “What the great king Sakka can make by 
his power, that he has made. He cannot make a park- 
keeper with four virtues. This being so, it is better to 
| 


188 ТНЕ НЕКО 


ASKS 


die forlorn in the woods, than to die at the hand of other 
men.” So saying no word to any man, he went down from 
his dwelling and passed out of the city by the chief gate, 
and entered the woods, where he sat him down beneath a 
tree and reflected upon the religion of the good. Sakka 
perceived it; and in the fashion of a forester he approached 
the Bodhisatta, saying, 

*Brahmin, you are young and tender: why sit you 
here in this wood, as though you had never seen pain 
before?" As he asked it, he repeated the first stanza: 


You look as though your life must happ 
Yet to the wild woods you would homeles 
Like some poor wreteh whose life w 
And pine beneath this tree in lonely woe. 
To this the Bodhisatta made answer in the second 
stanza: 


be; 


I look as though my life must happy be; 

Yet to the wild woods I would homeless go, 

Like some poor wretch whose life was misery, 
And pine beneath this tree in lonely woe, 
Pondering the truth that all the saints do know. 


Then Зак 
sitting here १ 

“The king,” he made answer, “requires a park-keeper 
with four good qualities; such an one cannot be found; 
so I thought—Why perish by the hand of man? I will off 
to the woods, and die a lonely death. So here I came, and 
here I sit.” 

Then the other replied, * Brahmin, I am Sakka, king of 
the gods Ву me was your park made, and those other 
things. A park-keeper possessed of four virtues cannot 
be made; but in your country there is one Chattapani, 
who makes ornaments for the head, and he is such a 
man. If a park-keeper is wanted, go and make this 


ka said, * If so, then why, Brahmin, are you 
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| workman the keeper.” With these words Sakka de- 
parted to his city divine, after consoling him and bidding 
him fear no more. 

The Bodhisatta went home, and having broken his fast, 
he repaired to the palace gates, and there in that spot he 
saw Chattapini. Не took him by the hand, and asked 
him—*Is it true, as I hear, Chattapani, that you are en- 
dowed with the four virtues?” 

* Who told you so?" asked the other. 

“Sakka, king of the gods.” 

“Why did he tell you?" Не recounted all, and told 
the reason. Тһе other said, 

“Yes, 1 am endowed with the four virtues" The Bod- 
hisatta taking him by the hand led him into the king's 
presence. “Here, mighty monarch, is Chattapàni, endowed 
with four virtues. If there is need of a keeper for the 
park, make him keeper. 

“Ts it true, as I hear,” Ше king asked him, “that you 
have four virtue: 

“Yes, mighty king.” 

“What are they?” he asked. 

T envy not, and drink no wine; 
No strong desire, no wrath is mine, 


said he. 

“Chattapani,” cried the king, “did you say you have 
no envy?" 

* Yes, O king, I have no envy." 

* What experience was it that made you to be without 
envy?” 

“Listen, my lord!” said he; and then he told him why 
he felt no envy in the following lines! : 


1 In the verses he refers to his virtuous action when he was king in Jat. 120. 
After wrongly suspeeting his st he releases him and all his guilty slaves, and 
forgives his queen who had been the cause. See note on The Wicked Stepmother. 
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А chaplain once in bonds I threw— 
Which thing а woman made me do; 
He built me up in holy lore; 

Since when I never envied more. 


190 


Then the king said, * Dear Chattapani, what has made 
you to abstain from strong drink? And the other answered 
in the following verse! : 


Once I was drunken, and I ate 
My own son's flesh upon any plate; 
Then, touched with sorrow and with pain, 
Swore never to touch drink again. 


'Then the king said, *But what has made you to be 
indifferent, without love?" The man explained it in these 
words? 


King Kitavasa was my name; 
A mighty king was T; 

My boy a Buddha's basin broke 
And so he had to die. 

Said the king then, “What was it, good friend, that 
made you to be without anger?” And the other made the 
matter clear in these lines: 
aka, for seven y 
actised charity; 


And then for seven ages dwelt 
Та Brahma’s heaven on high. 


When Chattapani had thus explained his four attri- 
butes, the king made a sign to his attendants. And in an 
instant all the court, priests and laymen and all, rose up, 
and cried out upon Kalaka—* Fie, bribe-swallowing thief 
and scoundrel! You couldn't get your bribes, and so 
you would murder the wise man by speaking ill of him!” 
They seized him by hand and foot, and bundled him out 


1 The commentary explains that thi 
* The boy broke the basin o 
ho burst into flame and perished, 


appened in his birth as king of Ben 
veka-buddha, and as his sin bore fruit. 
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of the palace; and catching up whatever they could get 
hold of, this a stone, and this a staff, they broke his head 
and did him to death: and dragging him by the feet they 
cast him upon a dunghill. 

Thenceforward the king ruled in righteousness, until 
he passed away according to his deserts. 


A form of the Her 
(a far-trarelled Tale), 


ks, Cf. Grimm 29, Anm, А. Lang, Custom and Myth 


DEFEATING THE KING OF DEATH 


Once upon a time reigned at Benares a wicked and 
unjust king named Maha-pingala, the Great Yellow King, 
who did sinfully after his own will and pleasure. With 
taxes and fines, and many mutilations and robberies, he 
crushed the folk as it were sugar-cane in a mill; he was 
cruel, fierce, ferocious. For other people he had not a 
grain of p at home he was harsh and implacable 
towards his wives, his sons and daughters, to his brahmin 
courtiers and the householders of the country. Не was 
like a speck of dust that falls in the eye, like gravel in the 
broth, like a thorn sticking in the heel. 

Now the Bodhisatta was a son of king Maha-piigala. 
After this king had reigned for a long time, he died. 
When he died all the citizens of Benares were overjoyed 
and laughed a great laugh; they burnt his body with a 
thousand cartloads of logs, and quenched the place of 
burning with thousands of jars of water, and consecrated 
the Bodhisatta to be ki hey caused a drum of re- 
joicing to beat about the streets, for joy that they had got 
them a righteous king. They raised flags and banners, 
and decked out the city; at every door was set a pavilion, 
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and scattering parched corn and flowers, they sat them 
down upon the decorated platforms under fine canopies, 
and did eat and drink. The Bodhisatta himself sat upon 
a fine divan on a great raised dais, in great magnificence, 
with a white parasol stretched above him. The courtiers 
and householders, the citizens and the doorkeepers stood 
around their king. 

But one doorkeeper, standing not far from the king, 
was sighing and sobbing. “Good Porter id the Bodhi- 
satta, observing him, “all the people are making merry 
for joy that my father is dead, but you stand weeping. 
Come, was my father good and kind to you?” And with 
the question he uttered the first stanza: 

The Yellow King wa 
Now he is dead, all f 


Was he, the yello 
Or, Porter, why do you stand w 


Тһе man heard, and answered: * I am not weeping for 
sorrow that Pingala is dead. y head would be glad 
enou For King Pingala, every time he came down 
from the palace, or went up into it, would give me eight 
blows over the head with his fist, like the blows of a black- 
smiths hammer, So when he goes down to the other 
world, he will deal eight blows on the head of Yama, the 
gatekeeper of hell, as though he were striking me. Then 
the people will ery—He is too cruel for us! and will send 
him up again. And I fear he will come and deal fisticuffs 
on my head again, and that is why I weep.” To explain 
the matter he uttered the second stanza: 

The Yellow King was anything but dem 
It is his coming back again I fear, 


What if he beat the king of Death, and then 
The king of Death should send him back again? 


Then said the Bodhisatta : “That king has been burnt 


cruel to a 
ely br 
1, so very dear? 
ping he 
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with a thousand cartloads of wood; the place of his 
burning has been soaked with water from thousands of 
pitchers, and the ground has been dug up all round; beings 
that have gone to the other world, otherwise than by 
re-birth, do not return to the same bodily shape as they 
had before; do not be afraid!" and to comfort him, he 
repeated the following stanza: 


"Thousands of loads of wood have burnt him quite, 
Thousands of pitchers quenched what still did burn; 
The earth is dug about to left and right— 

Fear not—the king will never more return. 

After that, the porter took comfort. And the Bodhi- 
satta ruled in righteousness; and after giving gifts and 
doing other good acts, he passed away to fare according 
to his deserts. 


For tales of overcoming the King of Death and striking terror into the Devil, 
cf. Clouston, 1. 385 ff. 


THE JACKALS SPELL 


Once upon a time, Brahmadatta was king of Benares, 
and the Bodhisatta was his family priest; and he had 
mastered the three Vedas and the eighteen branches of 
knowledge. He knew the spell entitled * Of subduing the 
World.” (Now this spell is one which involves religious 
meditation.) 

One day, the Bodhisatta thought that he would recite 
this spell; so he sat down in a place apart upon a flat stone, 
and there went through his reciting of it. It is said that 
this spell could be taught to no one without use of a 
special rite; for which reason he recited it in the place 
just described. It so happened that a Jackal lying in a 

Бат, 13 
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hole heard the spell at the time that he was reciting it, 
and got it by heart. We are told that this jackal in a 
previous existence had been some brahmin who had learnt 
the charm “ОҒ subduing the World." 

'The Bodhisatta ended his recitation, and rose up, 
saying—"Surely I have that spell by heart now.” Then 
the Jackal arose out of his hole, and cried—* Ho, brahmin ! 
I have learnt the spell better than you know it yourself!" 
and off he ran. The Bodhisatta set off in chase, and 
followed some way, crying—“ Yon jackal will do a great 
mischief—catch him, catch him!" But the jackal got 
clear off into the forest. 

The Jackal found a she , and gave her a little 
nip upon the body. “Wh it, master?" she asked. 
“Do you know me,” he asked, “or do you not?" “I do 
not know you." Не repeated the spell and thus had 
under his orders several hundreds of jackals, and gathered 
round him all the elephants and horses, lions and tigers, 
swine and deer, and all other fourfooted creatures; and 
their king he became, under the title of Sabbadatha, or 
Alltusk, and a she-jackal he made his consort. On the 
back of two elephants stood a lion, and on the lion's back 
sat Sabbadatha, the jackal king, along with his consort the 
she-jackal; and great honour was paid to them. 

Now the Jackal was tempted by his great honour, and 

' became puffed up with pride, and he resolved to capture 
the kingdom of Benares. So with all the fourfooted 
creatures іп his train, he came to а place near to 
Benares. His host covered twelve leagues of ground. 
From his position there he sent a message to the king, 
“Give up your kingdom, or fight for it.” The citizens of 
Benares, smitten with terror, shut close their gates and , 
stayed within. 


јас! 


THE JACKALS SPELL 195 


Then the Bodhisatta drew near the king, and said to 
him, * Fear not, mighty king! leave me the task of fighting 
with the jackal king, Sabbadatha. Except only me, no 
one is able to fight with him at all” Thus he gave heart 
to the king and the citizens. “1 will ask him at once,” һе 
went on, * what he will do in order to take the city So 
he mounted the tower over one of the gates, and cried 
out—" Sabbadatha, what will you do to get possession of 
this realm ?” 

*I will cause the lions to roar, and with the roaring 
I will frighten the multitude: thus will I take it!” 

“Oh, that’s it,” thought the Bodhisatta, and down he 
came from the tower. He made proclamation by beat of 
drum that all the dwellers in the great city of Benares, 
over all its twelve leagues, must stop up their ears with 
flour. The multitude heard the command; they stopped 
up their own ears with flour, so that they could not hear 
each other speak :—nay, they even did the same to all their 
animals down to the cats. 

"Then the Bodhisatta went up a second time into the 
tower, and cried out “Sabbadatha !” 

“What is it, Brahmin?” quoth he. 

* How will you take this realm ?" he asked. 

“1 will cause the lions to roar, and I will frighten 
the people, and destroy them; thus will I take it!" he 
said. 

* You will not be able to make the lions roar; these 
noble lions, with their tawny paws and shaggy manes, will 
never do the bidding of an old jackal like you!” 

Тһе jackal, stubborn with pride, answered, * Not only 
will the other lions obey me, but ГП make this one, upon 
whose back I sit, roar alone!" 

“Very well,” said the Bodhisatta, “do it if you can.” 

13—3 
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So he tapped with his foot on the lion which he sat 
upon, to roar. And the lion resting his mouth upon the 
Elephants temple, roared thrice, without any manner of 
doubt. Тһе elephants were terrified and dropped the 
Jackal down at their feet; they trampled upon his head 
and crushed it to atoms. Then and there Sabbadatha 
perished. And the elephants, hearing the roar of the 
lion, were frightened to death, and wounding one another, 
they all perished there. The rest of the creatures, deer 
and swine, down to the hares and eats, perished then and 
there, all except the lions; and these ran off and took 
to the woods. There was a heap of carcasses covering 
the ground for twelve leagues. 

The Bodhisatta came down from the tower, and had 
the gates of the city thrown open. By beat of drum he 
caused proclamation to be made throughout the city 
“Let all the people take the flour from out of their ears, 
and they that desire meat, meat let them take!” The 
people all ate what meat they could fresh, and the rest 
they dried and preserved. 

It was at this time, according to tradition, that people 
first began to dry meat. 


THE JUDAS-TREE 


Once on a time Brahmadatta the king of Benares had 
four sons. One day they sent for the charioteer, and said 
to him, 

“We want to see a Judas-tree! ; shew us one!” 

“Very well, 1 will,” the charioteer replied. But he did 
not shew it them all together. He took the eldest at once 


1 Алеша = Butea frondosa. 
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to the forest іп the chariot, and shewed him the tree at 
the time when the buds were just sprouting from the stem. 
То the second he shewed it when the leaves were green, to 
the third at the time of blossoming, and to the fourth when 
it was bearing fruit. 

After this it happened that the four brothers were 
sitting together, and some one asked, *What sort of a 
tree is the Judas-tree?" Then the first brother answered, 

“Like a burnt stump!” 

And the second cried, “ Like a banyan-tree!” 

And the third—* Like a piece of meat? !” 

And the fourth said, “ Like the acacia!” 

They were vexed at each other's answers, and ran to 
find their father. “My lord,” they asked, “what sort of a 
tree is the Judas-tree? " 

“What is that you say?” he asked. They told him the 
manner of their answers. Said the king, 

“All four of you have seen the tree. Only when the 
charioteer shewed you the tree, you did not ask him 
‘What is the tree like at such a time?’ or ‘at such another 
time?’ You made no distinctions, and that is the reason 
of your mistake.” And he repeated the first stanza: 


All have seen the Judas. 
What is your perple: 
Хо one asked the charioteer 

What its form the livelong year! 


CE the dispute of the lion and tiger, Jat. 17 (p.20), Dods, 11. 3, The Camelion (two 
travellers dispute as to its colour. In Julien (8) king Adargamukha (Adasamukha. 
of the next tale) shews an elephant to four blind men, who each describe it differently. 
Udana vı. 4. Cf, Rh. Davids, Dial. of the Buddha, i. 187. 


1 It has pink flowers. 
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Once upon a time, Brethren, when Janasandha was 
reigning in Benares, the Bodhisatta came to life as the 
son of his chief queen. His face was resplendent, wearing 
a look of auspicious beauty, like a golden mirror well 
polished. Оп the day of his naming they called him 
sa-mukha, Prince Mirror-face. 

Within the space of seven years his father caused him 
to be taught the three Vedas, and all the duties of this 
world; and then he died, when the lad was seven years 
old. Тһе courtiers performed the king's obsequies with 
great pomp, and made the offerings for the dead; and оп 
the seventh day they gathered together in the palace 
court, and talked together. Тһе prince was very young, 
they thought, and he could not be made king. 

Before they made him king, they would test him. So 
they prepared a court of justice, and set a divan. "Then 
they came into the prince's presence, and said they, * You 
must come, my lord, to the law-court.” То this the prince 
agreed ; and with a great company he repaired thither, and 
sat upon the dais. 

Now at the time when the king sat down for judg- 
ment, the courtiers had dressed up a monkey, in the garb 
of a man who is skilled in the lore which tells what are 
good sites for a building. They made him go upon two 
feet, and brought him into the judgment hall. 

“My lord,” said they, “in the time of the king your 
father this man was one who divined by magic as to 
desirable sites, and well did he know his art. Down in the 
earth as deep as seven cubits he can see a fault. By his 
help there was a place chosen for the king's house; let the 
king provide for him, and give him a post.” 
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The prince scanned him from head to foot. “This is 
no man, but а monkey," he thought; *and monkeys can 
destroy what others have made, but of themselves can 
neither make anything nor carry out such a thing.” And 
so he repeated the first stanza to his court : 


It is not a clever builder, but an ape with a wrinkled 
He ean destroy w others make; that is the w: 


асе; 
of his race. 


“Tt must be so, my lord!” said the courtiers, and took 
him away. But after a day or two they dressed this same 
creature in grand clothes, and brought him again to the 
judgment hall. “In the king your father's time, my lord, 
this was a judge who dealt justice. Him should you take 
to help you in the awarding of justice.” 

The prince looked at him. Thought he, “A man with 
mind and reason is not so hairy as all that. ‘This witless 
ape cannot dispense justice”; and he repeated the second 
stanza: 

There's no wit in thi 
He knows nought, 


iry creature; he breeds no confidenc 
is my father taught: the animal has no sense! 


“So it must be, my lord!” said the courtiers, and led 
him away. Yet once again did they dress up the very 
same monkey, and bring him to the hall of judgment. 
“Sire,” said they, “in the time of the king your father 
this man did his duty to father and mother, and paid 
respect to old age in his family. Him you should keep 
with you.” 

Again the prince looked at him, and thought— 
“Monkeys are fickle of mind; such a thing they cannot 
do^ And then he repeated the third stanza: 


One thing Dasaratha! has taught me; no help such a creature would send 
То father or mother, to sister or brother, or any who call him friend ! 


3 Dasaratha is another name for his father (Schol.). 


200 THE JUDGMENTS ОҒ KING MIRROR-FACE 


*So must it be, my lord!" answered they, and took 
him away again. And they said amongst themselves, 
*"Tis a wise prince; he will be able to rule"; and they 
made the Bodhisatta king; and throughout the city by 
beat of drum they made proclamation, saying, “Тһе edicts 
of king Мітгог-Ғасе!” 

From that time the Bodhisatta reigned righteously ; 
and his wisdom was noised abroad throughout all India. 
To shew forth the matter of this wisdom of his, these 
fourteen problems were brought to him to decide: 


An ox, а lad, а horse, а basket-knight, 

A squire, a light-o'-love, and a young dame, 
A snake, а deer, 1 
A snake, ascetics, a young priest I name. 


This happened as we shall now explain. When the 
Bodhisatta was inaugurated king, a certain servant of 
king Janasandha, named Gamani-canda, thus considered 
within himself: “This kingdom is glorious if it be governed 
by aid of those who are of an age with the king. Now 
1 am old, and I cannot wait upon a young prince: so 
I will get me a living by farming in the country.” So he 
departed from the city a. distance of three leagues, and 
abode in a certain village. But he had no oxen for 
farming. And so, after rain had fallen, һе begged the 
loan of two oxen from a friend ; all day long he ploughed 
with them, and then he gave them grass to cat, and went 
to the owners house to give them back again. At the 
moment it happened that the owner sat at meat with his 
wife; and the oxen entered the house, quite at home. 
As they entered, the master was raising his plate, and the 
wife putting hers down. Seeing that they did not invite 
him to share the meal, Gàmani-canda departed without 
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formally making over the oxen. During the night, thieves 
broke into the cow-pen, and stole the oxen away. 

Early on the morrow, the owner of these oxen entered 
the cow-shed, but cattle there were none; he perceived 
that they had been stolen away by thieves. “ГП make 
Gamani pay for it!" thought he, and to Gamani he 
went. 

“Т say, return me my oxen!” cried he. 

“Are not they in their stall?” 

“Now did you return them to me?” 

“No, I didn't." 

“Here's the king's officer: come along!” 

Now this people have a custom that they pick up 
a bit of stone or a potsherd, and say—* Here's the king's 
officer: come along!" If any man refuses to go, he is 
punished. So when Gàmani heard the word * officer," he 
went along. 

So they went together towards the king's court. On 
the way, they came to a village where dwelt a friend of 
Сатапіѕ. Said he to the other, 

“Т say, I'm very hungry. Wait here till I go in and 
get me something to саб!” and he entered his friend's 
house. 

But his friend was not at home. Тһе wife said, 

“Sir, there is nothing cooked. Wait but a moment; 
I will cook at once and set before you." 

She climbed a ladder to the grain store, and in her 
haste she fell to the ground, And as she was seven months 
gone with child, a miscarriage followed. 

At that moment, in came the husband, and saw what 
had happened. “You have struck my wife,” cried he, 
*and brought her labour upon her untimely! Heres a 
king's officer for you—come along!” and he carried him off. 
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After this they went on, the two of them, with Gamani 
between. 

As they went, there was a horse at a village gate; and 
the groom could not stop it, but it ran along with them. 
The horsekeeper called out to Gamani— 

“Uncle! Candagamauni, hit the horse with something, and 
head him back!” Gamani picked up a stone, and threw it 
at the horse. The stone struck his foot, and broke it like 
the stalk of a castor-oil plant. Then the man cried, 

“Oh, you've broken my horse's leg! Here's a king's 
officer for you!” and he laid hold of him. 

Gamani was thus three men’s prisoner. As they led 
him along, he thought: “These people will denounce me 
to the king; I can’t pay for the oxen; much less the fine 
for causing an untimely birth; and then where shall I get 
the price of the horse? Г were better dead." 80, as 
they went along, he saw a wood hard by the road, and in 
it a hill with a precipice on one side of it. In the shadow 
of it were two basket-makers, father and son, weaving a 
mat. Said Gamani, 

“Т say, want to гейге for а moment: wait here, while 
I go aside”; and with these words he climbed the hill, and 
threw himself down the precipice. He fell upon the back 
of the elder basket-maker, and killed him on the spot. 
Gamani got up, and stood still. 

“Ah, you villain! youve murdered my father!” cried 
the younger basket-maker; “heres the king’s officer!” 
He seized Gamanis hands, and came out of the thicket. 

* What's this?" asked the oth 

“The villain has murdered my father!” 

So on they went, the four of them, with Gamani in the 
middle. 


1 It is worth noting that this term of affection means a mother’s brother. 
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They came to the gate of another village. The head- 
man was there, who hailed Gamani: “Uncle Canda, whither 
away" 

“То see the king," says Gamani. 

“Оһ indeed, to see the king. ' I want to send him а 
message; will you take it?" 

“Yes, that I will." 

*Well—I am usually handsome, rich, honoured, and 
healthy; but now I am miserable and have the jaundice 
too. Ask Ше king why this is. He is a wise man, so they 
say; he will tell you, and you can bring me his message 
again." 

То this the other agreed. 

At another village a light-o-love called out to him— 
“Whither bound, Uncle Canda?” 

“To see the king,” says he. 

“They say the king is a wise man; take him a message 
from me,” says the woman. “Aforetime I used to make 
great gains; now I don’t get the worth of a betel-nut, and 
nobody courts me. Ask the king how this may be, and 
then you can tell me.” 

At a third village, there was a young woman who told 
Gamani, “I can live neither with my husband nor with my 
own family. Ask the king how this is, and then tell me.” 

A little further on there was a snake living in an ant- 
hill near the road. He saw Gamani, and called out, 

“Whither away, Canda?” 

“То see the king. 

“The king is wise; take him a message from me. 
When I go out to get my food, I leave this ant-hill faint 
and famishing, and yet I fill the entrance hole with my 
body, and I get out with difficulty, dragging myself along. 
But when I come in again, I feel satisfied, and fat, yet 
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I pass quickly through the hole without touching the 
sides. How is this? ask the king, and bring me his 
answer." 

And further on a deer saw him, and said—* I can't eat 
grass anywhere but underneath this tree. Ask the king 
the reason.” And again a partridge said, “When I sit at 
the foot of this ant-heap, and utter my note, I can make 
it prettily; but nowhere else. Ask the king why.” And 
again, a tree spirit saw him, and said, 

“Whither away, Canda?” 

“To the king.” 

“The kings a wise man, they say. In former times 
I was highly honoured; now I dont receive so much as 
a handful of twigs. Ask the king what the reason is.” 

And further on again he was seen by a naga king, 
who spoke to him thus: “The king is said to be a wise 
man: then ask him this question. Heretofore the water 
in this pool has been clear as crystal. Why is it that now 
it has become turbid, with scum all over it?” 

Further on, not far from a town, certain ascetics who 
dwelt in a aw him, and said, in the same way, “They 
say the king is wise. Of yore there were in this park 
sweet fruits in plenty, now they have grown tasteless and 
dry. Ask him what the reason i Further on again, he 
was accosted by some brahmin students who were in a hall 
at the gate of a town. They said to him, 

Where are you going, Canda, eh 1” 
* To the king, 
Then take a message for us. "Till now, whatever 
passage we learnt was bright and clear; now it does not 
stay with us, it is not understood, but all is darkness,— 
it is like water in a leaky jar. Ask the king what the 
reason is.” 
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Gamani-canda came before the king with his fourteen 
questions. When the king saw him, he recognised him, 
* This is my father's servant, who used to dandle me in his 
arms. Where has he been living all this time?" And 
“Canda,” said he, “where have you been living all this 
time? We have seen nothing of you for a long while; 
what brings you here?" 

*Oh, my lord, when my lord the late king went to 
heaven, 1 departed into the country and kept myself by 
farming. "Then this man summoned me for a suit regard- 
ing his cattle, and here he has brought me." 

“Tf you had not been brought here, you had never 
come; but I'm glad that you were brought anyhow. Now 
lean see you. Where is that man?” 

* Here, my lord." 

“Is it you that summoned our friend Саша?” 

* Yes, my lord." 

“Why?” 

“He refuses to give back my pair of oxen!” 

“Ts this so, Canda f” 

“Hear my story too, my lord!” said Canda; and told 
him the whole. When he had heard the tale, the king 
accosted the owner of the oxen. “Did you see the oxen,” 
said he, “entering the stall?” 

“No, my lord,” the man replied. 

“Why, man, did you never hear my name? They call 
me king Mirror-face. Speak out honestly.” 

“T saw them, my lord!” said he. 

“Now, Canda,” said the king, “you failed to return the 
oxen, and therefore you are his debtor for them. But this 
man, in saying that he had not seen them, told a direct 
lie. Therefore you with your own hands shall pluck his 
eyes out, and you shall yourself pay him twenty-four 
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pieces of money as the price of the oxen.” Then they led 
the owner of the oxen out of doors. 

“If I lose my eyes, what do I care for the money?” 
thought he. And he fell at Gamanis feet, and besought 
him—*O master Canda, keep those twenty-four pieces, 
and take these too!” and he gave him other pieces, and 
ran away. 

The second man said, “ My lord, this fellow struck my 
wife, and made her miscarry." this true, Canda?” 
asked the king. Canda begged for a hearing, and told 
the whole story. 

“Did you really strike her, and cause her to miscarry?” 
asked the king. 

“No, my lord! I did no such thing." 

* Now, can you "—to the other—" can you heal the mis- 
carriage which he has caused?” 

* No, my lord, I cannot." 

* Now, what do you want to do?" 

“1 ought to have а son, my lord." 

* Now then, Canda—you take the man's wife to your 
house; and when a son shall be born to you, hand him 
over to the husband." 

Then this man also fell at Canda's feet, crying, * Don't 
break up my home, master!" threw down some money, 
and made 01. 

The third man then accused Canda of laming his horse's 
foot. Canda as before told what had happened. Then the 
king asked the owner, 

* Did you really bid Canda strike the horse, and turn 
him back?” 

“No, my lord, I did not.” But on being pressed, he 
admitted that he had said so. 

“This man,” said the king, “has told a direct lie, in 


THE JUDGMENTS OF KING MIRROR-FACE 207 


saying that he did not tell you to head back the horse. You 
may tear out his tongue; and then pay him a thousand 
pieces for the horse's price, which I will give you” But 
the fellow even gave him another sum of money, and 
departed. 

Then the basket-maker's son said, 

* This fellow is a murderer, and he killed my father!” 

“Ts it so, Салда?” asked the king. “Hear me, my lord,” 
said Canda, and told him about it. 

* Now, what do you want?" asked the king. 

* My lord, I must have my father." 

* Canda;" said the king, *this man must have a father. 
But you cannot bring him back from the dead. Then 
take his mother to your house, and do you be a father 
to him." 

“Oh, master!” cried the man, “don’t break up my dead 
fathers home!" He gave Gàmani a sum of money, and 
hurried away. 

Thus Gamani won his suit, and in great delight he said 
to the king, 

* My lord, I have several questions for you from several 
persons; may 1 tell you them?” 

“Бау on,” said the king. 

So Gamani told them all in reverse order, beginning 
with the young brahmins. The king answered them 
in turn. To the first question, he answered: *In the 
place where they lived there used to be a crowing cock 
that knew the time. When they heard his crow, they 
used to rise up, and repeat their texts, until the sun rose, 
and thus they did not forget what they learnt. But now 
there is а cock that crows out of season; he crows at 
dead of night, or in broad day. When he crows in the 
depth of night, up they rise, but they are too sleepy to 
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repeat the text. When he crows in broad day, they rise 
up, but they have not the chance to repeat their texts. 
Thus it is, that whatever they learn, they soon forget.” 

To the second question, he answered: “ Formerly 
these men used to do all the duties of the ascetic, and 
they induced the mystic trance. Now they have neglected 
the ascetic’s duties, and they do what they ought not to 
do; the fruits whieh grow in the park they give to their 
attendants; they live in a sinful way, exchanging their 
alms’. This is why this fruit does not grow sweet. If 
they once more with one consent do their duty as 
ascetics, again the fruit will grow sweet for them. Those 
hermits know not the wisdom of kings; tell them to live 
the ascetic life." 

ile heard the third question, and answered, “Those 
naga chiefs quarrel one with another, and that is why 
the water becomes turbid. If they make friends аз 
before, the water will be clear again, After hearing 
the fourth, “The tree-spirit,” said he, “used formerly to 
protect men passing through the wood, and therefore it 
received many offerings. Now it gives them no protection, 
and so it receives no offerings. If it protects them as 
before, it will receive choice offerings again. It knows 
not that there are kings in the world. Tell it, then, to 
guard the men who go up into that wood” And оп 
hearing the fifth, “Under the ant-hill where the partridge 
finds himself able to utter a pleasant cry is a crock of 
treasure; dig it up and get it.” To the sixth he answered, 
“On the tree under which the deer found he could eat 
grass, is a great honeycomb. Не craves the grass on 
which this honey has dropped, and so he can eat no other. 
You get the honeycomb, send the best of it to me, and eat 


1 Some staying at home, while others beg for all, to save trouble. 
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the rest yourself" "Then on hearing the seventh, * Under 
the snake's ant-heap lies a large treasure-crock, and there һе 
lives guarding it. So when he goes out, from greed for this 
ireasure his body sticks fast; but after he has fed, his 
desire for the treasure prevents his body from sticking, and 
he goes in quickly and easily. Dig up the treasure, and 
keep it.” Then he replied to the eighth question, “Between 
the villages where dwell the young woman’s husband and 
her parents lives a lover of hers ша certain house. She 
remembers him, and her desire is toward him; therefore 
she cannot stay in her husband's house, but says she will 
go and see her parents, and on the way she stays a few 
days with her lover. When she has been at home a few 
days, again she remembers him, and saying she will 
return to her husband, she goes again to her lover. Go, 
tell her there are kings in the land; say, she must dwell 
with her husband, and if she will not, let her have a care, 
the king will cause her to be seized, and she shall die.” 
He heard the ninth, and to this he said, “The woman 
used formerly to take a price from the hand of one, and 
not to go with another until she was off with him, and 
that is how she used to receive much. Now she has 
changed her manner, and without leave of the first she 
goes with the last, so that she receives nothing, and none 
seek after her. If she keeps to her old custom, it will be 
as it was before. "Tell her that she should keep to that.” 
On hearing the tenth, he replied, “That village headman 
used once to deal justice indifferently, so that men were 
pleased and delighted with hi nd in their delight they 
gave him many a present. This is what made him hand- 
some, rich, and honoured. Now he loves to take bribes, 
and his judgment is not fair; so he is poor and miserable, 
and jaundiced. If he judges once again with righteousness, 
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he will be again as he was before. He knows not that 
there are kings in the land. Tell him that he must use 
justice in giving judgment." 

And Gamani-canda told all these messages, as they 
were told to him. And the king having resolved all these 
questions by his wisdom, like Buddha omniscient, gave 
rich presents to Gamani-canda; and the village where 
Canda dwelt he gave to him, as a brahmin's gift, and let 
him go. Сарда went out of the city, and told the king's 
answer to the brahmin youths, and the ascetics, to the 
naga and to Ше tree-s| he took the treasure from 
the place where the partridge sat, and from the tree 
beneath which the deer did eat, he took the honeycomb, 
and sent honey to the king; he broke into the snake's ant- 
hill, and gathered the treasure out of it; and to the young 
woman, and the light-o-love, and the village headman he 
said even as the king had told him. Then he returned to 
his own village, and dwelt there so long as he lived, and 
afterward passed away to fare according to his deserts. 
And king Mirror-face also gave alms, and wrought good- 
ness, and finally after his death attained to heaven. 


Tib. T. wt. Adaréamukha, where there are seven problems, only five of whieh 
Лаке a correspondence with the j The same story in Schmidt, 340 ff, quoted 
by Benf. Bint, § 166. Cf. The Nineteen Problems, and Clouston, i. 61—64, Grimm 29, 
Anm. On the influence of buried gold in the fifth question ef. Jat. 39, p. 40. 
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Once on a time, when Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, there was a great lake in Himalaya, wherein 
was a great golden Crab. Because he lived there, the 
place was known as the Crab Tarn. Тһе Crab was very 
large, as big round as a threshing floor; it would catch 
elephants, and kill and eat them ; and from fear of it the 
elephants durst not go down and browse there. 

Now the Bodhisatta was conceived by the mate of an 
elephant, the leader of a herd, living hard by this Crab 
Tarn. The mother, in order to be safe till her deli: 
sought another place on a mountain, and there she was 
delivered of a son; who in due time grew to years of 
wisdom, and was great and mighty, and prospered, and he 
was like a purple mountain of collyrium. 

He chose another elephant for his mate, and he re- 
solved to catch this Crab. So with his mate and his 
mother, he sought out the elephant herd, and finding his 
father, proposed to go and catch the Crab. 

“You will not be able to do that, my son,” said he. 

But he begged the father again and again to give him 
leave, until at last he said, * Well, you may try." 

So the young Elephant collected all the elephants 
beside the Crab "Tarn, and led them close by the lake. 
“Does the Crab catch them when they go down, or 
while they are feeding, or when they come up again?" 

They replied, “When the beasts come up again.” 

* Well then," said he, *do you all go down to the lake 
and eat whatever you see, and come up first; I will follow 
last behind you” And so they did. Then the Crab, 
seeing the Bodhisatta coming up last, caught his feet tight 
in his claw, like а smith who seizes а lump of iron in a 
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huge pair of tongs. The Bodhisatta's mate did not leave 
him, but stood there close by him. The Bodhisatta 
pulled at the Crab, but could not make him budge. 
Then the Crab pulled, and drew him towards himself. 
In deadly fear the Elephant roared the cry of capture; 
hearing which all the other elephants, in deadly terror, 
ran off trumpeting, and dropping excrement. Even his 
mate could not stand, but began to make off. Then to tell 
her how he was held a prisoner, he uttered the first stanza, 
hoping to stay her from her flight: 

Gold-clawed! creature with projecting eyes, 

Tarn-bred, hairless, clad in bony shell, 


Не has caught me! hear my woful cri 
Mate! don’t leave me—for you love me well! 


Then his mate turned round, and repeated the second 
stanza to his comfort: 
Leave you? never! never will I go— 
Noble husband, with your years threescore. 


All four quarters of the earth can shew 
None so dear as you Пахе been of yore. 


In this way she encouraged him; and saying, “ Noble 
sir, now I will talk to the Crab a while to make him let you 
go,” she addressed the Crab in the third stanza: 

Of all the crabs that in the sea, 
Ganges, or Nerbudda be, 


You are best and chief, 1 kno 
Hear me—let my husband go! 


As she spoke thus, the Crab's fancy was smitten with 
the sound of the female voice, and forgetting all fear he 
loosed his claws from the Elephant's leg, and suspected 

1 Sihgi means either ‘horned’ or ‘gold? and the scholiast gives both interpre- 


tations. As the word suggested both to the writer, I use a word which expresses 
both in English. (Dr Rouse.) 


PLATE Ш 


THE CRAB AND THE ELEPHANT 


(Јака 2 211) 
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nothing of what he would do when he was set free. Then 
the Elephant lifted his foot, and stepped upon the Crab's 
back; and at once his eyes started out. Тһе Elephant 
shouted the joy-cry. Up ran the other elephants all, 
pulled the Crab along and set him upon the ground, and 
trampled him to mincemeat. His two claws broken from 
his body lay apart. And this Crab Tarn, being near the 
Ganges, when there was a flood in the Ganges, was filled 
with Ganges water; when the water subsided it ran 
from the lake into the Ganges. Then these two claws 
were lifted and floated along the Ganges. One of them 
reached the sea, the other was found by the ten royal 
brothers while playing in the water, and they took it and 
made of it the little drum called Anaka. Тһе Titans 
found that which reached the sea, and made it into the 
drum called Alambara. These afterwards being worsted 
in battle with Sakka, ran off and left it behind. Then 
Sakka caused it to be kept for his own use; and it is 
of this they say, “There is thunder like the Alambara 
cloud !" 


"The tale of the ten royal brothers is part of the Krishna legend. Krishna slays 
а demon Райсајапа in the form of a conch shell, of which he makes а war-horn. 
Vishnu Pur. у. 21. The father of the royal brothers, who in the Vishnu Pur, ту. 15 
is called Vasudeva, has the epithet Anakadundubhi, ‘he who has a war-drum 
(ünaka)' See further, The ten Slave-brethren. 


THE OWL AS RING 


Once upon a time, the people who lived in the first 
cycle of the world gathered together, and took for their 
king a certain man, handsome, auspicious, commanding, 
altogether perfect. The quadrupeds also gathered, and 
chose for king the Lion; and the fish in the ocean chose 
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them a fish called Ananda, Then all the birds in the 
Himalayas assembled upon a flat rock, crying, 

“Among men there is a king, and among the beasts, and 
the fish have one too; but amongst us birds king there is 
none. We should not live in anarchy; we too should 
choose a king. Fix on some one fit to be set in the king's 
place!" 

They searched about for such a bird, and chose the 
Owl; *Here is the bird we like," said they. And a bird 
made proclamation three times to all that there would be 
а vote taken оп this matter. After patiently hearing this 
announcement twice, on the third time up rose a Crow, 
and cried out, 

“Stay now! If that is what he looks like when he is 
being consecrated king, what will he look like when he is 
angry? If he only looks at us in anger, we shall be 
scattered like sesame seeds thrown on a hot plate. I don't 
want to make this fellow king!" and enlarging upon this 
he uttered the first stanza: 


The owl is king, yon say, o'er all bird-kind: 
With your permission, may I speak my mind? 


The Birds repeated the second, granting him leave to 
speak: 
You have our leave, Sir, so it be good and right: 
For other birds are young, and wise, and bright. 


Thus permitted, he repeated the third: 


I like not (with all deference be it said) 
To have the Owl anointed as our Head. 
Look at his face! if this good humour be, 
What will he do when he looks angrily? 


х out “I don't like 
and pursued him. 


Then he flew up into the air, cawi 
it! I dont like it!" Тһе Owl rose 
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Thenceforward those two nursed enmity one towards 
another. And the birds chose a golden Mallard for their 
king, and dispersed. 

P. (T.) ш.9, Som. хи. 34 
parrot objects to tl 
is chosen, and th 
you defend us?” 


) vı. 1, (Arab) үш. In Julien 7 the 
hi In Aesop( 98) the peacock 
re king, and the eagle attacks us, how will 


hos 
у, “ If you 


ow 


THE ELEPHANT-TRAINERS LUCK 


Once on a time, when Brahmadatta reigned in Benares, 
the Bodhisatta was born into a Brahmin family in the 
realm of Kasi. On growing up, he was educated at 
Takkasila, and lived among his family; but when his 
parents died, much distressed he retired to the life of a 
recluse in the Himalaya, and there he cultivated the 
Attainments. 

А long time passed, and he came down to inhabited 
parts for salt and savouring, and took up his quarters in 
the gardens of the king of Benares. Next day, on his 
begging rounds, he came to the door of an elephant- 
trainer. "This man took a fancy to his ways and manners, 
fed him, and gave him lodging in his own grounds, waiting 
upon him continually. 

Now it happened just then that a man whose business it 
was to gather firewood failed to get back to town from 
the woods in time. Не lay down for the night in а 
temple, placing a bundle of sticks under his head for 
à pillow. At this temple there were a number of cocks 
quite free, which had perched close by оп a tree. Towards 
morning, one of them, who was roosting high, let fall a 
dropping on the back of a bird below. “Who dropt that 
on me?" cried this one. “I did," cried the first. “And 
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why?" *Didnt think," said the other; and then did it 
again. Hereupon they both began to abuse each other, 
erying—* What power have you? what power have you?” 
At last the lower one said, *Anybody who kills me, and 
eats my flesh roasted on the coals, gets a thousand pieces 
of money in the morning!” And the one above answered 
— Pooh, pooh, don't boast about a little thing like that! 
Anybody who eats my fleshy parts will become king; if 
he eats my outside, hell become commander-in-chief or 
chief queen, according as hes man or woman; if he + 
eats the flesh by my bones, hell get the post of royal 
Treasurer, if he be a householder; or, if a holy man, will 
become the king's favourite !” 

The stick-picker heard all this, and pondered. “Now 
if I become king, there'll be no need of a thousand pieces 
of money.” Quietly he climbed the tree, caught the top- 
most cock and killed him: he fastened him in a fold of 
his dress, saying to himself—*Now ГИ be king!" Аз 
soon as the gates were opened, in he walked. He plucked 
the fowl, and cleaned it, and gave it to his wife, bidding 
her make the meat nice for eating. She got ready the 
meat with some rice, and set it before him, bidding her 
lord eat. 

* Goodwife,” said he, “there's great virtue in this meat. > 
By eating it I shall become king, and you my queen!" 
So they took the meat and rice down to the Ganges 
bank, intending to bathe before eating it. Then, putting 
meat and rice down upon the bank, in they went to bathe. 

Just then a breeze stirred up the water, which washed 
away the meat. Down the river it floated, till it came in 
sight of an elephant-trainer, a great personage, who was 
giving his elephants a bath lower down. “What have we 
here?" said he, and picked it up, “It’s fowl and rice, my 
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lord," was the reply. Не bade wrap it up, and seal it, and 
sent it home to his wife, with a message not to open it till 
he returned. 

Тһе stick-picker also ran ой with his belly puffed out 
with sand and water which he had swallowed. 

Now a certain ascetic, who had divine vision, the family 
priest of the elephant-trainer, was thinking to himself, 
*My patron friend does not leave his post with the 
elephants. When will he attain promotion?" As he thus 
pondered, he saw this man by his divine insight, and per- 
ceived what was a-doing. He went on before, and sat іп 
the patron's house. 

When the master returned, he greeted him respect- 
fully and sat down on one side. Then sending for the 
parcel, he ordered food and water to be brought for the 
ascetic. Тһе ascetic took the rice which was offered; but 
not the meat, and said, “I will divide this meat.” Тһе 
master gave him leave. Then separating the meat into 
portions, he gave to Ше elephant-trainer the fleshy parts, 
the outside to his wife, and took the flesh about the bones 
for his own share. After the meal was over, he said, “On 
the third day from this you will become king. Take care 
what you do!" and away he went. 

On the third day a neighbouring king came and 
beleaguered Benares. The king told his elephant-trainer 
to dress in the royal robes, bidding him go mount his 
elephant and fight. He himself put on a disguise, and 
mingled with the ran swift came an arrow, and pierced 
him, so that he perished then and there. The trainer, 
learning that the king was dead, sent for a great quantity 
of money, and beat the drum, proclaiming, “Let those who 
want money, advance, and fight!” The warrior host in a 
twinkling slew the hostile king. 
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After the king's obsequies the courtiers deliberated 
who was to be made king. Said they, * While our king 
was yet alive, he put his royal robes upon the elephant- 
trainer. This very man has fought and won the kingdom. 
То him the kingdom shall be given!" And they conse- 
crated him king, and his wife they made the chief queen. 
The Bodhisatta became his confidant. 


‘The episode of eating the cock's flesh oc 
Temple, Wideawake Stories, p. 139. Miklosich (Ueber die Mundarten der Zigeuner, 
Iv. p. 95) giv le of the gipsies of Bukowina. ላ poor man with three sons buys 
а hen which lays a diamond, and a second and third, on the last of which is written, 
“he who eats the head of the hen will b mperor, he who eats the heart will 
have 1000 gold pieces under his head every night, and he who cats the feet will 
be a prophet.” The luck falls to the three sons. Cf. j, p: 117, Clouston, i. 93 ff, 
Grimm 60. On the folklore of eating the heart 


irs in Jat. 445, Tib. T. vir, Steele and 


THE WISHING-CUP 


Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born as a rich merchant's son ; 
and after his father's death, took his place. In his house 
was buried a treasure of four hundred million. He had 
an only son. The Bodhisatta gave alms and did good 
until he died, and then he came to life again as Sakka, 
king of the gods. His son proceeded to make a pavilion 
across the road, and sat down with many friends round 
him, to drink. He paid a thousand pieces to runners 
and tumblers, singers and dancers, and passed his time in 
drinking, gluttony, and debauchery; he wandered about, 
asking only for song, music, and dancing, devoted to hi 
boon-companions, sunk in sloth. So in a short time he 
squandered all his treasure of four hundred millions, all 
his property, goods, and furniture, and got so poor and 
miserable that he had to go about clad in rags. 
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Sakka, as he meditated, became aware how poor he 
was. Overcome with love for his son, he gave him a 
Wishing Cup, with these words: *Son, take care not to 
break this cup. So long as you keep it, your wealth will 
never come to an end. So take good care of it!" and then 
he returned to heaven. 

After that the man did nothing but drink out of it. 
One day, he was drunk, and threw the cup into the air, 
catching it as it fell. But once he missed it. Down it fell 
upon the earth, and smashed! Then he got poor again, 
and went about in rags, begging, bowl in hand, till at last 
he lay down by a wall, and died. 


Cf. Ubland’s ballad of the Luck of Edenhall (translated by Longfellow), which 
was suggested to him by Ritson's Fairy Tales, xix, (1831). The shattering of the 
cup and ruin of the place was Uhland's invention. The cup still exists in the 
possession of the Musgrave family. Ritson says that the Duke of Wharton once 
accid dropped it, but that the butler caught it in a napkin, Кос E. 5. Hart- 
land, The Science of Fairy Tales, y. 153, London, 


THE JACKAL AND THE CROW 


Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, the Bodhisatta became a tree-spirit in a certain 
rose-apple grove. A Crow perched upon a branch of his 
tree, and began to eat the fruit. Then came а Jackal, and 
looked up and spied the Crow. Thought he, “If I flatter 
this creature, perhaps I shall get some of the fruit to eat!” 
So in flattery he repeated the first stanza: 


Who is it sits ша ros 

Sweet singer! whose voice t gently to me? 

Like a yonng peacock she coos with soft grace, 
And ever sits still in her place. 


apple tree— 
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The Crow, in his praise, responded with the second : 


He that is noble in breeding and birth 
Can praise others’ breeding, knows what they are worth. 
Like a young tiger thou seemest to be: 

Come, eat what 1 give, Sir, to thee! 


With these words she shook the branch and made 
some fruit drop. Then the spirit of the tree, beholding 
these two eating, after flattering each other, repeated the 
third stanza: 

Liars, foregather, I very well know. 
Here, for example, a carrion Crow, 


And corpse-eating Jackal, with puerile clatter 
Proceed one another to flatter! 


After repeating this stanza, the tree-spirit, assuming a 
fearful shape, scared them both away. 


СЕ Aesop, The For and the Crow, Babr. 77, Halm 204, Phaedr. 1. 13. It was 
known to Horace, Sat, п. 5. 56, Ep. τ. 17. 50, A. P. 487. In Jat, crow on a 
n order to share the flesh that he is eating. obs 65. It із 
that usually takes the place in Indian fables of the fox of Aesop. 


HE WOLF'S SABBATH 


Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta reigned king in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta came to life as Sakka, king of 
the gods. At that time a Wolf lived on a rock by the 
Ganges bank. The winter floods came up and surrounded 
the rock. There he lay upon the rock, with no food and 
no way of getting it. The water rose and rose, and the 
wolf pondered: “No food here, and no way to get it. 
Here I lie, with nothing to do. I may as well keep a sabbath 
fast" Thus resolved to keep a sabbath, as he lay he 
solemnly resolved to keep the religious precepts. Sakka in 
his meditations perceived the wolf's weak resolve. Thou 
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he, “TI plague that wolf”; and taking the shape of a wild 
goat, he stood near, and let the wolf see him. 

“TIl keep sabbath another day!” thought the Wolf, as 
he spied him ; up he got, and leapt at the ature. But 
the goat jumped about so that the Wolf could not catch 
him. When our Wolf saw that he could not catch him, 
he came to a standstill, and went back, thinking to himself 
as he lay down again, “Well, my sabbath is not broken 
after all" 

Then Sakka, by his divine power, hovered above in the 
air; said he, 

* What have such as you, all unstable, to do with keep- 
ing a sabbath? You didn’t know that I was Sakka, 
and wanted a meal of goat’s-flesh!” and thus plaguing 
and rebuking him, he returned to the world of the gods. 


А variant of De lupo et ariete of Marie de France (1, Roquefort, хит.) in 
Berekhyah ha-Naqdan, Mishle Shi@lim 36. It occurs as follows in the Pari 
Promptuarium Exemplorum, 20 (а work dependent on Marie): De lupo uouente, 
quod non comederet carnes per totum xt, Qui dum iret per siluam, uidit vnum 
pinguem arietem solum. Qui dixit in corde suo, quod uotum amplius non seruaret, 
sed comederet mutonem loco salmonis, qui carius emitur. Jacobs 172, giv 
translation of the Hebrew. 

СЕ Lessings fable, τι. 4, of The Wolf on his Deathbed, who confesses his 
but remembers that he once refrained from devouring a lamb, and took no notice 
of the mockery of a sheep. The fox reminds him that it was at the time when he 
was afflicted with the bone in his throat, See Jat. 308, р. 223. 


a 


THE KING AND THE FRUIT-GIRL 

Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was king at 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was his minister and his temporal 
and spiritual adviser. 

Now one day the king stood at an open window looking 
into the palace court. And at this very moment the 
daughter of a fruiterer, a beautiful girl in the flower of 
her youth, stood with a basket of jujubes on her head 


992 THE KING AND THE FRUIT-GIRL 


crying, *Jujubes, тіре jujubes, who'll buy my jujubes?” 
But she did not venture into the royal court. 

And the king no sooner heard her voice than he fell in 
love with her and when he learned that she was un- 
married he sent for her and raised her to the dignity of 
chief queen, and bestowed great honour upon her. Now 
she was dear and pleasing in the king's eyes. And опе 
day the king sat eating jujubes in a golden dish. And the 
queen Sujata, when she saw the king eating jujubes, asked 
him, saying, * My lord, what in the world are you eating?" 
And she uttered the first stanza : 


"What is this egg-shaped fruit, my lord, so pretty and red of hue, 
In a gold dish set before thee? Pray tell me, where they grew. 
And the king was wroth and said, *O daughter of a 
greengrocer, dealer in ripe jujubes, do you not recognise 
the jujubes, the special fruit of your own family?" And 
he repeated two stanzas: 


Bare-headed and meanly clad, my queen, thou once didst feel no shame, 
То fill thy lap with the jujube fruit, and now thou dost ask its name; 


"Thou art eaten up with pride, my queen, thou findest no pleasure in life, 
Begone and gather thy jujubes again, Thou shalt be no longer my wife. 

Then the Bodhisatta thought, “Хо one, except myself, 
will be able to reconcile this pair. 1 will appease the 
king’s anger and prevent him from turning her out of 
doors.” Then he repeated the fourth stanza: 


These are the sins of a woman, my lord, promoted to high estate: 
Forgive her and cease from thine anger, О king, for "twas thou didst 
make her great. 
So the king at his word put up with the offence of the 
queen and restored her to her former position. And 
thenceforth they lived amicably together. 


Jat. 108 (Buddhaghosha 88%, The Modest Gir 
marries a village girl bee: 


ва similar tale of 8 king who 
of her good behaviour. The ballad of king Cophetua 
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and the beggur-maid (Percy's Zel. i, 189, ed. 1876) appears to have been known to 
Shakspere, οἵ. Z, 2. 2.1. 90, 311 and ту. 1. 66, It contains the same feature as the 
мака: 


She had forgot her gowne of gray, 
Which she did weare of late 
The proverb old is come to 
The priest, when he begins hi 
Forgets that ever clerke he w 


masse, 


The tale is here told of a previous birth of Pasenadi, king of Kosala, who wished 
to marry into the Sakya clan, but was tricked into marrying a slaye-girl, the daughter 
ofa Sakyan prince, 


THE WOODPECKER AND THE LION 


Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta came to life as a woodpecker in 
the Himalaya country. 

Now a certain lion, while devouring his prey, had a 
bone stick in his throat. His throat swelled up so that 
he could not take any food and severe pains set in. Then 
this woodpecker, while intent on seeking its own food, as 
it was perched on a bough, saw the lion and asked him, 
saying, * Friend, what ails you?” Не told him what was 
the matter, and the bird said, * I would take the bone out 
of your throat, friend, but I dare not put my head into 
your mouth, for fear you should eat me up." 

“Do not be afraid, friend; I will not eat you up. Only 
save my life." 

“АП right," said the bird, and ordered the lion to lie 
down upon his side. "Then it thought: * Who knows what 
this fellow will be about?" And to prevent his closing 
his mouth, it fixed a stick between his upper and lower 
jaw, and then entering into the lion's mouth, it struck 
the end of the bone with its beak. Тһе bone fell out and 
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disappeared. Апа then the woodpecker came out of the 
lion's mouth, and with a blow from its beak knocked out 
the stick, and hopping off sat on the top of a bough. 

Тһе lion recovered from his sickness, and one day was 
devouring a wild buflalo which he had killed. "Thought 
the woodpecker: “I will now put him to the test,” and 
perching on a bough above the lion’s head, it fell to con- 
versing with him and uttered the first stanza: 


Kindness as much as in us lay, 
To thee, my lord, we once did shew: 
On us in turn, we humbly pray, 
Do thou a trifling boon bestow. 


On hearing this the lion repeated the second stanza: 


To trust thy head to a Поп 
А creature red in tooth and claw, 
To dare such a deed and be living still, 
Is token enough of my good will, 


w, 


The woodpecker on hearing this uttered two more 
stanzas: 


From the base ingrate hope not to obtain 
Тһе due requital of good serviee done: 

From bitter thought and angry word refrain, 
But haste the presenee of the wretch to shun. 


With these words the woodpeeker flew away. 


Jātakamālā xxxi. 
Cf. Jacobs 5: 


Tib. Т. хххи, Aesop, The Wolf and the Crane, Babr. 94, 


Halm 276, Phaedr. 1. 


THE HARES SELF-SACRIFICE 


Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta came to life as a young hare and 
lived in a wood. On one side of this wood was the foot of 
2 mountain, on another side a river, and on the third side 
а border-village. The hare had three friends—a monkey, 
a jackal and an otter. These four wise creatures lived 
together and each of them got his food on his own 
hunting-ground, and in the evening they again came 
together. The hare in his wisdom by way of admonition 
preached the Truth to his three companions, teaching 
that alms are to be given, the moral law to be observed, 
and holy days to be kept. They accepted his admonition 
and went cach to his own part of the jungle and dwelt 
there. 

And so in the course of time the Bodhisatta one day 
observing the sky, and looking at the moon knew that 
the next day would be a fast-day, and addressing his three 
companions he said, “To-morrow is a fast-day. Let all 
three of you take upon you the moral precepts and 
observe the holy day. То one that stands fast in moral 
practice, almsgiving brings a great reward. "Therefore 
feed any beggars that come to you by giving them food 
from your own table.” They readily assented, and abode 
each in his own place of dwelling. 

On the morrow quite early in the morning, the otter 
sallied forth to seek his prey and went down to the bank 
of the Ganges. Now it came to pass that a fisherman had 
landed seven red fish, and stringing them together on a 
withe, he had taken and buried them in the sand on 
the river's bank. And then he dropped down the stream, 

FT, 15 
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catching more fish. The otter scenting the buried fish, dug 
up the sand till he came upon them, and pulling them 
out cried thrice, “Does anyone own these fish And 
not seeing any owner he took hold of the withe with his 
teeth and laid the fish in the jungle where he dwelt, 
intending to eat them at a fitting time. And then he lay 
down, thinking how virtuous he was! The jackal too 
sallied forth in quest of food and found in the hut of a 
field-wateher two spits, a lizard and a pot of milk-curd. 
And after thrice aloud, “To whom do these belon; 
and not finding an owner, he put on his neck the rope for 
lifting the pot, and grasping the spits and the lizard with 
his teeth, he brought and laid them in his own lair, think- 
ing, “Іп due season I will devour them,” and so lay down, 
reflecting how virtuous he had been. 

The monkey also entered the clump of trees, and 
gathering a bunch of mangoes laid them up in his part of 
the jungle, meaning to cat them in due season, and then 
lay down, thinking how virtuous he was. But the Bodhi- 
satta in due time came out, intending to browse on the 
ku rass, and as he lay in the jungle, the thought 
occurred to him, “It is impossible for me to offer grass 
to any beggars that may chance to appear, and I have no 
sesame, rice, and such like. If any beggar shall appeal to 
me, I shall have to give him my own flesh to cat.” At this 
splendid display of virtue, Sakka's white marble throne 
manifested signs of heat, Sakka on reflection discovered 
the cause and resolved to put this royal hare to the test. 
First of all he went and stood by the otter's dwelling-place, 
disguised as a brahmin, and being asked why he stood 
there, he replied, * Wise Sir, if I could get something 
to eat, after keeping the fast, I would perform all my 
ascetic duties,” The otter replied, “ Very well, I will give 
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you some food," and as he conversed with him һе repeated 
the first stanza 

Seven red fish I safely brought to land from Ganges flood, 

O brahmin, eat thy fill, I pray, and stay within this wood. 

The brahmin said, “Let be till to-morrow. I will see 
to it by and by.” Next he went to the jackal, and when 
asked by him why he stood there, he made the same 
answer The jackal, too, readily promised him some 
food, and in talking with him repeated the second 
stanza : 


A lizard and a j; 


of curds, the keeper's evening meal, 

"Two spits of roasted flesh withal I wrongfully did steal: 

Such as I have I give to thee: O brahmin, eat, I pray, 

If thou shouldst deign within this wood a while with us to stay. 

Said Ше brahmin, “Let be till to-morrow. I will see 
to it by and by.” Then he went to the monkey, and 
when asked what he meant by standing there, he answered 
just as before. The monkey readily offered him some food, 
and in conversing with him gave utterance to the third 
stand: 


An icy stream, а mango ripe, and pleasant greenwood shade, 
"Tis thine to enjoy, if thou canst dwell content in forest glade. 
Said the brahmin, “Let be till to-morrow. I will see 
to it by and by" And he went to the wise hare, and on 
being asked by him why he stood there, he made the 
same reply. The Bodhisatta on hearing what he wanted 
was highly delighted, and said, “Brahmin, you have done 
well in coming to me for food. This day will I grant you 
a boon that I have never granted before, but you shall 
not break the moral law by taking animal life. Go, friend, 
and when you һауе piled together logs of wood, and 
kindled a fire, come and let me know, and I will sacrifice 
myself by falling into the midst of the flames, and when 
15-2 
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my body is roasted, you shall eat my flesh and fulfil all 
your ascetic duties" And in thus addressing him the hare 
uttered the fourth stanza: 


Nor sesame, nor beans, nor rice have I as food to give, 
But roast with fire my flesh I yield, if thou with us wouldst live. 


Sakka, on hearing what he said, by his miraculous 
power caused a heap of burning coals to appear, and 
came and told the Bodhisatta. Rising from his bed of 
kusa-grass and coming to the place, he thrice shook him- 
self that if there were any insects within his coat, they 
might escape death, Then offering his whole body as a 
free gift he sprang up, and like a royal swan, alighting on 
a cluster of lotuses, in an ecstasy of joy he fell on the heap 
of live coals. But the flame failed even to heat the pores 
of the hair on the body of the Bodhisatta, and it was as 
if he had entered a region of frost. Then he addressed 
Sakka in these words: “Brahmin, the fire you have 
kindled is icy-cold: it fails to heat even the pores of the 
hair on my body. What is the meaning of this “Wise 
Sir, he replied, “Таш no brahmin. I am Sakka, and 
| have come to put your virtue to the test” Тһе Bodhi- 
satta said, * If not only thou, Sakka, but all the inhabitants 
of the world were to try me in this matter of almsgiving, 
they would not find in me any unwillingness to give,” and 
with this the Bodhisatta uttered а егу of exultation like 
а lion roaring. "Then said Sakka to the Bodhisatta, 
“Ὁ wise hare, be thy virtue known throughout а whole 
zon.” And squeezing the mountain, with the essence thus 
extracted, he daubed the sign of a hare on the orb of the 
moon. And after depositing the hare on a bed of young 
kusa-grass, in the same wooded part of the jungle, Sakka 
returned to his own place in heaven. Апа these four wise 
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creatures dwelt happily and harmoniously together, ful- 
filling the moral law and observing holy days, till they 
departed to fare according to their deeds. 


ea. Jātakamālā vı, 
s oceidentales tr. Julien 
It was found among the buddhist Kalmuks by Pallas in 1769 (Reise durch re 
schiedene Provinzen des Russischen Reichs. 1. 343) and by Bergmann in 1802 (Nom. 
Streif. iii. 204). Тһе sign of the hare іп the moon is mentioned in Jat. 
454, P. (T) ш. 3, (В) пи. 1. In Sanskrit the moon is called éasin ‘having a hare, 
as well аз mrgdika and harindika ‘having the mark of a deer? Cf. Benf. Bint. 
143. In works on folklore the story is sometimes corrupted by making Bud 
not Sakka, the god who requires the sacrifice. The confusion occurs first in Douce's 
of Shakspeure, i. 16 (1807), followed by Grimm, and Harley Moon 
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Once upon a time when Brahmadatta reigned in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta came to life as a young singila 
bird. And when he grew to be a big bird, he settled in 
the Himalaya country and built him a nest to his fancy, 
that was proof against the rain. Then a certain monkey in 
the rainy season, when the rain fell without intermission, 
sat near the Bodhisatta, his teeth chattering by reason 
of the severe cold. The Bodhisatta, seeing him thus 
distressed, fell to talking with him, and uttered the first 
stanza : 


Monkey, in feet and hands and face 
So like the human form, 

Why buildest thou no dwelling: 
To hide thee from the storm 


асе, 


The monkey, оп hearing this, replied with а second 
stanza: 
In feet and hands and face, 0 bird, 
Though close to man allied, 
Wisdom, chief boon on him conferred, 
To me has been denied. 
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The Bodhisatta, on hearing this, repeated yet two more 
couplets: 


Не that inconstancy betra; 
Unstable proved in all his w 


а light and fickle mind, 
ys, no happiness may find. 


Monkey, in virtue to excel, do thou thy utmost strive, 
And safe from wintry blast to dwell, go, hut of leaves contrive. 


Thought the monkey, “This creature, though dwelling 
in a place that is sheltered from the rain, despises me. 
I will not suffer him to rest quietly in this nest.” Accord- 
ingly, in his eagerness to catch the Bodhisatta, he made a 
spring upon him. But the Bodhisatta flew up into the 
air, and winged his way elsewher And the monkey, 
after smashing up and destroying his nest, betook him- 
self off. 


P. (В) 5 18. The bird, whieh in the Panchat 
misplaced advice, hei 
abhadra’s recensi 


tra is an example of the folly of 
of the Alkenlightened One, In 
is 1v. 9. It does not occur in T. but а variant 
h the monkeys try to blow a 
у kill the officious bird, Som. 1х, 204 (ii. 39) follows 


५ and finali 


this version. 


THE FLIGHT OF THE BEASTS 


Once upon a time when Brahmadatta reigned in 
Benares the Bodhisatta came to life as a young lion. 
And when fully grown he lived in a wood. At this time 
there-was near Ше Western Ocean a grove of palms 
mixed with vilva trees. А certain hare lived here beneath 
a palm sapling, at the foot of a vilva tree. One day this 
hare after feeding came and lay down beneath the young 
palm tree. And the thought struck him: “If this earth 
should be destroyed, what would become of me?" And 
at this very moment a ripe vilva fruit fell on a palm leaf. 


ТНЕ FLIGHT ОҒ ТНЕ BEASTS 231 


At the sound of it, the hare thought: “This solid earth is 
collapsing," and starting up he fled, without so much as 
looking behind him. Another hare saw him scampering 
off, as if frightened to death, and asked the cause of his 
panie flight. * Pray, don't ask те,” he said. Тһе other 
hare cried, * Pray, Sir, what is it?” and kept running after 
him. ‘Then the hare stopped a moment and without look- 
ing back said, “The earth here is breaking up.” And at 
this the second hare ran after the other. And so first 
one and then another hare caught sight of him running, 
and joined in the chase till one hundred thousand hares 
all took to flight together. 'Phey were seen by a deer, a 
boar, an elk, a buflalo, a wild ox, a rhinoceros, a tiger, 
а lion and an elephant. And when they asked what it 
meant and were told that the earth was breaking up, they 
too took to flight. So by degrees this host of animals 
extended to the length of a full league. 

When the Bodhisatta saw this headlong flight of the 
animals, and heard the cause of it was that the earth was 
coming to an end, he thought: “The earth is nowhere 
coming to an end. Surely it must be some sound which 
was misunderstood by them. Апа ИТ dont make a great 
effort, they will all perish. I will save their lives" So 
with the speed of a lion he got before them to the foot of a 
mountain, and lion-like roared three times. ‘Chey were 
terribly frightened at the lion, and stopping in their flight 
stood all huddled together. The lion went in amongst 
them and asked why they were running away. 

“The earth is collapsing,” they answered. 

“Who saw it collapsing ?” he said. 

“The elephants know all about it,” they replied. 

He asked the elephants. “We don’t know,” they said, 
“the lions know." But the lions said, “We don’t know, 
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the tigers know." Тһе tigers said, “Тһе rhinoceroses 
know. The rhinoceroses said, “Тһе wild oxen know." 
The wild oxen, “the buffaloes.” The buffaloes, “the elks." 
The elks, “the boars.” The boars, “the deer." The deer 
said, “We don't know, the hares know.” When the hares 
were questioned, they pointed to one particular hare and 
said, “This one told पर 

So the Bodhisatta asked, “Is it true, Sir, that the earth 
is breaking up?” 

“Yes, Sir, I saw it,” said the hare. 

“Where,” he asked, “were you living, when you 
saw it?” 

“Near the ocean, Sir, in a grove of palms mixed 
with vilva trees. For as I was lying beneath the shade 
of a palm sapling at the foot of a vilva tree, methought, 
‘If this earth should break up, where shall I go?’ And at 
that very moment I heard the sound of the breaking up 
of the earth and I fled." 

Thought the lion: “A ripe vilva fruit evidently must 
have fallen on а palm leaf and made a ‘thud, and. this 
hare jumped to the conclusion that the earth was coming 
to an end, and ran away. 1 will find out the exact truth 
about it.” So he reassured the herd of animals, and said, 
“I will take the hare and go and find out exactly whether 
the earth is coming to an end or not, in the place pointed 
out by him. Until I return, do you stay here.” Then 
placing the hare on his back, he sprang forward with the 
speed of a lion, and putting the hare down in the palm 
grove, he said, * Come, shew us the place you meant." 

“Т dare not, my lord,” said the hare. 

* Come, don't be aid the lion. 

The hare, not venturing to go near Ше vilva tree, 
stood afar ofl and cried, * Yonder, Sir, is the place of 
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THE CONCEITED MENDICANT 
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dreadful sound,” and so saying, he repeated the first 
stanza: 
From the spot where I did dwell 
Issued forth a fearful ‘thud’; 
What it was I could not tell, 
Nor what caused it understood. 

After hearing what the hare said, the Поп went to the 
foot of the vilva tree, and saw the spot where the hare 
had been lying beneath the shade of the palm tree, and 
the ripe vilva fruit that fell on the palm leaf, and having 
carefully ascertained that the earth had not broken 
up, he placed the hare on his back and with the speed of 
a lion soon came again to the herd of beasts. 

Then he told them the whole story, and said, “Don’t 
be afraid" And having thus reassured the herd of beasts, 
he let them go. Verily, if it had not been for the Bodhi- 
satta at that time, all the beasts would have rushed into 
the sea and perished. It was all owing to the Bodhisatta 
that they escaped death. 

Tib. Т.ххп. The Flight of the Beasts. 


THE CONCEITED MENDICANT 

Once upon a time the Bodhisatta was born in a 
merchant family and plied his trade. At that time a 
certain religious mendicant, clad in a leather garment, in 
going his rounds for alms, came to the rams’ fighting 
ground, and on seeing a ram falling back before him, he 
fancied it did this as a mark of respect, and did not him- 
self retire. “In the whole world,” he thought, “this ram 
alone recognises my merits,” and raising his joined hands in 
respectful salutation he stood and repeated the first stanza: 


The kindly beast obeisance makes before 

The high-caste brahmin versed in holy lore. 
Good honest creature thou, 

Famous above all other beasts, 1 vow! 
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At this moment the wise merchant sitting in his stores, 
to restrain the mendicant, uttered the second stanz 


Brahmin, be not so rash this beast to trust, 

Else will he haste to lay thee in the dust, 
For this the ram falls back, 

To gain an impetus for his attack. 

While this wise merchant was still speaking, the ram 
came on a£ full speed, and striking the mendicant on the 
thigh, knocked him down. He was maddened with the pain 
and lay groaning. Тһе Master, to explain the incident, gave 
utterance to the third stanz 


With broken leg and bowl for alms upset, 

His damaged fortune he will sore regret. 

Let him not weep with outstretched arms in vai 
Haste to the rescue, ere the priest is slain, 


Then the mendicant repeated the fourth stanza: 


"Thus all that honour to the unworthy pay. 
Share the same fate that I have met to-d 
Prone in the dust by butting ram laid low 
То foolish confidence my death I owe. 


Thus lamenting he there and then came by his death. 


Illustrated on the Bharhut Stupa, pl. хы. 1 and 3. 


ТНЕ IMPERMANENCE OF WORLDLY JOYS 


Once upon a time when Bramadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born into a brahmin family. 
And when he grew up, he studied all the arts at Takkasila 
and then returned to his parents. In this Birth the 
Great Being became a holy young student. Then his 
parents told him they would look out a wife for him. 

“Т have no desire for a married 1 aid the Bodhi- 
хайа. “When you are dead, 1 will adopt the religious life 
of an ascetic.” 
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And being greatly importuned by them, he had a 
golden image made, and said, “If you can find me a 
maiden like unto this I will take her to wife" His 
parents sent forth some emissaries with a large escort, 
and bade them place the golden image in a covered 
carriage and go and search through the plains of India, 
till they found just such a young brahmin girl, when they 
were to give this golden image in exchange, and bring the 
girl back with them. Now at this time a certain holy 
man passing from the Brahma world was born again in 
the form of a young girl in a town in the kingdom of 
Kasi, іп the house of a brahmin worth eighty crores, and 
the name given her was Sammillabhasini. At the age of 
sixteen she was a fair and gracious maiden, like to an 
Apsaras endued with all the marks of female beauty. 
And since no thought of evil was ever suggested to her 
by the power of sinful passion, she was perfectly pure. 
So the men took the golden image and wandered about 
till they reached this village. Тһе inhabitants on seeing 
the image asked, “ Why is Sammillabhasini, the daughter 
of such and such а brahmin, placed there?" The mes- 
sengers on hearing this found the brahmin family. and 
chose roung man's bride. She 
sent a message to her parent: ng, “When you are dead, 
I shall adopt the religious life; 1 have no desire for the 
married state." They said, * What art thou thinking of 
maiden?" And accepting the golden image they sent off 
their daughter with a great retinue. The marriage сеге- 
mony took place against the wishes of both the Bodhisatta 
and Sammillabhasini Though sharing the same room 
and the same bed they did not regard one another with 
the eye of passion, but dwelt together like two holy men or 
two female saints. 
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By and by the father and mother of the Bodhisatta 
died. He performed their funeral rites and calling to 
him Sammillabhasini, said to her, “My dear, my family 
property amounts to eighty crores, and yours too is worth 
another eighty eror Таке all this and enter upon house- 
hold life. I shall become an ascetic.” 

“Sir,” she answered, “if you become an ascetic, I will 
become one too. І cannot forsake you." 

“Come then,” he said. So spending all their wealth in 
almsgiving and throwing up their worldly fortune as it 
were a lump of phlegm, they journeyed into the Himalaya 
country and both of them adopted the ascetic life. There 
after living for a long time on wild fruits and roots, they 
at length came down from the Himalayas to procure salt 
and vinegar, and gradually found their way to Benares, 
and dwelt in the royal grounds. And while they were living 
there, this young and delicate female ascetic, from eating 
insipid rice of a mixed quality, was attacked by dysentery 
and not being able to get any healing remedies, she grew 
very weak. The Bodhisatta at the time for going his 
rounds to beg for alms, took hold of her and carried her 
to the gate of the city and there laid her on a bench in a 
certain hall, and himself went into the city for alms. He had 
scarce gone out when she expired. The people, beholding 
the great beauty of this female ascetic, thronged about 
her, weeping and lamenting. The Bodhisatta after going 
his round of begging returned, and hearing of her death 
he said, “That which has the quality of dissolution is 
dissolved. All impermanent existences are of this kind.” 
With these words he sat down on the bench whereon she 
lay and eating the mixture of food he rinsed out his mouth. 
The people that stood by gathered round him and said, 
“Reverend Sir, what was this female ascetic to you?” 
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“When I was a layman,” he replied, “she was my wife.” 
“Holy Sir,” they said, “while we weep and lament and 

cannot contro! our feelings, why do you not weep?” 

The Bodhisatta said, “ While she was alive, she belonged 
to me in some sort. Nothing belongs to her that is 
gone to another world: she has passed into the power 
of others. Wherefore should I weep?” Апа teaching 
the people the Truth, he recited these stanzas: 

Why 


hould I shed te; 
Fair Sammiltabhasi 
Passed to death’s majority 

‘Thou art henceforth lost to me. 


s for thee, 


Wherefore should frail man lament 
What to him is only lent? 

He too draws his mortal breath 
Forfeit every hour to death. 

Be he standing, sitting still, 
Moving, resting, what he will, 

Tn the twinkliug of an eye, 

In a moment death is nigh. 


Lite I count 
Loss of friends те 
Cherish all that are alive, 

Sorrow not shouldst thou survive. 


Thus did the Great Being teach the Truth, illustrating 
by these four stanzas the impermanence of things. Тһе 
people performed funeral rites over the female ascetic. 
And the Bodhisatta returned to the Himalayas, and 
entering on the higher knowledge arising from mystic 
meditation was destined to birth in the Brahma-world. 

‘The variant in 77), Т. 1x. is converted into a story con 


and the hero becomes the buddhist elder Mahakassapa, 
image occurs also in Jat. 531, The Ugly Bridegroom. 


porary with Buddha, 
е incident of the golden 


THE TESTING OF VIRTUE 


js was a story told by the Master when at Jetavana, about а brahmin who 
was ever proving his virtue. Two similar stories have been told before’, In this 
case the Bodhisatta was the family priest of the king of Benares, 


In testing his virtue he for three days took a coin 
from the royal treasurer's board. They informed against 
him as a thief, and when brought before the king, he 
said: 

Power on earth beyond compare, 

"Thus virtue owns а wondrous charm: 
Putting on a virtuous air 

The deadly snake escapes all harm, 


After thus praising virtue in the first stanza, he gained 
the kings consent and adopted the ascetic life. Now 
а hawk seized а piece of meat in a butchers shop and 
darted up into the air. Тһе other birds surrounded him 
and struck at him with feet, claws and beaks. Unable to 
bear the pain he dropped the piece of meat. Another 
bird seized it. It too in like manner being hard pressed 
let the meat fall. "Then another bird pounced on it, and 
whosoever got the meat was pursued by the rest, and who- 
soever let it go was left in peace. Тһе Bodhisatta on 
seeing this thought, “ These desires of ours are like pieces 
of meat. To those that grasp at them is sorrow, and to 
those that let them go is peace.” And he repeated the 
second stanza: 


While the bird had aught to eat, 
Ospreys pecked at him full sore, 
When perforce he dropped the meat, 
Then they pecked at him no more. 


The ascetic going forth from the city, in the course of 
his journey came to a village, and at evening lay down in 


1 Jat, 86 and 290, The above passage 
Present; for other examples see pp. 78, 


aple of a Story of the 
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a certain man's house. Now a female slave there named 
Pingala made an assignation with a man, saying, “You 
are to come at such and such an hour" After she had 
bathed the feet of her master and his family, when they 
had lain down, she sat on the threshold, looking out for 
the coming of her lover, and passed the first and the 
middle watch, repeating to herself, “Now he will be 
coming,” but at daybreak, losing hope, she said, “Не will 
not come now,” and lay down and fell asleep. Тһе Bodhi- 
satta seeing this happen said, “ This woman sat ever so 
long in the hope that her lover would come, but now that 
she knows he will not come, in her despair, she slumbers 
peacefully.” And with the thought that while hope in 
the passions brings sorrow, despair brings peace, he uttered 
the third stanza: 


The fruit of hope fulfilled is bli: 
How differs loss of hope from thi 
Though dull despair her hope destri 
Lo! Piügalà саш sleep enjoys. 


Next day going forth from that village he entered into 
а forest, and beholding a hermit seated on the ground and 
indulging in meditation he thought, “Both in this world 
and in the next there is no happiness beyond the bliss of 
meditation.” And he repeated the fourth stanza: 

Iu this world and in worlds to һе 
Nought са s ecstatic joy: 
To holy ealm a devotee, 
Himself unharmed, will none annoy. 

Then he went into the forest and adopted the ascetic 
life of a Rishi and developed the higher knowledge born 
of meditation, and became destined to birth in the Brahma- 
world. 


The first episode of the testing of virtue is given in Jat. 290 and 362, and more 
fully in Jat 86. In the latter the Bodhisatta, when being brought before the king, 
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A KINGS LIFE SAVED BY SPELLS 


Once upon a time when Brahmadatta reigned in Be- 
nares, the Bodhisatta was a far-famed teacher at Takkasila 
and trained many young princes and sons of brahmins in 
the arts. Now the son of the king of Benares, when he 
was sixteen years old, came to him and after he had 
acquired the three Vedas and all the liberal arts and 
was perfect in them, he took leave of his master. The 
teacher regarding him by his gift of prognostication 
thought, “There is danger coming to this man through his 
son. By my magic power I will deliver him from it^ And 
composing four stanzas he gave them to the young prince 
and spoke as follows: * My son, after you are seated on 
the throne, when your son is sixteen years old, utter the 
first stanza while eating your rice; repeat the second 
1 at the time of the great levée; the third, as you 
are ascending to the palace roof, standing at the head of 
the stairs, and the fourth, when entering the royal chamber, 
as you stand on the threshold." 

Тһе prince readily assented to this and saluting his 
teacher went away. And after acting as viceroy, on his 
father's death he ascended the throne. His son, when he was 
sixteen years of age, on the king's going forth to take his 
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pleasure in the garden, observing his fathers majesty and 
power was filled with a desire to kill him and seize upon 
his kingdom, and spoke to his attendants about it. They 
said, “True, Sir, what is the good of obtaining power, 
when one is old? You must by some means or other kill 
the king and possess yourself of his kingdom." Тһе 
prince said, *I will kill him by putting poison in his food." 
So he took some poison and sat down to eat his evening 
meal with his father. Тһе king, when the rice was just 
served in the bowl, spoke the first stanza: 


With sense so пісе, the husks from rice 
keen are to discriminat 
red not much the husks to touch, 


But’ grain by grain the rice they ate. 


“T am discovered," thought the prince, and not daring 
to administer the poison in the bowl of rice, he rose up 
and bowing to the king went away. He told the story to 
his attendants and said, “ To-day I am found out. How now 
shall I kill him?" From this day forth they lay concealed 
in the garden, and consulting together in whispers said, 
“There is still one expedient. When it is time to attend the 
great levée, gird on your sword, and taking your stand 
amongst the councillors, when you see the king off his 
guard, you must strike him a blow with your sword and 
kill him.” Thus they arranged it. Тһе prince readily 
agreed, and at the time of the great levée, he girt on his 
sword and moving about from place to place looked out 
for an opportunity to strike the king. At this moment the 
king uttered the second stanza: 

The secret counsel taken in the wood 
By me is understood: 


The village plot soft whispered in the ear 
That too I hear. 


242 А KING'S LIFE SAVED BY SPELLS 


"Thought the prince, *My father knows that I am his 
enemy," and ran away and told his attendants. After the 
lapse of seven or eight days they said, * Prince, your father 
is ignorant of your feeling towards him. You only fancy 
this in your own mind. Put him to death" Бо one day 
he took his sword and stood at the top of the stairs in the 
royal closet. Тһе king standing at the head of the stair- 
case spoke the third s 


A monkey once did cruel measures take 
His tender offspring impotent to make. 


Thought the prince, *My father wants to 
and in his terror he fled away and told his attendants he 
had been threatened by his father, After the lapse of a 
fortnight they said, “Prince, if the king knew this, he 
would not have put up with it so long a time. Your 
imagination suggests this to you. Put him to death.” So 
one day he took his sword and entering the royal chamber 
on the upper floor of the palace he lay down beneath the 
couch, intending to slay the king, as soon as he came. 
At the close of the evening meal, the king sent his 
retinue away, wishing to lie down, and entering the royal 
chamber, as he stood on the threshold, he uttered the 
fourth stanza: 


Thy cautious creeping ways 

Like one-eyed goat in mustard field that strays, 

And who thou art that lurkest here below, 
This too 1 know, 


Thought the prince, “My father has found me out. 
Now he will put me to death." And seized with fear he 
came out from beneath the couch, and throwing down his 
sword at the king's feet and saying, * Pardon me, my lord,” 
he lay grovelling before him. The king said, “ You thought, 
no one knows what I am about.” And after rebuking 
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him he ordered him to be bound in chains and put 
into the prison house, and set a guard over him. "Then 
the king meditated on the virtues of the Bodhisatta. And 
by and by he died. When they had celebrated his funeral 
rites, they took the young prince out of prison and set him 
on the throne. 


А close variant occurs i 3, and in Buddhaghosha vr, in a form in which 
the royal ba е king. Cf. Clouston, ii. 317 Ж, A king's life 
saved by a Mazim, and Gesta Rom. 103 (95 

The mention of the monkey in the third stanza is to Jat. 58, in whieh 
jealous of his offspring, much as Saturn, who devoured his 
, Theog. 473). 


nt 


THE HERON'S REVENGE 

This story was told by the Master at Jetavana, con- 
cerning a heron that lived in the house of the king of 
Kosala. She carried messages, they say, for the king, and 
had two young ones. The king sent this bird with a letter 
to some other king. When she was gone away, the boys 
in the royal family squeezed the young birds to death in 
their hands. The mother bird came back and miss 
her young ones, asked who had killed her offspring. 
They said, “So and so" And at this time there was 
a fierce and savage tiger kept in the palace, fastened 
by a strong chain. Now these boys came to see the 
tiger and the heron went with them, thinking, “Even 
as my young ones were killed by them, just so will 
I deal with these boys" and she took hold of them and 
threw them down at the foot of the tiger. The tiger with 
a growl crunched them up. The bird said, “Now is the 
wish of my heart fulfilled,” and flying up into the air 
made straight for the Himalayas. On hearing what had 
happened they started a d sion in the Hall of Truth, 
saying, “Sirs, a heron, it is said, in the king's palace threw 

16--2 
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down before a tiger the boys who killed her young ones, 
and when she had thus brought about their death, she 
made off" Тһе Master came and inquired what it was 
the Brethren were discussing and said, * Not now only, 
Brethren, but formerly also did she bring about the death 
of those who killed her young ones.” And herewith he 
related a legend of the past. 

Once upon a time the Bodhisatta at Benares ruled his 
kingdom with justice and equity. A certain heron in his 
house carried messages for him. And so on just as before. 
But the special point here is that in this case the bird, 
having let the tiger kill the boys, thought, “I can no 
longer remain here. 1 will take my departure, but 
though I am going away I will not leave without telling the 
king, but as soon as I have told him 1 will be off” And 
so she drew nigh and saluted the king, and standing a 
little way off said, “My lord, it was through your carelessness 
that the boys killed my young ones, and under the influence 
of passion I in revenge caused their death. Now I can no 
longer live here” And uttering the first stanza she said: 


Long T held this house as mine, 
Honour great I did receive, 

It is due to act of thine 
1 am now compelled to leave. 


"The king on hearing this repeated the second stanza : 


Should one to retaliate, 
Wrong with equal wrong repay, 
"Then his anger should abate; 
So, good heron, prithee stay. 


Hearing this the bird spoke the third stanza: 


Wronged сап with wrong-doer ne'er 
As of old be made at one: 

Nought, 0 king can keep me here, 
Lo! from henceforth I am gone. 
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The king, on hearing this, spoke the fourth stanza: 
Should they wise, not foolish be, 
With the wronged wrong-doer may 
с in peace and harmony: 
So, good heron, prithee, stay. 

The bird said, “ As things are, I cannot stay, my lord,” 
and saluting the king she flew up into the air and made 
straight for the Himalayas. 

K. D. (Syr) vin, (Arab) хи. The king and the bird Бопай. Mbh. хп. ch. 139, 


The bird Pijani. The word translated ‘heron’ is Auntani, which is given as а 


synonym of бойса ‘heron’ in the Abhidhānappadīpikā 641; but it is probably a 
corruption of дјил? of the МА, а change which is possible ошу in Kharogtht 
(Franke), and impli 


а N.W. Indian locality for the Hertel finds a distant 
resemblance in P. (T 


1. 4, (В) 1. 6, where a crow tak ge on a snake that eats 
ling a gold 1 ur it over the snake's dwelling. 


THE LION AND THE BULL 


Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born as his son, and after 
acquiring all the arts at Takkasila, on his father's death, 
he ruled his kingdom righteously. 

At that time a certain neatherd, who was tending cattle 
in their sheds in the forest, came home and inadvertently 
left behind him a cow that was in calf. Between the 
cow and a lioness sprang up a firm friendship. The two 
animals became fast friends and went about together. 
So after a time the cow brought forth a calf and the 
lioness a cub. These two young creatures also by force of 
family ties became fast friends and wandered about to- 
gether. Then a certain forester, after observing their 
affection, took such wares as are produced in the forest 
and went to Benares and presented them to the king. 
And when the king asked him, “Friend, have you seen 
any unusual marvel in the forest?" he made answer, 
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“1 saw nothing else that was wonderful, my lord, but I did 
see a lion and a bull wandering about together, very 
friendly one towards another." 

“Should a third animal appear,” said the king, “there 
will certainly be mischief. Come and tell me, if you see 
the pair joined by a third animal.” 

“Certainly, my lord,” he answered. 

Now when the forester had left for Benares, a jackal 
ministered to the lion and the bull. When he returned 
to the forest and saw this he said, * I will tell the king that 
а third animal has appeared," and departed for the city. 
Now the jackal thought, “There is no meat that I have 
not eaten except the flesh of lions and bulls. Ву setting 
these two at variance, I will get their flesh to eat” And 
he said, “This is the way he speaks of you,” and thus 
dividing them one from another, he soon brought about a 
quarrel and reduced them to a dying condition, 

But the forester came and told the king, “Му lord, a 
third animal has turned up.” * What is it?” said the king. 
“A jackal, my lord.” Said the king, “Не will cause them 
to quarrel, and will bring about their death. We shall find 
them dead when we arri And so saying, he mounted 
upon his chariot and travelling on the road pointed out 
by the forester, he arrived just as the two animals had by 
their quarrel destroyed one another. Тһе jackal highly 
delighted was eating, now the flesh of the lion, now that of 
the bull. The king when he saw that they were both dead, 
stood just as he was upon his chariot. and addressing his 
charioteer gave utterance to these verses: 


Nought in common had this pai 
Neither wives nor food did share: 
Yet behold how slanderous word, 
Keen as any two-edged sword, 


to 
= 
a 
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Did devise with eunning art 
Friends of old to keep apart. 
Thus did bull and lion fall 

Prey to meanest beast of all: 

So will all bed-fellows be 

With this pair in misery, 

If they lend a willing ear 

To the slanderer's whispered sneer, 


But they thrive exeeeding well, 
Een as those in heaven that dwell, 
Who to slander ne'er attend— 
Slander parting friend from friend, 
Тһе king spoke these verses, and bidding them gather 
together the mane, skin, claws, and teeth of the lion, 
returned straight to his own city. 


The frame story of P. r, in which on 
(ii. 27), K. D. (Syr) 1, (Arab) у. Tib. 
corresponds to Jat. 361, in which the wiles of the jackal are defeated, as also in 
Julien 26. 


the bull is killed, Нор. rr, Som. xx. 


THE QUAILS FRIENDS 

Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta came to life as a young elephant, 
and growing up a fine comely beast, he became the leader 
of the herd, with a following of eighty thousand elephants, 
and dwelt in the Himalayas. At that time a quail laid 
her eggs in the feeding-ground of the elephants. When 
the eggs were ready to be hatched, the young birds broke 
the shells and came out. Before their wings had grown, 
and when they were still unable to fly, the Great Being 
with his following of eighty thousand elephants, in ranging 
about for food, came to this spot. On seeing them the 
quail thought, “This royal elephant will trample on my 
young ones and kill them. Lo! I will implore his 
righteous protection for the defence of my brood.” Then 
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she raised her two wings and standing before him repeated 


the first stanza: 
Elephant of sixty years, 
Forest lord amongst thy peers, 
I um but a puny bird, 
Thon a leader of the herd; 
With my wings Г homage pay, 
Spare my little ones, I pray. 

The Great Being said, * O quail, be not troubled. I will 
protect thy offspring." Апа standing over the young 
birds, while the eighty thousand elephants passed by, he 
thus addressed the quail: *Behind us comes a solitary 
rogue elephant. He will not do our bidding. When he 
comes, do thou entreat him too, and so insure the safety 
of thy offspring" Апа with these words he made off. 
And the quail went forth to meet the other elephant, and 
with both wings uplifted, making respectful salutation, she 
spoke the second stanza: 

Roaming over hill and dale 

Cherishing thy lonely way, 
Thee, 0 forest king, I hail, 

And with wings my homage pay. 
I am but а wretched quail, 

Spare my tender brood to slay. 

On hearing her words, the elephant spoke the third 
stanza: 


I will slay thy young ones, quail 
What can thy poor help ? 
My left foot ean crush with e 
Many thousand birds like these. 
And so saying, with his foot he crushed the young birds 
to atoms, and staling over them washed them away in a 
flood of water, and went off loudly trumpeting. Тһе quail 
sat down on a bough of a tree and said, “Then be off with 
you and trumpet away. You shall very soon see what 
l will do. You little know what a difference there is 


PLATE V 


THE QUAIL AND HER. FRIENDS 


(ataka Пат. there arenes. pp. ЗАВ. 249) 
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between strength of body and strength of mind. Well! 
I will teach you this lesson." And thus threatening him 
she repeated the fourth stanza: 

Powe sed is not all gain, 

Power is often folly’s bane. 


Beast that didst my young ones kill, 
I will work thee mischief still. 


And so saying, shortly afterwards she did a good turn 
to a crow, and when the crow, who was highly pleased, 
asked, “What can I do for you?" the quail said, “There is 
nothing else, Sir, to be done, but I shall expect you to 
strike with your beak and to peck out the eyes of this 
rogue elephant." Тһе crow readily assented, and the quail 
then did a service to a blue fly, and when the fly asked, 
* What can I do for you?" she said, * When the eyes of 
this rogue elephant have been put out by the crow, then 
I want you to let fall a nit upon them." The fly agreed, 
and then the quail did a kindness to a frog, and when the 
frog asked what it was to do, she said, “When this rogue 
elephant becomes blind, and shall be searching for water 
to drink, then take your stand and utter a croak on the 
top of a mountain, and when he has climbed to the top, 
come down and croak again at the bottom of the pre- 
сірісе. This much I shall look for at your hands.” After 
hearing what the quail said, the frog readily assented. 
So one day the crow with its beak pecked out both the 
eyes of the elephant, and the fly dropped its eggs upon 
them, and the elephant being eaten up with maggots was 
maddened by the pain, and overcome with thirst wandered 
about seeking for water to drink. At this moment the 
frog standing on the top of a mountain uttered a croak. 
Thought the elephant, “There must be water there,” and 
climbed up the mountain. Then the frog descended, and 
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standing at the bottom croaked again. The elephant 
thought, “There will be water there," and moved forward 
towards the precipice, and rolling over fell to the bottom 
of the mountain and was killed. When the quail knew 
that the elephant was dead, she said, *I have seen the 
back of mine enemy," and in a high state of delight 
strutted over his body, and passed away to fare according 
to her deeds. 


Р. (В) 1. 15, where the friends of the bird are a woodpecker, frog, and fly which 
pleasantly in the elephant's ear, while the woodpecker pecks his eyes out. In 
K. D. (Arab.) r. the fly does not oceur. 


QUEEN SUSSONDI 

Once upon a time king Tamba reigned in Benares, 
and his queen-consort named Sussondi was a woman of 
surpassing beauty. At that time the Bodhisatta came to 
life as a young Garuda. Now the N island was then 
known as Seruma island, and the Bodhisatta lived on this 
island in the abode of the Garudas. And he went to 
Benares, disguised as a youth, and played at dice with 
king Tamba. Remarking his beauty they said to Sussondi, 
“Such and such a youth plays at dice with our king.” 
She longed to see him, and one day she adorned herself 
and repaired to the dice-chamber. There taking her 
stand amongst the attendants, she fixed her gaze on the 
youth. He too gazed on the queen, and the pair fell in 
love with one another. The Garuda king by an act of 
supernatural power stirred up a storm in the city. The 
people, through fear of the house falling, fled out of the 
palace. Ву his power he caused it to be dark, and carry- 
ing off the queen with him in the air, he made his way to 
his own abode in Naga island. But no one knew of the 
coming or going of Sussondi. The Garuda took his 
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pleasure with her, and still came to play at dice with the 
king. Now the king had a minstrel named Sagga, and 
not knowing where the queen had gone, the king addressed 
the minstrel and said, *Go now and explore every land 
and sea, and discover what has become of the queen." 
And so saying he bade him begone. 

He took what was necessary for his journey, and 
beginning the search from the city gate, at last came 
to Bharukaccha. At that time certain merchants of 
Bharukaccha were setting sail for the Golden Land. Не 
approached them and said, “Т am a minstrel. If you 
remit my passage money, I will act as your minstrel. 
Take me with you.” They agreed to do so, and putting 
him on board weighed anchor. When the ship was fairly 
off, they called him and bade him make music for them. 
He said, “I would make music, but if I do, the fish will be 
so excited that your vessel will be wrecked.” “If a mere 
mortal" they said, *make music, there will be no excite- 
ment on the part of the fish. Play to us” “Then do not 
be angry with me,” he said, and tuning his lute and keeping 
perfect harmony between the words of his song and the 
accompaniment of the lute string, he made music for 
them. Тһе fish were maddened at the sound and splashed 
about. And a certain sea monster leaping up fell upon 
the ship and broke it in two. Sagga lying on a plank was 
carried along by the wind till he reached a banyan tree in 
the Naga island, where the Garuda king lived. Now queen 
Sussondi, whenever the Garuda king went to play at dice, 
came down from her place of abode, and as she was 
wandering on the edge of the shore, she saw and recognised 
the minstrel Sagga, and asked him how he got there. He 
told her the whole story. And she comforted him and 
said, “Do not be afraid,” and embracing him in her arms, 
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she carried him to her abode and laid him on a couch. 
And when he was greatly revived, she fed him with heavenly 
food, bathed him in heavenly scented-water, arrayed him 
in heavenly raiment, and adorned him with flowers of 
heavenly perfume, and made him recline upon a heavenly 
couch. Thus did she watch over him, and whenever the 
Garuda king returned, she hid her lover, and so soon as 
the king was gone, under the influence of passion she took 
her pleasure with him. At the end of a month and a half 
from that time some merchants, who dwelt at Benares, 
landed at the foot of the banyan tree in this island, to get 
fire-wood and water. The minstrel went on board ship 
with them, and on reaching Benares, as soon as he saw 
the king, while he was playing at dice, Sagga took his lute, 
and making music recited the first stanza: 
T scent the fragrance of the timira grove, 
I hear the moaning of the weary sea: 


Tamba, Т am tormented with my love, 
For fair Sussondi dwells afar from me. 


On hearing this the Garuda king uttered the second 
stanza: 
How didst thou cross the stormy main, 
And Seruma in safety gain? 
How didst thou, Sagga, tell ше, pray, 
To fair Sussondi win thy way? 


Then Sagga repeated three stanzas: 


With trading-folk from Bharnkaccha land 
My ship was wrecked by monsters of the sea; 
I on a plank did safely gain the strand, 
When an anointed queen with gentle hand 
Upbore me tenderly upon her knee, 
As though to her a true son I might be. 
She food und raiment brought, and as I lay 
With love-lorn eyes hung o'er my couch all day. 
Know, Tamba, well; this word is sooth I say. 


THE BETRAYER BETRAYED 253 


The Garuda, while the minstrel thus spake, was filled 
with regrets and said: “Though I dwelt in the abode of 
the Garudas, I failed to guard her safely. What is this 
wicked woman to me?" 80 he brought her back and 
presented her to the king and departed. And thenceforth 
he came not there any more. 


Variant of Jit. 327. 


THE BETRAYER BETRAYED 


Once upon a time in the reign of Brahmadatta, king 
of Benares, the Bodhisatta was re-born as Sakka. At that 
time a certain young brahmin of Benares acquired all the 
liberal arts at Takkasila, and having attained to proficiency 
in archery, he was known as the clever Little Archer. 
Then his master thought, “This youth has acquired skill 
equal to my own,” and he gave him his daughter to wife. 
He took her and wishing to return to Benares he set out 
on the road. Half-way on his journey, an elephant laid 
waste a certain place, and no man dared to ascend to that 
spot. Тһе clever Little Archer, though the people tried 
to stop him, took his wife and climbed up to the entrance 
of the forest. Then when he was in the midst of the 
wood, the elephant rose up to attack him. Тһе Archer 
wounded him in the forehead with an arrow, which piercing 
him through and through came out at the back of his 
head, and the elephant fell down dead оп the spot. Тһе 
clever Archer after making this place secure, went on 
further to another wood. Апа there fifty robbers were 
infesting the road. Up to this spot too, though men tried 
to stop him, he climbed till he found the regular place, 
where the robbers killed the deer and roasted and ate 
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the venison, close to the road. The robbers, seeing him 
approach with his gaily attired wife, made a great effort 
to capture him. The robber chief, being skilled in reading 
a man's character, just gave опе look at him, and recogni 
him distinguished hero, did not suffer them to r 
against him, though he was single-handed. The clever 
Archer sent his wife to these robbers, saying, “Go and bid 
them give us a spit of meat, and bring it to me" So she 
went and said, “Give me a spit of meat.” The robber 
chief said, * He is a noble fellow,” and bade them give it 
her. The robbers said, “What! is he to eat our roast 
meat?" And th ve her a piece of raw meat. The 
Archer, having a good opinion of himself, was wroth with 
the robbers for offering him raw meat. he robbers said, 
“What! is he the only man, and are we merely women?” 
And thus threatening him, they rose up against him. The 
Archer wounded and struck to the ground fifty robbers 
save one with the same number of arrows. He had no 
arrow left to wound the robber chief. There had been 
full fifty arrows in his quiver. With one of them he had 
wounded the elephant, and with the rest the fifty robbers 
save one. So he knocked down the robber chief, and 
sitting on his chest bade his wife bring him his sword in 
her hand to cut off his head. At that very moment she 
conceived a passion for the robber chief and placed the 
hilt of the sword in his hand and the sheath in that of 
her husband. "The robber ping the hilt drew out the 
sword, and cut off the head of the Archer. After slaying 
her husband he took the woman with him, and as they 
journeyed together he enquired of her origin. “I am the 
daughter,” she said, “of a world-famed professor at 
Takkasila.” 
* How did he get you for his wife?" he said. 


THE BETRAYER BETRAYED 255 


“Му father, she said, *was so pleased ай his having 
acquired from him an art equal to his own, that he gave 
me to him to wife. And because I fell in love with you, 
I let you kill my lawful husband." 

Thought the robber chief, “This woman now has killed 
her lawful husband. As soon as she sees some other man, 
she will treat me too after the same sort. I must get rid 
of her.” 

And as he went on his way, he saw their path cut off 
by what was usually a poor little shallow stream, but 
which was now flooded, and he said, “My dear, there is 
a savage crocodile in this river. What are we to do?” 

“My lord,” she said, “take all the ornaments I wear, 
and make them into a bundle in your upper robe, and 
carry them to the further side of the river, and then come 
back and take me across. 

“Very well,” he said, and took all her adornments, 
and going down to the stream, like one in great haste, 
he gained the other bank, and left her and fled. 

On seeing this she cried, “ Му lord, you go as if you 
were leaving me. Why do you do this? Come back and 
take me with you.” And addressing him she uttered the 
first stanza: 


Since thou hast gained the other side, 
With all my goods in bundle tied, 
Return as quickly as may be 

And carry me across with thee. 


The robber, on hearing her, as he stood on the 
further bank, repeated the second stanza: 


Thy fancy, lady, ever roves 

From well-tried faith to lighter loves, 
Me too thou wouldst еге long betray, 
Should T not hence flee far away. 
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But when the robber said, *I will go further hence: 
you stop where you are," she screamed aloud, and he fled 
with all her adornments. Such was the fate that overtook 
the poor fool through excess of passion. And being quite 
helpless she drew nigh to a clump of cassia plants and sat 
there weeping. At that moment Sakka, looking down 
upon the world, saw her smitten with desire and weeping 
for the loss of both husband and lover. And thinking he 
would go and rebuke her and put her to shame, he took 
with him Matali and Pancasikha!, and went and stood on 
the bank of the river and said, “ Matali, do you become 
a fish, Pancasikha, you change into a bird, and I will 
become a jackal. And taking a piece of meat in my 
mouth, I will go and place myself in front of this woman, 
and when you see me there, you, Matali, are to leap up 
out of the water, and fall before me, and when I shall drop 
the piece of meat 1 have taken in my mouth, and shall 
spring up to seize the fish, at that moment, you, Pancasikha, 
are to pounce upon the piece of meat, and to fly up into 
the air, and you, Matali, are to fall into the water." 

Thus did Sakka instruct them. Апа they said, “ Good, 
my lord." Matali was changed into a fish, Райсаз Ва 
into a bird, and Sakka became a jackal. And taking a 
piece of meat in his mouth, he went and placed himself in 
front of the woman. "Phe fish leaping up out of the water 
fell before the jackal. Тһе jackal dropping the piece of 
meat he held in bis mouth, sprang up to catch the fish. Тһе 
fish jumped up and fell into the water, and the bird seized 
the piece of meat and flew up into the air. The jackal 
thus lost both fish and meat and sat sulkily looking 
towards the clump of cassia. "The woman seeing this 
said, “Through being too covetous, he got neither flesh 


1 His chariotecr and а gandharva, 
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nor fish,” and, as if she saw the point of the trick, she 


Jaughed heartily. 
The jackal, on hearing this, uttered the third stanza: 


Who makes the cassia thicket ring 
With laughter, though none dance or sing, 

Or clap their hands, good time to keep? 

Fair one, laugh not, when thou shouldst weep. 


On hearing this, she repeated the fourth stanza: 


O silly jackal, thou must wish 
Thou hadst not lost both flesh and fish. 
Poor fool! well mayst thou grieve to see 
What comes of thy stupidity. 


Then the jackal repeated the fifth stanza: 


Another’s faults are plainly seen, 
"Tis hard to see one's own, I ween. 
Methinks thou too must count the cost, 
When spouse and lover both are lost. 


On hearing his words she spoke this stanza: 


King jackal, "Ив just as you say, 
So I will hie me far away, 

And seek another wedded love 

And strive a faithful wife to prove. 


Then Sakka, king of heaven, hearing the words of this 
vicious and unchaste woman, repeated the final stanza: 


He that would steal a pot of clay 
Would steal a brass one any day; 

And thou who wast thy husband’s bane 
Wilt be as bad or worse again, 


Thus did Sakka put her to shame and brought her 
to repent, and then returned to his own abode. 


Variant of Jat. 318, P. (В.) m. S. It also forms an episode of ΤΊ. T. xu. 
For the jackal and fish ef. Aesop, The Dog and his Shadow, Babr, 79, 
Phaedr. 1. 4, K. D. (Arab) ту. See Hausrath, Jacobs 58, 
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THE САТ AND THE СОСК 


Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was king in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born as a cock and lived 
in the forest with a retinue of many hundred cock 
far away lived a she-cat: and she deceived by devi 
other cocks except the Bodhisatta and ate them: but 
the Bodhisatta did not fall into her power. She thought, 
“This cock is very crafty, but he knows not that I am 
crafty and skilful in device: it is good that I cajole him, 
saying, ‘I will be your wife, and so eat him when he comes 
into my power" She went to the root of the tree where 
he perched, and praying him in a speech preceded by 
praise of his beauty, she spoke the first stanza: 


Bird with wings that flash so gaily, crest that droops so gracefully, 
I will be your wife for nothing, leave the bough and come to me. 


The Bodhisatta hearing her thought, “She has eaten 
all my relatives; now she wishes to cajole me and eat me: 
I will get rid of her” So he spoke the second stanza: 
Lady fair and winning, you have four feet, Г have only two: 

Beasts and birds should never marry: for some other husband sue. 
by some 
; ко she 


Then she thought, “ He is exceedingly crafty 
device or other I will deceive him and eat him 
spoke the third stanza: 


youth and beauty, pleasant speech and courtesy : 
mple slave-girl, at thy pleasure deal with me, 


I will bring thee 
Honoured wife or $ 


Then the Bodhisatta thought, * It is best to revile her 
and drive her away," so he spoke the fourth stanza: 


Thou hast drunk my kindred's blood, and robbed and slain them cruelly + 
* Honoured wife |” there is no honour in thy heart when wooing ше. 


PLATE ΓΙ 
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She was driven away and did not endure to look at 
him again. 


Jat, 448 is a similar fable with the same title, in which a falcon 
friends with a cock. СГ Aesop (Halm 231), in which а fox tries to enti 
down from а tree. The fox is killed by a dog, the cocks companion, Jacobs (75) 
supposes that there was once a third character in the jataka, indicated in the 
Bharhut Stupa, pl. хуп, 5, by an object at the foot of the tree, possibly the bells 
of a dancing girl 


THE LANGUAGE OF ANIMALS 


Once upon a time when a king named Senaka was 
reigning in Benares, the Bodhisatta was Sakka. The king 
Senaka was friendly with a certain nàga-king. This naga- 
king, they say, left the naga-world and ranged the earth 
seeking food. Тһе village boys seeing him said, “This 
is a snake,” and struck him with clods and other things. 
The king, going to amuse himself in his garden, saw them, 
and being told they were beating a snake, said, “Don’t let 
them beat him, drive them away”; and this was done. So 
the naga-king got his life, and when he went back to the 
niga-world, he took many jewels, and coming at midnight 
to the king’s bed-chamber he gave them to him, saying, 
“1 got my life through you": so he made friendship with 
the king and came again and again to see him. He ap- 
pointed one of his naga girls, insatiate in pleasures, to be 
near the king and protect him: and he gave the king a 
charm, saying, “If ever you do not see her, repeat this 
charm.” One day the king went to the garden with the 
naga girl and was amusing himself in the lotus-tank. The 
ga girl seeing a water-snake quitted her human shape 
and made love with him. Тһе king not seeing the girl 
said, * Where is she gone?" and repeated the spell: then 
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he saw her in her misconduct and struck her with a piece 
of bamboo. She went in anger to the naga-world. and 
when she was asked. *Why are you come?" she said, 
* Your friend struck me on the back because I did not do 
his bidding," shewing the mark of the blow. Тһе паса- 
king, not knowing the truth, called four naga youths and 
sent them with orders to enter Senaka's bed-chamber and 
destroy him like chaff by the breath of their nostrils. 
'They entered the chamber at the royal bed-time. As 
they came in, the king ing to the queen: * Lady, 
do you know where the naga girl has gone?” “King, I do 
not" "'To-day when we were bathing in the tank, she 
quitted her shape and misconducted herself with a water- 
snake: I said, * Don't do that, and struck her with a piece 
of bamboo to give her a lesson: and now I fear she may 
have gone to the nàga-world and told some lie to my friend, 
destroying his good-will to ክበር.” The young nàgas hearing 
this turned back at once to the naga-world and told their 
king. Не being moved went instantly to the king 
chamber, told him all and was forgiven: then he said, 
“In this way I make amends,” and gave the king a charm 
giving knowledge of all sounds: “This, О king. is a price- 
less spell: if you give anyone this spell you will at once 
enter the fire and die.” The king said, “It is well,” and 
accepted it. From that time he understood the voice 
even of ants. One day he was sitting on the dais eating 
solid food with honey and mola: : and a drop of hone; 
а drop of molasses, and a morsel of cake fell on the ground. 
An ant seeing this comes crying, “Тһе Киев honey-jar is 
broken on the dais, his mola: cart and cake-cart are 
upset; come and eat honey and molasses and cake." Тһе 
king hearing the ery laughed. Тһе queen being near him 
thought, * What has the king seen that he laugh When 
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the king had eaten his solid food and bathed and sat down 
cross-legged, a fly said to his wife, * Come, lady, let us enjoy 
love. She said, * Excuse me for a little, husband: they 
will soon be bringing perfumes to the king; as he perfumes 
himself some powder will fall at his feet: I will stay there 
and become fragrant, then we will enjoy ourselves lying 
on the kings back" "The king hearing the voice laughed 
again. "The queen thought again, * What has he seen that 
he laughs?" Again when the king was eating his 
a lump of rice fell on the ground. The ants cried, “А 
wagon of rice has broken in the king's palace, and there 
is none to eat it" The king hearing this laughed again. 
The queen took a golden spoon and helping him reflected, 
“Is it at the sight of me that the king laughs?” She went 
to the bed-chamber with the king and at bed-time she 
asked, “Why did you laugh, О king?” Не said, “What 
have you to do with why I laugh?” but being asked again 
and again he told her. Then she said, “Give me your 
spell of knowledge.” He said, “It cannot be given”: but 
though repulsed she pressed him again. 

The king said, “If I give you this spell, I shall die.” 
“Even though you die, give it me" The king, being in 
the power of womankind, saying, “ Very well,” consented 
and went to the park in a chariot, saying, “I shall enter 
the fire after giving away this spell" At that moment, 
Sakka, king of gods, looked down on the earth and seeing 
this case said, “This foolish king, knowing that he will 
enter the fire through womankind, is on his way ; I will 
give him his life”: so he took Suja, daughter of the Asuras, 
and went to Benares. He became a he-goat and made 
her a she-goat, and resolving that the people should not 
see them, he stood before the king's chariot. The king 
and the Sindh horses yoked in the chariot saw him, but 
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none else saw him. For the sake of starting talk he was 
as if making love with the she-goat. One of the Sindh 
horses yoked in the chariot seeing him said, * Friend goat, 
we have heard before, but not seen, that goats are stupid 
and shameless: but you are doing, with all of us looking 
on, this thing that should be done in secret and in a 
private place, and are not ashamed: what we have heard 
‘before agrees with this that we see”: and so he spoke the 
first stanza: 
stupid,” say the sages, and the words are surely true: 
This one knows not he's parading what in secret he should do, 
The goat hearing him spoke two stanzas: 


Truly you're a stupid fool, you donkey! let me make it plain, 


ir, that’s a stupid habit too: 
stupid still than you. 


When you're loosed, 
And that Senal 


The king understood the talk of both animals, and 
hearing it he quickly sent away the chariot. The horse 
hearing the goat’s talk spoke the fourth stanza: 


Well, Sir king of goats, you fully know my great stupidity: 
But how Senaka is stupid, prithee do explain to me. 


The goat explaining this spoke the fifth stanza: 


He who his own special treasure on his wife will throw away, 
Cannot keep her faithful ever and his life he must betray 


you 


The king hearing his words said, “King of goats, 
will surely act for my advantage: tell me now what i 
for me to do.” Then the goat said, “ King, to all animals 
no one is dearer than self; it is not good to destroy oneself 
and abandon the honour one has gained for the sake of 
anything that is dear": so he spoke the sixth stanza: 

A king, like thee, may have conceived desire 
And yet renounced it if his life's the cost: 
the chief thing: what ean man seek highe 
ife’s secured, desires need ne'er be erosséd. 
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So Ше Bodhisatta exhorted the king. The king, 
delighted, asked, “ King of goats, whence come you?” 
“Таш Sakka, O king, come to save you from death out 
of pity for you.” “King of gods, I promised to give her 
the charm: what am I to do now?” “There is no need 
for the ruin of both of you: you say, ‘It is the way of the 
craft, and have her beaten with some blows: by this means 
she will not getit.” The king said, “ Very well,” and agreed. 
The Bodhisatta after exhortation to the king went to his 
own place. The king went to the garden, had the queen 
summoned and then said, * Lady, will you have the charm 2” 
“Yes, lord.” “Then go through the usual custom.” “ What 
custom?” “А hundred stripes on the back, but you must 
not make a sound.” She consented through greed for the 
charm. The king made his slaves take whips and beat her 
on both sides. She endured two or three stripes and then 
cried, “I dont want the charm.” The king said, “You 
would have killed me to get the charm,” and so flogging 
the skin off her back he sent her away. After that she 
could not bear to talk of it again. 


1334, Ein Märchen ron der 
163 ff. 


For variants see Benfey in Orient, и. Occ. 
Thiersprache, Kuhn p. 81, and Frazer in Archaeol. Rer. i. 


THE THEFT OF A SMELL 


Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born in a brahmin family of 
a village in Kasi: when he grew up he learned the arts 
at Takkasila, and afterwards became an ascetic and lived 
near a lotus-pool. One day he went down into the pool 
and stood smelling a lotus in full flower. A goddess who 
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was in a hollow in a trunk of a tree alarming him spoke 


the first stanza: 
You were never given that flower you smell, though its only a. single 
bloom; 
"Pis a species of larceny, reverend sir, you are stealing its perfume. 
Then the Bodhisatta spoke the second stanza: 


from afar 1 smell the bloom. 
y 1 steal perfume. 


I neither take nor break the flowe 
I cannot tell on what pretence you s 


At the same moment a man was digging in the pool 
for lotus-fibres and breaking the lotus-plants The 
Bodhisatta seeing him said, “You call a man thief if he 
smells the flower from afar: why do you not speak to that 
other man?" 80 in talk with her he spoke the third 
stanza: 


A man who digs the lotus-roots and breaks the stalks I see: 
Why don’t you call the conduct of that man disorderly 


The goddess, explaining why she did not speak to him, 
spoke the fourth and fifth stanzas 


Disgusting like a nurse’s dress are men disorderly : 
Т have no speech with men like him, but 1 deign to speak to thee. 


When a man is free from evil stains and seeks for purity, 

A sin like a hair-tip shews on him like a dark cloud in the sky. 
So alarmed by her the Bodhisatta in emotion spoke 

the sixth stanza: 


Surely, fairy, you know me well, to pity me you deign: 
If you see me do the like offence, pray speak to me a 


Then the goddess spoke to him the seventh stanza: 


I am not here to serve you, no hir 
Find, Brother, for yourself the path to г 


So exhorting him she entered her own abode. Тһе 
Bodhisatta entered on high meditation and was born in 
the Brahma-world. 
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tion of the second Commandment 
ven, but may be a modification of 


is an example of the rigid appli 
of the Buddhists, not to take what 
a less moral story. Тһе closest parallel is in Rabelais, ш. ch. 37, in which a porter 
eats his bread outside a cook-shop to the smell of the meat, and the cook 
demands payment, Тһе di ny Joan, the fool, who makes the 
porter ring a coin several times on the counter, the соок is 
paid with the sound of the money. Liebrecht (Zur Гойя 1 

similar Japanese variant. In Som. хш. rieh man prom Ж 
musician for his singing, but when the time for payment comes, he says, “You gave 
a short-lived pleasure to my ears by playing on the lyre, and Г gave а short-lived 
pleasure to your ears by promising you money” (= Julien 25, La Promesse vaine et 
le vain Son). 


to p 


THE LION IN BAD COMPANY 


Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was a lion and living with a 
lioness had two children, a son and a daughter. The 
sons name was Manoja. When he grew up he took a 
young lioness to wife: and so they became five. Manoja 
killed wild buffaloes and other animals, and so got flesh 
to feed his parents, sister and wife. One day in his hunt- 
ing ground he saw a jackal called Giriya, unable to run 
away and lying on his belly. “How now, friend?” he said. 
“I wish to wait on you, my lord.” “Well, do so." So he 
took the jackal to his den. The Bodhisatta seeing him 
said, “Dear Manoja, jackals are wicked and sinners, and 
give wrong advice; don't bring this one near you": but 
could not hinder him. Then one day the jackal wished 
to eat horsefiesh, and said to Manoja, “Біг, except horse- 
flesh there is nothing we have not eaten; let us take a 
horse” “But where are there horses, friend?" “Αἱ 
Benares by the river bank.” Не took this advice and 
went with him there when the horses bathe in the river; 
he took one horse, and throwing it on his back he came 
with speed to the mouth of his den. His father eating 
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the horseflesh said, *Dear, horses are kings property, 
kings have many stratagems, they have skilful archers to 
shoot; lions who eat horseflesh dont live long, hence- 
forward dont take horses" Тһе lion not following his 
father's advice went on taking them. Тһе king, hearing 
that a lion was taking the horses had a bathing-tank 
for horses made inside the town: but the lion still came 
and took them. Тһе king had a stable made, and had 
fodder and water given them inside it. Тһе lion came 
over the wall and took the horses even from the stable. 
Тіс king had an archer called who shot like lightning, 
and asked if he could shoot a lion. He said he could, 
and making a tower near the wall where the lion came 
he waited there. Тһе lion came and, posting the jackal 
in а cemetery outside, sprang into the town to take the 
horses. The archer thinking “His speed is very great 
when he comes,” did not shoot him, but when he was going 
away after taking a horse, hampered by the heavy weight, 
he hit him with a sharp arrow in the hind quarters. The 
arrow came out at his front quarters and flew in the air. 
The lion yelled “I am shot.” "The archer after shooting 
him twanged his bow like thunder. The jackal hearing 
the noise of lion and bow said to himself, “My comrade 
is shot and must be killed, there is no friendship with the 
dead, I will now go to my old home in the wood,” and so 
he spoke to himself in two stanzas: 


The bow is bent, the bowstring sounds amain; 
Manoja, king of beasts, my friend, i 


Alas, I seek the woods as best I may: 

Such friends are naught; others must be my stay. 
The lion with a rush came and threw the horse at the 
den's mouth, falling dead himself. His kinsfolk came out 
and saw him blood-stained, blood flowing from his wounds, 
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dead from following the wicked; and his father, mother, 
sister and wife seeing him spoke four stanzas in order: 


His fortune is not prosperous whom wie 
Look at Manoja lying there, through Giriy 
No joy have mothers in a son whose comrades are not good: 
Look at Manoja lying there all covered with his blood. 
And even so fares still the шан, in low estate he lies, 
Who follows not the counsel of the true friend and the wise. 


This, or worse than this, his fate 
Who is high, but trusts the low: 
See, "tis thus from kingly state 
He has fallen to the bow. 


ERS AND THE JACKAL 


Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was reigning 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was a tree-spirit by a river-bank. 
A jackal, named Miyavi, had taken a wife and lived in a 
place by that river-bank. One day his mate said to him, 
“Husband, a longing has come upon me: I desire to eat 
a fresh rohita fish.” He said, “Be easy, I will bring it 
you,” and going by the river he wrapt his feet in creepers, 
and went along the bank. At the moment, two otters, 
Gambhiracari and Anutiracari, were standing on the bank 
looking for fish, Gambhiracári saw a great rohita fish, 
and entering the water with a bound he took it by the 
tail. he fish was strong and went away dragging him. 
He called to the other, “This great fish will be enough 
for both of us, come and aid me,” speaking the first stan: 

Friend Anutiracüri, rush to my aid, I pray 

Туе caught a great fish: but by force he's carrying me away. 


Hearing him, the other spoke the second stanza: 


Gambhir: 
And 


cari, шек to you! your grip be firm and stout, 
a roc would lift a snake, РИ lift the fellow out. 
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Then the two together took out the rohita fish, laid 
him on the ground and killed him: but saying each to 
the other, “You divide him,” they quarrelled and could 
not divide him: and so sat down, leaving him. At the 
moment the jackal came to the spot. Seeing him, they 
both saluted him and said, * Lord of the grey grass-colour, 
this fish was taken by both of us together: a dispute arose 
because we could not divide him: do you make an equal 
division and part it,” speaking the third stanza: 


A strife arose between us, mar] 
Let our contention, honoured 


0 thou of grass; 
be settled fair b 


y hue, 
you. 


The jackal hearing them, said, declaring his own 
strength; 


Рус arbitrated шапу а ease and done it peacefull 
Let your contention, honoured sirs, be settled fa 


r by me. 


Having spoken that stanza. 
spoke this stanza: 


and making the division, he 


Тай, Anutiracari; Gambhiracari, head: 

Тһе middle to the arbiter will properly be paid. 

So having divided the fish, he said, * You eat head and 
tail without quarrelling,” and seizing the middle portion 
in his mouth he ran away before their eyes. They sat 
downeast, as if they had lost a thousand pieces, and spoke 
the sixth stanza: 


But for our strife, it would have long sufficed us without fa 
But now the jackal takes the fish, aud leaves us head and tail. 


The jackal was pleased and thinking * Now 1 will give 
my wife rohita fish to eat,” he went to her. She saw him 
coming and saluting him spoke a stanza: 


yen as a king is glad to join a kingdom to his rule, 
So Lam glad to see my lord to-day with his mouth full. 


PLATE ГИ 


ТИЕ OTTERS AND THE JACKAL 


(/8፻እዘ 400, ያዘህ scenes, p. 267) 
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Then she asked him about the means of attainment, 
speaking a stanza: 


How, being of the land, have you from water 
How did you do the feat, my lord? 


aught a 
pray answer to my w 


Тһе jackal. explaining the means to her, spoke the 
next stanza: 


By strife it is their weakness comes, by strife their means 
By strife the otters lost their prize: М 


decay: 
, eat the prey. 


Tib. Т. xxxıv. Related are P. (Т) m. 4, (В) m. 2, where a partridge and hare 
a eat to decide their dispute as to the ownership of a dwelling. The cat 
ds to be deaf, asks them to come near, and kills them both, La Fontaine 
is the closest parallel, but it has not been traced 
than Boileau (Ep. rr), who learnt it from his father in his youth, ‘The 
latter is said to have got it from an old Italian comedy. Very close also is Dods, 
11. 49, The litigions Cats (who go to а monkey to divide a piece of cheese). Regnier 
in his edition of La Fontaine quotes Julien 74, where two goblins dispute as to the 
possession of a magic box, staff, and shoes. А man promises to divide them fairl 
but puts on the magie shoes and flies away with all the possessions. 
variant of King Putraka, Som. їп. (i. 13), where see Tawney's note, 
treasures, ef. Jit, 186, p. 149. 


THE BRAHMIN AND THE SNAKE 


Once upon a time a king called Janaka was reigning 
in Benares. At that time the Bodhisatta was born in a 
brahmin family, and they called his name young Senaka. 
When he grew up he learned all the arts of Takkasila, and 
returning to Benares saw the king. The king set him in 
the place of minister and gave him great glory. He taught 
the king things temporal and spiritual. Being a pleasant 
preacher of the law he established the king in the five 
precepts, in alms-giving, in keeping the fasts, in the ten 
ways of right action, and so established him in the path 
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of virtue. Throughout the kingdom it was as it were the 
time of the appearing of the Buddhas. Оп the fortnightly 
fast the king, the viceroys and others would all assemble 
and decorate the place of meeting. Тһе Bodhisatta taught 
the law in a decorated room in the middle of a deer-skin- 
couch with the power of a Buddha, and his word was like 
the preaching of Buddhas. Then a certain old brahmin 
begging for money-alms got a thousand pieces, left them 
in a brahmin family and went to seek alms again. When 
he had gone, that family spent all his pieces. He came 
back and would haye his pieces brought him. Тһе brahmin, 
being unable to give them to him, gave him his daughter 
to wife. "The other brahmin took her and made his dwell- 
ing in a brahmin village not far from Benares. Because 
of her youth his wife was unsatisfied in desires and sinned 
with another young brahmin. There are sixteen things 
that cannot be satisfied: and what are these sixteen? 
'The sea is not satisfied with all rivers, nor the fire with 
fuel, nor a king with his kingdom, nor a fool with sins, nor 
a woman with three things, intercourse, adornment and 
child-bearing, nor a brahmin with sacred texts, nor a sage 
with ecstatic meditation, nor a novice with honour, nor 
one free from desire with penance, nor the energetic man 
with energy, nor the talker with talk, nor the politic шап 
with the council, nor the believer with serving the church, 
nor the liberal man with giving away, nor the learned with 
hearing the law, nor the four congregations’ with seeing 
the Buddha. So this brahmin woman, being unsatisfied 
with intercourse, wished to put her husband away and do 
her sin with boldness. So one day in her evil purpose she 
lay down. When he said, “ How is it, wife?” she answered, 
“Brahmin, I cannot do the work of your house, get me a 


1 Brethren, Sisters, laymen and laywomen 
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maid.” “Wife, Г have no money, what shall I give to get 
her?” “Seek for money by begging for alms and so get 
her.” “Then, wife, get ready something for my journey." 
She filled a skin-bag with baked meal and unbaked meal, 
and gave them to him. The brahmin, going through 
villages, towns and cities, got seven hundred pieces, and 
thinking, “This money is enough to buy slaves, male and 
female,” he was returning to his own village: at a certain 
place convenient for water he opened his sack, and eating 
some meal he went down to drink water without tying the 
mouth. Then a black snake in a hollow tree, smelling the 
meal, entered the bag and lay down in a coil eating the 
meal. The brahmin came, and without looking inside 
fastened the sack and putting it on his shoulder went his 
Then a spirit living in a tree, sitting in a hollow of 
the trunk, said to him on the way, “ Brahmin, if you stop 
on the way you will die, if you go home to-day your wife 
will die,” and vanished. He looked, but not seeing the 
spirit was afraid and troubled with the fear of death, and 
so came to the gate of Benares weeping and lamenting. 
It was the fast on the fifteenth day, the day of the 
Bodhisatta’s preaching, seated on the decorated seat of 
the law, and a multitude with perfumes and flowers and 
the like in their hands came in troops to hear the preaching. 
The brahmin said, “Where are ye going?” and was told, 
“O brahmin, to-day wise Senaka preaches the law with 
sweet voice and the charm оҒа Buddha: do you not know?” 
He thought, “They say he is a wise preacher, and I am 
troubled with the fear of death: wise men are able to 
take away even great sorrow: it is right for me too to go 
there and hear the law.” So he went with them, and when 
the assembly and the king among them had sat down 
round about the Bodhisatta, he stood at the outside, not 
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far from the seat of the law, with his mealsack on his 
shoulder, afraid with the fear of death. Тһе Bodhisatta 
preached as if he were bringing down the heavenly Ganges 
or showering ambrosia. The multitude became well 
pleased, and making applause listened to the preaching. 
Wise men have far sight. At that moment the Bodhisatta, 
opening his eyes gracious with the five graces, surveyed 
the assembly on ew side and, seeing that brahmin, 


thought, “This great assembly has become well pleased 
and listens to the law, making applause, but that one 
brahmin is ill pleased and weeps: there must be some 


sorrow within him to cause his tears: as if touching rust 
with acid, or making a drop of water roll from a lotus leaf, 
I will teach him the law, making him free from sorrow 
and well pleased in mind.” So he called him, “ Brahmin, 
I am wise Senaka, now will I make thee free from sorrow, 
speak boldly,” and so talking with him he spoke the first 
stanza: 


Thou art confused in thought, disturbed in sense, 
Tears streaming from thine eyes are evidene 
What hast thou lost, or what dost wish to gain 
By coming hither? Give me answer plain, 


Then the brahmin, declaring his cause of sorrow, spoke 
the second stanza : 
ШІ go home my wife it is must die, 
If 1 go not, the yakkha said, "tis I; 
That is the thought that pierces cruelly: 
Explain the matter, Senaka, to me. 


The Bodhisatta, hearing the brahmin’s words, spread 
the net of knowledge as if throwing a net in the sea, 
thinking, “There are many causes of death to beings in 
this world: some die sunk in the sea, or seized therein 
by ravenous fish, some falling in the Ganges, or seized by 


THE BRAHMIN AND THE SNAKE 273 


crocodiles some falling from a tree or pierced by а thorn, 
some struck by weapons of divers kinds, some by eating 
poison or hanging or falling from a precipice or by extreme 
cold or attacked by diseases of divers kinds, so they di 
now among so many causes of death from which cau: 
shall this brahmin die if he stays on the road to-day, or 
his wife if he goes home?" As he considered, he saw the 
sack on the brahmin's shoulder and thought, “There must 
be a snake who has gone into that sack, and entering he 
must have gone in from the smell of the meal when the 
brahmin at his breakfast had eaten some meal and gone 
to drink water without fastening the sack's mouth: the 
brahmin coming back after drinking water must have gone 
on after fastening and taking up the sack without seeing 
that the snake had entered: if he stays on the road, he 
will say at evening when he rests, ‘I will eat some meal, 
and opening the sack will put in his hand: then the snake 
will bite him in the hand and destroy his life: this will be 
the cause of his death if he stays on the road: but if he 
goes home the sack will come into his wife's hand ; she will 
say, ‘I will look at the ware within, and opening the sack 
put in her hand, then the snake will bite her and destroy 
her life, and this will be the cause of her death if he goes 
hometo-day." Thishe knew by his knowledge of expedients. 
Then this came into his mind, “The snake must be a black 
snake, brave and fearless; when the sack strikes against 
the brahmin's broadside, he shews no motion or quivering; 
heshews no sign of his being there amidst such an assembly: 
therefore he must be a black snake, brave and fearless 
from his knowledge of expedients he knew this as if he 
was seeing with a divine eye. So as if he had been a man 
who had stood by and seen the snake enter the sack, 
deciding by his knowledge of expedients, the Bodhisatta 
Fat. 18 
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answering the brahmin’s question in the royal assembly 
spoke the third stanza: 
First with many a doubt I deal, 
Now my tongue the truth declares; 


Brahmin, in your bag of meal 
A snake has entered unawares, 


So saying, he asked, “О brahmin, is there any meal in 
that sack of yours?” “There is О sage.” “Did you eat 
some meal to-day at your breakfast time?” “Yes, O sage.” 


“Where were you sitting?” “In a wood, at the root of a 
tree.” “When you ate the meal, and went to drink water, 
did you fasten the sack's mouth or not?” “1 did not, O 


sag “When you drank water and came back, did you 
look in before fastening the sack?” “I fastened it without 
looking іп, О sage.” “Ὁ brahmin, when you went to drink 
water, I think a snake entered the sack owing to the 
smell of the meal without your knowledge: such is the 
case: therefore put down your sack, set it in the midst 
of the assembly and opening the mouth, stand back and 
taking a stick beat the sack with it: then when you see 
а black snake coming out with its hood spread and hissing, 
you will have no doubt”: so he spoke the fourth stanza: 


Take a stiek and beat the sack, 
Dumb and double-tongued is he 

Cease your mind with doubts to rack; 
Ope the sack, the snake you'll see, 


Тһе brahmin, hearing the Great Being's words, did so, 
though alarmed and frightened. The snake came out 
of the sack when his hood was struck with the stick, and 
stood looking at the crowd. 

When the question had been so answered by the 
Bodhisatta, a certain snake-charmer made a mouth-band 
for the snake, caught him and let him loose in the forest. 
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Тһе brahmin, coming up (о Ше king, saluted him and 
made obeisance, and praising him spoke half a stanza: 


Well won is Jana 
That he wise Sen: 


а the King’s great gain, 
ka doth see, 


After praising the king, he took seven hundred pieces 
from the bag and praising the Bodhisatta, he spoke a 
stanza and a half wishing to give a gift in delight: 


Art thou the AlLseer, queller of what is үйіп? 
Doth wisdom dread belong to thee? 


These seven hundred pieces, see, 
Take them all, I give them thee; 
"Tis to thee I owe my life, 

And the welfare of my wife. 


Hearing this, the Bodhisatta spoke the eighth stanza: 


For reciting poetry 
Wise men can’t accept a wage: 
Rather let us give to thee, 
Ere thou take the homeward stage. 


So saying, the Bodhisatta made a full thousand pieces 
to be given to the brahmin, and asked him, “By whom 
were you sent to beg for money?” “By my wife, O sage.” 
“Ts your wife old or young?” “Young, O sage" “Then 
she is doing sin with another, and sent you away thinking 
to do so in security: if you take these pieces home, she 
will give to her lover the pieces won by your labour: 
therefore you should not go home straight, but only after 
leaving the pieces outside the town at the root of a tree 
or somewhere о he sent him away. Не, coming near 
the village, left his pieces at the root of a tree, and came 
home іп the evening. His wife at that moment was seated 
with her lover. The brahmin stood at the door and said, 
“Wife.” She recognised his voice, and putting out the 
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light opened the door: when the brahmin came in, she 
took the other and put him at the door: then coming back 
and not seeing anything in the sack she asked, * Brahmin, 
what alms have you got on your journey?" “А thousand 
pieces" "Where is it?" “It is left at such and such a 
place: never mind, we will get it tomorrow.” She went 
and told her lover. He went and took it as if it were his 
own treasure. Next day the brahmin went, and not seeing 
the pieces came to the Bodhisatta, who said, * What is the 
matter, brahmin?” “I don’t see the pieces, О sage.” “Did 
you tell your wife!” “Yes, 0 sage.” Knowing that the 
wife had told her lover, the Bodhisatta asked, “ Brahmin, 
is there a brahmin who is a friend of your wife's?" “There 
is О sage" “Is there one who is a friend of yours?" 
s, О sage" "Then the Great Being caused seven day 
expenses to be given him and said, “Со, do you two invite 
and entertain the first day fourteen brahmins, seven for 
yourself and seven for your wife: from next day onwards 
take one less each day, till on the seventh day you invite 
one brahmin and your wife one: then if you notice that 
the brahmin your wife asks on the seventh day has come 
every time, tell те” The brahmin did so, and told the 
Bodhisatta, *O sage I have observed the brahmin who is 
always our guest.” Тһе Bodhisatta sent men with him to 
bring that other brahmin, and asked him, * Did you take 
а thousand pieces belonging to this brahmin from the 
root of such and such a tree? I did not, O sage.” “You 
do not know that I am the wise Senaka; I will make you 
fetch those pieces.” He was id and confessed, saying, 
“1 took them.” “What did you do?” “I put them in such 
and such a place, O sage.” The Bodhisatta asked the first 
brahmin, *Brahmin, will you keep your wife or take 
another?" “Let me keep her, 0 sage" The Bodhisatta 
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sent men to fetch the pieces and the wife, and gave the 
brahmin the pieces from the thief's hand; he punished 
the other, removing him from the city, punished also the 
wife, and gave great honour to the brahmin, making him 
dwell near himself. 


ut of two episodes in the life of Mahaushadha, 7%. T. virt. 144 ff, which 
nt of the Mahiummagga,ja 


THE BRAHMIN'S REVENGE ON THE MONKEYS 


Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was king in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born as a monkey, and lived 
in the king's garden with a retinue of five hundred monkeys. 
Devadatta' was also born as a monkey, and lived there 
also with a retinue of five hundred monkeys. Then one 
day when the king's family priest had gone to the garden, 
bathed and adorned himself, one tricky monkey going 
ahead of him sat above the gateway arch of the garden, 
and let excrement fall on the priest's head as he went out. 
When the priest looked up, he let it fall again in his mouth. 
'The priest turned back, saying in threat to the monkeys, 
* Very well, I shall know how to deal with you," and went 
away after washing. They told the Bodhisatta that he 
had been angry and threatened the monkeys. He made 
announcement to the thousand monkeys, “It is not well 
to dwell near the habitation of the angry; let the whole 
troop of monkeys Нее and go elsewhere.” А disobedient 
monkey took his own retinue and did not flee, saying, 
“I will see about it afterwards" The Bodhisatta took his 


1 Cousin of the Buddha. He made a schism in the Order, and attempted to kill 
Buddha, This tale was told when Devadatta was swallowed up by the earth, after 
his last attempt on Buddha's Ше. Cf. also p. 281. 
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own retinue and went to the forest. One day a female 
slave pounding, rice had put some rice out in the sun and 
a goat was cating it: getting a blow with a torch and 
running away on fire, he was rubbing himself on the wall 
of a grass-hut near an elephant-stable. The fire caught 
the grass-hut and from it the elephant-stable; in it the 
elephants backs were burnt, and the elephant doctors 
were attending the elephants. The family priest was 
always going about watching for an opportunity of catch- 
ing the monkeys. Не was sitting in attendance on the 
king, and the king said, “Sir, many of our elephants һауе 
been injured, and the elephant doctors do not know how 
to cure them; do you know any remedy?” “I do, great 
“What is it?” “Monkey's fat, great king.” “How 
shall we get it?” “There are many monkeys in the 
garden.” The king said, “Kill monkeys in the garden 
and get their fat." The archers went and killed five 
hundred monkeys with arrows. One old monkey fled 
although wounded by an arrow, and though he did not 
fall on the spot, fell when he came to the Bodhisatta’s 
place of abode. The monkeys said, “He has died when 
he reached our place of abode,” and told the Bodhisatta 
that he was dead from a wound he had got. He came 
and sat down among the assembly of monkeys, and spoke 
these stanzas by way of exhorting the monkeys with the 
exhortation of the wise, which is * Men dwelling near their 
enemies perish in this way”: 


а: 


Let not the wise man dwell where dwells his foe: 
One night, two nights, so near will bring him woe, 


А fools a foe to all who trust his word: 
One monkey brought distress on all the herd. 
A foolish chief, wise in his own conceit, 
Comes ever, like this monkey, to defeat. 
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A strong fool is not good to guard the herd, 
Curse to his kindred, like the decoy-bird. 
One strong and wise is good the herd to guard, 
Like Indra to the Gods, his kin’s reward. 
Who virtue, wisdom, learning, doth po: 
His deeds himself and other men will bless. 


"Therefore virtue, knowledge, learning, and himself let him regard, 
Either be a lonely Saint or o'er the flock keep wateh and ward. 


So the Bodhisatta, becoming king of monkeys, explained 
the way of learning the Discipline. 


T. хип, where “monke 
In P. (В) v. 10 monk 
der 


cooked in barley-meal” are preseribed by the 
Jaughtered for the same reason, and the 
ge goes to an ogre-haunted pool, 
jit. 20 (see р. 23) and 55. In the 
Jat. 140 the victims are crows, and crows fat is prescribed for t 
Tib. T. v. a brahmin prescribes the f superhuman being 
in order to bring about the death of the prince’s wife, who is a 
of the goat and firing of the stable i t of Julien 33. 


THE MONKEY'S HEROIC SELF-SACRIFICE 


Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born as a monkey. When he 
grew up and attained stature and stoutness, he was strong 
and vigorous, and lived in the Himalaya with a retinue of 
eighty thousand monkeys. Near the Ganges bank there 
was a mango tree (others say it was a banyan), with 
branches and forks, having a deep shade and thick leaves, 
like a mountain-top. Its sweet fruits, of divine fragrance 
and flavour, were as large as water-pots: from one branch 
the fruits fell on the ground, from one into the Ganges 
water, from two into the main trunk of the tree. Тһе 
Bodhisatta, while eating the fruit with a troop of monkeys, 
thought, “Someday danger will come upon us owing to 
the fruit of this tree falling on the water”; and so, not to 
leave one fruit on the branch which grew over the water, 
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he made them eat or throw down the flowers at their 
season from the time they were of the size of a chick-pea. 
But notwithstanding, one ripe fruit, unseen by the eighty 
thousand monkeys, hidden by an ant's nest, fell into the 
er, and stuck in the net above the king of Вепагез, who 
was bathing for amusement with a net above him and 
another below. When the king had amused himself all 
day and was going away in the evening, the fishermen, 
who were drawing the net, saw the fruit and not knowing 
what it was shewed it to the king. Тһе king asked, 
“What is this fruit?” “We do not know, sire.” “Who 
will know?" “Тһе foresters, sire.” Не had the foresters 
called, and learning from them that it was a mango, he 
cut it with a knife, and first making the foresters eat of 
it, he ate of it himself and had some of it given to his 
seraglio and his ministers The flavour of the ripe 
mango remained pervading the king's whole body. Роѕ- 
sessed by desire of the flavour, he asked the foresters 
where that tree stood, and hearing that it was on a river 
bank in the Himalaya quarter, he had many rafts joined 
together and sailed upstream by the route shewn by the 
foresters. The exact account of days is not given. In 
due course they came to the place, and the foresters said 
to the king, “Sire, there is the tree.” “The king stopped 
the rafts and went on foot with a great retinue, and 
having а bed prepared at the foot of the tree, he lay 
down after eating the mango fruit and enjoying the 
various excellent flavours. At every side they set a guard 
and made a fire. When the men had fallen asleep, the 
Bodhisatta came at midnight with his retinue. Eighty 
thousand monkeys moving from branch to branch ate 
the mangoes. The king, waking and seeing the herd of 
monkeys, roused his men and calling his archers said, 
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*Surround these monkeys that eat the mangoes so that 
they may not escape, and shoot them: to-morrow we will 
eat mangoes with monkey’s flesh." The archers obeyed, 
saying, “ Very well,” and surrounding the tree stood with 
arrows ready. The monkeys seeing them and fearing 
death, as they could not escape, came to the Bodhisatta 
and said, “Sire, the archers stand round the tree, saying, 
‘We will shoot those vagrant monkeys’: what are we to 
do?” and so stood shivering. The Bodhisatta said, “Do 
not fear, I will give you life”; and so comforting the herd 
of monkeys, he ascended a branch that rose up straight, 
went along another branch that stretched towards the 
Ganges, and springing from the end of it, he passed 
a hundred bow-lengths and lighted on a bush on the 
bank. Coming down, he marked the distance, saying, 
“That will be the distance I have come”: and cutting 
a bamboo shoot at the root and stripping it, he said, “So 
much will be fastened to the tree, and so much will stay 
in the air,” and so reckoned the two lengths, forgetting 
the part fastened on his own waist. Taking the shoot he 
fastened one end of it to the tree on the Ganges bank 
and the other to his own waist, and then cleared the 
space of a hundred bow-lengths with a speed of a cloud 
torn by the wind. From not reckoning the part fastened 
to his waist, he failed to reach the tree: so seizing a 
branch firmly with both hands he gave signal to the 
troop of monkeys, “Go quickly with good luck, treading 
on my back along the bamboo shoot" The eighty 
thousand monkeys escaped thus, after saluting the 
Bodhisatta and getting his leave. Devadatta was then a 
monkey and among that herd: he sai This is a chance 
for me to see the last of my enemy,” so climbing up 
a branch he made a spring and fell on the Bodhisatta’s 
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back. Тһе Bodhisatta's heart broke and great pain came 
on him. Devadatta having caused that maddening pain 
went away: and the Bodhisatta was alone. The king 
being awake saw all that was done by the monkeys and 
the Bodhisatta: and he lay down thinking, “This animal, 
not reckoning his own life, has caused the safety of his 
troop? When day broke, being pleased with the Bodhi- 
satta, he thought, “It is not right to destroy this king of 
Ше monkeys: I will brinz him down by some means and 
take care of him”: so turning the raft down the Ganges 
and building a platform there, he made the Bodhisatta 
come down gently, and had him clothed with a yellow 
robe on his back and washed in Ganges water, made him 
drink sugared water and had his body cleansed and 
anointed with oil refined a thousand times; then he put 
an oiled skin оп a bed and making him lie there, he set 
himself on a low seat, and spoke the first stan: 


You made yourself а bridge for them to pass in 
What are you then to them, шош 


afety through: 
ind what are they to you? 


Hearing him, the Bodhisatta instructing the king 
spoke the other stanzas: 

Victorious king, I guard the herd, I am their lord and chief, 
"When they were filled with fear of thee and stricken sore with grief. 
I leapt а hundred times the length of bow outstretched that lies, 
When I had bound a bamboo-shoot firmly around my thighs: 
I reached the tree like thunder-cloud sped by the tempest’s blast; 
I lost my strength, but reached a bough: with hands 1 held it fast. 
And as I hung extended there held fast by shoot and bough, 
My monkeys passed across my back and are in safety now. 
Therefore I fear no pain of death, bonds do not give me pain, 
The happiness of those was won o’er whom I used to reign. 


A parable for thee, O king, if thou the truth would’st read: 
The happiness of kingdom and of army and of steed 
And city must be dear to thee, if thou would’st rule indeed. 


PLATE VUL 
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The Bodhisatta, thus instructing and teaching the 
king, died. The king, calling his ministers, gave orders 
that the monkey-king should have obsequies like a 
king, and he sent to the seraglio, saying, “Come to the 
cemetery, as retinue for the monkey-king, with red gar- 
ments, and dishevelled hair, and torches in your hands.” 
The ministers made a funeral pile with a hundred waggon 
loads of timb Having prepared the Bodhisatta's ob- 
sequies in a royal manner, they took his skull, and came 
to the king. The king caused a shrine to be built at the 
Bodhisattas burial-place, torches to be burnt there and 
offerings of incense and flowers to be made; he had the 
skull inlaid with gold, and put in front raised on a spear- 
point: honouring it with incense and flowers, he put it at 
the king's gate when he came to Benares, and having the 
whole city decked out he paid honour to it for seven 
days. Then taking it as a relic and raising a shrine, he 
honoured it with incense and garlands all his life; and 
established in the Bodhisatta's teaching he did alms and 
other good deeds, and ruling his kingdom righteously 
became destined for heaven. 


In the Játakamálà xxvi. Ше incident of Devadatta's malice does uot occur, Тһе 
monkey's leap aero illustrated in the Bharhut Stupa, pl. ххх. 4. 
Of. the note on 1) 


THE ADVENTURES OF THE PRINCE AND 
HIS BROTHER 


Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was reigning in 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born as the son of his chief 
queen. When he grew up, he learned all the arts at 
Takkasila, and acquired a spell for the understanding of 


284 THE PRINCE AND HIS BROTHER 


all animals cries After listening duly to his teacher. he 
returned to Benares His father appointed him viceroy: 
but though he did so. he became anxious to kill him and 
would not even see him. 

A she-jackal with two cubs entered the city at night 
by a sewer. when men were retired to rest. In the 
Bodhisattas palace. near his bedroom. there was a 
chamber. where a single traveller, who had taken his 
shoes off and put them by his feet on the floor. was lying 
down. not yet asleep. on a plank. The jackal-cubs were 
hungry and gave acry. Their mother said in the speech 
of jackals ~Do not make a noise. dears: there is a man in 
that chamber who has taken oes off and laid them 
оп the floor: he is lying on a plank but is not asleep yet: 
when he falle asleep. I will take his shoes and give you 
food” Ву the power of the spell the Bodhisatta under- 
stood her call and leaving his bedroom he opened a 
window and said. "Who is theret” “L your majesty, 
а traveller” “Where are your shoes!” “Оп the floor." 
“Lift them and hang them up. Hearing this the jackal 
was angry with the Bodhisatta. One day she entered the 
city again by the same way. That day a drunken man 
went down to drink in a lotus-tank: falling in, he sank 
and was drowned. He possessed the two garments he 
was wearing, a thousand pieces in his under-garment, and 
а ring on his finger. Тһе jackal-cubs cried out for hunger, 
and the mother said, - Ве quiet, dears: there is a dead 
шап in this lotus-tank, he had such and such property: 
he is lying dead on the tank-stair, I will give you his flesh 
to eat” The Bodhisatta, hearing her, opened the window 
and said. “Who is in the chamber!” One rose and said, 
“17 “Go and take the clothes the thousand pieces 
and the ring from the шап who is lying dead in yonder 
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lotus-tank. and make the body sink so that it cannot rise 
out of the water" The man did so. The jackal was angry 
again: “Тһе other day you prevented my children eating 
the shoes; to-day you prevent them eatinz the dead man. 
Very well: on the third day from this a hostile king will 
come and encompass the сиу, your father will send you 
to battle, they will cut oif your head: I will drink your 
throats blood and satisfy my enmity: you make yourself 
ап enemy of mine and I will see to it^: so she cried 
abusing the Bodhisatta. Then she took her cubs and went 
away. On the third day the hostile king came and en- 
compassed the city. The king said to the Bodhisatta, 
“Go, dear son. and fight him.” “O king. 1 have seen 
a vision: I cannot go, for I fear I shall lose my life.” 
“What is your life or death to me! Go.” The Great 
Being obeyed: taking his men he avoided the gate where 
the hostile king was posted, and went out by another 
which he had opened. As he went the whole city 
became as it were deserted. for all men went out with 
him. He encamped in a certain open space and waited. 
The king thought, * My viceroy has emptied the city and 
fled with all my forces: the enemy is lying all round the 
city: Tam but a dead man.” To save his life he took his 
chief queen. his family priest. and a single attendant 
named Parantapa: with them he fled in disguise by night 
and entered a wood. Hearing of his flight, the Bodhisatta 
entered the city. defeated the hostile king in battle and 
took the kingdom. His father made a hut of leaves on 
a river bank and lived there on wild fruits Не and the 
family priest used to go looking for wild fruits: the 
servant Parantapa stayed with the queen in the hut. 
She was with child by the king: but owing to being 
constantly with Parantapa, she sinned with him. One 
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day she said to him, “If the king knows, neither you nor 
I would live: kill him." “In what way?" “He makes 
you carry his sword and bathing-dress when he goes to 
bathe: take him off his guard at the bathing-place, cut 
off his head and chop his body to pieces with the sword 
and then bury him in the ground” He agreed. One day 
the priest had gone out for wild fruits: he had climbed 
а tree near Ше king's bathing-place and was gathering 
the fruit. Тһе king wished to bathe, and came to the 
water-side with Parantapa carrying his sword and bathing- 
dress. Ashe was going to bathe, Parantapa, meaning to 
kill him when off his guard, seized him by the neck and 
raised the sword. Тһе king cried out in fear of death. 
The priest heard the cry and saw from above that Paran- 
tapa was murdering him: but he was in great terror and 
slipping down from his branch in the tree, he hid in a 
thicket. Parantapa heard the noise he made as he 
slipped down, and after killing and burying the king he 
thought, “There was a noise of slipping from a branch 
thereabouts; who is there? But seeing no man he 
bathed and went awa Then the priest came out of his 
hiding-place; knowing that the king had been cut in 
pieces and buried in a pit, he bathed and in fear of his 
life he pretended to be blind when he came back to the 
hut. Parantapa saw him and asked what had happened 
to him. Не feigned not to know him and said, “О king, 
Tam come back with my eyes lost: 1 was standing by an 
ant-hill in a wood full of serpents, and the breath of some 
venomous serpent must have fallen on те.”  Parantapa 
thought the priest was addressing him as king in ignor- 
ance, and to put his mind at rest he said, “ Brahmin, never 
mind, I will take care of you.” and so comforted him and 
gave him plenty of wild fruits. From that time it was 
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Parantapa who gathered the fruits. The queen bore a 
son. As he was growing up, she said to Parantapa one 
day at early morning when seated comfortably, “Some 
one saw you when you were killing the king?” “No one 
saw me: but I heard the noise of something slipping from 
a bough: whether it was man or beast Г cannot tell: but 
whenever fear comes on me it must be from the cause of 
the boughs creaking,” and so in conversation with her he 
spoke the first stanza: 


Terror and fear fall on me even now, 
For then a man or beast did shake a bough, 
They thought the priest was asleep, but he was awake 
: and heard their talk. One day, when Parantapa had gone 
for wild fruits, the priest remembered his brahmin-wife 
and spoke the second stanza in lamentation: 


Му true wife's home is near at hand: my love will make me be 
Pale like Parantapa and thin, at quivering of a tree. 


Тіе queen asked what he was saying. Не said, *I was 
only thinking": but one day again he spoke Ше third 
stanza: 


My dear wife’s in Benares: her absence wears me now 
To pallor like Parantapa’s at shaking of a bough. 


Again one day he spoke a fourth stanza: 


Her black eye’s glow, her speech and smiles in thought do bring 
me now 
To pallor like Parantapa’s at shaking of a bough. 

In time the young prince grew up and reached the 
age of sixteen, Then the brahmin made him take a stick, 
and going with him to the bathing-place opened his eyes 
and looked. “Are you not blind, brahmin?” said the 
prince. “I am not, but by this means I have saved my 
life: do you know who is your father?" “Yes.” “That 
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man is not your father: your father was king of Benares: 
that man is a servant of your house, he sinned with your 
mother and in this spot killed and buried your father"; and 
so saying he pulled up the bones and shewed them to him. 
The prince grew very angry, and asked, *What am I to 
do?" *Do to that man what he did to your father here," 
and shewing him the whole matter he taught him in a few 
days how to handle a sword. Then one day the prince 
took sword and bathing-dress and said, “ Father, let us go 
and bath Parantapa consented and went with him. 
When he went down into the water, the prince took his 
top-knot in the left hand and the sword in the right, and 
said, “At this spot you took my father by the top-knot | 
and killed him as he cried out: even so will I do to 
you" Parantapa wailed in fear of death and spoke two 
stanzas: 


Surely that sound has come to you and told you what befell: 
Surely the man who bent the bough has come the tale to tell. 


The foolish thought that once I had has reached your knowledge now: 
That day а witness, man or beast, was there and shook the bough. 


Then the prince spoke the last stanza : 


Twas thus you slew my father with trait'rous word, untrue; 
You hid his body in the boughs: now fear has come to you. 

So saying, he slew him on the spot, buried him and 
covered the place with branches: then washing the sword 
and bathing, he went back to the hut of leaves. He told 
the priest how he had killed Parantapa: he censured his 
mother, and saying, * What shall we do now?" the three 
went back to Benares. The Bodhisatta made the young 
prince уісегоу and doing charity and other good works 
passed fully through the path to heaven. 


See Frazer, The Language of Animals in Archaeol. Rer. τ. 80 ff. 


THE PANTHER AND THE GOAT 


The Master told this tale while dwelling in Jetavana, 
concerning a certain she-goat. At one time the Elder 
Moggallina lived in a dwelling with one door, in a moun- 
tain enclosure, surrounded by hills. His covered walk 
was elose by the door. Some goatherds thought the 
enclosure would be a good place for their goats, so they 
drove them in and lived there at their pleasure. One day 
they eame in the evening, took all the goats, and went 
away: but one she-goat had wandered far, and not seeing 
the goats departing, she was left behind. As she was 
going after them, a panther saw her, and thinking to 
eat her stood by the door of the enclosure. She looked 
all round, and saw the panther. “Не is there because he 
wishes to kill and eat me,” she thought; “if I turn and 
run, my life is lost; I must play the man,” and so she 
tossed her horns, and sprang straight at him with all her 
might. She escaped his grip, though he was quivering 
with the thought of catching her: then running at full 
speed she came up with the other goats. The Elder 
observed how all the animals had behaved: next day 
he went and told the Buddha, “So, lord, this she-goat 
performed a feat by her readiness in device, and escaped 
from the panther.” Тһе Master answered, * Moggallana, 
the panther failed to catch her this time, but once before 
he killed her though she cried out, and ate her.” Then at 
Moggallana’s request, he told an old tale. 


Once upon a time Ше Bodhisatta was born in a certain 
village of the Magadha kingdom, in a wealthy family. 
When he grew up, he renounced desires and adopted 
the religious life, reaching the perfection of meditation. 

P&T. 19 
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HER AND THE GOAT 


After dwelling long in the Himalaya, he came to R 
for salt and vinegar, and dwelt in a hut of leaves which he 
made in a mountain enclosure. Just as in the intro- 
ductory story, the goatherds drove their goats thither 
and in the same way, one day as a single she-goat was 
going out later than the rest, a panther waited by the 
door, thinking to eat her. When she saw him, she thought, 
“My life is forfeit: by some means I must get him into 
pleasant and kindly talk, and so soften his heart and save 
my life” Beginning a friendly talk with him from some 
distance, she approached and spoke the first stanza: 


s it with you, uncle? and is it well with you? 
sends her kind regards: and Pm your friend so true. 


Hearing her, the panther thought, “This baggage 
would beguile me by calling me ‘uncle’; she does not 
know how hard I am^; and so he spoke the second 
stanza: 


You've trod npon my tail, miss goat, and done me injnr 
Aud think you by saying ‘Uncle? that you ean go scot- 


‘ве? 
When she heard him. she said, “O uncle, don't talk in 
that way," and spoke the third stanza : 


I faced yon as T eame, good Sir, you face me as 
Yonr tail is all behind you: how could I tread on it 


He answered, *What do you say, she-goat? is there 
any place where my tail might not be?" and so he spoke 
the fourth stanza: 

As far as fonr great continents with seas and mountains spre 
My tail extends: how could you fail on sueh a tail to tread 

The she-goat, when she heard this, thought, “This 
wicked one is not attracted by soft words: I will answer 
him as an enemy,” and so she spoke the fifth stanza: 


Your villains tail is long, T know, for T had warning fair: 
Parents and brothers told me so: but [ flew through the air. 
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Then he said, “Т know you came through the air: but 
as you came, you spoilt my food by your way of coming,” 
and so he spoke the sixth stanza: 


The sight ог 
Frightened а 


, on high, the a ng through, 
and so my food was spoilt by you. 


yon, miss g 
herd of di 
Hearing this, the goat in fear of death could bring no 
other excuse, but cried out, * Uncle, do not commit such 
cruelty; spare my life” But though she cried out, the 
other seized her by the shoulder, killed her and ate her. 
The ascetic saw the whole matter of the two animals. 


νον 


alston compares the fable of The Wolf and the 
tale has more resemblance to that. 
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Once upon a time many myriads of parrots lived in 
the Himalaya country on the banks of the Ganges in a 
grove of fig-trees. A king of the parrots there, when the 
fruit of the tree in which he dwelt had come to an end, 
ate whatever was left, whether shoot or leaf or bark or 
rind, and drank of water from the Ganges, and being very 
happy and contented he kept where he was. Owing to 
his happy and contented state the abode of Sakka was 
shaken. Sakka reflecting on the cause saw the parrot, 
and to test his virtue, by his supernatural power he 
withered up the tree, which became a mere stump per- 
forated with holes, and stood to be buffeted by every 
blast of wind, and from the holes dust came out. The 
parrot king ate this dust and drank the water of the 
Ganges, and going nowhere else sat perched on the top 
of the fig-stump, recking nought of wind and sun. 

19-2 
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Sakka noticed how very contented the parrot was, and 
said, * After hearing him speak of the virtue of friendship, 
I will come and give him his choice of a boon, and cause 
the fig-tree to bear ambrosial fruit^ Бо he took the form 
of a royal goose, and preceded by Sujà' in the shape of 
an Asura nymph, he went to the grove of fig-trees, and 
perching on the bough of a tree close by, he entered into 
conversation with the parrot and spoke the first stanza: 


Wherever fruitful trees abound, 

A flock of hung birds is fonnd: 
But should the trees all withered be, 
Away at once the birds will flee, 


And after these words, to drive the parrot thence, he 
spoke the second stanza: 


Haste thee, Sir Redbeak, to be gone 
Why dost thou sit and dream alone? 
Come tell me, prithee, bird of spring, 
То this dead stump why dost thou cling? 


Then the parrot said, “O goose, from a feeling of 
gratitude, I forsake not this tree,” and he repeated two 
stanzas: 


"They who have bee 
Mindful of goodness and of truth, 
In life and death, in weal and woe 
The elaims of friendship ne'er forego. 


close friends from youth, 


1 too would fain be kind and good 
То one that long my 
I wish to live, but have no heart 

From this old tree, though dead, to part. 


Sakka on hearing what he said was delighted, and 
praising him wished to offer him a choice, and uttered 
two stanza 
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I kuow thy friendship and thy grateful love, 
Virtues that wise шеп surely must approve. 
1 offer thee whate'er thou wilt for choice; 
Parrot, what boon would most thy heart rejoice? 
On hearing this, the king parrot making his choice 
spoke the seventh stanza: 


If thou, O goose, what most I erave wouldst give, 
Grant that the tree I love, again may live, 

Let it once more with its old vigour shoot, 
Gather fresh sweetness and bear goodly fruit. 


Then Sakka, granting the boon, spoke the eighth 
stanza : 


Lo! friend, a fruitful aud right noble tree, 
Well fitted for thy dwelling-place to be. 

Let it once more with its old vigour shoot, 
Gather fresh sweetness and bear goodly fruit, 


With these words Sakka quitted his present form, and 
manifesting the supernatural power of himself and Suja, 
he took up water from the Ganges in his hand and 
dashed it against the fig-tree stump.  Straightway the 
tree rose up rich in branch and stem, and with honey- 
sweet fruit, and stood a charming sight, like unto the 
bare Jewel-Mount. The parrot king on seeing it was 
highly pleased, and singing the praises of Sakka he spoke 
the ninth stanza : 


Мау Sakka and ай loved by Sakka blesséd be, 
As I to-day am blest this goodly sight to see! 
Sakka, after granting the parrot his choice, and causing 
the fig-tree to bear ambrosial fruit, returned with Su 
to his own abode. 


Mbh. xn. el 
and no conne 


There is no direct relationship between this and the jataka, 
1 between the verses (Franke), 
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Once upon a time in the reign of Brahmadatta, king 
of Benares, his queen-consort after falling into sin was 
questioned by the king, and taking an oath she said, “If 
I have sinned against you, I shall become a female 
Yakkha with a face like a horse.” After her death she 
became a horse-faced Yakkha and dwelt in a rock-cave 
in a vast forest at the foot of a mountain, and used to 
catch and devour the men that frequented the road 
leading from the East to the Western border. After 
serving Vessavana! three years, it is said, she got leave 
to eat people in a certain space, thirty leagues long by 
five leagues broad. Now one day a rich, wealthy, hand- 
some brahmin, accompanied by a large suite, ascended 
that road. The Yakkha, on seeing him, with a loud neigh 
rushed upon him, and his attendants all fled. With the 
speed of the wind she seized the brahmin and threw him 
on her back, and in entering the cave, through coming 
into contact with the man, under the influence of passion 
she conceived an affection for him, and instead of devour- 
ing him she made him her husband, and they lived 
harmoniously together. And thenceforth the Yakkha 
whenever she captured men, also took their clothes and 
rice and oil and the like, and serving him with various 
dainty food she herself would eat man’s flesh. And when- 
ever she went away, for fear of his escaping, she closed the 
mouth of the cave with a huge stone before leaving. And 
while they were thus living amicably together, the Bodhi- 
satta passing from his former existence conceived in 


1 The lord of Yakkhas. 
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the womb of the Yakkha by the brahmin. After ten 
months she gave birth to a son, and filled with love for 
the brahmin and her child, she fed them both. Ву and 
by when the boy was grown up, she put him also inside the 
cave with his father, and closed the door. Now one day 
the Bodhisatta knowing she had gone away removed the 
stone and let his father out. And when she asked on her 
return who had removed the stone, he said, *I did, mother: 
we cannot sit in darkness" Апа through love for her 
child she did not say another word. Now one day Ше 
Bodhisatta asked his father, sayi * Dear father, your 
mouth is different from my mother’s; what is the reason?” 
* My son, your mother is a Yakkha and lives on man's 
flesh, but you and I are men.” “If so, why do we live 
here? Соте, we will go to the haunts of шеп” “My 
dear boy, if we shall try to escape, your mother will kill 
us both." The Bodhisatta reassured his father and said, 
“Do not be afraid, dear father; that you shall return to 
the haunts of men shall be my charge.” And next day 
when his mother had gone away, he took his father and 
fled. When the Yakkha returned and missed them, she 
rushed forward with the swiftness of the wind and caught 
them and said, *O brahmin, why do you run away? Is 
there anything that you want here?” “My dear,” he said, 
“do not be angry with me. Your son carried me off with 
him.” And without another word, owing to her love for 
her child, she comforted them and making for her place 
of abode she brought them back after a flight of some 
days. The Bodhisatta thought, “My mother must have 
a limited sphere of action. Suppose I were to ask her the 
limits of space over which her authority extends. Then 
I will escape by going beyond this” So one day sitting 
respectfully near his mother he said, “ My dear, that which 
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belongs to a mother comes to the children; tell me now 
what is the boundary of our ground." She told him all 
the landmarks, mountains and such like in all directions, 
and pointed out to her son the space, thirty leagues long 
and five leagues broad, and said, “Consider it to be so 
much, my son.” After the lapse of two or three days, 
when his mother had gone to the forest, he put his father 
on his shoulder and rushing on with the swiftness of the 
wind, by the hint given him by his mother, he reached the 
bank of the river that was the limit. Тһе mother too, 
when on her return she missed them, pursued after them. 
The Bodhisatta carried his father into the middle of the 
river, and she came and stood on the river bank, and 
when she saw that they had passed beyond the limits of 
her sphere, she stopped where she was, and cried, “Му 
dear child, come here with your father. What is my 
offence? In what respect do not things go well with you? 
Соте back, my lord.” Thus did she beseech her child 
and husband. So the brahmin crossed the river. She 
prayed to her child also, and. said, * Dear son, do not act 
after this sort: come back again." Tother, we are men: 
you are а Yakkha. We cannot always abide with you." 
“And will you not return? No, mother.” “Then if 
you refuse to return—as it is painful to live in the world 
of men, and they who know not any craft cannot live—I 
am skilled in the lore of a hing-jewel: by its power, 
one ean follow after the lapse of twelve years in the steps 
of those that have gone away. This will prove a livelihood 
to you. Take, my child, this invaluable charm.” And 
though overcome by such great sorrow, through love of 
her child. she gave him the charm. The Bodhisatta, still 
standing in the river, folded his hands tortoise-wise and 
took the charm, and saluting his mother cried, “Good-bye, 
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mother." Тһе Yakkha said, *If you do not return, my 
son, I cannot live,” and she smote upon her breast, and 
straightway in sorrow for her son her heart was broken 
and she fell down dead on the spot. The Bodhisatta, 
when he knew his mother was dead, called to his father 
and went and made а funeral pile and burned her body. 
After extinguishing the flames, he made offerings of 
various coloured flowers, and with weeping and lamenta- 
tion returned with his father to Benares. 

It was told the king, *A youth skilled in tracking 
footsteps is standing at the door.” And when the king 
bade him enter, he came in and saluted the kir *My 
friend," he said, *do you know any ft?" “Му lord, 
following on the track of one who has stolen any pro- 
perty twelve years ago, I сап catch him.” “Then enter 
my service,” said the king. “I will serve you for a 
thousand pieces of money daily.” “Very well, friend, you 
shall serve me^ And the king had him paid a thousand 
pieces of money daily. Now one day the family priest 
said to the king, “My lord, because this youth does 
nothing by the power of his art, we do not know whether 
he has any skill or not: we will now test him.” The king 
readily agreed, and the pair gave notice to the keepers of 
the various treasures, and taking the most valuable jewels 
descended from the terrace, and after groping their way 
three times round the palace, they placed a ladder on the 
top of the wall and by means of it descended to the out- 
Then they entered the Hall of Justice, and after 
sitting there they returned and again placing the ladder 
on the wall descended into the harem. Coming to the 
edge of a tank they thrice marched rightwise round it, and 
then dropped their treasure in the tank, and climbed 
back to the terrace. Next day there was a great outery 
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and men said, “Treasure has been stolen from the palace." 
The king pretending ignorance summoned Ше Bodhisatta 
and said, * Friend, much valuable treasure has been stolen 
from the palace: we must trace it” “Му lord, for one 
who is able to follow the traces of robbers and recover 
treasure stolen twelve years ago, there is nothing mar- 
vellous in his recovering stolen property after a single day 
and night. I will recover it; do not be troubled.” “Then 
recover it, friend.” “Very well, my lord,” he said, and 
went and saluting his mothers memory he repeated the 
spell, still standing on the terrace, and said, “Му lord, the 
steps of two thieves are to be seen.” And following in 
the steps of the king and the priest he entered the royal 
closet, and issuing thence he descended from the terrace, 
and after thrice making a circuit of the palace he drew 
near Ше wall. Standing on it he said, “Му lord, starting 
in this place from the wall I see footsteps in the air: bring 
me а ladder.” And having had a ladder placed for him 
against the wall, he descended by it, and still following in 
their track he came to the Hall of Justice. Then return- 
ing to the palace he had the ladder planted against the 
wall, and descending by it he came to the tank. Going 
thrice rightwise round it he * My lord, the thieves 
went down into this tank," and taking out the treasure, as 
if he had deposited it there himself, he gave it to the king 
and said, *My lord, these two thieves are men of dis- 
tinction: by this way they climbed up into the palace." 
'U'he people snapped their fingers in a high state of 
delight, and there was a great waving of cloths The 
king thought, “This youth, methinks, by following in their 
steps knows the place where the thieves put the treasure, 
but the thieves he cannot catch.” Then he said,“ You at 
once brought us the property carried off by the thieves, 


m 
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but will you be able to catch the thieves and bring them 
tous?” “My lord, the thieves are here: they are not far 
off” “Who are they?” “Great king, let any one that 
likes be the thief From the time you recovered your 
treasure, why should you want the thieves? Do not ask 
about that." “Friend, I pay you daily a thousand pieces of 
money: bring the thieves to ше” “Sire, when the treasure 
is recovered, what need of the thieves?" “It is better, 
friend, for us to catch the thieves than to recover the 
treasu «Then, sire, I will not tell you, ‘So and so are 
the thieves, but I will tell you a thing that happened long 
ago. If you are wise, you will know what it means" And 
herewith he told an old tale. 

Once upon a time, sire, a certain dancer named Patala 
lived not far from Benares, in a village on the ri 
bank. One day he went into Benares with his wife and 
after gaining money by his singing and dancing, at the 
end of the féte he procured some rice and strong drink. 
On his way to his own village he came to the bank of the 
river, and sat down watching the freshly flowing stream, 
to drink his strong drink. When he was drunk and 
unconscious of his weakness, he said, “I will fasten my 
big lute about my neck and go down into the river.” 
And he took his wife by the hand and went down into 
the river. "The water entered into the holes of the lute, 
and then the weight of his lute made him begin to sink. 
But when his wife saw he was sinking, she let go of him 
and went up out of the river and stood upon the bank. 
The dancer Patala now rises and now sinks, and his belly 
became swollen from swallowing the water. So his wife 
thought, “My husband will now die: I will beg of him 
one song, and by singing this in the midst of the people, 
I shall earn my living.” And saying, “My lord, you are 
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sinking in the water: give me just one song, and I will 
earn my living by it," she spoke this stanza: 


s thou art borne along, 
Sing me, I pray, some little snateh of song. 
Then the dancer Patala said, “My dear, how shall 
I give you a little song? "The water that has been the 
salvation of the people is killing me" and he spoke a 
stanza: 


Wherewith are sprinkled fainting souls in 
I stra 


п, 
ght am killed, My refuge proved my bane. 


The Bodhisatta in explanation of this stanza said: 
re, even as water is the refuge of the people, so also 
is it with kings. If danger arises from them, who shall 
avert that danger? his, sire, is a secret matter. I have 
told a story intelligible to the wise: understand it, sire.” 
* Friend, I understand not a hidden story like this. Catch 
the thieves and bring them to me^ Then the Bodhisatta 
said, * Hear then this, sire, and understand," And he told 
yet another tale. 

“My lord, formerly in a village outside the city gates 
of Benares, a potter used to fetch clay for his pottery, 
and constantly getting it in the same place he dug a deep 
pit inside a mountain-cave. Now one day while he was 
getting the clay, an unseasonable storm-cloud sprang up, 
and let fall a heavy rain, and the flood overwhelmed and 
threw down the side of the ри, and the man's head was 
broken by it. Loudly lamenting he spoke this stanza: 


That by which seeds do grow, man to sustain, 
Has crushed my head, My refuge proved my bane. 


* For even as the mighty earth, sire, which is the refuge 
of the people, broke the potter's head, even so when a 
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king, who like the mighty earth is the refuge of the whole 
world, rises up and plays the thief, who shall avert the 
danger? Can you, sire, recognise the thief hidden under 
the guise of this story?” “Friend, we do not want any 
hidden meaning. Say, “Неге is the thief, and catch him 
and hand him over to me." 

Still shielding the king and without say in words, 
“Thou art the thief" he told yet another story. 

In this very city, sire, а certain man's house was on fire. 
He ordered another man to go into the house and bring 
out his property. When this man had entered the house 
and was bringing out his goods, the door was shut. Blinded 
with smoke and unable to find his way out and tormented 
by the rising flame, he remained inside lamenting, and 
spoke this stanza: 

That which destroys the cold, and parches grain, 
Consumes my limbs. My refuge proves my bane. 


“А man, O king, who like fire was the refuge of the 
people, stole the bundle of jewels. Do not ask me about 
the thief” “Friend, just bring me the thief” Without 
telling the king that he was a thief, he told yet another 
story. 

Once, sire, in this very city a man ate to excess and 
was unable to digest his food. Maddened with pain and 
lamenting he spoke this stanza: 

Food on which countless brahmins life sustain 
Killed me outright. My refuge proved my bane. 


“Опе, who like rice, sire, was the refuge of the people, 
stole the proper When that is recovered, why ask 
about the thief?" “Friend, if you can, bring me the thief.” 
То make the king comprehend, he told yet another stor 

Formerly, sire, in this very city a wind arose and broke 
а certain man's limbs. Lamenting he spoke this s 
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Wind that in June wise men by prayer would gain, 
My limbs doth brea My refuge proved my bane, 


«Thus, sire, did danger arise from his refuge. Under- 
stand this sto riend, bring me the thief” To make 
the king understand, he told him yet another story. 

“Once upon a time, sire, on the side of the Himalayas 
grew a tree with forked branches, the dwelling-place of 
countless birds. Two of its boughs rubbed against one 
another. Hence arose smoke, and sparks of fire were let 
fall. On seeing this the chief bird uttered this stanza: 


Flame issues from the tree where we have lain: 
Scatter ye birds, Our refuge proves our bane. 

“For just as, sire, the tree is the refuge of birds, so is 
the king the refuge of his people. Should he play the 
thief, who shall avert the danger? Take note of this, sire.” 
“Friend, only bring me the thief” Then he told the king 
yet another story. 

In a village of Benares, sire, оп the western side of a 
gentleman's house was a river full of savage crocodiles, 
and in this family was an only son, who on the death of 
his father watched over his mother. His mother against 
his will brought home a gentleman's daughter аз his wife. 
At first she shewed affection for her mother-in-law, but 
afterwards when blest with numerous sons and daughters 
of her own, she wished to get rid of her. Her own mother 
also lived in the same house. In her husband's presence 
she found all manner of fault with her mother-in-law, to 
prejudice him against her, saying, *I cannot possibly 
support your mother: you must kill her^ And when he 
answered, *Murder is a serious matter: how am I to kill 
her?" she said, “When she has fallen asleep, we will take 
her, bed and all, and throw her into the crocodile river. 
Then the crocodiles will make an end of her” “And 
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where is your mother?” he said. “She sleeps in the same 
room as your mother" “Then go and set a mark on the 
bed on which she lies, by fastening a rope on ቪ.” She did 
so, and said, “I have put a mark on it." The husband 
said, “Excuse me a moment; let the people go to bed 
first.” And he lay down pretending to go to sleep, and 
then went and fastened the rope on his mother-in-law's 
bed. Then he woke his wife, and they went together 
and lifting her up, bed and all, threw her into the river. 
And the crocodiles there killed and ate her. Next day she 
found out what had happened to her own mother, and 
said, *My lord, my mother is dead, now let us kill yours." 
“Very well then," he said, “we will make a funeral pile in 
the cemetery, and cast her into the fire and kill her.” So 
the man and his wife took her while she was asleep to the 
cemetery, and deposited her there. "Then the husband 
said to his wife “Have you brought any fire?” “I have 
forgotten it, my lord.” “Then go and fetch it^ “I dare 
not go, my lord, and if you go, I dare not stay here: we 
will go together.” When they were gone, the old woman 
was awakened by the cold wind, and finding it was a 
cemetery, she thought, “They wish to kill me: they are 
gone to fetch fire. They do not know how strong I am.” 
And she stretched a corpse on the bed and covered it 
over with a cloth, and ran away and hid herself in a 
mountain-cave in that same place. he husband and wife 
brought the fire and taking the corpse to be the old 
woman they burned it and went away certain robber 
had left his bundle in this mountain-cave and coming 
back to fetch it he saw the old woman and thought, “This 
must be a Yakkha: my bundle is possessed by goblins,” 
and he fetched a devil-doctor. Тһе doctor uttered a spell 
and entered the cave. Then she said to him, “I am 
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no Yakkha; come, we will enjoy this treasure together." 
“How is this to be believed?" “Place your tongue on my 
tongue." He did so, and she bit a piece off his tongue 
and let it drop to the ground. The deyil-doctor thought, 
“This is certainly а Yakkha,” and he cried aloud and fled 
away, with the blood dripping from his tongue. Next 
day the old woman put on a clean undergarment and took 
the bundle of all sorts of jewels and went home. The 
daughter-in-law on seeing her asked, “Where, mother, did 
you get this?" “My dear, all that are burned on a 
wooden pile in this cemetery receive the ваше” “My 
dear mother, can I too get this?” “If you become like 
me, you will” So without saying a word to her husband, 
in her desire for a lot of ornaments to wear, she went 
there and burned herself. Her husband next day missed 
her and said, “My dear mother, at this time of day is 
not your daughter-in-law comit Then she reproached 
him saying, “Fie! you bad man, how do the dead come 
back!” And she uttered this stanza: 


А maiden 
Fragrant with sandal oil, by me was led 
А happy bride within my home to reign: 
She droye me forth, My refuge proved my bane. 


with wreath upon her head, 


“As the daughter-in-law, sire, is to the mother-in-law, 
so is the king a refuge to his people. If danger a 
thence, what can one do? take note of this, sire." 

I do not understand the thin you tell me; onl 
me the thie He thought, “I will shield the Ки 
he told yet another story. 

Of old, sire, in this very city a man in answer to his 
prayer had a son. At his birth the father was full of joy 
and gladness at the thought of having got a son, and 
cherished him. When the boy was grown up, he wedded 


y bring 
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him to a wife, and by and by he himself grew old and 
could not undertake any work. Бо his son said, “You 
cannot do any work: you must go from hence" and he 
drove him out of the house. With great difficulty he 
kept himself alive on alms, and lamenting he uttered this 
stanza: 

He for whose birth 1 longed, nor longed іш vain, 

Drives me from home, My refuge proved my bane. 

* Just as an aged father, sire, ought to be cared for by 
an able-bodied son, so too ought all the people to be 
protected by the king, and this danger now present has 
arisen from the king, who is the guardian of all men. Know, 
sire, from this fact that the thief is so and so.” “I do not 
understand this, be it fact or no fact: either bring me the 
thief or you yourself must be the thief” Thus did the 
king again and again question the youth. Бо he said to 
him, “ Would you, sire, really like the thief to be caught?” 
“Yes, friend.” “Then I will proclaim it in the midst of 
the assembly, So and So is the thief “Do so, friend." 
On hearing his words he thought, “This king does not 
allow me to shield him: Í will now catch the thief” Ала 
when the people had gathered together, he addressed 
them and spoke these stanzas: 


Let town and country folk assembled all give ear, 
Lo! water is ablaze, From safety cometh fear. 
The plundered realm may well of king and priest complain; 

Heuceforth protect yourselves. Your refuge proves your bane. 


When they heard what he said, the people thought, 
“Тһе king, though he ought to һауе protected others, 
threw the blame on another. After he had with his own 
hands placed his treasure in the tank, he went about 
looking for the thief. That he may not in future go on 
playing the part of a thief, we will kill this wicked king.” 

P. k T. 20 
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So they rose up with sticks and clubs in their hands, and 
then and there beat the king and the priest till they died. 
But they sprinkled the Bodhisatta with the ceremonial 
sprinkling and set him on the throne. 

The story of the female yakkha forms an 


of Example xix. in Sind. Cf. Clouston, т. 
filial ingratitude, pp. 302—: 


T. хи. and the beginning 
X, Fairy hinds, For the two tales of 
ef. the references on p. 314. 


THE WISE GOAT AND THE JACKAL 


Once upon a time in the reign of Brahmadatta, king 
of Benares, many hundreds of wild goats dwelt in a 
mountain-cave in a wooded district on the slopes of the 
Himalayas. Not far from their place of abode a jackal 
named Pütimamsa with his wife Veni lived in a cave. 
One day as he was ranging about with his wife, he spied 
those goats and thought, “I must find some means to 
eat the flesh of these goats,” and by some device he killed 
asingle goat. Both he and his wife by feeding on goats 
flesh waxed strong and gross of body. Gradually the 
goats were destroyed. Amongst them was a wise she 
named Melamata. The jackal though skilful in devices 
could not kill her, and taking counsel with his wife he 
said, “My dear, all the goats have died out. We must 
devise how to eat this she-goat. Now here is my plan. 
You are to go by yourself, and become friendly with her, 
and when confidence has sprung up between you, I will 
lie down and pretend to be dead. Then you are to draw 
nigh to the goat and say, ‘My dear, my husband is dead 
and I am desolate; except you І have no relative: come, 
let us weep and lament, and bury his body. And with 
these words come and bring her with you. Then I will 
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spring up and kill her by a bite in the neck.” She readily 
eed and after making friends with the goat, when con- 
fidence was established, she addressed her in the words 
suggested by her husband. The goat replied, * My dear, 
all my kinsfolk have been eaten by your husband. 
I am afraid; I cannot come.” “Do not be afraid; what 
harm can the dead do you?” “Your husband is cruelly- 
minded; I am afraid.” But afterwards being repeatedly 
importuned the goat thought, *He certainly must be 
dead,” and consented to go with her. But on her way 
there she thought, *Who knows what will happen?" 
and being suspicious she made the she-jackal go in front, 
keeping a sharp look-out for the jackal Не heard the 
sound of their steps and thought, * Here comes the goat," 
and put up his head and rolling his eyes looked about 
him. The goat on seeing him do this said, “This wicked 
wretch wants to take me in and kill me: he lies there 
making a pretence of being dead," and she turned about 
and fled. When the she-jackal asked why she ran away, 
the goat gave the reason and spoke the first stanza: 


Why thus does Pūtimamsa stare? 
His look misliketh me: 

Of such a friend one should beware, 
And far away should flee. 


With these words she turned about and made straight 
for her own abode. And the she-jackal failing to stop her 
was enraged with her, and went to her husband and sat 
down lamenting. Then the jackal rebuking her spoke 
the second stanza: 


Vent, my wife, has lost her wit, 

She boasts of friends that she has made; 
Left in the lureh she can but sit 

And grieve, by Меру art betrayed. 
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On hearing this the she-jackal spoke the third stanza: 


You too, my lord, were hardly wise, 
And, witless creature, raised your head, 
Staring about with open eyes, 
Though feigning to be dead. 


But the she-jackal comforted Pütimamsa and said, 
“Му lord, do not vex yourself, 1 will find a way to bring 
her here again, and when she comes, be on your guard 
and catch her" Then she sought the goat and said, 
“My fri ; for as 
soon as you appeared, my lord recovered consciousness, 
and he is now ali Come and have friendly speech with 
him,” and so saying she spoke the fifth? stanza: 


iend, your coming proved of service to us 


Our former friendship, goat, once more revive, 
And come with well-filled bowl to us, 1 pray, 
My lord 1 took for dead is still alive, 
With kindly greeting visit him to-day. 


The goat thought, “This wicked wretch wants to take 
me in. 1 must not act like an open foe; I will find means 
to deceive her," and she spoke the sixth stanza: 


Our former friendship to revive, 
A well-filled bowl I gladly gi 
With a big escort I shall come; 

То feast us well, go hasten home. 


Then the she-jackal enquired about her followers, and 
spoke the seventh stanza: 


What kind of escort will you briug, 
‘That I am bid to feast you well? 
‘The names of all remembering 
То us, I pray you, truly tell. 


The goat spoke the eighth stanza and said: 


ТА stanza not belonging to the Story of the Past is omitted. 
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Hounds! Grey and Тап, and Four-eyed too, 
With Jambuk form my escort true: 

Go hurry home, and quick pre 
For all abundance of good fare. 


«Е. 


Each of these,” she added, “is accompanied by five 
hundred dogs: so 1 shall appear with a guard of two 
thousand dogs. If they should not find food, they will 
kill and eat you and your mate.” On hearing this the 
she-jackal was so frightened that she thought, *I have had 
quite enough of her coming to us; I will find means to 
stop her from coming," and she spoke the ninth stanza: 


Don’t leave your house, or else Г fear 
Yonr goods will all soon. disappear : 
171 take your greeting to my lord; 
Don’t stir: nay, not another word! 

With these words she ran in great haste, as for her life, 
and taking her lord with her, fled away. And they never 
durst come back to that spot. 

Th 
which 


it. Some such fable 
given in both cases is, 


without Heart and Ears, 8 
pts an ass into the presence of a sick lion, who finally 
as this appears to have been the basis of the jātaka. The mora 
p guard over the avenues of the senses.” 


THE UNGRATEFUL SON 


Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, there was in a family of a certain village of Kasi 
an only son named Vasitthaka. This man supported his 
parents, and after his mothers death, he supported his 
father as has been described in the introduction? But 


= In the introductory 


tory the father provides his son with a wife, who pretends 
aw, but sets him at variance with her husband. 


to be fond of her father 
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there is this difference. When the woman said, “Look 
there! that is your fathers doing! I am constantly 
begging him not to do this and that, and he only gets 
angry!" she went on, * My lord, your father is fierce and 
harsh, for ever picking quarrels. A decrepit old man 
like that, tormented with disease, is bound to die soon ; 
and J can't live in Ше same house with him. He will die 
of himself before many days are out; well, take him to a 
cemetery, and dig a pit, throw him in and break his head 
with the spade; and when he is dead, shovel the earth. 
upon him, and leave him there." At last, by dint of this 
dinning in his ears, said he, “Wife, to kill a man is a 
serious matter: how can I do it?" “I will tell you of 
quoth she—*Say on, then."—* Well, my lord, at 
break of day, go to the place where your father sleeps; 
loud, that all may hear, that a debtor of his 
is in a certain village, that you went and he would not pay 
you, and that if he dies the man will never pay at all; and 
say that you will both drive there together in the morning. 
Then at the appointed time get up, and put the animals to 
the cart, and take him in it to the cemetery. When you get 
there, bury him ша pit, make a noise as if you had been 
robbed, wound and wash your head, and return” “Yes, 
that plan will do," said Vasitthaka. Не agreed to her 
proposal and got the cart ready for the journey. 

Now the man had a son, a lad of seven years, but wise 
and clever. The lad overheard what his mother said. “Му 
hought he, “is a wicked woman, and is trying to 
persuade father to murder his father. I will prevent my 
father from doing this murder” He ran quickly, and lay 
down beside his grandsire. Vasitthaka, at the time sug- 
gested by the wife, prepared the cart. “Come, father, let 
us get that debt!” said he, and placed his father in the 
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cart. But the boy got in first of all. Vasitthaka could 
not prevent him, so he took him to the cemetery with them. 
Then, placing his father and his son together in a place 
apart, with the cart, he got down, took spade and basket, 
and in a spot where he was hidden from them began to dig 
à square hole. Тһе boy got down, and followed him, and 
as though ignorant what was afoot, opened a conversation 
by repeating the first stanza: 

Yo bulbs are here, no herbs for eoo] 
Хо eatinint, nor no other plaut to eat. 
Then father, why this pit, if need be none, 
Delve in Death’s acre mid the woods alone? 


ing meet, 


Then his father answered by repeating the second 
stanza: 


Thy grandsire, son, is very weak and old, 
Opprest by pain from ailments manifold: 
Him will I bury in a pit to-day 
Tn such a life I could not wish him stay. 


Hearing this, the boy answered by repeating a half- 
stanza: 
"Thou hast done sinfully in wishing this, 
And for the deed, a cruel deed it is. 


With these words, he caught the spade from his fathe 
hands, and at no great distance began to dig another pit. 
His father approaching asked why he dug that pit; to 
whom he made reply by finishing the third stanza: 
I too, when thou art aged, father mine, 
Will ti my father аз thou treatest thine; 
Following the eustom of the family 
Deep in a pit I too will bury thee. 
To this the father replied by repeating the fourth 
stanza: 


What a harsh saying for a boy to s: 
And to upbraid a father in this way! 

To think that my own son should rail at me, 
And to his truest friend unkind should be! 
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When the father had thus spoken, the wise lad recited 
three stanzas, one by way of answer, and two as a solemn 
utterance : 


I am not harsh, my father, nor unkind, 

Nay, I regard thee with a friendly mind: 

But this thou dost, this act of sin, thy son 
Will haye no strength to undo again, once done. 


"Whoso, Уз: 


ha, hurts with ill intent. 
His mother or his father, innocent, 

He, when the body is dissolved, shall be 
In hell for his next life undoubtedly. 


Whoso with meat and drink, Vasittha, shall 
His mother or his father feed withal, 

He, when the body is dissolved, shall be 

In heaven for his next life undoubtedly. 


"The father, after hearing his son thus discourse, 
repeated the eighth stanza: 
"Thou art no heartless ingrate, son, 1 
Bur kindly-hearted, O my son, to me 
"Twas in obedience to thy mother's word 
I thought to do this horrid deed abhorred. 


see, 


Said the lad, when he heard this “Father, women, 
when a wrong is done and they are not rebuked, again 
and again commit sin. You must bend my mother, that 
she may never again do such a deed as this" And he 
repeated the ninth stanza: 

That wife of yours, that ill-conditioned dame, 
My mother, she that brought me forth—that same, 


Let us from out our dwelling far expel, 
Lest she work other woe on thee as well. 


Hearing the words of his wise son, well pleased was 


Vasitthaka, and saying, “Let us go, my son!” he seated 
himself in the cart with son and father and set off. 


Now the woman too, this sinner, was happy at heart; 
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for, thought she, this ill-luck is out of the house now. She 
plastered the place with wet cowdung, and cooked a mess 
of rice porridge. But as she sat watching the road by 
which they would return, she espied them coming. “There 
he is, back with old ill-luck again!” thought she, much in 
anger. “Fie, good-for-nothing!" cried she, “what, bring 
back the ill-luck you took away with you!"  Vasitthaka 
said not a word, but unyoked the cart. Then said he, 
“Wretch, what is that you say?" Не gave her a sound 
drubbing, and bundled her head over heels out of doors, 
bidding her never darken his door again. Then he bathed 
his father and his son, and took a bath himself, and the 
three of them ate the rice porridge. The sinful woman 
dwelt for a few days in another house. 

Then the son said to his father: “Father, for all this 
my mother does not understand. Now let us try to vex 
her. You give out that in such and such a village lives a 
niece of yours, who will attend upon your father and your 
son and you; so you will go and fetch her. "Then take 
flowers and perfumes, set off with your cart, and ride 
about the country all day, returning in the evening.” And 
so he did. Тһе women in the neighbours family told 
his wife this;—* Have you heard," said they, “that your 
husband has gone to get another wife in such a place?” 
“Ah, then I am undone!” quoth she, “and there is no 
place for me left!" But she would enquire of her son; so 
quickly she came to him, and fell at his feet, crying—" Save 
thee I have no other refuge! Henceforward 1 will tend 
your father and grandsire as I would tend a beautcous 
shrine! Give me entrance into this house once more 
* Yes, mother," replied the lad, *if you do no more as you 
did, 1 will; be in earnest!" and at his fathers coming 
he repeated the tenth stanza: 
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That wife of yours, that ill-conditioned dame, 

My mother, she that brought me forth,—that same,— 
Like a tamed elephant, in full control, 

Let her return again, that sinful soul. 

So said he to his father, and then went and summoned 
his mother. She, being reconciled to her husband and the 
husband's father, was thenceforward tamed, and endued 
with righteousness, and watched over her husband and his 
father and her son; and these two, steadfastly following 
their son's advice, gave alms and did good deeds, and 
became destined to join the hosts of heaven. 

This is jant of a famous story, known as the Z/ousse Partie. See Clouston, 


f, The ungrateful Son; Jacques de Vitry's Exempla (Folk Lore Soc, 1890), 
> with bibliographical note on p. (Dr Rouse 


THE TEN SLAVE-BRETHREN 


Once upon a time, а king named Mahakamsa reigned 
in Uttarapatha, in the Kamsa district, in the city of 
Asitanjana. He had two sons, Kamsa and Upakamsa, 
and one daughter named Devagabbhà. On her birthday 
the brahmins skilled in omens foretold of her: *A son 
born of this girl will one day destroy the country and ће 
lineage of Kamsa.” The king was too fond of the girl to 
put her to death; but leaving her brothers to settle it, 
lived his days out, and then died. When he died Kamsa 
became king, and Upakamsa was viceroy. They thought 
that there would be an outery were they to put their sister 
to death, so resolved to give her in marriage to none, but 
to keep her husbandless, and watch; and they built a 
single round-tower, for her to live in. 
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Now she had a serving-woman named Nandagopa, and 
the woman's husband, Andhakavenhu, was the servant who 
watched her. At that time a king named Mahasagara 
reigned in Upper Madhura, and he had two sons, Sagara 
and Upasagara. At their father's death, Sagara became 
king, and Upasagara was viceroy. This lad was Upakamsas 
friend, brought up together with him and trained by the 
same teacher. But he intrigued іп his brother's zenana, 
and being detected, ran away to Upakamsa іп Ше Kamsa 
estate. Upakamsa introduced him to king Kamsa, and 
the king had him in great honour. 

Upasigara while waiting upon the king observed the 
tower where dwelt Devagabbhà ; and on asking who lived 
there, heard the story, and fell in love with the girl. And 
Devagabbhà one day saw him as he went with Upakamsa 
to wait upon the king. She asked who that was; and 
being told by Nandagopà that it was Upasagara, son of the 
great king Sagara, she too fell in love with him. Uy 
gave a present to Nandagopa, saying, “Siste 
arrange a meeting for me with Devagabbha. 
" quoth Nandagopa, and told the girl about it 
She being already in love with him, agreed at once. One 
night Nandagopa arranged a tryst, and brought Upasügara 
up into the tower; and there he stayed with Devagabbha. 
And by their constant intercourse, Devagabbha con- 
ceived. By and by when the affair became known, the 
two brothers questioned Nandagopa. She made them 
promise her pardon, and then told the ins and outs of 
the matter. When they heard the story, they thought, 
“We cannot put our sister to death. If she bears a 
daughter, we will spare the babe also; if a son, we will 
kill him.” And they gave Devagabbha to Upaságara to 
wife. 


Б 


enoug 
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When her full time was come, she gave birth to а 
daughter. "The brothers on hearing this were delighted, 
and gave her the name of the Lady Anjana. Апа 
they allotted to them a village for their estate, named 
Govaddhamana. Upasagara took Devagabbhi and lived 
with her at the village of Govaddhamana. 

Devagabbha was again with child, and that very day 
Nandagopa conceived also. When their time was come, 
they brought forth on the same day, Devagabbhà a son 
and Nandagopà a daughter. But Devagabbha, in fear 
that her son might be put to death, sent him secretly to 
Nandagopa, and received Nandagopa’s daughter in return. 
They told the brothers of the birth. “Son or daughter?” 
they asked. “Daughter,” was the reply. “Then see that 
it is reared,” said the brothers. In the same way Deva- 
gabbha bore ten sons, and Nandagopa ten daughters. 
The sons lived with Nandagopa and the daughters with 
Devagabbha, and not a soul knew the secret. 

The eldest son of Devagabbha was named Vasudeva, 
the second Baladeva, the third Candadeva, the fourth 
deva, the fifth Aggideva, the sixth Varunadeva, 
seventh Ajjuna, the eighth Pajjuna, the ninth Ghata- 
the tenth Amkura. They were well known as 
ns of Andhakavenhu the servitor, the Ten Slave- 
Brethren. 

In course of time they grew big, and being very strong, 
and withal fierce and ferocious, they went about plunder- 
ing, they even went so far as to plunder a present being 
conveyed to the king. The people came crowding in the 
king's court yard, complaining, * Andhakavenhu's sons, the 
Ten Brethren, are plundering the land!” So the 
summoned Andhakavenhu, and rebuked him for p 
mitting his sons to plunder. In the same way complaint 
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was made three or four times, and the king threatened 
him. He being in fear of his life craved the boon of safety 
from the king, and told the secret, that how these were no 
sons of his, but of Upasagara. The king was alarmed. 
* How can we get hold of them?” he asked his courtiers. 
They replied, “Sire, they are wrestlers. Let us hold a 
wrestling match in the city, and when they enter the ring 
we will catch them and put them to death. So they 
sent for two wrestlers, Canura and Mutthika, and caused 
proclamation to be made throughout the city by beat of 
drum, that on Ше seventh day there would be a wrestling 
match. 

The wrestling ring was prepared in front of the king’s 
gate; there was an enclosure for the games, the ring was 
decked out gaily, the flags of victory were ready tied. 
The whole city was in a whirl; line over line rose the 
seats, tier above tier. Canura and Mutthika went down 
into the ring, and strutted about, jumping, shouting, 
clapping their hands. The Ten Brethren came too. On 
their way they plundered the washermen's street, and clad 
themselves in robes of bright colours and stealing perfume 
from the perfumers’ shops, and wreaths of flowers from 
the florists, with their bodies all anointed, garlands upon 
their heads, earrings in their ears, they strutted into the 
ring, jumping, shouting, clapping their hands. 

At the moment, Сапаға was walking about clapping 
his hands. Baladeva, seeing him, thought, “I won't touch 
yon fellow with my hand!” so catching up a thick strap 
from the elephant stable, jumping and shouting he threw 
it round Canura’s belly, and joining the two ends together, 
brought them tight, then lifting him up, swung him round 
over his head, and dashing him on the ground rolled him 
outside the arena. When Canura was dead, the king 
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sent for Mutthika. Up got Mutthika, jumping, shouting, 
clapping his hands Baladeva smote him, and crushed 
in his eyes; and as he cried out—* Tm no wrestler! I'm 
no wrestler!” Baladeva tied his hands together, sa 
“Wrestler or no wrestler, it is all one to me,” and dashing 
him down on the ground, killed him and threw him outside 
the arena. 

Mutthika in his death-throes, uttered a prayer—* May 
I become a goblin, and devour him!” And he became 
a goblin, in a forest called by the name of Kalamattiya. 
The king said, “Take away the Ten Slave-Brethren.” At 
that moment, Vasudeva threw a wheel!, which lopped off 
the heads of the two brothers?. The crowd, terrified, fell 
at his feet, and besought him to be their protector. 

Thus the Теп Brethren, having slain their two uncles, 
assumed the sovereignty of the city of Asitanjana, and 
brought their parents thither. 

They now set out, intending to conquer all India. 
In a while they arrived at the city of Ayojjha, the seat 
x Kalasena. "This they encompassed about, and 
d the jungle around it, breached the wall and 
took the king prisoner, and took the sovereignty of the 
place into their hands. Thence they proceeded to Dyara- 
хай. Now this city had on one side the sea and on one 
the mountains. They say that the place was goblin- 
haunted. A goblin would be stationed on the watch, who 
seeing his enemies, in the shape of an ass would bray as 
the ass brays. At once, by goblin magic the whole city 
used to rise in the air, and deposit itself on an island 
in the midst of the sea; when the foe was gone, it would 
come back and settle in its own place again. This time, 


1 A kind of weapon, especi 
5 ያር the king and his brother. 


the weapon of Vishnu in Brahmin mythology, 
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as usual no sooner the ass saw those Ten Brethren 
coming, than he brayed with the bray of an ass. 
the city in the air, and settled upon the island. 
could they see, and turned back; then back came the 
city to its own place again. They returned—again the 
ass did as before. The sovereignty of the city of Dvaravati 
they could not take. 

So they visited Kanhadipüyana! and said: “Sir, we 
have failed to capture the одот of Dvàravati; tell us 
how to do it^ He said: *In a ditch, in such a place, 
is an ass walking about. He brays when he sees an 
enemy, and immediately the city rises in the air. You 
must clasp hold of his feet? and that is the way to 
accomplish your end." Then they took leave of the 
ascetic; and went all ten of them to the ass, and falling 
at his feet, said, “Sir, we have no help but thee! When 
we come to take the city, do not bray!” The ass replied, 
“Т cannot help braying. But if you come first, and four 
of you bring great iron ploughs, and at the four gates 
of the city dig great iron posts into the ground, and when 
the city begins to rise, if you will fix on the post a chain 
of iron fastened to the plough, the city will not be able to 
rise.” They thanked him; and he did not utter a sound 
while they got ploughs, and fixed the posts in the ground 
at the four gates of the city, and stood waiting. Then the 
ass brayed, the city began to rise, but those who stood at 
the four gates with the four ploughs, having fixed to the 
posts iron chains which were fastened to the ploughs, the 
city could not rise. Тһегепроп the Ten Brethren entered 
the city, killed the king, and took his kingdom. 

Thus they conquered all India, and in three and sixty 
thousand cities they slew by the wheel all the kings of 


3. А sage mentioned also in Jat, 530, 5 Ze, beseech him, 
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them, and lived at Dvàravati, dividing the kingdom into 
ten shares. But they had forgotten their sister, the Lady 
Anjana. So “Let us make eleven shares of it,” said they. 
But Amkura answered, “Give her my share, and I will 
take to some business for a Буше; only you must remit 
my taxes each in your own country.” They consented, 
and gaye his share to his sister; and with her they 
dwelt іп Пуйгауай, nine kings, while Amkura embarked 
in trade. 

In course of time, they were all increased with sons 
and with daughters; and after a long time had gone by, 
their parents died. At that period, they say that a man’s 
life was twenty thousand yeai 

Then died one dearly beloved son of the great King 
Vasudeva. The king, half dead with grief, neglected 
everything, and lay lamenting, and clutching the frame 
of his bed. Then Ghatapandita thought to himself, 
“Except me, по one else is able to soothe my brother's 
grief; I will find some means of soothing his grief for 
him So assuming the appearance of madness, he paced 
through the whole city, gazing up at the sky, and crying 
out, “Give me a hare! Give mea hare!” All the city was 
excited: “Ghatapandita has gone mad!” they said. Just 
then a courtier named Rohineyya, went into the presence 
of King Vasudeva, and opened a conversation with him by 
reciting the first stanza: 


Black Kanha!, rise! why close the eyes to sleep? why lying there? 
Thine own born brother see, the winds av: wit do b 
Away his wisdom! Ghata raves, thou of the long black hair 


Up rose the king, and quickly came down from his 
chamber; and proceeding to Ghatapandita, he got fast 


me of the king (=Skt. Krishna), 
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hold of him with both hands; and speaking to him, uttered 
the third! stanza: 
Та maniac fashion, why do you pace Dyiraka all through, 


And ery, “Hare, hare!” Say, who is there has taken a hare from 
yo 


To these words of the king, he only answered by 

repeating the same cry over and over again. But the 
5 у g 

king recited two more stanza: 


Be it of gold, or made of jewel 
Or brass, or silver, 
Shell, stone, or coral, I declare 
ТИ make а hare, 
And many other hares there be, that rauge the woodland wide, 
They shall be brought, PH have them caught: say, which do you 
decide ? 
On hearing Ше king's words, the wise man replied by 
repeating the sixth stanza: 
I crave no hare of earthly kind, but that within the moon?: 
0 bring him down, O Kesava! I ask no other boon! 


“Undoubtedly my brother has gone mad,” thought the 
king, when he heard this. In great grief, he repeated the 
seventh stanza: 


In sooth, my brother, you will die, if you make such a prayer, 
And ask for what no man may pray, the moon’s celestial hare. 
Ghatapandita, on hearing the king’s answer, stood 
stock still, and said: “Му brother, you know that if 
a man prays for the hare in the moon, and cannot get 
it, he will die; then why do you mourn for your dead son ? 
If, Kanha, this you know, and eam console another's woe, 
Why are yon mourning still the son who died so long ago?” 
Then he went on, standing there in the street—* And 
1, brother, pray only for what exists, but you are mourning 


anza v 
See note, p. 


ng the previous sentence and not part of the tale is omitted. 
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for what does not e: Then he instructed him by 
repeating two more stanzas: 


My son is born, let him not die! Nor man nor deity 
п have that boon; then wherefore pray for what eam never be? 


Nor mystic charm, nor magie roots, nor herbs, nor money spent, 
зи bring to life again that ghost whom, Kanha, you lament, 


The king, on hearing this, answered, “ Your reminder 
was good, dear one. You did it to take away my 
trouble.” Then in praise of Ghatapandita he repeated 
four stanzas: 


Men had I, wise 
But how hath G 


and excellent to give me good ady 
apandita opened this day mine ey 
Blazing was I, as when a man pours oil upon а Пе 
Thou didst bring water, and didst quench the pain of my desire. 


Be 


Grief for my son, а eruel shaft was lodged within my heart; 
Thou hast consoled me for my grief, and taken out the dart. 
That dart extracted, free from pain, tranquil, and calm I keep; 
Hearing, 0 youth, thy words of truth, по more I grieve nor weep. 


In this manner was Vasudeya consoled by Prince 
Ghata. 

After the lapse of a long time, during which he ruled 
his kingdom, the sons of the ten brethren thought: “They 
say that Kanhadipayana is possessed of the divine eye. Let 
us put him to the test.” So they procured a young lad, 
and drest him up, and by binding a pillow about his belly, 
made it appear as though he were with child. Then they 
brought him into his presence, and asked him, “То what, 
sir, will this girl give birth?” "Тһе ascetic perceived! that 
the time was come for the destruction of the ten royal 
brothers; then, looking! to see what the term of his own 
life should be, he perceived that he must die that very 
day, Then he said, “Young sirs, what is this man to you? 


1 Те. by his miraculous vision. 
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* Answer us" they replied persistently. He answered, 
“This man on the seventh day from now will bring forth 
a knot of acacia wood. With that he will destroy the line 
of Vasudeva, even though ye should take the piece of 
wood and burn it, and cast the ashes into the river." 
“Ah, false ascetic!” said they, “а man can never bring 
forth a child!” and they did the rope and string business, 
and killed him at once. The kings sent for the young 
men, and asked them why they had killed the ascetic. 
When they heard all, they were frightened. They set a 
guard upon the man; and when on the seventh day he 
voided from his belly a knot of acacia wood, they burnt 
it. and cast the ashes into the river. The ashes floated 
down the river, and stuck on one side by a postern gate; 
from thence sprung an eraka plant. 

One day, the kings proposed that they should go and 
disport themselves in the water. So to this postern gate 
they came; and they caused a great pavilion to be made, 
and in that gorgeous pavilion they ate and drank. Then 
in sport they began to catch hold of hand and foot, and 
dividing into two parts, they became very quarrelsome. 
At last one of them, finding nothing better for a club, 
picked a leaf from the eraka plant, which even as he 
plucked it became a club of acacia wood in his hand. 
With this he beat many people. "Then the others plucked 
also, and the things as they took them became clubs, and 
with them they cudgelled one another until they were 
killed. Ав these were destroying each other, four only— 
Vasudeva, Baladeva, the lady Anjana their sister, and the 
family priest—mounted а chariot and fled away; the rest 
perished, every one. 

Now these four, fleeing away in the chariot, came to 
the forest of Kalamattika. There Mutthika the Wrestler 


21-2 
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had been born, having become according to his prayer 
a goblin. When he perceived the coming of Baladeva, 
he created a village in that spot; and taking the semblance 
of a wrestler, he went jumping about, and shouting, “Who's 
for a fight?" snapping his fingers the while. Baladeva, 
as soon as he saw him, said, “Brother, ГЇЇ try a fall with 
this fellow.” Vasudeva tried and tried his best to prevent 
him; but down he got from the chariot, and went up to 
him, snapping his fingers. The other just seized him in 
the hollow of his hand, and gobbled him up like a radish- 
bulb. Vasudeva, perceiving that he was dead, went on all 
night long with his sister and the priest, and at sunrise 
arrived at a frontier village. Не lay down in the shelter 
of a bush, and sent his sister and the priest into the 
village, with orders to cook some food and bring it to him. 
А huntsman (his name was Jara, or Old Age) noticed the 
bush shaking. “А pig, sure enough, thought he; he 
threw a spear, and pierced his feet. “Who has wounded 
me?” cried out Vasudeva. The huntsman, finding that 
he had wounded a man, set off running in terror. The 
king, recovering his wits, got up, and called the huntsman— 
“Uncle, come here, don't be afraid!” When he came— 
“Who are you?” asked Vasudeva. “Му name is Jara, 
my lord.” “Ah,” thought the king, “whom Old Age 
wounds will die, so the ancients used to say. Without 
doubt I must die to-day.” Then he said, “Fear not, 
Uncle; come, bind up my wound.” Тһе mouth of the 
wound bound up, the king let him go. Great pains came 
upon him; he could not eat the food that the others 
brought. Then addressing himself to the others, Vasudeva 
said: “This day Т am to die. You are delicate creatures, 
ind will never be able to learn anything else for a 
living; so learn this science from me.” So saying, he 
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taught them a science, and let them go; and then died 
immediately. 

Thus excepting the lady Anjana, they perished every 
one, it is said. 


A version of the tale which became the legend of Vishnu's 
Krishna, given most fully in Ше Bhdgarata Purana 15. 24. n 
Purdya tv. 15, and a summary in Dowsou's Clase. Dict, of Hindu Мио, London, 
In the brahmin version the husband of Devaki (= Devagabbhā) is Vasudeva 
and his son Krishna (= Kapha) has the epithet Vasudeva as i a 
is the cousin of Devakt, und learning that he will lı 
children, until the seventh Balarama (= Bala-deva) and Krishna the eighth 
ulously preserved. ransferred to Yasoda, wife 
Nandagopa), but Kamsa orders every vigorous infant to be 


of Nam 
put to death 
Heros 31 
with Ca 


mateh of Kri 
ти Pur 


iter of the innocents. The wrestling 
length in V 
a brother in the 
а plant in the ја 
He permits it to be drunk for one da; 
"This version is referred to in Jat. 512, 
Krishna is the same in both tales. In Buddhaghosha 1 
у of Bnddha's family. There is confusion in Ше 
name Andhakavephu, It corresponds to Andha of the Puranas, where it is a 
title of Krishna, “descendant of Andha (or Andhaka) and Vrishni,” two ancestors of 
Krishna according to his real birth. For the beginning of the story Dr Rouse 
compares the story of Danae. 


One of Krish 


T The mutual destruction 
a, is due in the Hindu legend to 
a drunken 


RAMA AND SITA 

Once upon a time, at Benares, a great king named 
Dasaratha renounced the ways of evil, and reigned in 
righteousness. Of his sixteen thousand wives, the eldest 
and queen-consort bore him two sons and a daughter ; 
the elder son was named Rama-pandita, or Rama the 
Wise. the second was named Prince Lakkhana, or Luc 
and the daughter's name was the Lady Sita’. 


1 The name means “а furrow”: she was so са cording to brahmin legend, 
ang from а furrow which а made in ploughing for a 
‘The tale is no doubt an elaboration of a more primitive 


because she s] 
sacrifice to obtain progen 
idea. 
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In course of time, the queen-consort died. At her 
death the king was for a long time crushed by sorrow, but 
urged by his courtiers he performed her obsequies, and 
set another in her place as queen-consort. She was dear 
to the king and beloved. In time she also conceived, and 
all due attention having been given her, she brought forth 
а son, and they named him Prince Bharata. 

The king loved his son much, and said to the queen, 
“Lady, I offer you a boon: choose.” She accepted the 
offer, but put it off for the time. When the lad was seven 
years old, she went to the king, and said to him, “My lord, 
you promised a boon for my son. Will you give it me 
now?” “Choose, lady,” said he. “My lord,” quoth she, 
*give my son the kingdom. snapt his fingers 
at her; *Out, vile jade!" said he angrily, *my other two 
sons shine like blazing fires; would you kill them, and ask 
the kingdom for a son of yours?" She fled in terror to 
her magnificent chamber, and on other days again and 
again asked the king the same. The king would not give 
her this gift. He thought within himself: “Women are 
ungrateful and treacherous. ‘his woman might use a 
forged letter or a treacherous bribe to get my sons 
murdered." 80 he sent for his sons, and told them all 
about it, saying: * My sons, if you live here some mischief 
may befall you. Go to some neighbouring kingdom, or 
to the woodland, and when my body is burnt, then return 
and inherit the kingdom which belongs to your family." 
Then he summoned soothsayers, and asked them the 
limits of his own life. "They told him he would live yet 
twelve years longer. Then he said, “Now, my sons, after 
twelve years you must return, and uplift the umbrella of 
royalty.” They promised, and after taking leave of their 
father, went forth from the palace weeping. The Lady 
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Sita said, “I too will go with my brothers”: she bade her 
father farewell, and went forth weeping. 

These three departed amidst a great company of 
people. They sent the people back, and proceeded until 
at last they came to Himalaya. There in a spot well- 
watered, and convenient for the getting of wild fruits, they 
built a hermitage, and there lived, feeding upon the wild 
fruits. 

Lakkhana-pandita and Sita said to Rama-pandita, 
“You are in place of a father to us; remain then in the 
hermitage, and we will bring fruits, and feed you” He 
agreed: thenceforward Rama-pandita stayed where he 
was, the others brought the fruits and fed him. 

Thus they lived there, feeding upon the wild fruit; 
but King Dasaratha pined after his sons, and died in 
the ninth year. When his obsequies were performed, the 
queen gaye orders that the umbrella should be raised 
over her son, Prince Bharata. But the courtiers said, 
“The lords of the umbrella are dwelling in the forest, 
and they would not allow it” Said Prince Bharata, "I 
will fetch back my brother Rama-pandita from the forest, 
and raise the royal umbrella over him.” Taking the five 
emblems of royalty!, he proceeded with a complete host 
of the four arms? to their dwelling-place. Not far away 
he caused camp іо be pitched, and then with a few 
courtiers he visited the hermitage, at the time when 
Lakkhana-pandita and Sita were away in the woods. At 
the door of the hermitage sat Rama-pandita, undismayed 
and at ease, like a figure of fine gold firmly set. Тһе 
prince approached him with a greeting, and standing on 
one side, told him of all that had happened in the 
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kingdom, and falling at his feet along with the courtiers, 
burst into weeping. Rama-pandita neither sorrowed nor 
wept; he shewed no change of feeling. When Bharata had 
finished weeping, and sat down, towards evening the other 
two returned with wild fruits. Rama-pandita thought— 
“These two are young: all-comprehensive wisdom like 
mine is not theirs. If they are told on a sudden that our 
Е is dead, the pain will be greater than they сап 


father 
bear, and who knows but their hearts may break. I will 
find a device to persuade them to go down into the water, 
and then tell them the news" Then pointing out to 
them a place in front where there was water, he said, 
* You have been out too long: let this be your penance 
go into that water, and stand there" Then he repeated 
а halfstanza: 

Let Lakkhan 


und Sità both into that pond descend. 


One word sutticed, into the water they went, and 
stood there. Then he told them the news by repeating 
the other half-stanza : 


Bharata says, king Dasaratha’s life is 


at an end, 


When they heard the news of their father’s death, they 
fainted. Again he repeated it, again they fainted, and 
when even a third time they fainted away, the courtiers 
raised them and brought them out of the water, and set 
them upon dry ground. When they had been comforted, 
they all sat weeping and wailing together. Then Prince 
Bharata thought: “My brother Prince Lakkhana. and my 
sister the Lady Sita, cannot restrain their grief to hear 
of our fathers death; but Rama-pandita neither wails 
nor weeps. I wonder what can the reason be that he 
grieves not? I will аз! Then he repeated the second 
stanza, asking the question : 
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Say by what power thou grievest not, Ваша, when grief should be? 
Though it is said thy sire is dead grief overwhelms not thee! 


Then Rama-pandita explained the reason of his not 
grieving by saying, 

When man can never keep a thing, though loudly he may cry, 

Why should a. wise intelligence torment itself thereby? 

The young in years, the older grown, the fool, and eke the wise, 
For rich, for poor one end is sure: each man among them dies. 
As sure as for the ripened fruit there comes the fear of fall, 
surely comes the fear of death to mortals one and all, 

Who in the morning light are seen by evening oft are gone, 
And seen at evening time, is gone by morning many a one. 


If to a fool infatuate a blessing could accrue 
When he torments himself with tears, the wise this 


пе would до. 


By this tormenting of himself he waxes thin and pi 
"This cannot bring the dead to Ше, and nothing tears avail. 
Even as а blazing house may be put out with 
The strong, the wise, the intelligent, who well the scriptures know, 
Scatter their grief like cotton when the stormy winds do blow. 
One mortal dies—to kindred ties born is another straight; 
Each ereature's bliss dependent is on ties associate. 
The strong man therefore, skilled in sacred text, 
Keen-contemplating this world and the next, 

Knowing their nature, not by any grief, 
However great, in mind and heart is vext. 
So to my kindred I will give, them will I keep and feed, 
AN that remain I will maintain; such is the wise man’s deed, 


In these stanzas he explained the Impermanence of 
thing 

When the company heard this discourse of Rama- 
pandita, illustrating the doctrine of Impermanence, they 
lost all their grief. Then Prince Bharata saluted Rama- 
pandita, begging him to receive the kingdom of Benares. 
“Brother,” said Rama, “take Lakkhana and Sita with you, 
and administer the kingdom yourselves" “No, my lord, 
you take it" “Brother, my father commanded me to 
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receive the kingdom at the end of twelve years. If I go 
now, I shall not carry out his bidding. After three more 
years I will соте” “Who will carry on the government 
all that time?” “You do it” “I will not.” “Then until 
I come, these slippers shall do it,” said Rama, and dofting 
his slippers of straw he gave them to his brother. So 
th three persons took the slippers, and bidding the 
wise man farewell, went to Benares with their great crowd 
of follower: 

For three years the slippers ruled the kingdom. The 
courtiers placed these straw slippers upon the royal 
throne, when they judged a cause. If the cause were 
decided wrongly, the slippers beat upon each other, and 
at that sign it was examined again; when the decision 
was right, the slippers lay quiet. 

When the three years were over, the wise man came 
out of the forest, and came to Benares, and entered the 
park. The princes hearing of his arrival proceeded with 
a great company to the park, and making Sita the queen- 
consort, gave to them both the ceremonial sprinkling. 
The sprinkling thus performed, the Great Being, standing 
in a magnificent chariot, and surrounded by a vast 
company, entered the city, makiug a solemn cir η 
wise; then mounting to the great terrace of his splendid 
palace Sucandaka, he reigned there in righteousness for 
xteen thousand years, and then went to swell the hosts 
of heaven. 


The story of the Ramayana, in which а primitive feature appears to be preserved 
in the relations of Rama iti as brother and sister, with the usual buddhist 
modification of making one chi a Bodhisatta. In the еріс the th 
ше Valmiki, and during the exile са off to Ceylon by Ravana, 
recovered by Ri Cf. H. Jacobi, Dus Ramayana, p. 84 (Bonn, 159 
Chinese buddhist version (Album Ker nd assumes, what 
bable, that the Buddhists transformed Sita from wife to sister. 
sion she is suppressed, On the incident of the slippers cf. 


а is е 
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Campbell, Popular Tales of the West Highlands, τι. 159. “The kings had a 
heritage at that time, When they did not know how to split justice properly, the 
jndgment-seat would begin to kick, and the King’s neck would take a twist when he 
did not do justice as he ought.” 
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Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, the Bodhisatta was born as the son of his chief 
queen; and because his all-blessed countenance was like 
a lotus full-blown, Paduma-Kumara they named him, 
which is to say, the Lotus Prince. When he grew up he 
was educated in all arts and accomplishments. Then his 
mother departed this life; the king took another consort, 
and appointed his son viceroy. 

After this the king, being about to set forth to quell a 
sing on the frontier, said to his consort, “Do you, lady. 
here, while I go forth to quell the frontier insur- 
rection.” But she replied, “No, my lord, here I will not 
remain, but I will go with you.” Then he shewed her 
the danger which lay on the field of battle, adding to it 
this: “Stay then here without vexation until my return, 
and I will give charge to Prince Paduma, that he be 
careful in all that should be done for you, and then I 
will 50.” So thus he did, and departed. 

When he had scattered his enemies, and pacified the 
country, he returned, and pitched his camp without the 
city. The Bodhisatta learning of his father’s return, 
adorned the city, and setting a watch over the royal 
palace, went forth alone to meet his father. The queen 
observing the beauty of his appearance, became enamoured 
of him. In taking leave of her, the Bodhisatta said, “Can 
Т do anything for you, mother?” “Mother, do you call 
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me?” quoth she. She rose up and séized his hands, 
saying, “Lie on my couch!” “Why?” he asked. “Just 
until the king comes,” she said, “let us both enjoy the 
bliss of love!” “Mother, my mother you are, and you 
have a husband living. Such a thing І have never before 
seen, that a woman, a matron, should break the moral 
law in the way of fleshly lust. How can I do such a deed 
with you?" "Twice and thrice she besought him, and 
when he would not, said she, “Тһеп you refuse to do as 
Task? “Indeed 1 do геѓахе 7 --“Тһеп I will speak to the 
king, and cause you to be beheaded.” “Do as you will,” 
answered the Great Being; and having shamed her he 
left her. Then in fear she thought: “If he tell the king 
first. there is no life for me! I must get speech of him 
first myself.” Accordingly leaving her food untouched 
she donned a soiled robe, and made nail-seratehes upon 
her body orders to her attendants, that when the 
king should ask of the queen’s whereabouts. he should be 
told she was ill, she lay down making a pretence of illness. 
Now the king made solemn procession about the city 
rightwise, and went up into his dwellir When he saw 
her not. he asked, “Where is the queen “She is ill,” 
they said. He entered the state chamber, and ed her, 
“What is amiss with you, lady?” She made as though 
she heard nothing. Twice and yet thrice he asked, and 
then she answered, “O great king, why do you ask? Be 
silent: women that have a husband must be even as 1 am.” 
“Who has annoyed you?" said һе. “Tell me quickly, and 
T will have him beheaded."—" Whom did you leave behind 
you in this city, when you went away /^—*Prince Paduma.^ 
And he,” she went on, “came into my room, and I said, 
My son, do not so, Т am your mother: but say what 1 
would, he eried, None is king here but me, and I will take 
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you to my dwelling, and enjoy your love; then he seized 
me by Ше hair of my head, and plucked it out again and 
again, and as Г would not yield to his will, he wounded 
and beat me, and departed." "The king made no investi- 
gation, but furious as a serpent, commanded his men, *Go 
and bind Prince Paduma, and bring him to me!” They 
went to his house, swarming as it were through the city, 
and bound him and beat him, bound his hands fast behind 
his back, put about his neck the garland of red flowers, 
making him a condemned criminal, and led him thither, 
beating him the while. It was clear to him that this was 
the queens doing, and as he went along he cried out, 
“ Ho fellows, I am not one that has offended against the 
king! I am innocent.” АП the city was a-bubble with 
the news: “They say the king is going to execute Prince 
Paduma at the bidding of a woman!" They flocked 
together, they fell at the prince's feet, lamenting with a 
great noise, “You have not deserved this, my lord!" 
At last they brought him before the king. At sight of 
him, the king could not restrain what wasin his heart, and 
cried out, “This fellow is no king, but he plays the king 
finely! My son he is, yet he has insulted the queen. 
Away with him, down with him over the thieves' cliff, 
make an end of him!” But the prince said to his father, 
“Хо such crime lies at my door, father. По not kill me 
on a woman's word.” Тһе king would not listen to him. 
Тһеп all those of the royal seraglio, in number six- 
teen thousand, raised a great lamentation, saying, * Dear 
Paduma, mighty Prince, this dealing you have never 
deserved!" And all the warrior chiefs апа great mag: 
nates of the land, and all the attendant courtiers cried, 
“Му lord! the prince is a man of goodness and virtuous 
life, observes the traditions of his race, heir to the kingdom! 
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Do not slay him at a woman's word, without a hearing! 
A kings duty it is to act with all circumspection.” So 
saying, they repeated seven stanzas: 


No king should punish an offence, and hear no pleas at all, 
Not throughly sifting it himself in all points, great and small. 


ior chief who punishes a fanlt before he tries, 
ats his food all bones 


The w 
Is like a man born blind, who d flies. 
Who punishes the guiltless, and lets go the guilty, knows 

No more than one who blind upon a rugged highway goe 


He who all this examines well, in things both great and small, 
‘And so administers, deserves to be the head of all. 

He that would set himself on high must not all-gentle be 

Nor allsevere: but both these things practise in company. 
all-severe has wrath: 
middle path, 


I-gentle wins, and he ti 
So of the pair be well aware, and keep а 
Much can the angry man, O king, and mnch the knave ean say: 
And therefore for а woman’s sake thy son thou must not slay 

But for all they could say in many ways the courtiers 
could not win him to do their bidding. The Bodhisatta 
also, for all his beseeching, could not persuade him to listen: 

Away! down with him over 

the thieves’ cliff!" repeating the eighth stanza: 


Contempt the 


One side the whole world stands, my queen on the other all alone; 
Yet her I cleave to: cast him down the cliff, and get you gone! 
At these words, not one among the sixteen thousand 
women could remain unmoved, while all the populace 
stretched out their hands, and tore their hair, with lamenta- 
tions The king said, “Let these but try to prevent the 
throwing of this fellow over the cliff!" and amidst his 
followers, though the crowd wailed around, he sed the 
prince to be seized, and cast down Ше precipice over 
heels head-first. 
‘Then owing to the magic power due to his practice of 
friendliness the deity of the hill comforted the prince, 
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saying, *Fear not, Paduma!" and in both hands he caught 
him, pressed him to his heart, sent a divine thrill through 
him, set him in the abode of the nàgas of the eight ranges, 
within the hood of the naga-king. The king received the 
Bodhisatta into the abode of the nagas, and gave him 
the half of his own glory and state. There for one year 
he dwelt. Then he said, “I would go back to the ways of 
men.” “Whither?” they asked. “То Himalaya, where I 
will become an ascetic.” The nàga-king gave his consent; 
taking him, he conveyed him to the place where men go 
to and fro, and gave him the requisites of an ascetic, and 
went back to his own place. 

So he proceeded to Himalaya, became a hermit-sage, 
and cultivated the faculty of ecstatic bliss; there he abode, 
feeding upon fruits and roots of the woodland. 

Now a certain wood-ranger, who dwelt in Benares, 
came to that place, and recognised the Great Being. 
“Are you not,” he ed, *the great Prince Paduma, 
шу lord?" “Yes, sir,” he replied. Тһе other saluted 
him, and there for some days he remained. Then he 
returned to Benares; and said to the king, *Your son, 
my lord, has embraced the religious life in the region of 
Himalaya, and lives in a hut of leaves. I have been 
staying with him, and thence I come.” “Have you seen 
him with your own eyes?” asked the king. * Yes, my 
lord.” The king with a great host went thither, and on 
the outskirts of the forest he pitehed his camp; then with 
his courtiers around him, went to salute the Great Being, 
who sat at the door of his hut of leaves, in all the glory of 
his golden form, and sat on one side; the courtiers also 
greeted him, and spoke pleasantly to him, and sat on 
one side. "The Bodhisatta on his part invited the king to 
share his wild fruits, and talked pleasantly with him. 
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"Then said the king, *My son, by me you were cast down 
а deep precipice, and how is it you are yet alive?” Asking 
which, he repeated the ninth stanza: 


As into hell-mouth, you were cast over a beetling hill, 
No succour—many palm-trees deep: how are you living still: 


These are the remaining stanzas, and of the five, taken 
alternately, three were spoken by the Bodhisatta, and two 
by the king. 

A naga mighty, full of force, born on that mountain land, 

Caught me within his coils; and so here safe from death 1 stand. 
you back, 0 prince, to my own home again: 

at is the wood to you?—with blessing you shall reign, 
As who а hook has swallowed, and draws it forth all blood, 

wu forth, is happy: so I see in me this bliss and good, 

Why speak you thus about a hook, why speak you thus of gore, 
Why speak about the drawing out? Come tell me, I implori 

Lust is the hook: fine elephants aud horse by blood I shew; 

"These by renouncing 1 have drawn; this, chieftain, you must know. 

“Thus, О great king, to be king is nothing to me; but 
do you see to it, that you break not the Теп Royal Virtues, 
but forsake evil-doing, and rule in righteousness" In 
those words the Great Being admonished the king. He 
with weeping and wailing departed, and on the way to his 
city he asked his courtiers: “On whose account was it 
that I made a breach with a son so virtuous?” they 
replied, “The queens” Her the king caused to be seized, 
and cast headlong over the thieves’ cliff, and entering his 
city ruled in righteousness. 
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Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, the family of his household priest was destroyed 
by malarial fever, One son only broke through the wall? 
and escaped. He came to Takkasila, and under a world- 
renowned teacher learnt the Vedas and the other arts. 
Then he bade his teacher farewell, and departed, with the 
intent to travel in different regions; and on his travels he 
arrived at a frontier village. Near to this was a great 
village of low-caste Candalas. Then the Bodhisatta abode 
in this villa a learned sage. A charm һе knew which 
could make fruit to be gathered out of due season. Early 
of a morning he would take his carrying pole, forth from 
that village he would go, until he reached a mango tree 
which grew in the forest; and standing seven foot ой; he 
would recite that charm, and throw a handful of water so 
as to strike on that tree. In a twinkling down fall the 
sere leaves, sprout forth the new, flowers blow and flowe 
fall, the mango fruits swell out: but one moment—they 
are ripe, they are sweet and luscious, they grow like fruit 
divine, they drop from the tree! The Great Being chooses 
and eats such as he will, then fills the baskets hung from 
his pole, goes home and sells the fruit, and so finds а, 
living for wife and child. 

Now the young brahmin saw the Great Being offer ripe 
mangoes for sale out of season. “ Without doubt,” thought 
he, “it must be by virtue of some charm that these are 


1 So in Jat. 178. Tt is noteworthy that here the same means is used to outwit 
the spirit of disease as is often taken to outwit the ghosts of the dead; who might 
be supposed to guard the door, but not the parts of the house where there was no 
outlet. (Dr Ronse.) 
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grown. This man can teach me a charm which has no 
price" He watched to see the manner in which the Great 
Being procured his fruit, and found it out exactly. "Then 
he went to the Great Being's house at the time when he 
was not yet returned from the forest, and making as 
though he knew nothing, asked the wise man's wife, 
“Where is the Teacher?” Quoth she, “Gone to the 
woods" He stood waiting until he saw him come, then 
went to him, and taking the pole and baskets from him, 
carried them into the house and there set them. The 
at Being looked at him, and said to his wife, * Lady, 
youth has come to get the charm; but no charm will 
with him, for no good man is he.” But the youth 


was thinking, *I will get the charm by being my teacher's 
servant"; and so from that time he did all that was to be 
done in the house: brought wood, pounded the rice, did 
the cooking, brought all that was needed for washing the 
face, washed the feet. 


other way, kept the Great Teacher's feet on his own thigh 
all night. When at a later season the Great Being's wife 
brought forth a son, he did all the service that has to be 
done at a childbirth. The wife said one day to the Great 
Being:—* Husband, this lad, well-born though he is, for 
the charr ke performs menial service for us. Let him 
have the charm, whether it stays with him or no.” To this 
he agreed. He taught 1 the charm, and spoke after 
this fashion: *My son, tis a pr ess charm; and you 
will get great gain and honour thereby. But when the 
king, or his great minister, shall ask you who was your 
teacher, do not conceal my name; for if you are ashamed 
that а low-caste man taught you the charm, and say your 
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teacher was a great magnate of the brahmins, you will 
have no fruit of the charm.” “Why should I hide your 
name?" quoth the lad. “Whenever I am asked, I shall 
say it is you” Then he saluted his teacher, and from the 
low-caste village he departed, pondering on the charm, 
and in due time came to Benares. There he sold mangoes, 
and gained much wealth. 

Now on a day the keeper of the park presented to the 
king a mango which he had bought from him. The king, 
haying eaten it, asked whence he procured so fine a fruit. 
“My lord,” was the answer, “there is a young man who brings 
mangoes out of season, and sells them: from him I pro- 
cured i “Tell him,” says the king, “from henceforth to 
bring the mangoes hither to ше” This the man did; and 
from that time the young man took his mangoes to the 
king’s household. The king, inviting him to enter his 
service, he became a servant of the king; and gaining 
great wealth, by degrees he grew into the king's con- 
fidence. 

One day the king asked him, and said :—* Young man, 
where do you get these mangoes out of season, so sweet 
and fragrant and of fine colour? Does some naga or 
garula give them to you, or a god, or is this the power of 
magic?” “Хо one gives them to me, O mighty king!" 
replied the young man, *but I have a priceless charm, 
and this is the power of the charm.” “Well then we 
should like to see the power of the charm one of these 
days" “Ву all means, my lord, I will shew it,” quoth he. 
Next day the king went with him into the park, and asked 
to be shewn this charm. The young man was willing, and 
approaching a mango tree, stood at a distance of seven 
foot from it, and repeated the charm, throwing water 


against the tree. Оп the instant the mango tree had 
2 
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fruit in the manner above described : a shower of mangoes 
fell, a very storm; the company shewed great delight, 
waving their kerchiefs; the king ate of the fruit, and gave 
him a great reward, and said, * Young man, who taught 
you this charm so marvellous?” Now thought the young 
man, “If I say a low-caste candala taught me, I shall be put 
to shame, and they will flout at me; I know the charm by 
heart, and now I can never lose it; well, I will say it was a 
world-renowned teache: So he lied, and said, “ I learnt 
it at Takkasilà, from a teacher renowned the wide world 
ove As he said the words, denying his teacher, that 
very instant the charm was gone. But the king, greatly 
pleased, returned with him into the city. 

On another day the king desired mangoes to eat; and 
going into the park, and tak at upon a stone 
bench, which was used on state occasions, he bade the 
youth get him mangoes. The youth, willing enough, went 
up to a mango tree, апа standing at a distance of seven 
foot from the tree, set about repeating the charm; but 
the charm would not come. Then he knew that he had 
lost it, and stood there ashamed. But the king thought, 
* Formerly this fellow gave me mangoes even in the midst 
of a crowd, and like a heavy ained the fruit down, 
Now there he stands like a stock: what can the reason 
be?” Which he enquired by repeating the first stanza: 


ag his 


shower 


Young student, when 1 asked it you of late, 
You brought me mango fruit both small and great: 

Now no fruit, brahmin, on the tree appo 
"Though the same charm you still reiter: 


When he heard this, the young man thought to himself, 
if he should say this day no fruit was to be had, the king 
would be wroth; wherefore he thought to deceive him 
with a lie, and repeated the second stanza: 
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The hour and moment suit not: so wait I 
Fit junetion of the planets in the sky. 

The due conjunction and the moment come, 
"Then will I bring you mangoes plenteously. 

* What is this" the king wondered. “Тһе fellow 
nothing of planetary conjunctions before!" То resolve 
which questions, he repeated two stanzas: 

You said no word of times and seasons, nor 
Of planetary junetions heretofore 
But mangoes, fragrant, delicate in taste, 
Of colour fine, you brought in plenteous store. 
Aforetime, brahmin, yon produced so well 
Fruit on the tree by muttering of yonr spell: 
To-day you cannot, mutter as you may. 
What means this conduct, I would have you tell? 

Hearing this, the youth thought, “ There is no deceiving 
the king with lies. If, when the truth is told, he punishes 
me, let him punish me: but the truth I will tell” Then һе 
recited two stanzas: 

A low-caste man my teacher was, who taught 
Duly and well the charm, and how it wrought 
Saying, “If you are asked my name and birth, 
Hide nothing, or the charm will come to nought.” 
Asked by the Lord of Men, though well 1 knew, 
Yet in deceit I said what was not true: 
“A brahmin's spells,” I lying said; and now, 
Charm lost, my folly bitterly I rue, 

This heard, the king thought within himself, “This 
sinful man took no care of such a treasure! When one 
has a treasure so priceless, what has birth to do with it? 
And in anger he repeated the following stanzas: 
Nimb, castor oil, or judas tree, whatever be the tree 
Where he who seeks finds honeycombs, “ік best of trees, thin 
Be it Khattiya, Brahmin, Vessa, he from whom a man learns right— 
Sudda, Caydala, Pukkusa—seems chiefest in his sight}, 


aid 


s he. 


1 These are the names of si 
castes fam rit hooks, 
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Punish the worthless churl, or even slay, 

Hence hale him by the throat without delay, 
Who having gained a treasure with great toil, 

Throws it with overweening pride away! 

The kings men so did, saying, *Go back to your 
teacher, and win his forgiveness; then, if you can learn 
the charm once more, you may come hither again, but if not, 
never more may you set eyes on this country.” Thus they 
banished him. 

The man was all forlorn, “There is no refuge for me,” 
he thought, “except my teacher. To him I will go, and 
win his pardon, and learn the charm again.” So lamenting 
he went on his way to that village. "Тһе Great Being per- 
ceived him coming, and pointed him out to his wife, saying, 
“See, lady, there comes that scoundrel again, with his 
charm lost and gone!" "Phe man approached the Great 
Being, and greeted him, and sat on one side. * Why are 
you here?" asked the other. “O my teacher!" the man 
said, *I uttered a lic, and denied my teacher, and I am 
utterly ruined and undone!” Then he recited his trans- 
ssion in a si ain for the charms: 


Oft he who thinks the level ground is lying at his foot, 

Falls in a pool, pit, precipice, trips on a rotten root ; 

Another treads what seems a cord, а jet-black snake to find; 
Another steps into the fire because his eyes are blind: 

So I have sinned, and lost my spell; bnt you, O teacher wise, 
Forgive! and let me once again find favour in your eyes! 


Then his teacher replied, “What say you, my son? Give 
but a sign to the blind, he goes clear of pools and what 
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not; but I told it to you once, and what do you want here 
now?” Then he repeated the following stanzas 
І 5 
То you in right due manner I did tell, 
You in due manner rightly learnt the spell, 
Full willingly its nature I explained: 
Neer had it left you, had you acted well. 
Who with much toil, 0 fool! hath learnt a spell 
Full hard for those who now in this world dwell, 
Then, foolish oue! a living gained at last, 
Throws all away, beeause he lies will tell, 
То such а fool, unwise, of lying fain, 
Ungrateful, who cannot himself restrain,— 
Spells, quotha! mighty spells we give not him: 
Go hence away, and ask me not again! 
Thus dismissed by his teacher, the man thought, “What 
is life to me?” and plunging into the woods, died forlorn. 
Variant of Tib. The Magician's Pupil, 


THE PRINCES WOOING AND THE THRONE 
OF THE BUDDHAS 

Once upon a time, in the kingdom of Kalinga, and in 
the city of Dantapura, reigned a king named Kalinga. 
He had two sons named Maha-Kalinga and Culla-Kalinga, 
Kalinga the Greater and the Less. Now fortune-tellers 
had foretold that the eldest son would reign after his 
fathers death; but that the youngest would live as an 
ascetic, and live by alms, yet his son would be an universal 
monarch. 

Time passed by, and on his father's death the eldest 
son became king, Ше youngest viceroy. The youngest, 
ever thinking that a son born of him was to be an 
universal monarch, grew arrogant оп that account. This 
the king could not brook, so sent a messenger to arrest 
Kalinga the Less. The man came and said, * Prince, the 
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king wishes to have you arrested, so save your Ше” ሻከር 
prince shewed the courtier charged with this mission his 
own signet ring, a fine rug, and his sword: these three. 
Then he said, “Ву these tokens! you shall know my son, 
and make him king. With these words, he sped away 
into the forest. "There he built him a hut in a pleasant 
place, and lived аз an ascetic upon the bank of a river. 
Now in the kingdom of Madda, and in the city of 
Sagala, a daughter was born to the King of Madda. Of 
the girl, as of the prince, fortune-tellers foretold that she 
should live as an азсейс, but her son was to be ап 
universal monarch. Тһе Kings of India, hearing this 
rumour, eame together with one accord, and surrounded 


the city. The king thought to himself, “Now, if I give 
my daughter to one, all the other kings will be enraged. 


I will try to save her” So with wife and daughter he fled 
disguised away into the forest; and after building him 
а hut some distance up Ше river, above the hut of Prince 
Kalinga, he lived there as an ascetic, cating what he could 
pick up. 

The parents, wishing to save their daughter, leit her 
behind in the hut, and went out to gather wild frui 
While they were gone she gathered flowers of all kinds, 
and made them into a flower-wreath. Now on the bank 
of the Ganges there is a mango tree with beautiful flowe 
which forms a kind of natural ladder. Upon this she 
climbed, and playing managed to drop the wreath of 
flowers into the water’. 


1 The tokens are a familiar feature of folk-ta nay compare the story of 
‘Theseus, with his father’s sword and sandals; Pausanias, i. 27.8. (Dr Rouse.) 

2 Another familiar episode in folk-tales, but of Protean form, It is commonly а 
alls, See Clouston, Popular Tales and Fictions, т, 241 
rth Indian Notes and Queries, τι. 704; Lal Behari Day, 
».4. (Dr Rouse, 
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One day, as Prince Kalinga was coming out of the 
river after a bath, this flower-wreath caught in his hair. 

He looked at it, and said, *Some woman made tl 
and no full-grown woman but a tender young girl. 
I must make search for her.” So deeply in love he 
journeyed up the Ganges, until he heard her singing in 
а sweet voice, as she sat in the mango tree. He ар- 
proached the foot of the tree, and seeing her, said, * What 
are you, fair lady?" “I am human, sir,” she replied. 
“Come down, then,” quoth he. “Sir, I cannot; I am of 
the warrior caste” “So am I also, lady: come down!” 
* No, no, sir, that I cannot do. Saying will not make 
& warrior; if you are so, tell me the secrets of that 
caste. "Then they repeated to each other these caste 
secrets. And the princess came down, and they were 
united one with the other. 

When her parents returned she told them about this 
son of the King of Kalinga, and how he came into the 
forest, in all detail. They consented to give her to him. 
While they lived together in happy union, the princess 
conceived, and after ten months brought forth a son with 
the signs of good luck and virtue; and they named him 
Kalinga. He grew up, and learnt all arts and accomplish- 
ments from his father and grandfather. 

At length his father knew from conjunctions of the 
stars that his brother was dead. So he called his son, 
and said, “Му son, you must not spend your life in the 
forest. Your father’s brother, Kalinga the Greater, is 
dead; you must go to Dantapura, and receive your 
hereditary kingdom.” Then he gave him the things he 
had brought away with him, signet, rug, and sword, saying, 
“My son, in the city of Dantapura, in such a street, lives 
a courtier who is my very good servant. Descend into his 
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house and enter his bedchamber, and shew him these 
three things and tell him you are my son, He will place 
you upon the throne." 

Тһе lad bade farewell to his parents and grandparents; 
by the magie power of his virtue he passed through the 
air, and descending into the house of that courtier entered 
his bedchamber. “Who are you?" asked the other. “The 
son of Kalinga the Le: said he, disclosing the three 
tokens. The courtier told it to the palace, and all those 
of the court decorated the city and spread the umbrella 
of royalty over his head. Then the family priest, who 
was named Kalinga-bharadvaja, taught him the ten cere- 
monies which an uniyersal monarch has to perform, and 
he fulfilled those duties. Then on the fifteenth day, the 
fast-day, came to him from Cakkadaha the precious 
Wheel of Empire, from the Uposatha stock the pre- 
cious Elephant, from the royal Valaha breed the precious 
Horse, from Vepulla the precious Jewel; and the 
precious wife, retinue. and prince made their appearance. 
Then he achieved sovereignty in the whole terrestrial 
sphere. 

One day, surrounded by a company which covered 
six-and-thirty leagues, and mounted upon an elephant 
all white, tall as a peak of Mount Kelasa. in great pomp 
and splendour he went to visit his parents. But beyond 
the circuit around the great bo-tree, the throne of victory 
of all the Buddhas, which has become the very navel of 
the earth, beyond this the elephant was unable to pass: 
again and again the king urged him on, but pass he 
could not. 


1 For an account of the Cakkacatté (universal mo 
appearing, consult Hardy’s Manual, 126 ff. Sec also R 
af. Milinda, vol. 1. (he renders the last two 4 
Buddhist Suttas, p. (Dr Ronse.) 
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Hereupon the king's chaplain, who was travelling with 
the king, thought to himself, “In the air is no hindrance ; 
why cannot the king make his elephant go on? I will 
go, and see.” Then, descending from the air, he beheld 
the throne of victory of all Buddhas, the navel of the 
earth, that circuit around the great bo-tree. At that 
time, it is said, for the space of a royal karisa was never 
a blade of grass, not so big as a hare’s whisker; it seemed 
as it were a smooth-spread sand bright like a silver plate; 
but on all sides were grass, creepers, mighty trees like the 
lords of the forest, as though standing in reverent wise 
all about with their faces turned towards the throne of 
the bo-tr When the brahmin beheld this spot of 
earth, “This,” thought he, “is the place where all the 
Buddhas have crushed all the desires of the flesh; and 
beyond this none can pass, no not if he were Sakka 
himself" Then approaching the king, he told him the 
quality of the bo-tree circuit, and bade him descend. 

Pierced and pierced again by the king, this elephant 
could not endure the pain, and so died; but the king 
knew not he was dead, and sat there still on his back. 
Then Kalinga-bharadvaja said, “O great king! your 
elephant is dead; pass on to anothe 

Ву the magical power of the king's virtue, another 
beast of the Uposatha breed appeared and offered his 
back. Тһе king sat on his back. At that moment the 
dead elephant fell upon the earth. 

"Thereupon the king came down from the air, and 
beholding the precinct of the bo-tree, and the miracle 
that was done, he praised Bharadvaja, saying, 


То Kaliiga-bhar 
“АН thou know’st 


king Kaliiga thus did sa 
nd understundest, and thou 


t all alway.” 


Now the brahmin would not accept this praise; but 
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standing in his own humble place, he extolled Ше 
Buddhas, and praised them. 

"The king, hearing the virtues of the Buddhas, was 
delighted in heart; and he caused all the dwellers in the 
world to bring fragrant wreaths in plenty, and for seven 
days he made them do worship at the circuit of the Great 
Bo-tree. 

Having in this manner done worship to the Great 
Bo-tree, he visited his parents, and took them back with 
him again to Dantapura; where he gave alms and did 
good deeds, until he was born again in the Heaven of 
the Thirty-Three. 
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THE FOLLY OF GARRULITY 


Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, his family priest was tawny-brown and had lost 
all his teeth. His wife committed with another brah- 
min. This man was just like the other. The priest tried 
times and again to restrain his wife, but could not. Then 
he thought, “This my enemy 1 cannot kill with my own 
hands, but I must devise some plan to kill him.” 

So he came before the king, and said, “О king, your 
city is the chiefest city of all India, and you are the chiefest 
king: but chief king though you are, your southern gate 
is unlucky, and ill put together.” “Well now, my teacher, 
what is to be done?” “You must bring good luck into it 
and set it right” “What is to be done?" “We must pull 
down the old door, get new and lucky timbers, do sacrifice 
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to the spirits that guard the city, and set up the new on 
а lucky conjunction of the stars" “So do, then,” said 
the king. 

At that time, (һе Bodhisatta was a young man named 
Takkariya, who was studying under this man. 

Now the priest caused the old gate to be pulled down, 
and Ше new was made ready; which done, he went and 
said to the king, “Тһе gate is ready, my lord: to-morrow 
is an auspicious conjunction; before the morrow is over, 
we must do sacrifice and set up the new gate.” “Well, my 
teacher, and what is necessary for the rite?" “Му lord, a 
great gate is possessed and guarded by great divinities. 
А brahmin, tawny-brown and toothless, of pure blood on 
both sides must be killed; his flesh and blood must be 
offered in sacrifice, and his body laid beneath, and the 
gate raised upon it. This will bring luck to you and 
pur city!” “Very well, my teacher, have such a brahmin 
slain, and set up the gate upon him." 

The priest was delighted. “To-morrow,” said he, “I 
shall see the back of my enemy!" Full of energy he 
returned to his home, but could not keep a still tongue 
in his head, and said quickly to his wife, * Ah, you foul 
hag, whom will you have now to take your pleasure with ? 
To-morrow I shall kill your leman and make sacrifice of 
him.” “Why will you kill an innocent man?" “Тһе king 
has commanded me to slay and sacrifice a tawny-brown 


? Human sacrifice at the founding of a building, or the like, must have been common 
in ancient times, so persistent are the traditions about it. For India, see Crooke, 
Tutr. to Pop. Rel and B.-L. of N. India, p.237 and Index. When the Hooghly Bridg 
was built in Calcutta, I remember how it was commonly said by the natives that the 
builders had immured many young children in the foundations. For Greece it is 
attested by modern folksongs such as the Bridge of Arta (Passow, Carm. Pop. Gr. 
no. 512), and one which 1 lately wrote down in Cos from oral tradition (published in 

ore for 1699). The sac meant to propitiate the spirits disturbed by the 
See Robertson Smith, Religion of the Semites, p. 158, (Dr Rouse.) 
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brahmin, and to set up the city gate upon him. Your 
leman is tawny-brown, and I mean to slay him and sacri- 
fice him? She sent her paramour a message, saying, 
“They say the king wishes to slay a tawny-brown brahmin 
in sacrifice; if you would save your life, flee away in time, 
and with you all they who are like you” So the man did: 
the news spread abroad in the city, and all those in the 
whole city who were tawny-brown fled away. 

Тһе priest, nothing aware of his enemy's flight, went 
early next morning to the king, and said, *My lord, in 
such a place is a tawny-brown brahmin to be found; have 
him taken." The king sent some men for him, but they 
saw none, and returning informed the king that he was 
fled away. “Search elsewhere," said the kir All over 
the city they searched, but found none. “Search quickly!” 
said the king. “Му lord,” they replied, “except your 
family priest there is no such other" “A priest," quoth 
he, “cannot be killed” “What do you say, my lord? 
According to the priest, if the gate is not set up to-day, 
the city will be in danger. When the priest explained 
the matter, he said that if we let this day go by, the 
auspicious moment will not come again until the end of 
a year. The city without a gate for a year, what a chance 
for our enemies! Let us kill some one, and sacrifice by 
the aid of some other wise brahmin, and set up the gate. 
“But is there another wise brahmin like my teacher 
“There is, my lord, his pupil a young man named 
Takkariya; make him your family priest and do the 
ceremony." "Phe king sent for him, and did honour 
to him, and made him priest, and commanded to do as 
had been said. 'The young man went to the gate with 
a great crowd following. In the king's name they bound 
and brought the priest. Тһе Great Being caused a pit to 
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be dug in the place where the gate was to be set up, and 
a tent to be placed over it, and with his teacher entered 
into the tent. Тһе teacher beholding the pit, and seeing 
no escape, said to the Great Being, *My aim had suc- 
ceeded. Fool that I was, I could not keep a still tongue, 
but hastily told that wicked woman. 1 have slain myself 
with my own weapon. "Then he recited the first stanza: 


Т spoke in folly, as а frog might call 
Upon a snake P the forest: so I fall 
pit, Takka How true, 
poken out of season one must rue! 


Then the other addre: 


The man who out of season speaks, will go 

Like this to ruin, lamentation, woe: 

Here you should blame yourself, now you must have 
This delvéd pit, my teacher, for your grave. 


ng him, recited this stanza: 


To these words he added yet thi O teacher, not 
thou only, but many another likewise, has come to misery 
because he set not а watch upon his words" So saying, 
he told him a story of the past to prove it. 

Once upon a time, they say, there lived a courtesan 
in Benares named Kali, and she had a brother named 
Tundila. In one day Kali would earn a thousand pieces 
of money. Now Tundila was a debauchee, a drunkard, a 
gambler; she gave him money, and whatever he got he 
wasted. Do what she would to restrain him, restrain him 
she could not. One day he was beaten at hazard, and 
lost the very clothes he was clad in. Wrapping about 
him a rag of loin-cloth, he repaired to his sister’s house. 
But command had been given by her to her serving- 
maids, that if Tundila should come, they were to give 
him nothing, but to take him by the throat and cast him 


1 The name here is feminine, as the s 


oliast notes withont explanation, 
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out. And so they did: he stood by the threshold, and 
made his moan. Now a certain gild-merchant's son, who 
used constantly to give Kali a thousand pieces of money, 
on that day happened to see him, and says he, *Why are 
you weeping, Тим Ша?” “Master,” said he, “I have been 
beaten at the dice, and came to my sister; and the serv- 
ing-maids took me by the throat and cast me out." 
“Well, stay here,” quoth the other, “and I will speak to 
your sister" He entered the house, and said, “Your 
brother stands waiting, clad in a rag of loin-eloth. Why 
do you not give him something to wear?” “Indeed,” she 
replied, “T will give nothing. If you are fond of him, give 
it yourself.” Now in that house of ill fame the fashion 
was this: out of every thousand pieces of money received, 
five hundred were for the woman, five hundred were the 
price of clothes, perfumes and garlands; the men who 
visited that house received garments to clothe themselves 
in, and stayed the night there, then on the next day they 
put off the garments they had received, and put on those 
they had brought, and went their ways. On this occasion 
the merchant's son put on the garments provided for him, 
and gave his own clothes to Tundila. He put them on, 
and with loud shouts hastened to the tavern. But Kali 
ordered her women that when the young man should 
depart next day, they should take away his clothes. 
Accordingly, when he came forth, they ran up from this 
side and that, like so many robbers, and took the clothes 
from him, and stript him naked, saying, “Now, young sir, 
be off!” Thus they got rid of him. Away he went naked: 
the people made sport of him, and he was ashamed, and 
lamented, saying, “It is my own doing, because I could 
not keep watch over my lips!" To make this clear, the 
Great Being recited the third stanza: 
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Why ask of Tundila how he should fare 
At Капка his sister's hands? now see! 
My clothes are gone, naked am Т and bare; 
Tis very like what happened late to thee. 


Another person relates this story. Ву carelessness of 
the goat-herds, two rams fell a-fighting on a pasture at 
Benares. As they were hard at it, a certain bird, a 
fork-tail, thought to himself, “These two will crack their 
polls and perish; I must restrain them.” So he tried to 
restrain them by calling out—*Uncle, dont fight!” Not 
a word he got from them: in the midst of the battle, 
mounting first on the back, then on the head, he besought 
them to stop, but could do nothing. At last he cried, 
“Fight, then, but kill me first!” and placed himself 
between the two heads. They went on butting away at 
each other. The bird was crushed as by a pounder, and 
came to destruction by his own act. To explain this 
other tale the Great Being repeated the fourth stanza: 


Between two fighting rams a fork-tail flew, 
Though in the fray he had no part nor share. 
The two rams’ heads did crush him then and there. 
He in his fate was very like to you! 


Another. There was a tal-tree which the cow-herds 
set great store by. The people of Benares seeing it sent 
a certain man up the tree to gather fruit. As he was 
throwing down the fruit, a black snake issuing forth from 
an ant-hill began to ascend the tree; they who stood 
below tried to drive him off striking at him with sticks 
and other things, but could not. Then they called out to 
the other, “A snake is climbing the tree!” and he in terror 
uttered a loud cry. Those who stood below seized a 
stout cloth by the four corners, and bade him fall into 
the cloth. He let himself drop, and fell in the midst of 
the cloth between the four of them; swift as the wind he 

БЕТ, 23 
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came, and the men could not hold him, but jolled their 
four heads together and broke them, and so died. To 
explain this story the Great Being recited the fifth 
stanza: 
Four men, to save а fellow from his fate, 
Held the four corners of a cloth below. 
They all fell dead, each with a broken pate. 
These men were very like to you, I trow. 


Others again tell this. Some goat-thieves who lived at 
Benares having stolen a she-goat one night, determined to 
make a meal in the forest: to prevent her bleating they 
muffled her snout and tied her up in a bamboo clump. 
Next day, on their way to kill her, they forgot the chopper. 
“Now we'll kill the goat and cook her,” said they; “bring 
the chopper here!” But nobody had one. “Without a 
chopper,” said they, “we cannot eat the beast, even if 
we kill her: let her go! this is due to some merit of hers.” 
So they let her go. Now it happened that a worker in 
bamboos, who had been there for a bundle of them, left 
а basket-makers knife there hidden among the leaves, 
intending to use it when he came again. But the goat, 
thinking herself to be free, began playing about under 
the bamboo clump, and kicking with her hind legs made 
the knife drop. The thieves heard the sound of the 
falling knife, and on coming to find out what it was, saw 
it, to their great delight; then they killed the goat, and 
ate her flesh. Thus to explain how this she-goat was 
killed by her own act, the Great Being recited the sixth 
stanza: 


А she-goat, in а 
Frisking about, he ° had found. 
With that same knife they eut the ereature's throat, 
It strikes me you are very like that goat. 
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After recounting this, he explained, * But they who are 
moderate of speech, by watching their words have often 
been freed from the fate of death," and then told a story 
of fairies. 

A hunter, we are told, who lived in Benares, being 
once in the region of Himalaya, by some means or other 
captured a brace of supernatural beings, a fairy and 
her husband; and them he took and presented to the 
king. The king had never seen such beings before. 
* Hunter," quoth he, *what kind of creatures are these?" 
Said the man, * My lord, these can sing with a honey-voice, 
they dance delightfully: no men are able to dance or sing 
asthey can. Тһе king bestowed a great reward on the 
hunter, and commanded the fairies to sing and dance. But 
they thought, *If we are not able to convey the full sense of 
our song, the song will be a failure, they will abuse and hurt 
us; and then again, those who speak much speak falsely ": 
so for fear of some falsehood or other they neither sang 
nor danced, for all the king begged them again and again. 
At last the king grew angry, and said, “КІП these creatures, 
and cook them, and serve them up to me." This com- 
mand he delivered in the words of the seventh stanza: 


No gods are these nor heaven's musieianers, 
Beasts brought by one who fain would fill his purse. 
So for my supper let them cook me one, 

And one for breakfast by the morrow's sun. 


Then the fairy-dame thought to herself, “Now the 
king is angry; without doubt he will kill us. Now it is 
time to speak" And immediately she recited a stanza: 


A hundred thousand ditties all sung wrong 
All are not worth a tithe of one good song. 
To sing ill is a crime; and this is why 
(Not out of folly) fairy would not try. 


356 THE FOLLY OF GARRULITY 


The king, pleased with the fairy, at once recited a 


stanza: 


She that hath spoken, let her go, that she 
The Himalaya hill again may see, 
But let them take and kill the other one, 
And for to-morrow's breakfast have him done. 
But the other fairy thought, *If I hold my tongue, 
surely the king will kill me; now is the time to speak"; 
and then he recited another stanza: 


The kine depend upon the clouds!, and men upon the kine, 
And I, О king! depend on thee, on ше this wife of] mine. 
Let one, before he seek the hills, the other's fate divine. 


When he had said this, he repeated a couple of 
stanzas, to make it clear, that they had been silent not 
from unwillingness to obey the king's word, but because 
they saw that speaking would be a mistake. 


0 monareh! other peoples, other ways 
“Тік very hard to keep you clear of blame. 
The very thing which for the one wins praise, 

Another finds reproof for just the same. 
Some one there is who each man foolish finds ; 
Each by imagination different still; 
All different, many men and many minds, 
No universal law is one man’s will. 


Quoth the king, “He speaks the truth; ‘tis a sapient 
; and much pleased he recited the last stanz 


fai 


Silent they were, the fairy and his mate: 
And he who now did utter speech for fear, 
Unhurt, free, happy, let him go his gait. 
This is the speech brings good, as oft we he: 


Then the king placed the two fairies in a golden cage, 
and sending for the huntsman, made him set them free in 
the same place where he had caught them. 


1 В. 


ise their food (grass etc.) depends on rain. 
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The Great Being added, *See, my teacher! In this 
manner the fairies kept watch on their words, and by 
speaking at the right time were set free for their well 
speaking; but you by your ill speaking have come to 
great misery." "Then after shewing him this parallel, he 
comforted him, saying, * Fear not, my teacher; I will save 
your life” “Is there indeed a way," asked the other, 
“how you can save me?” He replied, “It is not yet the 
proper conjunction of the planets" He let the day go 
by, and in the middle watch of the night brought thither 
а dead goat. “Go when you will, brahmin, and live,” said 
he, then let him go and never a soul the wis And he 
did sacrifice with the flesh of the goat, and set up the gate 
upon it. 


The second story 


a variant of P. (T.) τ. 32, where а jackal hoping for flesh 


comes between two fighting rams and is killed, K. D. (Syr. t. 3b, (Arab) у. Cf. the 
süthàs of the tale in Julien 33 (v г me deux béliers luttent 


ensemble, les mouches et les fourmis p 7 and J. Grimm on 
Reinhart Fuchs, p. есікхуі. The story of the she-goat occurs in Zenobius, Pror. 
Cent. т. 27, as an explanation of the proverb aif τὴν μάχαιραν. A goat being 
sacrificed by the Corinthians to Acraean Hera kicks and reveals the knife, which had 
been mislaid. See Pisehel іп ZDMG. хуп. 86. 
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Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was king of 
Benares, certain men of the marches used to make a 
settlement, wheresoever they could best find much meat, 
dwelling in the forest, and killing for meat for themselves 
and their families the game which abounded there. Not 
far from their village was a large natural lake, and upon 
its southward shore lived a Hawk, on the west a she-hawk; 
on the north a Lion, king of the beasts; on the east an 
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Osprey, king of the birds; in the middle dwelt.a Tortoise 
on a small island. Тһе Hawk asked the she-hawk to 
become his wife. She asked him, * Have you any friend?" 
“Хо, madam,” he replied. “We must have some one who 
can defend us against any danger or trouble that may 
arise, and you must find some friends" “Whom shall 
I make friends with?” “Why, with king Osprey who lives 
on the eastern shore, and with the Lion on the north, and 
with the Tortoise who dwells in the middle of this lake.” 
He took her advice and did so. Then the two lived 
together (it should be said that on a little islet in the 
same lake grew a kadamba tree, surrounded by the water 
on all sides) in a nest which they made. 

Afterwards there were given to them two sons. One 
day, while the wings of the younglings were yet callow, 
some of the country folk went foraging through the woods 
all day and found nothing. Not wishing to return home 
empty-handed, they went down to the lake to catch a fish 
or a tortoise. They got on the island, and lay down 
beneath the kadamba tree; and there being tormented 
by the bites of gnats and mosquitoes, to drive these away, 
they kindled a fire by rubbing sticks together, and made 
a smoke. Тһе smoke ng annoyed the birds, and the 
young ones uttered a cry. “Тік the cry of birds!" said 
the country folk. “Up, make up the fire: we cannot lie 
here hungry, but before we lie down we will have a meal 
of fowls’ flesh.” They made the fire blaze, and built it up. 
But the mother bird hearing the sound, thought, “These 
men wish to eat our young ones. We made friends to 
save us from that danger. I will send my mate to the 
great Osprey" Then she said, “Go, my husband, tell 
the Osprey of the danger which threatens our young” 
repeating this stanza: 
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The country churls build fires upon the isle, 

То eat my young ones in a little while: 

O Hawk! to friend and comrade give the word, 

My ehildren's danger tell to every bird! 

Тһе cock-bird flew at all speed to the place, and gave 

а cry to announce his arrival. Leave given, he came near 
to the Osprey, and made his greeting. * Why have you 
come?" asked the Osprey. Then the cock repeated the 
second stanza: 

0 winged fowl! chiefest of birds art thou: 

So, Osprey king, I seek thy shelter now. 

Some country-folk a-hunting now are fain 

To eat my young: be thou my joy again! 


“Fear not," said the Osprey to the Haw 
him he repeated the third stanza: 
In season, out of season, wise men make 
Both friends and comrades for protection’s sake: 
For thee, 0 Hawk! I will perform this deed; 
The good must help each other at their need. 


and consoling 


Then he went on to ask, “Have Ше churls climbed up 
the tree, my friend?” “They are not climbing yet; they 
are just piling wood on the fire” “Then you had better 
go quickly and comfort my friend your mate, and say 
I am coming.” He did so. The Osprey went also, and 
from a place near to the kadamba tree he watched for 
the men to climb, sitting upon a tree-top. Just as one 
of the boors who was climbing the tree had come near 
to the nest, the Osprey dived into the lake, and from 
wings and beak sprinkled water over the burning brands, 
so that they were put out. Down came the men, and 
made another fire to cook the bird and its young; when 
they climbed again, once more the Osprey demolished the 
fire. So whenever a fire was made, the bird put it out, 
and midnight came. The bird was much distressed: the 
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skin under his stomach had become quite thin, his eyes 
were blood-shot. Seeing him, the hen-bird said to her 
mate, “Му lord, the Osprey is tired out; go and tell the 
Tortoise, that he may have a rest” When he heard 
this, the bird approaching the Osprey, addressed him in 
а stanza: 

Good help the good: the necessary deed 

Thou hast in pity done for us at ueed. 

Our young are safe, thon living: have a care 

Of thy own self, nor all thy strength outwear, 


On hearing these words, loud as a lion's roar he 
repeated the fifth stanza: 
While I am keeping guard about this tree, 
T care not if I lose шу life for thee: 
So use the good: thus friend will do for friend: 
Yea, even if he perish at the end. 

Then the Hawk said, *Rest awhile, friend Osprey," 
and then away to the Tortoise, whom he aroused. “What 
is your errand, friend?” asked the Tortoise—*Such and 
such a danger has come upon us, and the royal Osprey 
has been labouring hard ever since the first watch, and is 
very weary; that is why I have come to you.” With these 
words he repeated the seventh stanza: 


Even they who fall through кіп or evil deed 
May rise if friends will help them in their need. 
My young in danger, straight I Ну to thee: 

© dweller in the lake, come, succour me! 


On hearing this the Tortoise repeated another stanza: 


The wise man to a man who is his friend, 
Both food and goods, even life itself, will lend, 
For thee, 0 Hawk! I will perform this deed: 
The good must help each other at their need, 


His son, who lay not far off, hearing the words of his 
father, thought, *I would not have my father troubled, 
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but I will do my fathers part," and therefore he repeated 
the ninth stanza: 
Here at thy ease remain, O father mine, 
And I thy son will do this task of thine. 
A son should serve a father, so "tis best; 
ГИ save the Hawk his young ones in the nest. 
The father Tortoise addressed his 
So do the good, my son, and it is true 
That son for father service ought to 40. 
Yet they may leave the Hawk’s young brood alone, 
Perehanee, if they see me so fully grown. 

With these words the Tortoise sent the Hawk away, 
adding, “Fear not, my friend, but go you before and 
I will come presently after He dived into the water, 
collected some mud, and went to the island, quenched the 
flame, and lay still. Then the countrymen cried, “Why 
should we trouble about the young hawks? Let us roll 
over this one-eyed Tortoise, and kill him! He will be 
enough for all” So they plucked some creepers and 
got some strings, but when they had made them fast in 
this place or that, and torn their clothes to strips for the 
purpose, they could not roll the Tortoise over. The 
Tortoise lugged them along with him and plunged in 
deep water. The men were so eager to get him that in 
they fell after: splashed about, and scrambled out with 
а bellyful of water. “Just look,” said they: “half the 
night one Osprey kept putting out our fire, and now this 
Tortoise has made us fall into the water, and swallow it, 
to our great discomfort. Well, we will light another fire, 
and at sunrise we will eat those young hawks.” Then 
they began to make a fire. The hen-bird heard the 
noise they were making, and said, “My husband, sooner 
or later these men will devour our young and depart: 
you go and tell our friend the Lion.” At once he went 


son in a stanza: 
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to the Lion, who asked him why he came at such an 
unseasonable hour. Тһе bird told him all from the be- 
ginning, and repeated the eleventh stanza: 
Mightiest of all the beasts, both beasts and men 
Fly to the strongest when beset with fear. 
My young ones are in danger; help me ther 
Thou art our king, and therefore I am here. 


This said, the Lion repeated a stanza: 


Yes, 1 will do this service, Hawk, for thee: 
Come, let us go and slay this gang of foe: 
Surely the prudent, he who wisdom knows, 

Protector of a friend must try to be. 


Having thus spoken, he dismissed him, saying, *Now 
£o, and comfort your young one: Then he went 
forward, churning up the crystal water. When the 
churls perceived him approaching, they were frightened 
to death: “The Osprey,” they cried, “put out our fire- 
brands; the Tortoise made us lose the clothes we had 
on: but now we are done for. This Lion will destroy 
us at once.” They ran this way and that: when the Lion 
came to the foot of the tree, nothing could he sec. Then 
the Osprey, the Hawk, and the Tortoise came up, and 
accosted him. He told them the profitableness of friend- 
ship, and said, “From this time forth be careful never 
to break the bonds of friendship.” With this advice he 
departed: and they also went each to his own place. 
The hen-hawk looking upon her young, thought—* Ah, 
through friends have my young been given back to me!” 
and as she rejoiced, she spoke to her mate, and recited 
six stanzas declaring the effect of friendship: 


Get friends, a houseful of them without fail, 

Get a great friend: a blessing he'll be found: 
n strike the arrows on a coat of mail. 
And we rejoice, our younglings safe aud sound. 
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Through the kind help of their own friend, who stayed to take 
their part, 
The old birds chirp, the young reply, with notes that charm the 
heart. 
The wise asks help at friend's or comrade’s hand, 
Lives happy with his goods and brood of kind: 
So I, my mate, and young, together stand, 
Because our friend to pity was inclined. 
A man needs king and warriors for protection: 
And these are his whose friendship is perfection: 
Thou eravest happiness: he is famed and strong; 
He surely prospers to whom friends belong. 
Ехеп by the poor and weak, 0 Hawk, good friends must needs 
be found: 
By a friend 


kindness we and ours, behold, are safe and sound. 

The bird who wins a hero strong to play a friendly part, 

As thou and I are happy, Hawk, is happy in his heart. 

So she declared the quality of friendship in six stanzas. 
And all this company of friends lived all their lives long 
without breaking the bond of friendship, and then passed 
away according to their deeds. 


Cf. friendship among animals in Jat. 206, 357. 
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Once upon a time, there reigned a king Suruci in 
Mithila. This king, having a son born to him, gave him 
the name of Suruci-Kumara, or Prince Splendid. When 
he grew up, he determined to study at Takkasili; so 
thither he went, and sat down in a hall at the city gate. 
Now the son of the king of Benares also, whose name wi 
Prince Brahmadatta, went to the same place, and took 
his seat on the same bench where Prince Suruci sat. 
"They entered into converse together, and became friends, 
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and went both together to the teacher. They paid the 
fee, and studied, and ere long their education was com- 
plete. "Then they took leave of their teacher, and went 
on their road together. After travelling thus a short 
distance, they came to a stop аба place where the road 
parted. Then they embraced, and in order to keep their 
friendship alive they made a compact together: *If 
I have a son and you a daughter, or if you have a son 
and I a daughter, we will make a match of it between 
them." 

When they were on the throne, a son was born to king 
Suruci, and to him also the name of Prince Suruci was 
given. Brahmadatta had a daughter, and her name was 
Sumedha, the Wise Lad: Prince Suruci in due time 
grew up, went to Takkasila for his education, and that 
finished returned. Треп his father, wishing to mark out 
his son for king by ceremonial sprinkling, thought to 
himself, * My friend the king of Benares has a daughter, 
so they say: I will make her my son's consort.” For this 
purpose he sent an ambassade with rich gifts. 

But before they had yet come, the king of Benares 
asked his queen this question: * Lady, what is the worse 
misery for a woman?" “То quarrel with her fellow- 
wives" “Then, my lady, to save our only daughter the 
Princess Sumedha from this misery, we will give her to 
none but him that will have her and no other.” So when 
the ambassadors came, and named the name of his 
daughter, he told them, *Good friends, indeed it is true 
I promised my daughter to my old friend long ago. But 
we have no wish to cast her into the midst of a crowd 
of women, and we will give her only to one who will wed 
her and no other" This message they brought back to 
the king. But the king was displeased. “Ours is a 
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great kingdom,” said he, “the city of Mithila covers seven 
leagues the measure of the whole kingdom is three 
hundred leagues. Such а king should have sixteen 
thousand women at the least.” But Prince Suruci, 
hearing the great beauty of Sumedha, fell in love from 
hearing of it only. So he sent word to his parents, saying, 
“I will take her and no other: what do I want with 
a multitude of women? Let her be brought.” "They did 
not thwart his desire, but sent a rich present and a great 
ambassade to bring her home. Then she was made his 
queen-consort, and they were both together consecrated 
by sprinkling. 

He became king Suruci, and ruling in justice lived 
а life of high happiness with his queen. But although 
she dwelt in his palace for ten thousand years, never son 
nor daughter she had of him. 

Then all the townsfolk gathered together in the palace 
courtyard, with upbraidi *What is it?" the king 
asked. “Fault we have no other to find," said they, “but 
this, that you have no son to keep up your line You 
have but one queen, yet a royal prince should have 
sixteen thousand at the least. Choose a company of women, 
my lord: some worthy wife will bring you a son.” “Dear 


n. 
friends, what is this you say? I passed my word I would 
take no other but one, and on those terms I got her. 
I cannot Ше, no host of women for me.” So he refused 
their request, and they departed. But Sumedha heard 
what wi The king refuses to choose him other 
wives for his truth's sake,” thought she; “well, I will find 
him some one.” Playing the part of mother and wife 
to the king, she chose at her own will a thousand maidens 
of the warrior caste, a thousand of the courtiers, a 
thousand daughters of householders a thousand of all 
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kinds of dancing girls, four thousand in all, and delivered 
them to him. And all these dwelt in the palace for ten 
thousand years, and never a son or daughter they brought 
between them. In this way she three times brought four 
thousand maidens, but they had neither son nor daughter. 
Thus she brought him sixteen thousand wives in all. 
Forty thousand years went by, that is to say, fifty 
thousand in all, counting the ten thousand he had lived with 
her alone. Треп the townsfolk again gathered together 
with reproaches. ^ What is it now?" the king asked. 
“Му lord, command your women to pray for a son.” 
Тһе king was not unwilling, and commanded so to pray. 
Thenceforward praying for a son, they worship all 
manner of deities and offer all kinds of vows; yet no 
son appeared. Then the king commanded Sumedha to 
pray for a son. She consented. On the fast of the 
fifteenth day of the month, she took upon her the eight- 
fold sabbath vows! and sat meditating upon the virtues 
in a magnificent room upon a pleasant couch. Тһе 
others were in the park, vowing to do sacrifice with 
goats or kine. By the glory of Sumedha’s virtue Sakka's 
dwelling place began to tremble. Sakka pondered, and 
understood that Sumedhá prayed for a son; well, she 
should have one. “But I cannot give her this or that 
son indifferently; I will search for one which shall be 
suitable” Then he saw a young god called Nalakara, 
the Basket-weaver. He was a being endowed with merit, 
who in a former life lived in Benares, when this befell him. 
At seed-time as he was on his way to the fields he per- 
ceived а Pacceka Buddha. He sent on his hinds, bidding 


1 The eight sani: against taking life, theft, impurity 


s, intoxicating liquors, 
The first 


five a ys binding on lay-d 


2 One who has attained the enlightenment of a Buddha, but does not preach. 
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them sow the seed, but himself turned back, and led the 
Рассека Buddha home, and gave him to eat, and then 
conducted him again to the Ganges bank. He and his son 
together made a hut, trunks of fig-trees for the foundation 
and reeds interwoven for the walls; a door he put to it, 
and made a path for walking. There for three months 
he made the Рассека Buddha dwell; and after the rains 
were over, the two of them, father and son, put on him 
the three robes and let him go. In the same manner 
they entertained seven Pacceka Buddhas in that hut, and 
gave them the three robes, and let them go their ways. 
So men still tell how these two, father and son, turned 
basket-weavers, and hunted for osiers on the banks of the 
Ganges, and whenever they spied a Pacceka Buddha did 
as we have said. When they died, they were born in Ше 
heaven of the Thirty-Three, and dwelt in the six heavens 
of sense one after the other in direct and in reverse 
succession, enjoying great majesty among the gods. 
These two after dying in that region were desirous of 
winning to the upper god-world. Sakka perceiving that 
one of them would be Ше Tathagata, went to the door 
of their mansion, and saluting him as he arose and came 
to meet him, said, *Sir, you must go into the world of 
men. But he said, *O king, the world of men is hateful 
and loathsome; they who dwell there do good and give 
alms longing for the world of the gods. What shall I 
do when I get there?" “Sir, you shall enjoy there all 
that can be enjoyed in the world of gods; you shall dwell 
in a palace made with stones of price, five and twenty 
leagues in height. Do consent" He consented. When 
Sakka had received his promise, in the guise of a sage 
he descended into the king's park, and shewed himself 
soaring above those women to and fro in the air, while he 
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chanted, *'To whom shall I give the blessing of a son, who 
craves the blessing of a son?" “То me, Sir, to ше!” 
thousands of hands were uplifted. Then he said, “I give 
sons to the virtuous: what is your virtue, what your life 
and conversation?" They drew down their uplifted 
hands, saying, *If you would reward virtue, go seek 
Sumedha.” He went his ways through the air, and stayed 
atthe window of her bedchamber. "Then they went and 
told her, saying, *See, my lady, a king of the gods has 
come down through the air, and stands at your bed- 
chamber window, offering you the boon of a son!” With 
great pomp she proceeded thither, and opening the window, 
said, *Is this true, Sir, that I hear, how you offer the 
blessing of a son to a virtuous woman?” “It is, and so 
I do” “Then grant it to те” “What is your virtue, 
tell me; and if you please me, I grant you the boon.” 
Then declaring her virtue she recited these fifteen 
stanzas. 

Таш king Ruei’s eonsort-queen, the first he ever wed; 

With Suruei ten thousand years my wedded life I led. 

Suruci king of Mithila, Videha’s chiefest place, 

I never lightly held his wish, nor deemed him mean or base, 

In deed or thought or word, behind his back, nor to his face. 

If this be true, 0 holy one, so may that son be give 

But if my lips are speaking lies, then burst my head in seven, 

The parents of my husband dear, so long as they held sway, 

And while they lived, would ever give me training in the Wi 

My passion was to hurt no life, and willingly do right: 

I served them with extremest саге unwearied day and night. 

If this be true, ete. 

No less than sixteen thousand dames my fellow-wives have been: 

Yet, brahmin, never jealousy nor anger came between, 

At their good fortune I rejoice; each one of them is dear; 

My heart is soft to all these wives as though myself it were. 

If this be true, ete. 


y. 
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Slaves, messengers, and servants all, and all about the pla 
1 give them food, I treat them well, with cheerful pl 
If this be true, ete. 

Ascetics, brahmins, any man who begging here is seen, 

T comfort all with food and drink, my hands all washen clean, 
If this be true, ete. 


The eighth of either fortnight, the fourteenth, fifteenth days, 
And the especial fast I keep, 1 walk in holy 
If this be true, O holy one, so may that son be given: 
But if my lips are speaking lies, then burst my head in seven, 
Indeed not a hundred verses, nor a thousand, could 
suffice to sing the praise of her virtues: yet Sakka 
allowed her to sing her own praises in these fifteen 
stanzas, nor did he cut the tale short though he had much 
to do elsewhere; then he said, “Abundant and marvellous 
are your virtues"; then in her praise he recited a couple 
of stanza: 
АП these great virtues, glorious dame, 0 daughter of a king, 
Are found in thee, whieh of thyself, O lady, thou d 


A warrior, born of noble blood, all glorious and wise, 
Videha's righteous emperor, thy son, shall soon arise. 


When these words she heard, in great joy she recited 
two stanzas, putting a question to him: 
Unkempt, with dust and dirt begrimed, high-poiséd in the sky, 
Thou speakest in a lovely voice that pricks me to the heart, 
Art thou а mighty god, O sage and dwellst in heaven on high? 
O tell me whence thou comest here, 0 tell me who thou art! 


He told her in six stanzas: 
Sakka the Hundred-eyed thon seest, for so the gods me call 
When they are wont to assemble in the heavenly judgment hall, 


When women virtuous, wise, and good here in the world are 
found, 
True wives, to hus 


nd’s mother kind even as in duty bound, 
When such a woman wise of heart and good in deed they know, 
То her, though woman, they divine, the gods themselves will go. 
ғат. 54 
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8o lady, thou, through worthy life, through store of good deeds 
done, 
A princess born, all happiness the heart can wish, hast won. 


So thou dost reap thy deeds, princess, by glory on the earth, 
ter in the world of gods a uew and heavenly birth. 


зе, 0 blessed! so live on, preserve thy conduct right: 
Now I to heaven must return, delighted with thy sight. 


*I have business to do in the world of gods" quoth 
he, “therefore I go; but do thou be vigilant.” With this 
advice he departed. 

In the morning time, the god Nalakara came down 
and was conceived. When she discovered it, she told the 
king, and he did what was necessary for a woman in her 
state. At the end of ten months she brought forth 
a son, and they gave him Маһа-рапада to his name. 
All the people of the two countries came crying out, 
“My lord, we bring this for the boys milk-money,” and 
each dropt a coin in the king's courtyard: a great heap 
there was of them. The king did not wish to accept this, 
but they would not take the money back, but said as they 
departed, * When the boy grows up, my lord, it will pay 
for his keep." 

The lad was brought up amid great magnificence ; and 
when he came of years, aye, no more than teen, he was 
perfect in all accomplishments. The king thinking of his 
son's age, said to the queen, *My lady, when the time 
comes for the ceremonial sprinkling of our son, let us 
make him a fine palace for that occasion.” She was quite 
willing, The king sent for those who had 
y place for a building? and said to them: “Му 


the luc 


At. 151, р. 131. There was a ceremony called garbhara 
ist abortion (Bühler, Zitual-Litteratur, in Grundriss der indo 
Philologie, p. 43). (Dr Көше) 

? Of, Jat, 257, p. 198. 
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friends, get a master-mason, and build me a palace not 
far from my own. This is for my son, whom we are about 
to consecrate as my successor" They said it was well, 
and proceeded to examine the surface of the ground. 
At that moment Sakka's throne became hot. Perceiving 
this, he at once summoned Vissakamma!, and said, “Со, 
my good Vissakamma, make for Prince Maha-panida 
a palace half а league in length and breadth and five 
and twenty leagues in height, all with stones of price." 
Vissakamma took on the shape of a mason, and ap- 
proaching the workmen said, * Go and eat your breakfast, 
then return. Having thus got rid of the men, he struck 
on the earth with his staff; in that instant up rose а, 
palace, seven storeys high, of the aforesaid size. Now 
for Maha-panada these three ceremonies were done 
together: the ceremony for consecrating the palace, the 
ceremony for spreading above him the royal umbrella, 
the ceremony of his marriage. At the time of the 
ceremony all the people of both countries gathered 
together, and spent seven years a-feasting, nor did the 
king dismiss them: their clothes, their ornaments, their 
food and their drink and all the rest of it, these things 
were all provided by the royal family. At the seven 
years’ end they began to grumble, and king Suruci asked 
why. *O king,” they said, “while we have been revelling 
at this feast seven years have gone by. When will the 
feast come to an end?" He answered, * My good friends, 
all this while my son has never once laughed. Бо soon 
as he shall laugh, we will disperse again.” Then the 
crowd went beating the drum and gathered the tumblers 
and jugglers together. Thousands of tumblers were 
gathered, and they divided themselves into seven bands 


1 The celestial architect. 


24—2 
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and danced; but they could not make the prince laugh. 
Of course he that had seen the dancing of dancers divine 
could not care for such dancers as these. Then came 
two clever jugglers, Bhandu-kanna and Pandu-kanna, 
Crop-ear and Yellow-ear, and said they, “We will make 
the prince laugh.” Bhandu-kanna made a great mango 
tree, which he called Sanspareil, grow before the palace 
door: then he threw up a ball of string, and made it 
catch on a branch of the tree, and then up he climbed 
into the Mango Sanspareil. Now the Mango Sanspareil 
they say is Vessavana's mango! And the slaves of 
Vessavapa took him, as usual chopt him up limb-meal 
and threw down the bits. The other jugglers joined the 
pieces together, and poured water upon them. The man 
donned upper and under garments of flowers, and rose 
up and began dancing again. Even the sight of this did 
not make the prince laugh. Then Pandu-kanna had 
some fire-wood piled in the courtyard and went into the 
fire with his troop. When the fire was burnt out, the 
people sprinkled the pile with water Pandu-kanna 
with his troop rose up dancing with upper and under 
garments of flowers. When the people found they could 
not make him laugh, they grew angry. Sakka, perceiving 
this, sent down a divine dancer, bidding him make prince 
Maha-panada laugh. Then he came and remained poised 
in the air above the royal courtyard, and performed what 
is called the Half-body dance: one hand, one foot, one 
eye, one tooth, go a-dancing, throbbing, flickering to and 
fro, all the rest stone still. Maha-panada, when he saw 
this, gave a little smile. But the crowd roared and roared 
with laughter, could not cease laughing, laughed them- 


1 The juggling trick here described is spoken of by mediaeval travellers. See 
Yule’s Marco Polo, vol. τ. р. 308 (ed. 2). (Dr Rouse.) 
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selves out of their wits, lost control of their limbs, rolled 
over and over in the royal courtyard. That was the end 
of the festival. Тһе rest of it— 
Great Panda, mighty king, 

th his palace ай of gold, 
must be explained in the Maha-panada Birth’, 

King Maha-panada did good and gave alms, and at his 
life's end went to the world of gods. 


СЕ Grimm 4, Anm., Оне who went out to learn what fear was, Sakku’s inability 
to give a son unconditionally resembles the beginning of 7%. Tx. lle appeals to 
Brahma, but all he can do is to induce a god, whose life is coming to an end, to go 
and be born, as he does also in the Kusa-J Similarly in Ја 
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Once upon a time, in the realm of Avanti, and the city 
of Ujjeni, reigned a great king named Avanti. At that 
time, a Candala village lay outside Ujjeni, and there the 
Great Being was born. Another person was born the son 
of his mother's sister. The one of these two was named 
Citta, and the other Sambhüta. 

These two when they grew up, having learnt what is 
called the art of sweeping in Ше Candala breed, thought 
one day they would go and shew off this art at the city 
gate. So one of them shewed off at the north gate, and 
one at the е: Now in this city were two women wise in 
the omens of sight, the one a merchant's daughter and the 
other a family pries These went forth to make merry 
in the park, having ordered food to be brought hard ава 
soft, garlands and perfumes; and it so happened that one 
went out by the northern gate and one the eastern. 
Seeing the two young Candalas shewing their art, the 


1 This is merely а short summary. 
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girls asked “Who are these?" Candilas, they were 
informed. “This is an evil omen to see!" they said, 
and after washing their eyes with perfumed water, they 
returned back. Then the multitude cried, “О vile outcasts, 
you һауе made us lose food and strong drink which would 
have eost us nothing!" "They belaboured the two kins- 
men, and did them much misery and mischief. When they 
recovered their senses, up they got and joined company, 
and told each the other what woe had befallen him, 
weeping and wailing, and wondering what to do now. “АП 
this misery has come upon us,” they thought, “because 
of our birth. We shall never be able to play the part of 
Candalas; let us conceal our birth, and go to Takkasila 
in the disguise of young brahmins, and study there.” 
Having made this decision, they went thither, and fol- 
lowed their studies in the law under a far-famed master. 
А rumour was blown abroad over India, that two young 
Candalas were students, and had concealed their birth. 
Тһе wise Citta was successful in his studies, but Samb- 
hûta not so. 

One day a villager invited the teacher; intending to 
offer food to the brahmins. Now it happened that rain 
fell in the night, and flooded all the hollows in the road. 
Early in the morning the teacher summoned wise Citta, 
and said, * My lad, I cannot go, do you go with the young 
men, and pronounce a blessing, eat what you get for 
self and bring home what there is for me.” Accordingly 
he took the young brahmins, and went. While the young 
men bathed, and rinsed their mouths, the people prepared 
rice porridge, which they set ready for them, saying, “Let 
it cool.” Before it was cool, the young men came and sat 
down. The people gave them the water of offering, and 
set the bowls in front of them. Sambhita’s wits were 
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somewhat muddled, and imagining it to be cool, took up 
a ball of the rice and put it in his mouth, but it burnt him 
like а red-hot ball of metal Іп his pain he forgot his 
part altogether, and glancing at wise Citta, he said, in the 
Candala dialect, “Hot, ain't it?” The other forgot himself 
too, and answered in their manner of speech, “Spit it out, 
spit it out.” At this the young men looked at each other, 
and said, “What kind of language is this?” Wise Citta 
pronounced a blessing. 

When the young men came home, they gathered in 
little knots and sat here and there discussing the words 
used. Finding that it was the dialect of the Candalas, 
they cried out on them, “O vile outcasts! you have been 
tricking us all this while, and pretending to be brahmins!” 
And they beat them both. One good man drove them 
out, saying, “Away! the blot's in the blood. Be off! Go 
somewhere and become ascetics.” The young brahmins 
told their teacher that these two were Candalas. 

Тһе pair went out into the woods, and there took up 
the ascetic life, and after no long time died, and were born 
again as the young of a doe on Ше banks of the Neranjara. 
From the time of their birth they always went about 
together. One day, when they had fed, а hunter espied 
them under a tree ruminating and cuddling together, very 
happy, head to head, nozzle to nozzle, horn to horn. He 
cast a javelin at them, and killed them both by one blow. 

After this they were born as the young of an osprey, 
on the bank of Nerbudda. There too, when they grew 
up, after feeding they would cuddle together, head to 
head and beak to beak. А bird snarer saw them, caught 
them together, and killed them both. 

Next the wise Citta was born at Kosambi, as the son 
of a family priest; the wise Sambhüta was born as the 
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son of the king of Uttarapaicala. From their name-days 
they could remember their former births. But Sambhüta 
was not able to remember all without breaks, and all he 
could remember was the fourth or Candala birth; Citta 
however remembered all four in due order. When Citta 
was sixteen years old, he went away and became an ascetic 
in Himalaya, and developed the Faculty of the religious 
ecstasy, and dwelt in the bliss of ecstatic trance. Wise 
Sambhüta after his fathers death had the Umbrella 
spread over him, and on the very day of the umbrella 
ceremony, in the midst of a great concourse, made a 
ceremonial hymn, and uttered two stanzas in aspiration. 
When they heard this, the royal wives and the musicians 
all chanted them, saying, *Our kings own coronation 
hymn!" and in course of time all the citizens sang it, as 
the hymn which their king loved. Wise Citta, in his 
dwelling place in Himalaya, wondered whether his brother 
Sambhüta had assumed the Umbrella, or not. Perceiving 
that һе had, he thought, “I shall never be able to instruct 
a young ruler; but when he is old, I will visit him, and 
persuade him to be an ascetic.” For fifty years he went 
not, and by that time the king was increased with sons 
and daughters; then by his supernatural power, he went, 
and alighted in the park, and sat down on the seat of 
ceremony like an image of gold. Just then a lad was 
picking up sticks, and as he did so he sang that hymn. 
Wise Citta called him to approach; he came up with an 
obeisance, and waited. Citta said to him, “Since early 
morning you have been singing that hymn; do you know 


s why I sing no 
a refrain to the 
—“ Yes, if I am 


others” —Is there any one who can s 
king's hymn ?"—* No, sir."—* Could you 
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taught one."—* Well when the king chants these two 
verses, you sing this by way of a third," and he recited 
а hymn. “Now,” said he, “go and sing this before the 
king, and the king will be pleased with you, and make 
much of you for it.” The lad went to his mother quickly, 
and got himself drest up spick and span; then to the 
king's door, and sent in word that a lad would sing him 


a refrain to his hymn. The king said, “ Let him approach.” 
When the lad had come in, and saluted him, quoth the 


king, “They say you will sing me an answering refrain to 
my hymn? Yes, my lord," said he, *bring in the whole 
court to hear" Аз soon as the court had assembled, the 
lad said, *Sing your hymn, my lord, and I will answer with 
mine" The king repeated a pair of stanzas: 


Every good deed bears fruit or soon or late, 
No deed without result, aud nothing vain: 

I see Sambhüta mighty grown and great, 
Thus do his virtues bear him fruit again. 


ate, 


Every mood deed bears fruit or soon or 
No deed without result, and nothing 
Who knows if Citta also may be great, 
And like myself, his heart have brought him gain? 


At the end of this hymn, the lad chanted the third 
stanza: 
Every good deed bears fruit or soon or late, 
No deed without result, and nothing vain. 


Behold, my lord, see Citta at thy gate, 
And like thyself, his heart has brought him gain. 


On hearing this the king repeated the fourth stanza: 
Then art thou Citta, or the tale didst hear 
From him, or did some other make thee know? 
Thy hymn is уегу sweet: I have по fear; 
A village and а bounty! I bestow. 


1 Lit. a hundred (pieces of money 
do bestow.” 


r (with the scholiast) “A hundred villages I 
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Then the lad repeated the fifth stanza: 


I am not Citta, but I heard the thing. 

It was a sage laid on me this command— 
Go and recite an answer to the king, 

And be rewarded by his grateful hand. 


Hearing this, the king thought, * It must be my brother 
Citta; now Ill go and see him "; then he laid his bidding 
upon his men in the words of these two stanzas: 


Come, yoke the royal chariots, so finely wrought and made: 
Gird up with girths the elephants, in necklets bright arrayed. 


Beat drums for joy, and let the conehs be blown, 
Prepare the swiftest chariots I own: 

For to that hermitage T will away, 

To see the sage that sits within, this day. 


So he spoke; then mounting his fine chariot, he went 
swiftly to the park gate. There he checked his chariot, 
and approached wise Citta with an obeisance, and sat 
down on one side; greatly pleased, he recited the eighth 
stanza: 


A precious hymn it was I sang so sweet 
While thronging multitudes around me pre 
For now this holy sage I come to greet 
And all is joy and gladness in my breast. 


Happy from the instant he saw wise Citta, he gave all 
necessary directions, bidding prepare a seat for his brother, 
and repeated the ninth stanza: 


Accept a seat, and for your feet fresh water: 
To offer gifts of food to guests 


it is right 
iccept, as we invite. 


After this sweet invitation, the Кіпе repeated another 
stanza, offering him the half of his kingdom: 
Let them make glad the place where thou shalt dwell, 
Let throngs of waiting women wait on thee; 
O let me shew thee that I love thee well, 
And let us both kings here together be. 
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When һе had heard these words, wise Citta discoursed 
to him in six stanzas: 
Sceing the fruit of evil deeds, 0 king, 
eing what profit deeds of goodness bring, 
I fain would exercise stern self-control, 
Sons, wealth, and cattle cannot charm my soul. 
Ten decades has this mortal life, which each to each succeed: 
This limit reached, man withers fast like to a broken reed. 


For this is true, I know it well—death will not pass me by: 
And what is love, or what is wealth, when you must come to die? 
The lowest race that go upon two feet 
Are the Can , meanest men on earth, 
When all our deeds were ripe, as guerdon meet 
We both as young Candalas had our birth. 
Candülas in Avanti land, deer by Nerafijara, 
Ospreys by the Nerbudda, now brahmin and Khattiya. 


Having thus made clear his mean births in time past, 
here also in this birth he declared the impermanency of 
things created, and recited four stanzas to arouse an 
effort: 

Life is but short, and death the end must be: 
The aged have no hiding where to flee, 

Then, О Pafícüla, what I bid thee, do: 

All deeds which grow to misery, eschew, 

Life is but short, and death the end must} be: 
The aged have no hiding where to flee. 

Then, О Pañeñla, what I bid thee, do: 

All deeds whose fruit is misery, eschew. 

Life is but short, and death the end must be: 
The aged һауе no hiding where to flee. 

Then, O Pañeñla, what I bid thee, do: 

All deeds that are with passion stained eschew. 


Life is but short, and death the end must be: 
Old age will sap our strength, we cannot flee. 


Then, O Paficàla, what I bid thee, do: 
All deeds that lead to lowest hell, eschew. 
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The king rejoiced as the Great Being spoke and 
repeated three stanzas: 


True is that word, O Brother! which you 
You like a holy saint your words dictate: 
But my desires are hard to cast away 
By sueh as 1 am; they are very great. 


As elephants deep sunken in the шіге 
Cannot climb out, although they see the land: 
So, sunken in the slough of strong di 
Upon the Brethren’s Path I cannot s 


As father or as mother would their son 
Admonish, good and happy how to grow: 
How happiness after this life is won 
Tell me, and by which way I ought to go. 


Then the Great Being said to him: 
0 lord of men! thou canst not eas 
These passions which are connnon to mankind: 
Let not thy people unjust taxes pay, 
Equal and righteous ruling let them find. 


away 


Send messengers to north, south, east, and west 
The brahmins and ascetics to invite 

Provide them food and drink, 8 place to rest, 
Clothes, and all else that may be requisite. 


Give thou the food and drink which sati 
Sages and holy brahmins, full of faith : 

Who gives and rules as well as in him lies 
Will go to heaven all blameless after death. 


But if, surrounded by thy womankind 
Thon feel thy passion and desire too strong, 
This verse of poetry then bear in mind 
And sing it in the midst of all the throug 


No roof to shelter from the sky, amid the dogs he lay, 
But mother nursed him as she walked: but he's a king to-day. 


Such was the Great Being’s advice. Then he said, 
“I have given you my counsel. And now do you become 
an ascetic or not, as you think fit; but I will follow up the 
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ripening of my own deed "Then he rose up in the air, 
and shook off the dust of his feet over him, and departed to 
Himalaya. And the king saw it, and was greatly moved ; 
and relinquishing his kingdom to his eldest son, he called 
out his army, and set his face in the direction of Himalaya. 
When the Great Being heard of his coming, he went with 
his attendant sages and received him, and ordained him 
to the holy life, and taught him the means of inducing 
mystic ecstasy. He developed the Faculty of mystical 
meditation. Thus these two together became destined for 
Brahma's world. 


See Leumann in Vienna Or. J. 


v. 111 f£, who discusses three Jain versions. It 
is essentially 
refrain, and may 
sends out messenge 
Mbh. 111. ch 9 529, р. 420. Cf. the legend of Blondel, 
the minstrel of Richard ПП, who discovered him imprisoned by the Emperor in 
the custle of Diirrenstein. 
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Once upon a time, when the mighty King Sivi reigned 
in the city of Aritthapura in the kingdom of Sivi, the Great 
Being was born as his son. They called his name Prince 


Sivi. When he grew up, he went to Takkasila and studied 
there; then returning, he proved his knowledge to his 
father the king, and by him was made viceroy. At his 
father’s death he became king himself, and, forsaking the 
ways of evil, hé kept the Ten Royal Virtues and ruled in 


righteousness. He caused six alms-halls to be builded, at 
the four gates, in the midst of the city, and at his own 
door. He was munificent in distributing each day six 
hundred thousand pieces of money. On the eighth, four- 
teenth, and fifteenth days he never missed visiting the 
alms-halls to see the distribution made. 
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Once on the day of the full moon, the state umbrella 
had been uplifted early in the morning, and he sat on 
the royal throne thinking over the gifts he had given. 
Thought he to himself, *Of all outside things there is 
nothing I have not given; but this kind of giving does 
not content me. I want to give something which is a 
part of myself. Well, this day when I go to the alms-hall, 

I vow that if any one ask not something outside me, but 
name what is part of myself, —if he should mention my 
very heart, I will cut open my breast with a spear, and as 
though I were drawing up a water-lily, stalk and all, from 
a calm lake, I will pull forth my heart dripping with 
blood-clots and give it him: if he should name the flesh 
of my body, I will cut the flesh off my body and give it, 
as though I were graving with a graving tool: let him 
name my blood, I will give him my blood, dropping it in . 
his mouth or filling a bowl with it: or again, if one say, I 
cant get my household work done, come and do me a 
slave's part at home, then I will leave my royal dress and 
stand without, proclaiming myself a slave, and slave's 
work I will do: should any men demand my eyes, I will 
tear out my eyes and give them, as one might take out 
the pith of a palm-tree.” Thus he thought within him : 

If there be any human gift that I have never made, 

Be it my PI give it now, all firm and una 

Then he bathed himself with sixteen pitchers of per- 
fumed water, and adorned him in all his magnificence, 
and after a meal of choice food he mounted upon an 
elephant richly caparisoned and went to the alms-hall. 

Sakka, perceiving his resolution, thought, “King Sivi 
has determined to give his eyes to any chance comer who 
may ask. Will he be able to do it, or no?” He deter- 
mined to try him; and, in the form of a brahmin old and 
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blind, he posted himself on a high place, and when Ше 
king came to his alms-hall he stretched out his hand and 
stood crying, “Long live the king!" Then the king drove 
his elephant towards him, and said, *What do you say, 
brahmin?" Sakka said to him, *O great king! in all the 
inhabited world there is no spot where the fame of your 
munificent heart has not sounded. I am blind, and you 
have two eyes.” Then he repeated the first stanza, asking 
for an eye: 


To ask an eye the old man comes from far, for I һауе none: 
0 give me one of yours, Г pray, then we shall each have one. 


When the Great Being heard this, thought he, * Why 
that is just what I was thinking in my palace before I 
came! What a fine chance! My heart's desire will be 
fulfilled to-day; I shall give a gift which no man ever 
gave yet.” And he recited the second stanza: 


"Who taught thee hitherward to wend thy way, 
0 mendicant, and for an eye to pray? 

The chiefest portion of a man is this, 
And hard for men to part with, so they say. 


(The succeeding stanzas are to be read two and two, 
as may easily be seen.) 
Sujampati among the gods, the same 
Here among men called Maghavü by паше, 
He taught me hitherward to wend my way, 
Begging, and for an eye to urge my claim. 
"Tis the all-chiefest gift for which I pray. 
Give me ап eye! O do mot say me nay! 
Give ше an eye, that chiefest gift of gifts, 
So hard for men to part with, as they say! 
The wish that brought thee hitherward, the wish that did arise 
Within thee, be that wish fulfilled, Неге, brahmin, take my eyes. 
One eye thou didst request of me: behold, I give thee two! 
Go with good sight, in all the people's view; 
So be thy wish fulfilled and uow come true, 
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So much the king said. But, thinking it not meet that 
he should root out his eyes and bestow them there and 
then, he brought the brahmin indoors with him, and sitting 
on the royal throne, sent for a surgeon named Sivaka. 
“Take out my eye,” he then said. 

Now all the city rang with the news, that the king 
wished to tear out his eyes and give them to a brahmin. 
'Then the commander-in-chief, and all the other officials, 
and those beloved of the king, gathered together from 
city and harem, and recited three stanzas, that they might 
turn the king from his purpos 

0 do not give thine eye, my lord; desert us not, 0 king! 

Give money, pearls and coral give, and many a precious thing: 

Give thoroughbreds eaparisoned, forth be the chariots rolled, 

0 king, drive up the elephants all fine with cloth of gold: 

"These give, 0 king! that we may all preserve thee safe and sound, 

Thy faithful people, with our ears and chariots ranged around, 

Hereupon the king recited three stanzas: 


The soul whieh, having sworn to give, is then unfaithful found, 
Puts his own neck within a snare low hidden on the ground, 


The soul which, having sworn to give, is then unfaithful found. 
More sinful is than sin, and he to Yama's house is bound. 


That which is asked I give, and not the thing he asketh not, 
This therefore which the brahmin asks, I give it on the spot. 


Then the courtiers asked, “What do you desire in 
giving your eyes?” repeating a stanza: 
Life, beauty, joy or strength—what is the prize, 
0 king, which motive for your deed supplies? 
Why shonld the king of Sivi-land supreme 
For the next world’s sake thus bestow his eyes? 


The king answered them in a stanza: 
In giving thus, not glory is my goal, 
Not sons, not wealth, or kingdoms to control: 

his is the good old way of holy men; 

Of giving gifts enamonred is my soul, 
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To Ше Great Beings words the courtiers answered 
nothing; so the Great Being addressed Sivaka the surgeon 
in а stanza: 


art thou: 
skill enow— 
my desire, 
stow them now. 


A friend and comrade, Siv 
Do as 1 bid thee—thou 
ike out my eyes, for t 
And in the beggar's hands 1 


But Sivaka said, * Bethink you, my lord! to give one's 
eyes is no light thing." —"Sivaka, I have considered; don't 
delay, nor talk too much in my presence" Then he 
thought, “It is not fitting that a skilful surgeon like me 
should pierce a king’s eyes with the lancet,” so he pounded 
a number of simples, rubbed a blue lotus with the powder, 
and brushed it over the right eye: round rolled the eye, 
and there was great pain, “Reflect, my king, I can make 
it all right."—* Go on, friend, no delay, please.” Again 
he rubbed in the powder, and brushed it over the eye: 
the eye started from the socket, the pain was worse than 
before. “Reflect, my king, I can still restore it"—* Be 
quick with the job!" А third time he smeared a sharper 
powder, and applied it: by the drug's power round went 
the eye, out it came from the socket, and hung dangling 
at the end of the tendon. “Reflect, my king, I can yet 
restore it again.—* Be quick" The pain was extreme, 
blood was trickling, the king's garments were stained with 
the blood. Тһе Кїп з women and the courtiers fell at 
his feet, crying, *My lord, do not sacrifice your eyes!" 
loudly they wept and wailed. The king endured the pain, 
and said, “My friend, be quick.” “Very well, my lord,” 
said the physician; and with his left hand grasping the 
eyeball took a knife in his right, and severing the tendon, 
laid the eye in the Great Being’s hand. He, gazing with 
his left eye at the right and enduring the pain, said, 
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“Brahmin, come here.” When the brahmin came near, 
he went on—* The cye of omniscience is dearer than this 
eye a hundred fold, aye a thousand fold: there you have 
my reason for this action," and he gave it to the brahmin, 
who raised it and placed it in his own eye socket. There 
it remained fixt by his power like a blue lotus in bloom. 
When the Great Being with his left eye saw that eye in 
his head, he cried—*Ah, how good is this my gift of an 
eye!" and thrilled straightway with the joy that had arisen 
within him, he gave the other eye also. Sakka placed this 
also in the place of his own eye, and departed from the 
king's palace, aud then from the city, with the gaze of the 
multitude upon him, and went away to the world of gods. 

In a short while the king's eyes began to grow; as 
they grew, апа before they reached the top of the holes, 
а lump of flesh rose up inside like a ball of wool, filling 
the cavity; they were like а dolls eyes but the pain 
ceased. Тһе Great Being remained in the palace a few 
days Then he thought, “What has a blind man to do 
with ruling? I will hand over my kingdom to the courtiers, 
and go into my park, and become an ascetic, and live as 
a holy man.” He summoned his courtiers, and told them 
what he intended to do. “One man,” said he, “shall be 
with me, to wash my face, and so forth, and to do all that 
is proper, and you must fasten a cord to guide me to the 
retiring places" Then calling for his charioteer, he bade 
him prepare the chariot. But the courtiers would not 
allow him to go in the chariot; they brought him out in 
a golden litter, and set him down by the lake side, and 
then, guarding him all around, returned. Тһе king sat in 
the litter thinking of his gift. 

At that moment Sakka’s throne became hot; and he 
pondering perceived the reason. “I will offer the king a 
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boon,” thought he, “and make his eye well again.” So to 
that place he came; and not far off from the Great Being, 
he walked up and down, up and down. 

“Who is that?” cried the Great Being, when he heard 
the sound of the footsteps. Sakka repeated a stanza: 


Sakka, the king of gods, am I; to visit thee I canu 
Choose thou a boon, 0 royal sage! whate'er thy wi 


may name. 


The king replied with another stanza: 


Wealth, strength, and treasure without end, these 1 have lett 
behin 
akka, death and nothing more I want: for I am blind. 


о 


"hen Sakka said, “По you ask death, King Sivi, be- 
cause you wish to die, or because you are blind ?"— 
“Because I am blind, my lord."—* The gift is not every- 
thing in itself, your majesty, it was made with a view to 
the future. Yet there is a motive relating to this visible 
world. Now you were asked for one eye, and gave two; 
make an Act of Truth about it.” Then he began a stanza: 


O warrior, lord of biped kind, declare the thing that's true: 
If you the truth declare, your eye shall be restored to you. 


On hearing this, the Great Being replied, * If you wish 
to give me an eye, Sakka, do not пу any other mean: 
but let my eye be restored as a consequence of my gift. 
Sakka said, “Though they call me Sakka, king of the 
gods, your majesty, yet I cannot give an eye to anyone 
else; but by the fruit of the gift by thee given, and by 
nothing else, your eye shall be restored to you.” Then 
the other repeated a stanza, maintaining that his gift was 
well given: 


Whatever sort, whatever kind of suitor shall draw near, 
Whoever comes to ask of me, he to my heart is dear 
If these my solemn words be true, now let my eye appe: 
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Even as he uttered the words, one of his eyes grew up 
in the socket. Then he repeated a couple of stanzas to 
restore the other: 

А brahmin eame to visit me, one of my eyes to crave: 

Unto that brahmin mendicant the pair of them I gave. 

A greater joy and more delight that action did afford. 

If these my solemn words be true, be the other eye restored! 

On the instant appeared his second eye. But these 
eyes of his were neither natural nor divine. Ап eye 
en by Sakka as the brahmin, cannot be natural, we 
know; on the other hand, а divine eye cannot be pro- 
duced in anything that is injured. But these eyes are 
called the eyes of the Attainment of Truth. At the 
time when they came into existence, the whole royal 
retinue by Sakka’s power was assembled; and Sakka 
standing in the midst of the throng, uttered praise in a 
couple of stanzas: 


© fostering King of Sivi land, these holy hynms of thine 


Have gained for thee as bounty free this pair of eyes divine. 
Through rock and wall, o'er hill and dale, whatever bar may be, 


A hundred 1 


ide those eyes of thine shall s 


agues on every s 


Having uttered these stanzas, poised in the air before 
the multitude, with a last counsel to the Great Being that 
he should be vigilant, Sakka returned to the world of 
gods. And the Great Being, surrounded by his retinue, 
went back in great pomp to the city, and entered the 
palace called Candaka, Ше Peacock’s Eye. The news 
that he had got his eyes again spread abroad all through 
the Kingdom of Sivi. All the people gathered together 
to see him, with gifts in their hands. “Now all this multi- 
tude is come together," thought the Great Being, “I shall 
praise my gift that I gav He caused a great pavilion 
to be put up at the palace gate, where he seated himself 
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upon the royal throne, with the white umbrella spread 
above him. "Then the drum was sent beating about the 
city, to collect all the trade guilds. Then he said, *O 
people of Sivi! now you have beheld these divine eyes, 
1 Д vine ej 
never eat food without giving something away!" and he 
repeated four stanzas, declaring the Law: 
Who, if he's asked to give, would answer no, 
Although it be his best and choicest prize? 
People of Sivi thronged in concourse, ho! 
Come hither, see the gift of God, my ey 
Through rock and wall, o’er hill and dale, whatever bar шау be, 
A hundred leagues on every side these eyes of mine eun see. 
Self-sacrifice in all men mor 
Of all things is most fin 
I sacrificed à mortal eye; and giviug, 
Received an eye divine. 
See, people! see, give ere ye eat, let others have a sha 
This done with your best will and 
Blameless to heaven you shall тера 


In these four verses he declared the Law; and after 
that, every fortnight, on the holy day, even every fifteenth 
day, he declared the Law in these same verses without 
cessation to a great gathering of people. Hearing which, 
the people after giving alms and doing good deeds, 
attained to heaven. 


The form of the tale of Sivi, in which the king gives his flesh to save a dove from 
Indra (Sakka) disguised as a hawk, occurs in P. (Т.) ш. 7, Mbh. ut. ch. 130, 131, 
Som. уп. 88 (i. 45), Schmidt p. 17. А buddhist origin of it, as Franke says, is neither 
provable nor probable, Som, has a variant of buddhist form (a jataka), The holy 
Boar xxu. (ii. 176). In the Jatakamalî u. and Aradana-Çataka ту. 4 (34), ed. 
Feer, the king, after having distributed all his wealth, has nothing to give to small 
creatures, so slashes his body and exposes it to Ше mosquitoes, Sakka then appears 
as a vulture, and the king offers his body. Thereupon Sakka becomes a brahmin aud. 
demands the kings eyes. The tale of Ше King’s eyes occurs as in this j&taka, in 

" ed to in the Questions of Milinda 1v. 1. 42 (tr. р. 179). 
A Jain version is given in J. J. Meyers Hindu Tales 301, London, 1909. It is 
illustrated on the Bharhut Stupa, pl хі. 2. Illustrations of both tales were found 
by the Prussian Turfan expeditions (1900—7) in the eaves of a rock temple. 
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Once upon a time when Brahmadatta was ruling in 
Benares a forester, named Sura, who dwelt in the 
kingdom of Kasi, went to the Himalayas, to seek for 
articles of merchandise. There was a certain tree there 
that sprang up to the height of a man with his arms 
extended over his head, and then divided into three 
parts. In the midst of its three forks was a hole as big 
as à wine jar, and when it rained this hole was filled with 
water. Round about it grew two myrobalan plants and 
а pepper shrub ; and the ripe fruits from these, when they 
were cut down, fell into the hole. Not far from this tree 
was some self-sown paddy. Тһе parrots would pluck the 
heads of rice and eat them, perched on this tree. And 
while they were eating, the paddy and the husked rice fell 
there. So the water, fermenting through the sun’s heat, 
assumed a blood-red colour. In the hot season flocks 
of birds, being thirsty, drank of it, and becoming intoxi- 
cated fell down at the foot of the tree, and after sleeping 
awhile flew away, chirping merrily, And the same thing 
happened in the case of wild dogs, monkeys and other 
creatures. The forester, on seeing this, said, “If this were 
poison they would die, but after a short sleep they go 
алау as they list; it is no poison.” And he himself drank 
of it, and becoming intoxicated he felt a desire to eat 
flesh, and then making a fire he killed the partridges and 
that fell down at the foot of the tree, and roasted 
their flesh on the live coals, and gesticulating with one 
hand, and eating flesh with the other, he remained one or 
two days in the same spot. Now not far from here lived 
an ascetic, named Varuna. The forester at other times 
also used to visit him, and the thought now struck him, 
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“I will drink this liquor with the ascetic.” So he filled 
a reed-pipe with it, and taking it together with some roast 
meat he came to the hut of leaves and said, “Holy sir, 
taste this liquor,” and they both drank it and ate the 
meat. So from the fact of this drink having been dis- 
covered by Sura and Varuna, it was called by their names 
(sura and varunz). They both thought, “This is the way 
to manage it," and they filled their reed-pipes, and taking 
it on a carrying-pole they came to a neighbouring village, 
and sent a message to the king that some wine merchants 
had come. "The king sent for them and they offered him 
the drink. The king drank it two or three times and got 
intoxicated. This lasted him only one or two d. Then 
he asked them if there was any more. “ Yes, sir,” they 
said. “Where?” “In the Himalayas, sir.” “Then bring 
it here.” They went and fetched it two or three times. 
Then thinking, “We cant always be going there,” they 
took note of all the constituent parts, and, beginning 
with the bark of the tree, they threw in all the other 
ingredients, and made the drink in the city. The men 
of the city drank it and became idle wretches. And the 
place became like a deserted city. Then these wine 
merchants fled from it and came to Benares, and sent 
a message to the king, to announce their arrival. The 
king sent for them and paid them money, and they made 
wine there too. And that city also perished in the same 
way. Thence they fled to Saketa, and from Saketa they 
came to Savatthi. At that time there was a king named 
Sabbamitta in Savatthi. Пе shewed favour to these men 
and asked them what they wanted. When they said, 
“We want the chief ingredients and ground rice and five 
hundred jars,” he gave them everything they asked Гог. 
So they stored the liquor in the five hundred jars, and, to 
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guard them, they bound cats, one to each jar. And, when 
the liquor fermented and began to escape, the cats drank 
the strong drink that flowed from the inside of the jars, 
and getting intoxicated they lay down to sleep; and rats 
came and bit off the cats ears, noses, teeth and tails. 
Тһе king's officers came and told the king, “Тһе cats 
have died from drinking the liquor” The king said, 
*Surely these men must be makers of poison, and he 
ordered them both to be beheaded, and they died, crying 
out, “Give us strong drink, give us mead.” The king. 
after putting the men to death, gave orders that the jars 
should be broken. But the cats when the effect of the 
liquor wore off got up and walked about and played. 
When they saw this, they told the king. The king said, 
“If it were poison, they would have died; it must be 
mead; we will drink it^ So he had the eity decorated, 
and set up a pavilion in the palace yard and taking his 
seat in this splendid pavilion on a royal throne with a 
white umbrella raised over it, and surrounded by his 
courtiers, he began to drink. Then Sakka, the king of 
the gods, said, * Who are there that in the duty of service 
to mother and the like diligently fulfil the three kinds 
of right conduct?" And, looking upon the world, he saw 
the king seated to drink strong drink and he thought, 
“If he shall drink strong drink, all India will 
T will see that he shall not drink it^ So, placing а) 
of the liquor in the palm of his hand, he went, disguised 
as a brahmin, and stood in the air, in the presence of the 
king. and cried, “Buy this jar, buy this jar” King 
Sabbamitta, оп seeing him standing in the air and 
speaking after this manner, said, “Whence can this 
brahmin come?" and conversing with him he repeated 
three stanzas: 
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Who art thou, Being from on high, 
Whose form emits bright rays of light, 
Like levin flash athwart the sky, 
Or moon illuming darkest night? 
То ride the pathless air upon, 
To move or stand in silent spa 
Real is the power that thou hast won, 
And proves thon art of godlike race. 


"Then, brahmin, who thou art declare, 
And what within thy jar may be, 

That thus appearing in mid air, 
Thou fain wonldst sell thy wares to me. 


Then Sakka said, * Hearken then to ше,” and, ex- 
pounding the evil qualities of strong drink, he said: 
This jar nor oil nor ghee doth hold, 
No honey or molasses here, 
But vices more than ean be told 
Are stored within its rounded sphere. 
"Who drinks will fall, poor silly fool, 
Into some hole or pit impure, 
Or headlong sink in loathsome pool 
And eat what he wonld fain abjure. 
Buy then, O king, this jar of mine, 
Full to the brim of strongest жіпе!.... 
And after drinking this, I ween, 
Andhakayenhu’s mighty race, 
Roaming along the shore, were seen 
To fall, each by his kinsman’s mace. 
Buy then ete. 
The Asuras made drunk with wine 
Fell from eternal heaven, 0 king, 
With all their magic power divine: 
Then who would taste the accursed thing? 
Buy then ete. 


Nor curds nor honey sweet is here, 
But evermore remembering 

What's stored within this rounded sphere, 
Buy, prithee, buy my jar, O king. 


219 stanzas describing the evil effects of strong drink are omitted. 
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On hearing this the king, recognizing the misery 
caused by drink, was so pleased with Sakka that he 
sang his praises in two stanzas: 


No parents had I sage to teach, like thee, 
But thou art kind and merciful, I see; 
A seeker of the Highest Truth alway; 
"Therefore I will obey thy words to-day. 


Lo! five choice villages I own are thine, 
Twice fifty handmaids, seven hundred kine, 
And these ten ears with steeds of purest blood, 
For thou hast counselled me to mine own good. 
Sakka on hearing this revealed his godhead and 
made himself known, and standing in the air he repeated 
two stanzas 


These hundred slaves, O king, шау still be thine, 
And eke the villages and herds of kine; 

No chariots yoked to high-bred steeds I claim; 
Sakka, chief god of Thirty Three, my name. 
Enjoy thy ghee, rice, milk and sodden meat, 

Still be content thy honey cakes to eat. 

Thus, king, delighting in the Truths Pye preached, 
Pursue thy blameless path, till Heaven is reached. 


Thus did Sakka admonish him and then returned to 
his abode in Heaven. And the king, abstaining from 
strong drink, ordered the drinking vessels to be broken. 
And undertaking to keep the precepts and dispensing 
alms, he became destined to Heaven. But the drinking 
of strong drink gradually developed in India. 


Jütakamlà хуп, does not give the legend of the origin of strong 
tale it retains the puranic version of the destruction of the 
enhu (the ten slave brethren) by strong drink, as against the form 
t. 454, p. 3 


The ver 
drink. L 
sons of And 
of the story in 


THE WHITE SIX-TUSKED ELEPHANT 


Once upon a time eight thousand royal elephants, by 
the exercise of supernatural powers moving through the 
air, dwelt near lake Chaddanta in Ше Himalayas. At 
this time the Bodhisatta came to life as the son of the 
chief elephant. He was a pure white, with red feet and 
face. By and by, when grown up, he was eighty-eight 
hands high, one hundred and twenty hands long. He had 
a trunk like to a silver rope, fifty-eight hands long, and 
tusks fifteen hands in circumference, thirty hands long, and 
emitting six-coloured rays. He was the chief of a herd 
of eight thousand elephants and paid honour to pacceka 
buddhas. His two head queens were Cullasubhadda and 
Mahasubhadda. The king elephant, with his herd num- 
bering eight thousand, took up his abode in a Golden 
Cave. Now lake Chaddanta was fifty leagues long and 
fifty broad. In the middle of it, for a space extending 
twelve leagues, no sevala or panaka plant is found, and 
it consists of water in appearance like a magic jewel. 
Next to this, encircling this water, was a thicket of pure 
white lilies, a league in breadth. Next to this, and en- 
circling it, was a thicket of pure blue lotus, a league in 
extent. Then came white and red lotuses, red and white 
lilies, and white esculent lilies, each also a league in extent 
and each encircling the one before. Next to these seven 
thickets came a mixed tangle of white and other lilies, 
also a league in extent, and encircling all the precedin 
ones, Next, in water as deep as elephants can stand in. 
was a thicket of red paddy. Next, at the edge of the 
water, was a. grove of small shrubs, abounding in delicate 
and fragrant blossoms of blue, yellow, red and white. So 
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these ten thickets were each a league in extent. Next 
came a thicket of various kinds of kidney beans. Next 
came а tangle of convolvulus, cucumber, pumpkin, gourd 
and other creepers. Then a grove of sugar-cane of the 
size of the areca-nut tree. Then a grove of plantains with 
fruit as big as elephant's tusks. Then a field of paddy. 
Then a grove of bread-fruit of the size of a water ja 
Next a grove of tamarinds with luscious fruit. Then a 
rove of elephant-apple trees. Then a great forest of 
different kinds of trees. Then a bamboo grove. Such 
at this time was the magnificence of this region— 
present magnificence is described in the Samyutta Com- 
mentary—but surrounding the bamboo grove were seven 
mountains. Starting from the extreme outside first came 
Little Black Mountain, next Great Black Mountain, then 
Water Mountain, Moon Mountain, Sun Mountain, Jewel 
Mountain, then the seventh in order Golden Mountain. 
This was seven leagues in height, rising all round the lak 
Chaddanta, like the rim of a bowl. ከር inner side of it 
was of a golden colour. From the light that issued from 
it lake Chaddanta shone like the newly risen sun. But 
of the outer mountains, one was six le: ht, one 
five, one four, one three, one two, one a single league in 
height. Now in the north-east corner of the lake, thus 
girt about with seven mountains, in a spot where the wind 
fell upon the water grew a big banyan tree. Its trunk 
was five leagues in cireumference and seven leagues in 


height. Four branches spread six leagues to the four 
points of the compass, and the branch which rose straight 
upwards was six leagues. So from the root upwards it 
was thirteen leagues in height, and from the extremity of 
the branches in one direction to the extremity of the 
branches in the opposite direction it was twelve leagues. 
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And the tree was furnished with eight thousand shoots 
and stood forth in all its beauty, like to the bare Jewel 
Mount. But on the west side of lake Chaddanta, in the 
Golden Mount, was a golden cave, twelve leagues in 
extent. Chaddanta the elephant king, with his following 
of eight thousand elephants, in the rainy season lived in 
the golden cave; in the hot season he stood at the foot 
of the great banyan tree, amongst its shoots, welcoming 
the breeze from off the water. Now one day they told 
him, “The great Sal grove is in flower.” Бо attended by 
his herd he was minded to disport himself in the Sal 
grove, and going thither he struck with his frontal globe 
а Sal tree in full bloom. At that moment Cullasubhaddà 
stood to windward, and dry twigs mixed with dead leaves 
and red ants fell upon her person. But Mahasubhadda 
stood to leeward, and flowers with pollen and stalks and 
green leaves fell on her. Thought Cullasubhadda, “Не 
let fall on the wife dear to him flowers and pollen and 
fresh stalks and leaves, but on my person he dropped a 
mixture of dry twigs, dead leaves and red ants. Well, 
I shall know what to do!” And she conceived a grudge 
against the Great Being. Another day the king elephant 
and his attendant herd went down to lake Chaddanta to 
bathe. Then two young elephants took bundles of usira 
root in their trunks and gave him a bath, rubbing him 
down as it were mount Kelàsa. And when he came out 
of the water, they bathed the two queen elephants, and 
they too came out of the water and stood before the 
Great Being. Then the eight thousand elephants entered 
the lake and, disporting themselves in the water, plucked 
various flowers from the lake, and adorned the Great 
Being as if it had been a silver shrine, and afterwards 
adorned the queen elephants. Then a certain elephant, 
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as he swam about the lake, gathered a large lotus with 
seven shoots and offered it to the Great Being. And he, 
taking it in his trunk, sprinkled the pollen on his fore- 
head and presented the flower to the chief elephant, 
Mahasubhadda. On seeing this her rival said, “This 
lotus with seven shoots he also gives to his favourite 
queen and not to me," and again she conceived a grudge 
against him. Now one day when Ше Bodhisatta had 
dressed luscious fruits and lotus stalks and fibres with the 
nectar of the flower, and was entertaining five hundred 
pacceka buddhas, Cullasubhadda offered the wild fruits 
she had got to the pacceka buddhas, and she put up a 
prayer to this effect: * Hereafter, when I pass hence, may 
I be re-born as the royal maiden Subhadda in the Madda 
s family, and on coming of age may I attain to Ше 
dignity of queen consort to the king of Benares. Then 
I shall be dear and charming in his eyes, and in a position 
to do what I please. So I will speak to the king and 
send a hunter with a poisoned arrow to wound and slay 
this elephant. And thus may I be able to have brought 
to me a pair of his tusks that emit oloured rays.” 
Thenceforth she took no food and pining away in no long 
time she died, and came to life again as the child of the 
queen consort in the Madda kingdom, and was named 
Subhadda. And when she was of a suitable age, they 
gave her in marriage to the king of Benares. And she 
was dear and pleasing in his eyes, and the chief of 
thousand wives. And she recalled to mind her former 
existences and thought, “My prayer is fulfilled; now will 
T have this elephant's tusks brought to те” Then she 
anointed her body with common oil, put on a soiled robe, 
and lay in bed pretending to be sick. The king said, 
“Where is Subhadda?” And hearing that she was sick, 
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he entered the royal closet and sitting on the bed he 
stroked her back and uttered the first stanza : 


Large-eyed and peerless one, my queen, ко pale, to grief a prey, 
Like wreath that’s trampled under foot, why fadest thou aw 


On hearing this she spoke the second stanza: 


As it would seem, all in a dream, а longing sore I had; 
My wish is vain this boou to gain, and that is why Pm sad, 


The king, on hearing this, spoke a stanza: 


All joys to which in this glad world a mortal m 
Whate’ 


y aspire, 
er they want is mine to grant, I give thee thy desire. 


On hearing this the queen said, * Great king, my desire 
is hard to attain; I will not now say what itis, but I would 
have all the hunters that there are in your kingdom 
gathered together. Then will I tell it in the midst of 
them." And to explain her meaning, she spoke the next 
stanza: 


Let hunters all obey thy call, within this realm who dwell, 
And what I fain from them would gain, РИ in their presence tell. 


The king agreed, and issuing forth from the royal 
chamber he gave orders to his ministers, saying, * Have 
it proclaimed by beat of drum that all the hunters that 
are in the kingdom of Каз, three hundred leagues in 
extent, are to assemble." They did so, and in no long 
time the hunters that dwelt in the kingdom of Kasi, 
bringing a present according to their means, had their 
arrival announced to the king. Now they amounted in 
all to about sixty thousand. And the king, hearing that 
they had come, stood at an open window and stretching 
forth his hand he told the queen of their arrival and said: 


Here then behold our hunters bold, well trained in venery, D 
Theirs is the skill wild beasts to kill, and all would die for me. 
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The queen, on hearing this, addressed them and spoke 
another stanza: 


Ye hunters bold, assembled here, 
Unto my words, I pray, give ear: 
Dreaming, methought an elephant I saw, 
Six-tusked? and white without a flaw: 
His tusks I crave and fain would have; 
Nought else avails my life to save. 


Те hunters, on hearing this, replied : 


Ne'er did our sires in times of old 
A six-tusked elephant behold : 

Tell us what kind of beast might be 
That which appeared in dreams to thee. 


After this still another stanza was spoken by them: 


Four points, North, South, East, West, one sees, 
Four intermediate are to these, 

and zenith add, and then 

whieh point of all the ten 

elephant might be, 

That in a dream appeared to thee. 


After these words Subhadda, looking at all the hunters, 
spied amongst them one that was broad of foot, with a 
calf swollen like a food basket, big in the knee and ribs, 
thick-bearded, with yellow teeth, disfigured with scars, 
head and shoulders above all, an ugly, hulking fellow, 
named Sonuttara, who had once been an enemy of the 
Great Being. And she thought, “He will be able to do 
my bidding,” and with the king’s permission she took him 
with her and, climbing to the highest floor of the seven- 
storeyed palace, she threw open a window to the North, 
and stretching forth her hand towards the Northern 
Himalayas she uttered four stanzas: 


The Scholiast explains rhabhisdva (Sanskrit shadrishüna), six-tusked, as 
chabbayna-risiina, six-coloured tusks, perhaps more completely to identify the hero 
of the story with the Buddha, The halo of the Buddha was of six-coloured rays. 
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Due north, beyond seven mountai 
One comes to Golden Cliff at 

A height by goblin forms 
And bright with flowers from foot to crest. 
Beneath this goblin peak is s 

A cloud-shaped mass of darkest green, 

А royal banyan tree whose roots 

Yield vigour to eight thousand shoots. 
There dwells invincible in might 

This elephant, six-tusked and white, 

With herd eight thousand strong for fight. 
re like, 

wift are they to guard or strike, 
Panting and grim they stand and glare, 
Provoked by slightest breath of air, 

If they one born of man should see, 

Their wrath consumes him utterly. 


Sonuttara on hearing this was terrified to death and 
said: 
‘Turquoise or pearls of brilliant sheen, 
With many a gold adornment, queen, 
In royal houses may be seen. 
What wouldst thou then with ivory do, 
Or wilt thou slay these hunters true? 


Then the queen spoke a stanza: 


Consumed with grief and spite am I, 
When I recall my injury. 

Grant me, O hunter, what I erave, 

And five choice hamlets thou shalt have. 


And with this she said, *Friend hunter, when I gave 
a gift to the pacceka buddhas, I offered up a prayer that 
I might have it in my power to kill this six-tusked elephant 
and get possession of a pair of his tusks. "This was.not 
merely seen by me in a vision, but the prayer that T 
offered up will be fulfilled. Do thou go and fear not." 
And so saying she reassured him. And he agreed to her 


FET 26 
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words and said, “So be it, lady; but first make it clear 
to ше and tell me where is his dwelling-place,” and en- 
quiring of her he spoke this stanza : 


Where dwells he? Where may he be found? 
"What road is his, for bathing bound? 
Where does this royal ereature swim? 

Тей us the way to capture him, 


Then by recalling her former existence she clearly saw 

the spot and told him of it in these two stanz 
Not far this bathing-place of his, 
А deep and goodly pool it is, 
There bees rm and flowers abound, 
And there this royal beast is found. 
Now lotus-crowned, fresh from his bath, 
He gladly takes his homeward path, 
As lily-white and tall he moves 
Behind the queen he fondly loves. 


Sonuttara on hearing this agreed, saying, “ Well, lady, 
I will kill the elephant and bring you his tusks.” Then 
in her joy she gave him a thousand pieces and said, “Go 
home meanwhile, and at the end of seven days you shall 
set out thither,” and dismissing him she summoned smiths 
and gave them an order and said, “Sirs, we have need 
of an axe, a spade, an auger, a hammer, an instrument 
for cutting bamboos, а grass-cutter, an iron staff, a peg, 
an iron three-pronged fork; make them with all speed 
and bring them to us" And sending for workers in 
leather, she charged them, saying, “Sirs, you must make 
us a leather sack, the size of a hogshead measure; we 
need leather ropes and straps, shoes big enough for 
an clephant, and a leather parachute: make them with 
all speed and bring them to us” And both smiths and 
workers in leather quickly made everything and brought 
and offered them to her. Having provided everything 
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requisite for the journey, together with fire-drills and the 
like, she put all the appliances and necessaries for the 
journey, such as baked meal and so forth, in the leather 
sack. The whole of it came to about a hogshead in size. 
And Sonuttara, having completed his arrangements, 
arrived on the seventh day and stood respectfully in the 
presence of the queen. Then she said, * Friend, all ap- 
pliances for your journey are completed: take then this 
sack" And he being a stout knave, as strong as five 
elephants, caught up the sack as if it had been a bag of 
cakes, and placing it on his hips, stood as it were with 
empty hands Cullasubhadda gave the provisions to the 
hunter's attendants and, telling the king, dismissed Sonut- 
tara. And he, with an obeisance to the king and queen, 
descended from the palace and, placing his goods in a 
chariot, set out from the city with a great retinue, and 
passing through a succession of villages and hamlets 
reached the frontiers. Then he turned back the people 
of the country and went on with the dwellers on the 
borders till he entered the forest, and passing beyond 
the haunts of men he sent back the border people too, 
and proceeded quite alone on a road to a distance of 
thirty leagues, traversing a dense growth of kusa and 
other grasses, thickets of basil, reeds and rest-harrow, 
clumps of thick-thorn and canes, thickets of mixed growth, 
jungles of reed and cane, dense forest growth, impenetrable 
even to a snake, thickets of trees and bamboos, tracts of. 
mud and water, mountain tracts, eighteen regions in all, 
one after another. The jungles of grass he cut with a 
sickle, the thickets of basil and the like he cleared with 
his instrument for cutting bamboos, the trees he felled 
with an axe, and the oversized ones he first pierced with 
an auger. Then, pursuing his way, he fashioned a ladder 
26—3 
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in the bamboo grove and climbing to the top of the 
thicket, he laid a single bamboo, which he had cut, over 
the next clump of bamboos, and thus creeping along on 
the top of the thicket he reached a morass. Then he 
spread a dry plank on the mud, and stepping on it he 
threw another plank before him and so crossed the morass. 
Then he made a canoe and by means of it crossed the 
flooded region, and at last stood at the foot of the moun- 
tains. Then he bound a three-pronged grappling-iron 
with a rope and flinging it aloft he caused it to lodge fast 
in the mountain. Then climbing up by the rope he drilled 
the mountain with an iron staff tipped with adamant, 
and knocking a peg into the hole he stood on it. Then 
drawing out the grappling-iron he once more lodged it 
high up on the mountain, and from this position letting 
the leather rope hang down, he took hold of it and 
descended and fastened the rope on the peg below. Тһеп 
seizing the rope with his left hand and taking a hammer 
in his right he struck a blow on the rope, and having 
thus pulled out the peg he once more climbed up. In 
this way he mounted to the top of the first mountain and 
then commencing his descent on the other side, having 
knocked as before a peg into the top of the first mountain 
and bound the rope on his leather sack and wrapped it 
round the peg, he sat within the sack and let himself 
down, uncoiling the rope like a spider letting out his 
thread. "Then letting his leather parachute catch the 
wind, he went down like a bird—so at least they 
(Thus did the Master tell how in obedience to Subhadda 
words the hunter sallied forth from the city and traversed 
seventeen different tracts till he reached a mountainous 
region, and how he there crossed over six mountains and 
climbed to the top of Golden Cliff: 
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The hunter hearing, nnalarmed, 

Set forth with bow and quiver armed, 
And erossing o'er seven monntains vast 
Reached noble Golden Cliff at last. 
Gaining the goblin-haunted height, 
What cloud-shaped mass bursts on his sight? 
A royal banyan ’tis whose roots 
Support eight thousand spreading shoot: 


There stood invineible in might 

An elephant six-tusked and white, 

With herd eight thousand strong for fight; 
Their tusks to chariot-poles are like: 
Wind-swift are they to guard or strike. 
Hard by 8 pool—'tis full to the brim, 

Fit place for royal beast to swim; 

Its lovely banks with flowers abound 

And buzzing bees swarin all around. 


Marking the way the creature went 
Whene'er on bathing thonght intent, 
He sunk à pit, to deed so mean 

Urged by the wrath of spiteful queen.) 


Here continues the regular story: the hunter, it is 
said, after seven year: ren months and seven days, 
having reached the dwelling-place of the Great Being in 
the manner related above, took note of his dwelling-place 
and dug a pit there, thinking, *I will take my stand her 
and wound the lord of elephants and bring about his 
death." Thus did he arrange matters and went into the 

st and cut down trees to make posts and prepared a 
lot of ku: Then when the elephants went to bathe, 
in the spot where the king elephant used to stand, he dug 
a square pit with a huge mattock, and the soil that he dug 
out he sprinkled on the top of the water, as if he were 
sowing seed, and on the top of stones like mortars he fixed 
posts, and fitted them with weights and ropes and spread 
planks over them. Next he made a hole of the size of an 
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arrow and threw on the top earth and rubbish, and on one 
side he made an entrance for himself, and so, when the pit 
was finished, at break of day he fastened on a false top 
knot and donned robes of yellow and, taking his bow and 
а poisoned arrow, he went down and stood in the pit. 


(The Master, to make the whole thing clear, said‘ 


The pit with planks he first did hide, 
"Then bow in hand he got inside, 

And as the elephant passed by, 

A mighty shaft the wreteh let fly. 

The wounded beast loud roared with pain, 
And all the herd roared back again: 
Crushed boughs and trampled gi 
Where panic flight directs their wa 
Their lord had well nigh slain his foe, 
So mad with pain he, when Io! 

A robe of yellow met his eyes, 
Emblem of sainthood, sage’s guise 
And deemed inviolate by the wise.) 


betray 


The Great Being, falling into conversation with the 
hunter, spoke a couple of stanzas: 


Whoso is marred with sinful taint 
And void of truth and self-restraint, 
Though robed in yellow he may be, 
The yellow dress deserves not he. 
But one that's free from sinful taint, 
Endued with truth and self-restraint, 
And firmly fixed in righteonsn 
Deserves to wear the yellow dress. 


So saying, the Great Being, extinguishing all feeling 
of anger towards him, asked him, saying, * Why did you 
wound me? Was it for your own advantage or were you 
suborned by some one else?" 


1 The commentator adds this to make it clear that the vei 
of the narrative, and not spol haraeters in the tale. 
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Then the hunter told him and uttered this stanza: 


The king of Kasi’s favoured queen 
Subhadda told me she had seen 

Thy form in dreams, “and so,” said she, 
“I want his tusks; go, bring them me." 


Hearing this, and recognizing that this was the work 
of Cullasubhadda, he bore his sufferings patiently and 
thought, “She does not want my tusks; she sent him 
because she wished to kill me,” and, to illustrate the 
matter, he uttered a couple of stanzas: 


Rich store of goodly tusks have I, 

Relies of my dead ancestry 

And this well knows that wrathful dame, 
"Tis at my life the wreteh doth aim. 


Rise, hunter, and or ere I die, 
Saw off these tusks of ivory: 
Go bid the shrew be of good cheer, 
“The beast is slain; his tusks are here.” 

Hearing his words the hunter rose up from the place 
where he was sitting and, saw in hand, came close to him 
Now the elephant, being eighty-eight 
hands high, like a mountain, was not thrown down. Hence 
the man could not reach to his tusks. So the Great 
Being, bending his body towards him, lay with his head 
down. Then the hunter climbed up the trunk of the 
Great Being, pressing it with his fect as though it were 
a silver rope, and stood on his forehead аз if it had been 
Kelasa peak. Then he inserted his foot into his mouth, 
and striking the fleshy part of it with his knee, he climbed 
down from the beast’s forehead and thrust the saw into 
his mouth. The Great Being suffered excruciating pain 
and his mouth was charged with blood. The hunter, 
shifting about from place to place, was still unable to cut 
the tusks with his saw. So the Great Being letting the 
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blood drop from his mouth, resigning himself to the 
agony, asked, saying, “Sir, cannot you cut them?” And 
on his saying “No,” he recovered his presence of mind 
and said, “Well then, since I myself have not strength 
enough to raise my trunk, do you lift it up for me and let 
it seize the end of the saw.” The hunter did so: and the 
Great Being seized the saw with his trunk and moved it 
backwards and forwards, and the tusks were cut off as it 
were sprouts, Then bidding him take the tusks, he said, 
“1 don't give you these, friend hunter, because I do not 
value them, nor as one desiring the position of Sakka, 
Мага or Brahma, but the tusks of omniscience are a 
hundred thousand times dearer to me than these are, 
and may this meritorious act be to me the cause of 
attaining Omniscience.” And as he gave him the tusks, 
he asked, “ Ном long were you coming here?” “Seven 
years, seven months, and seven days" “Go then by the 
magic power of these tusks, and you shall reach Benares 
in seven days" And he gave him a safe conduct and let 
him go. And after he had sent him away, before the other 
elephants and Subhadda had returned, he was dead. 

When he was gone, the herd of elephants not finding 
their enemy came back. 

And with them also came Subhadda, and they all then 
and there with weeping and lamentation betook them to 
the pacceka buddhas who had been so friendly to the 
Great Being, and said, “Sirs, he who supplied you with 
the necessaries of life has died from the wound of a 
poisoned arrow. Come and see where his dead body is 
exposed.” And the five hundred pacceka buddhas passing 
through the air alighted in the ed enclosure. At that 
moment two young elephants, lifting up the body of the 
king elephant with their tusks, and so causing it to do 
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homage to the pacceka buddhas, raised it aloft on a руге 
and burned it. The pacceka buddhas all through the 
night rehearsed scripture texts in the cemeter The 
eight thousand elephants, after extinguishing the flames, 
first bathed and then, with Subhadda at their head, 
returned to their place of abode. 

And Sonuttara within seven days reached Benares 
with his tusks. 

Now in offering them to the queen, he said, “ Lady, the 
elephant, against whom you conceived a grudge in your 
heart for a trifling offence, has been slain by ше” “Do 
you tell me that he is dead?” she cried. And he gave 
her the tusks, saying, * Be assured that he is dead: here 
are his tus She received the tusks adorned with 
different coloured rays on her jewelled fan, and, placing 
them оп her lap, gazed at the tusks of one who ш а former 
existence had been her dear lord and she thought, “This 
fellow has come with the tusks he cut from the auspicious 
elephant that he slew with a poisoned shaft.” And at the 
remembrance of the Great Being she was filled with so 
great sorrow that she could not endure it, but her heart 
then and there was broken and that very d. 


Feer in Journ. As. 1895, N. S. v. p. 31 ff. gives a study of this j 
it with Jat. 7 Jātakamālā хххь, and five versions. description 
of the mountain climbing in The Earliest Rock-Climb һу Mrs Rhy s Alpine 
Journ. May 1891 (PTS. 1897—1901, p. 806), It is illustrated on the Bharhut 


Stupa, pl. xxvi. 6. 


comparing 


THE THREE WISE BIRDS 
Once upon a time Brahmadatta ruled in Benares and 
had no heir, and his prayer for a son or daughter was not 
answered. Now one day he went with a large escort to 
his park and after amusing himself a part of the day in 
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the grounds he had a couch spread for him at the foot of 
the royal sal tree, and after a short nap he awoke and, 
looking up to the sal tree, he beheld a bird's nest in it, and 
at the sight of it a desire to possess it sprang up in his 
heart, and summoning one of his attendants he said, 
* Climb the tree and see if there is anything in the nest 
or пої” The man climbed up and finding three eggs in 
it told the king. “Then mind you do not breathe over 
them," he said, and, spreading some cotton in a casket, he 
told the man to come down gently, and place the eges in 
it. When they had been brought down, he took up the 
casket and asked his courtiers to what bird these eggs 
belonged. They answered, “We do not know: hunters 
wil know. The king sent for the hunters and asked 
them. “Sire,” said they, “опе is an owl's egg, another is 
а maynah bird's, and the third is а parrot’s.” “Pray are 
there eggs of three different birds in one nest?" “Yı 
Sire, when there is nothing to fear, what is carefull 
deposited does not pe " "The king being pleased said, 
“They shall be my children,” and committing the three 
eggs to the charge of three courtiers, he said, “ These shall 
be my children. Do you carefully watch over them and 
when the young birds come out of the shell, let me know." 
They took good care of them. First of all the owls egg 
was hatched, and the courtier sent for a hunter and said, 
“Find out the sex of the young bird, whether it is a cock 
ora hen bird,” and when he had examined it and declared 
it to bea cock bird, the courtier went to the king and said, 
“Sire, а son is born to you.” The king was delighted and 
bestowed much wealth on him and saying, “Watch care- 
fully over him and call his name Vessantara,” he sent him 
aw He did as he was told. Then a few days afterwards 
the egg of the maynah bird was hatched, and the second 
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courtier likewise, after getting the huntsman to examine 
it, and hearing it was a hen bird, went to the king and 


announced to him the birth of a daughter. The king was 
delighted, and gave to him also much treasure and saying, 


“Watch carefully over my daughter and call her name 
Kundalini,” he sent him away. He also did what he was 
told. Then after a few days the parrot's egg was hatched 
and the third courtier, when told by the huntsman who 
examined it that it was a cock bird, went and announced 
to the king the birth of a son. The king was delighted 
and paying him liberally said, “Hold a festival in honour 
of my son with great pomp, and call his name Jambuka,” 
and then sent him away. He too did as he was told. 
And these three birds grew up in the houses of the three 
courtiers with all the ceremony due to princes. The king 
spoke of them habitually, as ‘my son’ and ‘my daughter. 
His courtiers made merry, one with another, saying, * Look 
at what the king does: he goes about speaking of birds as 
his son and his daughter" The king thought, “These 
courtiers do not know the extent of my children’s wisdom. 
1 will make it evident to them.” So he sent one of his 
ministers to Vessantara to say, “ Your father wishes to ask 
you a question. When shall he come and ask it?” The 
minister came and bowing to Vessantara delivered the 
message. Vessantara sent for the courtier who looked 
after him and said, “My father,” they tell me, “wants to 
ask me a question. When he comes, we must shew him 
all respect,” and he asked “When is he to come?” The 
courtier said, “Let him come on the seventh day from 
this.” Vessantara on hearing this said, “Let my father 
come on the seventh day from this,” and with these words 
he sent the minister aw He went and told the king. 
On the seventh day the king ordered a drum to be beaten 


412 THE THREE WISE BIRDS 


through the city and went to the house where his son 
lived. Vessantara treated the king with great respect 
and had great respect paid even to the slaves and hired 
servants. Тһе king, after partaking of food in the house 
of Vessantara, and enjoying great distinction, returned to 
his own dwelling-place. Then he had a big pavilion 
erected in the palace-yard, and, having made proclamation 
by beating а drum through the city, he sat in his magni- 
ficent pavilion surrounded by a great retinue and sent 
word to a courtier to conduct Vessantara to him. The 
courtier brought Vessantara on a golden stool. Тһе bird 
sat on his father's lap and played with his father, and then 
went and sat on the stool. Then the king in the midst of 
the erowd of people questioned him as to the duty of 
а king and spoke the first stanza: 

"Tis this T ask Ve 
To one that's fain 0" 


ntara—lear bird, 1 thou be blest— 
men to reign, what course of life is best? 


Vessantara, without answering the question directly, 
reproved the king for his carelessness and spoke the 
second stanza: 


who Kasi won, so careles 
son, though full of zeal, 


Каха шу sir 
Urged me hi 


long ago, 
ll greater zeal to shew. 


Rebuking the king in this stanza and saying, 
а king ought to rule his kingdom righteously, abidir 
the three truths, 
these stanzas: 


ire, 
gin 
and telling of a king's duty he spoke 


First of all should a king put away all falsehood and anger and scorn: 
Let him do what a king has to do, or else to his vow be forsworn. 


By passion and sin led astray, should he err in the past, it is plain 

He will live to repent of the deed, and will learn not to do it again. 

When 8 prince in ከኮ rule groweth slack, untrue to his name and 
his fame, 

Should his wealth all at once disappear, of that prince it is counted 

as shame, 
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"Tis thus that Good Fortune and Luck, when asked, this answer 
have told, 

“I delight i 

Ш Ішек, ever wrecking good fortune, delighteth in men of ill deeds, 

The hard-hearted creatures in whom a spirit of jealousy breeds. 


а man from jealousy free, energetic and bold.” 


To all, 0 great king, be а friend, so that all may thy safety insure, 

Ш Luck put away, but to Luck that is good be a dwelling secure. 

The man that is lucky and bold, 0 thou that o'er Kasi dost reign, 

Will destroy root and branch his foes, and to greatnes 
attain. 


For Sakka himself, O king, in energy wearieth not; 

In virtue he firmly hath stood, through energy such is his lot. 
Gandharvas, the fathers, and gods, are refreshed by such zeal of a king, 
And spirits appearing stand by, of his vigour and energy sing. 
Be zealous to do what is right, nor, however reviled, yield to s 
Be earnest in efforts for good—no sInggard ean bliss ever win. 


Herein is the text of thy duty, to teach thee the way thou shouldst со: 
“Тін enough to win bliss for a friend or to work grievous ill for a foe. 


Thus did the bird Vessantara in a single stanza rebuke 
the carelessness of the king, and then in telling the duty 
of a king in eleven stanzas answered his question with all 
the charm of a Buddha. The hearts of the multitude were 
filled with wonder and amazement and innumerable shouts 
of applause were raised. The king was transported with 
joy and addressing his courtiers asked them what was to 
be done for his son, for having spoken thus. “Не should 
be made a general in the army, Sire.” “Well, I give him 
the post of general" and he appointed Vessantara to 
the vacant post. Thenceforth placed in this position he 
carried out his father's wishes. Here ends the story of 
Vessantara's question. 

Again the king after some days, just as before, sent 
a message to Kundalini, and on the seventh day he paid 
her a visit and returning home again he seated himself in 
the centre of а pavilion and ordered Kundalini to be 
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brought to him, and when she was seated on a golden 
stool he questioned her as to the duty of a king and 
spoke this stanza: 

Kundalini, of kshatriya birth, couldst thou resolve my quest, 

To опе that’s fain oer men to reign, what ርዐክ of life is best? 


When the king thus asked her as to the duties of a 
king, she said, “I suppose, Sir, you are putting me to the 
test, thinking * What will a woman be able to tell me?’ so 
I will tell you, putting all your duty as a king into just 
two maxims,” and she repeated these stanzas: 

The matter, my friend, is set forth in a conple of maxims quite plain— 

To keep whatsoever one has, and whatever one has not to gain, 

counsellors men that are wise, thy interests clearly to see, 

en to riot and waste, from gambling and drnnkenness free. 

Such a one as сап guard thee aright and thy treasure with all 
proper zeal, 

As а chariotee 
common weal. 

Keep ever thy folk well in hand, and duly take stock of thy pelt. 

Ne'er trust to another a loan or deposit, but aet for thyself. 

What is done or undoue to thy profit aud loss it is well thou shouldst 


guides his car, he with skill steers the realm's 


know, 
Ever blame the blame-worthy and favour оп them that deserve it 
bestow, 
Thou thy: at king, shouldst instruct thy people in every 


good 
Lest thy realm and thy substance should fall to unrighteous officials 
а prey. 
See that nothing is done by thyself or by others with oyermuch 
speed, 
For the fool that so acts without doubt will live to repent of the 
deed. 
То wrath one should never give way, nor let it due bounds overflow; 
It has led to the ruin of kings and the prondest of houses laid low. 
ау none, in that thon art lord, to aught that is use 
Nor become thou to women and men the cause of the 


and vain, 
orrow aud 
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When 2 king from all caution is free, and the pleasures of sense 
are his aim, 

Should his riches aud all disappear, to that king it is counted as 
shame. 


Herein is а text of thy duty, to teach thee the way thou shouldst go, 
Be un adept in every good work, to excess and to riot a foe, 
Study virtue, for vice ever leads to a state full of suffering and woe. 


'Thus did Kundalini also teach the king his duty in 
yen stanzas. "The kir s delighted and addressing: 
із courtiers asked them, saying, “What is to be given to 
my daughter as a reward for her haying spoken thus?” 
“The office of treasurer, Sire.” “Well then, I grant her 
the post of treasurer,” and he appointed Kundalini to the 
vacant post. henceforth she held the office and acted 
for the king. Here ends the story of the question of 
Kundalini. 

Again the king after the lapse of a few days, just as 
before, sent a messenger to the wise Jambuka, and going 
there on the seventh day and being magnificently enter- 
tained he returned home and in the same manner took 
his seat in the centre of a pavilion. A courtier placed 
the wise Jambuka on а stool bound with gold, and came 
bearing the stool on his head. The wise bird sitting on 
his father’s lap and playing with him at length took his 
seat on the golden stool. Then the king, asking him a 
question, spoke this stanza: 


"We've questioned both thy brother owl, and also fair Kundalini; 
Now, Jambuka, do thou in turn the highest power declare to me. 


Thus did the king, in asking a question of the Great 
Being, not ask him in the way in which he had asked the 
oth but asked him in a special way. Then the wise 
bird said to him, * Well, Sire, listen attentively, and I will 
tell you all,” and like a man placing a purse containing 


416 THE THREE WISE BIRDS 


а thousand pieces of money into an outstretched hand, he 
began his exposition of a king's duty : 


Amidst the great ones of the earth a fivefold power we see; 
Of these the power of limbs is, sure, the last in its degree, 
And power of wealth, O mighty lord, the next is said to be. 


The power of counsel third in rank of these, O king, I name; 
The power of easte without a doubt is reckoned fourth in fame, 
And all of these a man that’s wise most certainly will claim. 


Of all these powers that one is best, as power of wisdom known, 
By strength of this a man is wise and makes success his own. 
Should richest realm fall to the lot of some poor stupid wight, 
Another will by violence seize it in his despite. 


However noble be the prince, whose lot it is to rule, 
He is hard put to live at all, if he should prove a fool. 

“Тік wisdom tests reports of deeds and makes men’s fame to grow, 
Who is with wisdom gifted still finds pleasure e’en in woe. 


None that are heedless in their ways to wisdom can абай 
But must consult the wise and just, or ignorant remain. 


Who early rising shall betimes unweariedly give heed 
To duty’s varied calls, in life is certain to succeed. 


No one that's bent on hurtful things or acts in listless mood 
In anght that he may undertake will come to any good. 


But one that will unweariedly a rightful course pursue, 

Is sure to reach perfection in whatever he may do. 

To safeguard one’s store is to gain more and more, 
And these are the things I would have thee to mind; 

For the fool by ill deeds, like а house built of reeds, 

Jollapses and leaves rael ud ruin behind. 


Thus did the Bodhisatta in all these points sing the 
praises of the five powers, and exalting the power of 
wisdom, like to one striking the orb of the moon with his 
words, he admonished the king in ten stanzas: 


nd so 


Unto thy parents, warrior king, do righteously; 
By following a righteous life to heaven thou, sire, shalt g 
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After uttering ten stanzas about the way of righteous- 
ness, still further admonishing the king he spoke the 
concluding stanza: 

Herein is the text of thy duty, to teach thee the w 
Follow wisdom and eyer be happy, the Truth in its 

Thus did the Great Being, as though he were letting 
down the heavenly Ganges, teach the Law with all the 
charm of a Buddha. And the multitude paid him great 
honour and raised innumerable shouts of applau: The 
king was delighted and addressing his councillors asked, 
“How ought my son, wise Jambuka, with a beak like the 
fresh fruit of the rose-apple, to be rewarded for having 
spoken thus?” “With the post of commander-in-chief, 
Sire.” “Then I offer him this post,” he said, and appointed 
him to the vacant office, and thenceforth in the position of 
commander-in-chief he carried out the orders of his father. 
Great honour was paid to the three birds, and all three of 
them gave instruction in temporal and spiritual matters. 
The king, abiding in the admonition of the Great Being, 
by almsgiving and other good works became destined to 
heaven. The councillors after performing the king's 
obsequies, speaking to the birds said, “My lord, Jambu, 
the king ordered the royal umbrella to be raised over 
you” The Great Being said, “I have no need of the 
kingdom, do you exercise rule with all vigilance," and 
after establishing the people in the moral law, he said, 
“Execute justice,” and he had righteous judgment in- 
scribed on a golden plate and disappeared in the forest. 
And his admonition continued in force forty thousand 
years 

See On Talking Birds in Hindu. Fiction (Windisch Fe 
M Bloomfield, who does not recognise the owl as a talking bir 
parrot, above, pp. 74, 167; the “heron,” p. 243, is ргоһай 
(раан). The goose, p. 117, belongs rather to the talking а 

ват. 


thou shouldst go: 
fulness to know, 


349), by 
iking 


А KING FINDS HIS FRIEND THROUGH А SONG 


Once upon а time, Ше Magadha king reigned in 
Rajagaha. The Bodhisatta was born to his chief queen 
and on his naming-day they called him prince Arindama. 
On the very day of his birth a son was also born to the 
royal chaplain, and to him they gave the name of young 
Sonaka. 'Phe two lads grew up together and when they 
were of age they were exceedingly handsome, in appear- 
ance not to be distinguished one from another, and they 
went to Takkasila and, after being trained in all sciences, 
they left that place with the intention of learning the 
practical uses of arts and local observances, and gradually 
in the course of their wanderings found their way to 
Benares There they took up their abode in the royal 
park and next day entered the city. "Phat very day 
certain men being minded to make an offering of food 
to brahmins provided some rice-porridge and arranged 
seats, and on seeing these youths approach they brought 
them into the house and made them sit upon the seats 
they had prepared. On the seat allotted to the Bodhisatta 
a white cloth was spread, on that assigned to Sonaka a red 
woollen rug. On seeing this omen Sonaka at once under- 
stood that this day his dear friend Arindama would become 
king in Benares, and that he would offer him the post of 
commander-in-chief. After they had finished their meal 
they returned together to the park. Now it was the 
seventh day since the king of Benares had died and the 
royal house was without an heir. So the councillors and 
the rest after washing themselves, head and all, assembled 
together and ng, “Thou art to go to the house of the 
man that is worthy to be king," they started the festal car 
On leaving the city it gradually approached the park and 
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stopping at the park gate it stood there, ready for anyone 
to mount upon it. The Bodhisatta lay, with his outer 
robe wrapped about his head, on the royal slab of stone, 
while the lad Sonaka sat near him. On hearing the sound 
of musical instruments Sonaka thought, * Here comes the 
festal car for Arindama. To-day he will be made king and 
he will offer me the post of commander. But verily I have 
no desire for rule: when he is gone away, I will leave the 
world and become an ascetic,’ and he stood on one side in 
concealment. Тһе chaplain on entering the park saw the 
Great Being lying there and ordered his trumpets to be 
sounded. Тһе Great Being woke up and after turning 
over and lying for a while he rose up and sat cros 
legged on the stone seat. Then the chaplain claspin; 
arms in a suppliant attitude cried, “Тһе kingdom, Sire, 
comes to you.” “Why, is there no heir to the throne?" 
“Even so, Sire.” “Then it is well" he said. So they 
sprinkled him to be king then and there. And mounting 
him on the car they brought him with a vast escort into 
the city. After a rightwise procession round the city he 
ascended to his palace and in the greatness of his glory he 
forgot all about young Sonaka. But when the king was 
gone, Sonaka returned and sat on the stone seat, and so 
it was that a withered leaf of a sal tree fell from its stalk 
in front of him, and on seeing it he cried, “Even as this 
leaf, so will my body fall into decay," and acquiring super- 
natural insight by reflecting on the impermanence of all 
things he attained to the state of a рассека buddha, and 
at this very instant his characteristic as a layman vanished, 
and the marks of an ascetic became visible, and making 
the solemn utterance, “There is no more re-birth for 
me," he set out for the cave of Nandamüla. And the 
Great Being after the lapse of forty years remembered 


927—2 
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Sonaka and said, “Where in the world сап Sonaka be?” 
And time after time calling him to mind he found no one 
to tell him saying, *I have heard of him or I have seen 
him." And sitting cross-legged on a royal throne upon a 
magnificent dais, surrounded by a company of minstrels 
and mime dancers, in the enjoyment of his glory, he said, 
* Whosoever shall hear from someone that Sonaka dwells 
in such and such a place and shall repeat it to me, to him. 
I promise a hundred pieces of money, but whosoever shall 
see him with his own eyes and shall tell me, to him I 
promise a thousand pieces of money,” and giving expr 
sion to this inspired utterance, in the form of a song, he 
repeated the first stanza: 


A thousand crowns for one that sees my friend and playmate dear, 
A hundred lo! I give if one of Sonaka should hear. 


Then а nautch girl, catching it up, as it were, from his 
very mouth, sang the words, and then another and another 
took it up till the whole harem, thinking it was a favourite 
air of the king's, all sang it. And gradually both towns- 
people and country-folk sang the same song and the king 
too constantly sang it. At the end of fifty years the king 
had many sons and daughters, and the eldest son was 
called prince Dighayu. At this time the pacceka buddha 
Sonaka thought, “King Arindama is anxious to see me. 
I will go and explain to him the misery of desires and the 
blessing of Renunciation, and will shew him the way to 
become an ascetic. And by his supernatural power he 
conveyed himself thither and took a seat in the park. At 
that moment a boy seven years old, wearing his hair in 
five knots, was sent there by his mother, and as he was 
gathering sticks in the park garden he sang over and over 
again this song. Sonaka called the boy to him and asked 
him saying, “Why, my lad, do you always sing the same 
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song and never sing anything else? Do you not know 
any other song?" “I know others, holy Sir, but this is 
our kings favourite song, and so I constantly sing it. 
* Has any one been found to sing a refrain to this song 
“Хо, Sir” “I will teach you one and then you can go 
and sing the refrain before the king" “Yes, Sir" So he 
taught him the refrain “The thousand give” and the rest 
of it, and when the boy had mastered it, he sent him off, 
saying, “Go, my lad, and sing this refrain before the king 
and he will grant you great power. What have you to do 
with gathering sticks? Ве off with you as quick as you 
can.” “Very well,” said the boy, and having mastered the 
refrain and saluted Sonaka he said, “Holy Sir, until I 
bring the king, do you remain here.” With these words 
he went off as fast as he could to his mother and said to 
her, * Dear mother, give me a bath and dress me in my 
best clothes: to-day will I free you from your poverty. 
And when he had taken a bath and was smartly dressed, 
he went to the door of the palace and said, * Porter, go 
and tell the king and say, “А certain lad has come and 
even now stands at the door, prepared to sing a song with 
you.” So Ше porter made haste and told the king. The 
king summoned him to his presence and said, “Friend, 
would you sing a song with me “Yes, 51 «Then 
sing i “My lord, I will not sing it here, but have a 
drum beaten through the city and bid the people assemble 
together. I will sing before the people.” The king ordered 
this to be done, and, taking his seat in the middle of 
a couch under a magnificent pavilion and assigning a 
suitable seat to the boy, he said, “Now then sing your 
song.” ire,” he said, “you sing first and then I will sing 
a refrain to it.” Then the king sang first, repeating this 
stanza: 
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А thousand crowns for one that sees my friend and playmate dear, 
A hundred 1o! I give if one of Sonaka should hear. 


(Then the Master, to make it clear that the boy with 
his hair dressed in five knots sang a refrain to the song 
begun by the king, in his state as perfect Buddha 
repeated two lines:) 


Then up and spake that little boy—five tangled locks he wore— 
“The thousand give to me who saw, who heard a hundred more: 
ГИ tell thee news of Sonaka, thy playfellow of yore,” 


The verses that follow are to be taken in their obvious 
connexion : 
Pray in what country, realm, or town hast thou a-wandering been, 
And where was Sonaka, my friend, Г prithee tell me, seen? 
"Within th 


With leaves 
see 


realm, in thine own 


Their branches densely interlaced, cloud-like, to heaven they rise, 
And at th foot lo! Soi in meditation lies, 
Filled with the Arhat’s holy calm, when human passion dies, 


The king then started in full force 
He made his way straight to the place of Sona 


id levelling the road 
Us abode. 
There wandering midst an ample grove within his pleasure ground, 
АШ passionless, in saintly bliss, his friend at rest he found. 


Without saluting him he sat on one side and, by reason 
of his being himself given up to evil passion, he fancied he 
was some poor wretch and addressed him in this stanza: 


His parents dead, with shaven head, clad in monks robe Т see 
A wretched Brother in a trance, stretched here beneath this tree. 


On hearing this said Sonaka, “He is no wretched wight 
Who in his every action, Sire, has aye attained to right. 


ather wretched those who right neglect and pr: 
For evil doer evil doom is destined to fulfil" 


ise ill, 


Thus did he rebuke the Bodhisatta, and he pretending 
not to know he was being rebuked, talking in a friendly 
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way with him, declared his name and family and spoke 
this stanza: 


As king of Kasi Т аш known, Arindama my name, 
Since coming here, Sir, hast thou met with aught deserving blame? 


Then the pacceka buddha said, “Not merely while 
dwelling here but nowhere else have I met with any 
discomfort, and he began to tell in verse the blessings 
of the monk: 

*Mongst blessings of poor homele: 


In store-room jar or granary he ከ 
But only craves what others lea 


monk I ever count it one, 
hourded none, 
and lives content thereon. 


The fourth of all his blessings is that wheresoe'er he goes, 
He wanders free throughont the realm and no Attachment knows. 


Fifth blessing this that should the town, wherever he may be, 
Perish in flames, he suffers not, for nought to burn has he. 

The sixth of ull the blessings he may reckon to his lot, 

That if the realm should be despoiled, he suffers not a jot. 

‘The seventh of the blessings that to poverty he owes, 

Though robbers should his path beset, and many dangerous foes, 
With bowl and robe the holy man ever in safety goes. 


Last blessing this that wheresoe’er our wanderer may fare, 
Homeless and poor, he journeys on without regret or 


Thus did the рассека buddha Sonaka tell of the eight 
blessings of the monk, and even beyond this he could 
have told of a hundred, nay a thousand immeasurable 
blessings, but the king being given up to sensual desires 
eut short his speech, saying, “I have no need of monkish 
ble: ` and to make it clear how devoted he was to 
evil passions he said: 
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Thy many blessings thou mayst praise but what am I to do 

Who worldly pleasures, Sonaka, so greedily pursue? 

Dear are all human joys to me and heavenly joys as well, 

But how to gain both worlds at once, to me, 1 prithee, tell. 

Then the pacceka buddha answered him: 

Who greedily on pleasure bent their worldly lusts would sate, 

Work wickedness awhile, to be re-born in woeful state. 

But they who leave desire behind through life all fearles 

And reaching concentration pure are ne’er re-born to woe. 

Here tell I thee a parable; Arindama, give heed, 

Some that are wise through parable my meaning best may read, 

See! borne along on Ganges’ flooded tide a carease vast, 

A foolish crow thought to himself as it was floating past, 

“Oh what a carriage Г have found aud goodly store of food, 

Here will I stay both night and day, enjoying blissful mood.” 

So eats he flesh of elephant and drinks from Ganges’ stream, 

And budging not sees grove and shrine pass by him in a dream. 

Thus heedless and on on vile so all intent was he, 

The Gauges swept him headlong to the perils of the sea, 

But when with food exhausted he, poor bird, essayed a flight, 

Nor east nor west nor south nor north was any land in sight. 

Par out at sea, so weak he, long ere he reached the shore, 

Midst countless perils of the deep he fell to rise no more, 

For crocodiles and monster fish, where our poor flutterer lay, 

Came ravening all around and quick devoured their quivering prey. 

So thou and all that greedily pleasures of sense pursue 

Are deemed as wise as was this crow, till ye all lusts eschew. 

My parable prochains the Truth. To it, O king, give heed, 

Thy fame for good or ill will grow according to thy deed. 

Thus by means of this parable did he admonish the 
king and, in order to fix it firmly in his mind, he repeated 
this stanza: 

In pity once, nay even twice, utter the warning word, 

But keep not on repeating it, like slave before his lord. 


go, 


the seer 
ightway did disappear. 


Thus in his wisdom infinite did Sonik: 
Instruct the king, and then in space str 


(This stanza was uttered by the Master as Buddha.) 
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And the Bodhisatta stood gazing on him as he passed 
through the air, so long as he remained within the 


ange 


of his vision, but when he had passed out of sight, he was 
greatly agitated and thought, “This brahmin, low-born! 
fellow that he is, after scattering the dust from his feet 
upon my head, though I am sprung from an unbroken 
line of nobles, has disappeared in the sky: I must to-day 
renounce the world and become a religious. So іп his 
desire to join the religious and give up his kingdom he 
repeated a couple of stanzas: 


Where are my eh 
1 would not long 


oteers, despatched a worthy king to find? 
reign; henceforth my crown I have resigned. 


To-morrow one may die, who knows? ГП be ordained to-day, 
Lest, like the foolish crow, I fall neath passion’s baneful sway. 


On hearing him thus abdicate his throne his councillors 
said: 

Thon hast a son, Dighiivu named, a goodly prince is he, 

By spriukling raise him to the throne, for he our king shall be. 

Then, beginning with the stanza spoken by the king, 
the verses in due order are to be understood in their 
obvious connexion: 


"Then quickly bring Dighüvu here, a goodly prince is he, 

By sprinkling raise him to the throne, for he your king shall be, 
When they had bronght Dighiyu there, their nu 
His sire addressed his darling boy 


ing king to be, 
n only son was he. 


Full sixty thousand villages I once did claim as mine, 
Take them, my son, to thee henceforth my kingdom I resign. 
To-morrow one may die, who knows? TU be ordained to-day 
Lest, like the foolish crow, I fall neath passions baneful sw 


Lo! sixty thousand elephants with splendour all bedight, 
With girths of gold, caparisoned with trappings golden-bright, 
pikéd hook in hand, 
ruler of the land, 


thout, with 
them thee a 


! Оп а brahmin being called Azna-jacco see Buddhist India by R. Davids, p. 00. 
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To-morrow one may die, who knows? РИ be ordained to-day: 
Lest, like the foolish crow, I fall neath passion’s baneful 
Lo! sixty thousand horses here, bedecked in bright arr 
—Sindh horses, all of noble breed and fleet of foot are they— 
Each ridden by a henchman bold, with sword and bow in hand, 
Take them, my son, I give them thee as ruler of the land. 
To-morrow one may die, who knows? PI be ordained to- 
Lest, like the foolish crow, I fall ‘neath pussion’s baneful swa 
Lo! sixty thousand ears all yoked, with banners flying free, 
With tiger skin and panther hide, а gorgeous sight to see, 
Each driven by mailéd charioteers, all armed with bow in hand, 
Take them, my son, I give them thee, as ruler of the land. 
To-morrow one may die, who knows? ГИ be ordained to-day 
Lest, like the foolish crow, I fall ‘neath passion’s baneful s 


Lo! sixty thousand kine so red, with bulls on evei а, 
ke them, my son, Т give them thee as ruler of the land. 
To-morrow one may die, who knows? PI be ordained to- 


Lest, like the foolis 


h crow, T fall neath passion’s baneful sway. 

Here twice eight thousand maidens fair in goodly vesture stand, 

With many а jewelled bracelet decked and rings upon each hand, 

Take them, my son, I give them thee, as ruler of the land. 

'o-morrow one шау Ше, who knows 

Lest, like the foolish crow, I fall "ne 

lThey say to ше, “Thy mother dear, alas! poor boy, is dead,” 

Т cannot live without thee too. АП joy from life is fled. 

As close behind old elephant а young one oft is found 

Moving through mountain-pass or wood, o'er rough or level ground, 

So bowl in hand PH follow thee, wherever thou mayst lead, 

Nor shalt thou find me burdensome or difficult to feed. 

As oft some ship of merehants seeking gain at any cost 

Is swallowed by à whirlpool? and both ship and crew are lost. 

So lest I find а stumbling-block in this unlucky boy, 

Instal him in my palace there all pleasures to enjoy— 

With maids whose hands caressing him with gleaming gold are 
bright, 

Like Sakka midst his nymphs divine, he'll ever take delight. 


4 the two following s те spoken by the young prince, 
s and the two following stanzas are spoken by king Arin 
3 The commentary explains cohdra as a “monster fish” or " whirlpool.” 
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Then brought they prince Dighàvu to the palace, home of joy, 
And seeing him these maidens fair addressed the royal boy. 

* Art thou a. god, or bard divine, or Вакка known to fame, 
Dispensing alms in every town? We fain would learn thy name.” 
No god am I, nor bard divine, nor Sakka known to fame, 

But heir to king of Κι nce Dighivu is my name. 

So cherish ше and happy be: each one as wife I claim. 

Then thus unto Dighivu, thei 
“Where has the king а refu 
The king 
From thory 


liege lord, these maidens 
ined, and whither is he fled?” 


aped from miry ways is safe upon dry ground, 
and jungle free at last the high road he has found. 


But I am set upon a path that le: to woeful state, 
Through thorns and jungle on I press to reach an awful fate. 


Welcome to us, as lion is to cubs in mountain lair, 

в y henceforth, our sovereign lord, the true and rightful heir. 

And haying so spoken they all sounded their musical 
instruments and all manner of song and dance took place, 
and so great was his glory that the prince intoxicated by 
it forgot all about his father, but exercising his rule with 
justice he fared according to his deeds. But the Bodhi- 
satta developed the supernatural faculty resulting from 
Meditation and passed away to the Brahma world. 


Car. Pit. वा. 5. The episode of the prince chosen king by the festal car occurs 
in Jat. 445, 539, and К. D. (Атар) хуш, The king's Son and his Companions, in 
which also occurs the events of Jat. 4. Parallels to the discovery of a lost friend by 
means of a refrain are given on p. 381. 
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Once upon a time, in the Malla kingdom, in the 
royal city of Kusavati, king Okkaka ruled his kingdom 
righteously. Amongst his sixteen thousand wives the 
chief was Silavati, his queen consort. Now she had neither 
son nor daughter, and the men of the city and all his 
subjects assembled at the door of the palace, complaining 
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that the realm would utterly perish. Тһе king opened 
his window and said, *Under my rule no man worketh 
iniquity. Wherefore do уе reproach me?" “True, sire,” 
they answered, “no one worketh iniquity, but no son is 
born to you, to perpetuate the race: a stranger will seize 
upon the kingdom and destroy it. Therefore pray for a 
son who can rule your kingdom righteous “Та my 
desire for а son, what am I to do?” “First of all send 
out into the streets for a whole week a band! of dancing 
women of low degree—giving the act a religious sanction 
—and if one of them shall give birth to a son, well and 
good. Otherwise send out a company of fairly good 
standing, and finally a band of the highest rank. Surely 
amongst so many one woman will be found of sufficient 
merit to bear a son.” The king did as they bade him, and 
every seventh day he inquired of all such as had returned, 
after taking their fill of pleasure, whether any of them 
had conceived. And when they all answered, * No. А 
the king was now in despair and cried, “Хо son will be 
born to ше” The men of the city again reproached him 
as before. Тһе king said, * Why do ye reproach me? At 
your bidding companies of women were exposed in the 
streets, and no one of them has conceived. What now am 
110 do?” ire,” they answered, “these women must be 
immoral and void of merit. They have not sufficient merit 
to conceive a son. But because they do not conceive, you 


lakam se с of a band of d è the use 


annot well 


to be used in this q 


of κῶμος of a “band of revellers.” The epithets culla, majjhima, jettha, 


apply to the age of the women ; more probably to their degrees of rank, or perhaps 
merit, as in the ease of cullamajihimamaha-slam, Тһе women are по doubt in 
attached to the kings court ог members of his harem: otherwise he could 


cely look upon a son born to any of them as his heir, As to the licentious 
ances connected. with the desire to remove the sterility of women, the reader 
may consult Coleman's Mythology of the Hindus, p. 378, and Dubois and Beanchamp’s 


Hindu Manners end Customs, Pt. ut. Ch. iv. p. 600, 
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are not to relax your efforts. Тһе queen consort, Silavati, 
is a virtuous woman. Send her out into the streets. А son 
will be born to her” The king readily assented, and pro- 
claimed by beat of drum that on the seventh day from 
that time the people were to assemble and the king would 
expose Silavati—giving the act a religious character. And 
on the seventh day he had the queen magnificently arrayed 
and carried down from the palace and exposed in the 
streets. By the power of her virtue the abode of Sakka 
manifested signs of heat. Sakka, considering what this 
might mean, found that the queen was anxious for a son 
and thought, “I must grant her a son,” and, while 
wondering whether there was anyone in the world of gods 
worthy to be her son, he beheld the Bodhisatta. At this 
time, it is said, having passed through his ence in the 
heayen of the Thirty-three, he was longing to be born in 
a higher world. Sakka, coming to the door of his dwelling- 
place, summoned him forth, saying, “Sir, you are to go to 
the world of men, and to be conceived as the child of 
Okkaka’s chief consort,” and then he gained the consent 
of another divine being and said, “Апа you too shall be 
her son," and that no man might make a breach in her 
virtue, Sakka went disguised as an aged brahmin to the 
door of the palace. The people, after washing and 
adorning themselves, each being minded to possess the 
queen, assembled at the royal entrance, but at the sight 
of Sakka they laughed, asking him why he had come. 
Sakka said, * Why blame me? If I am old in person, my 
passions are unabated, and I am come with the hope of 
carrying off Silavati with me, should I get her” And 
with these words, by his divine power he got in front of 
them all, and by reason of the majesty that was in him no 
man could stand before him, and as the queen stepped 
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forth from the palace, arrayed in all her glory, he took 
her by the hand and made off with her. Then such as 
stood there abused him, saying, *Fie on him, an old 
brahmin is gone off with a queen of peerless beauty: he 
knows not what is becoming to him. The queen too 
thought, “Ап old man is carrying me ой” And she was 
vexed and angry, nay disgusted. Тһе king standing at 
the open window, looking to see who might carry off the 
queen, on seeing who it was, was highly displeased. Sakka, 
escaping with her by the city gate, miraculously caused a 
house to appear close at hand, with its door open and 
a bundle of sticks laid out ready. “Is this your abode?” 
she asked. “Yes, lady, hitherto I have been alone: now 
there are two of us. I will go my rounds and bring home 
some husked ri Do you meanwhile lie down on this 
heap of sticks.” And so saying, he gently stroked her with 
his hand, and causing her to thrill with the divine touch, 
he then and there laid her down, and at his touch she 
lost consciousness. Then by his supernatural power he 
transported her to the heaven of the Thirty-three and set 
her down on a heavenly couch in a magnificent palace. 
On the seventh day waking тір, she beheld this splendour 
and knew that this was no brahmin, but must be Sakka 
himself. At this moment Sakka was seated at the foot of 
а coral-tree, surrounded by heavenly dancers. Rising 
from her couch, she approached and saluted the сой and 
stood respectfully on one side. Then Sakka said, “I give 
thee a boon: choose what it shall be.” “Then grant me, 
sire, а son.” “Not merely one, lady, I will grant you two. 
One of them shall be wise but ugly, the other shall be 
handsome but a fool Which of them will you have 
first?” “Тһе wise one,” she answered. “Good,” said 
he, and he presented her with a piece of kusa-gr 


SS, 
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а heavenly robe and sandal-wood, the flower of the 
coral-tree and a Kokanada lute. Then he transported 
her into the king's bedchamber and laid her down on the 
same couch with the king, and touched her person! with 
his thumb, and at that moment the Bodhisatta was con- 
ceived. And Sakka straightway returned to his own abode. 
The wise queen knew that she had conceived. Then the 

ing, waked, and seeing her said, *Who brought you here?" 
akka, sire” “Why! with my own eyes I saw an aged 
brahmin carry you off. Why do you deceive ше?” “Believe 
me, sire, Sakka took me with him to the world of gods.” 
“Lady, I do not believe you.” Then she shewed him the 
which Sakka had given her, saying, “Now 

The king thought, * Kusa-grass is to be got 
anywhere,” and still disbelieved her. Then she shewed 
him her heavenly robes. On seeing these the king believed 
her and said, * Dear lady, granted that Sakka carried you 
off, but are you with child?" © Yes, sire, I have conceived." 
Тһе king was delighted and performed the ceremony 
due to her state. In ten months time she gave birth 
to a son. Giving him no other name, they called him 
merely after (һе grass, Kusa. About the time that prince 
Kusa could run alone, a second heavenly being was con- 
ceived. То him they gave the name of Jayampati. Тһе 
boys were brought up with great state. Тһе Bodhisatta 
was so wise that, without learning aught from his teacher, 
he by his own ability attained to proficiency in all liberal 
arts. So when he was sixteen years old, the king being 
anxious to make over the kingdom to him, addressing the 
queen, said, * Lady, in making over the kingdom to your 
son, we would institute dramatic festivities, and in our 
lifetime we would see him established on the throne. If 


1 парит. 2 


се note 1, p. 131. 
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there is any king's daughter in all India you would like, on 
his bringing her here we will make her his queen consort. 
Sound him as to what kings daughter he affects" She 
readily agreed and sent a handmaid to report the matter 
to the prince and to ascertain his views. She went and 
told the prince the state of affairs. On hearing her the 
Great Being thought, *I am not well-favoured. А lovely 
princess, even if she is brought here as my bride, on seeing 
me, will say, ‘What have I to do with this ugly fellow?’ 
and will run away, and we shall be put to shame. What 
have I to do with household life? I will foster my parents 
as long as they live, and at their death I will renounce the 
world and become an asceti So he said, * What need 
have I of a kingdom or festivities? When my parents 
die, I will adopt the азсейе 1 The maid returned and 
told the queen what he had said. The king was greatly 
distressed and after a few days again sent a message, but. 
he still refused to listen to it. After thrice rejecting the 
proposal on the fourth occasion he thought, *It is not 
fitting to be in complete opposition to one's parents: 1 will 
devise something" So he summoned the chief smith, and, 
giving him a quantity of gold, bade him go and make a 
female image. When he was gone, he took more gold 
and himself fashioned it into the figure of a woman. 
Verily the purposes of Bodhisattas succeed. Тһе figure 
was beautiful beyond the power of tongue to tell. Then the 
Great Being had it robed in linen and placed in the royal 
chamber. On seeing the image brought by the chief gold- 
smith, he found fault with it and said, “Со and fetch the 
figure placed in our royal chamber.” The man went into 
the room, and on seeing it thought, *'Phis surely must be 
some heavenly nymph, come to take her pleasure with the 
prince," and he left the room without having the courage 
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to stretch forth his hand towards it, and he said, “Sire, 
standing in your royal chamber is a noble daughter of the 
gods: I dare not approach her" “Friend,” he said, “go 
and fetch the golden image,” and being charged a second 
time he brought it. The prince ordered the image that 
the smith had wrought to be thrown into the golden 
chamber, and that which he himself had made he had 
adorned and placed in a car and sent it to his mother, 
saying, “When I find a woman like this, I will take her to 
wife" His mother summoned her councillors and ad- 
dressed them, saying, “Friends, our son is poss 
great merit and is the gift of Sakka; he must find a 
princess worthy of him. Do you then have this figure 
placed in a covered carriage and traverse the length and 
breadth of India, and whatsoever king’s daughter you see 
like this image, present it to that and say, ‘King 
Оккака will contract a marriage with your daughter.’ 
Then arrange a day for your return and come home.” 
They said, “It is well,” and took the image and set out 
with a vast retinue. And in their journeyings, to what- 
ever royal city they come, there at eventide wheresoever 
the people gather together, after decking out this image 
with robes, flowers and other adornments, they mount it 
upon a golden car and leave it on the road leading to the 
bathing-place, and step back and stand on one side to 
listen to what all such as pass by had to say. The people 
on seeing it, not dreaming that it was a golden image, said, 
“This, though really only a woman, is very beautiful, like 
some divine nymph. Why in the world is she stationed 
here, and whence does she come? We have по one to 
compare with her in our city,” and after thus praising her 
beauty, they went their ways. The councillors said, “If 
there were any girl like it here, they would say, ‘This is 
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like so and so, the king's daughter, or like so and so, the 
minister's daughter’; verily there is no such maiden here.” 
And they go off with it to some other city. So in their 
wanderings they reach the city of Ságala in the kingdom 
of Madda. Now the king of Madda had seven daughters, 
of extraordinary beauty,like to nymphs of heaven. Тһе 
eldest of them was called Pabhàávati. From her person 
stream forth rays of light, as it were of the newly 
sun. When it is dark in her closet, measuring four cubits, 
there is no need of any lamp. Тһе whole chamber is one 
blaze of light. Now she had a humpbacked nurse, who, 
when she had supplied Pabhavati with food, intending to 
wash her head, at eventide going forth to fetch water with 
eight slave-girls carrying each a waterpot, on the way to 
the bathing-place saw this image and, thinking it to be 
Pabhavati, exclaimed, “The ill-behaved girl, pretending 
she would have her head washed, sent us to fetch water, 
and, stealing a march upon us, is standing there in the 
road,” and being in a rage she cried, “Fie, you are a dis- 
grace to the family: there you stand, getting here before 
95. Should the king hear of it, he will be the death of 
us,” and with these words she struck the image on the 
cheek, and a space as big as the palm of her hand was 
broken. Then discovering it was a golden image she 
burst out laughing, and going to the slave said, “See 
what I have done. Thinking it was my foster daughter, 
1 struck it. What is this image worth in comparison with 
my child? I have only hurt my hand for my pain: 
Then the kings emissaries took hold of her and said, 
* What is this ou tell us, saying that your daughter 
is fairer than this image?” “I mean Pabhavati, the Madda 
kings daughter. This image is not worth a sixteenth 
fraction of her.” Glad at heart, they sought the entrance 
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to the palace, and had themselves announced to the king, 
sending in word that king Okkaka’s emissarieswere standing 
athis door. The king arose from his seat and, standing 
up, ordered them to be admitted. On entering they 
saluted the king and said, *Sire, our king inquires after 
your health,” and meeting with a hospitable reception, 
when asked why they had come, they replied, “Our king 
has a son, the bold prince Kusa: the king is anxious to 
make over his kingdom to him, and has sent us to ask you 
e him your daughter Pabhavati in marri: 


е and to 
nt this golden figure," and with these 
ls they offered him the image. Не gladly agreed, 
thinking an alliance with so noble a king would be an 
auspicious one. Then the envoys said, “Sire, we cannot 
tarry here: we will go and tell our king that we have 
secured the hand of the princess, and then he will come 
and fetch her" Тһе king agreed to this and having 
hospitably entertained them let them go. On their 
return they made their report to the king and queen. 
The king with a great retinue set out from Kusávati and 
in course of time reached the city of Sagala. Тһе Madda 
king came out to meet him, brought him into the city and 
paid him great honour Queen Silavati, being a w 
woman, thought, “What will be the issue of all thi 
At the end of one or two days she said to the king, “We 
are anxious to see our daughter-in-law.” He readily 
assented and sent for his daughter. Pabhavati, magnifi- 
cently dressed and surrounded by a band of her atten- 
dants, came and saluted her mother-in-law. On seeing 
her the queen at once thought, “This maiden is уегу 
lovely and my son is ill-favoured. Should she see him, 
she will not stay a single day but will run away. I must 
devise some scheme.” Addressing the Madda king she 
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said, “My daughter-in-law is quite worthy of my son: 
howbeit we have an hereditary observance in our family. 
Tf she will abide by this custom, we will take her to be his 
bride" “What is this observance of yours?” “In our 
family a wife is not allowed to see her husband by day- 
light until she has conceived. If she will act up to 
this, we will take her” The king asked his daughter, “Му 
dear, will you be able to act thus?” “Yes, dear father,” 
she replied. Then king ОККа Ка bestowed much gear оп 
the Madda king and departed with her. And the Madda 
king despatched his daughter with a vast retinue. Okkaka, 
on reaching Kusavati, gave orders for the city to be 
decorated, all prisoners to be released, and after sprinkling 
his son as king and creating Pabhayati his chief consort, 
he proclaimed by beat of drum the rule of king Kusa. 
And all the kings throughout India who had daughters 
sent them to the court of king Kusa, and all who had 
sons, desiring friendship with him, sent their sons to be 
his pages. The Bodhisatta had a large company of dancers 
and ruled with great state. But he is not allowed to see 
Pabhavati by day, nor may she see him, but at night they 
have free access one to another. At that time there is an 
extraordinary effulgence from the person of Pabhavati, 
but the Bodhisatta leaves the royal chamber while it is 
still dark. After a few days he told his mother he longed 
to see Pabhavati by day. She refused his request. ne. 
“Let not this be thy good pleasure, but wait until she has 
conceived.” Again and again he besought her. So she 
said, “Well, go to Ше elephant-stall and stand there dis- 
guised as an elephant-keeper. I will bring her there, so 
that you may have your fill of gazing at her, but sce that 
you do not make yourself known to her.” He agreed to 
this and went to the elephant-stall. The queen-mother 
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proclaimed an elephant-festival and said to Pabhavati, 
* Come, we will go and see your lord’s elephants" Taking 
her there, she pointed out this and that elephant by name. 
Then, as Pabhavati was walking behind his mother, the 
king struek her in the back with a lump of elephant-dung. 
She was enr: 1 and said, “I will get the king to cut 
your hand off” and by her words she vexed the queen- 
mother, who appeased her by rubbing her back. А second 
time the king was anxious to see her, and, disguised as a 
groom in the horse-stable, just as before, he struck her 
with a piece of horse-dirt, and then too when she was 
angry her mother-in-law appeased her. Again, one day 
Pabhavati told her mother-in-law she longed to see the 
Great Being, and when her request was refused by her 
mother, who said. г, let not this be your pleasure, 
she besought her again and again, so at last she said. 

Well, to-morrow my son will be making a solemn pro- 
cession through the city. You can open your window and 
see him." And after so saying, on the next day she had 
the city decked out, and ordered prince Jayampati, clad 
in a royal robe and mounted on an elephant, to make a 
triumphal procession through the city. Standing at the 
window with Pabhavati, she said, “Behold the glory of 
your lord.” She said, “I have got a husband not un- 
worthy of me,” and she was highly elated. But that very 
day the Great Being, disguised as an elephant-keeper, was 
seated behind Jayampati, and gazing at Рабрахай as 
much as he would, in the joy of his heart he disported 
himself by gesticulating with his hands When the 
elephant had passed them, the queen-mother asked her 
if she had seen her husband. “Yes, lady, but seated 
behind him was an elephant-keeper, a very ill-conducted 
fellow, who gesticulated at me with his hands. Why do 
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rable, my dear, to have a guard sit 
behind the king" “This elephant-keeper,” she thought, 
“is a bold fellow, and has no proper respect for the king. 
Can it be that he is king Kusa? No doubt he is hideous, 
and that is why they do not let me see him.” So she 
whispered to her humpbacked nurse, “Со, my dear, at 
once and make out whether it was the king who sat in 
front or behind.” “How am I to find this out?” “Tf he 
be the king he will be the first to alight from the elephant: 
you аге to know by this token.” She went and stood at a 
distance and saw the Great Being alight first, and after- 
s prince Jayampati. The Great Being looking about 
him, first on one side and then on the other, seeing the 
humpbacked old woman, knew at once why she must have 
come, and, sending for her, straitly charged her not to 
reveal his secret, and let her go. She came and told her 
mistress, “The one that sat in front was the first to alight,” 
and Pabhavati believed her. Once more the king longed 
to see her and begged his mother to arrange it. She could 
not refuse him and said, * Well then, d se yourself and 
go to the garden.” He went and hid himself up to his 
neck in the lotus-pool, standing in the water with his head 
shaded by a lotus-leaf and his face covered by its flower. 
And his mother brought Pabhavati in the evening to the 
garden, and saying, “ Look at these trees, or look at these 
birds or deer," thus tempted her on till she came to the 
bank of the lotus-pond. When she saw the pond covered 
with five kinds of lotus, she longed to bathe and went 
down to the waters edge with her maidens. While dis- 
porting herself she saw that lotus and stretched forth her 
hand, eager to pluck it. "Then the king, putting aside the 
lotus-leaf, took her by the hand, say 


„ “I am king Kusa.” 
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On seeing his face she cried, “А goblin is catching hold of 
me," and then and there swooned away. So the king let 
go her hand. On recovering consciousness she thought. 
* King Kusa, they say, caught me by the hand, and he it 
was that hit me in the elephant-stall with a piece of 
elephant-dirt, and in the horse-stable with a piece of 
horse-dirt, and he it was that sat behind on the elephant 
and made game of me. What have I to do with such an 
ugly, hideous husband? If I live, I will have another 
husband." So she summoned the councillors who had 
escorted her hither and said, “Make ready my chariot. 
This very day I will be off” They told this to the king 
and he thought, “If she cannot get away, her heart will 
break: let her go. By my own power I will bring her 
back again.” So he allowed her to depart, and she 
returned straight to her father's city. And the Great 
Being passed from the park into the city and climbed up 
to his splendid palace. Verily it was in consequence of an 
aspiration in a previous existence that she disapproved of 
the Bodhisatta, and it was owing to a former act of his 
that he was so ugly. Of old, they say, in a suburb of 
Benares, in the upper and lower street, one family had two 
sons and another had one daughter. Of the two sons the 
Bodhisatta was the younger, and the maiden was wedded 
to the elder son, but the younger, being unmarried, con- 
tinued to live with his brother. Now one day in this 
house they baked some very dainty cakes, and the Bodhi- 
satta was away in the forest; so putting aside a cake for 
him they distributed and ate the rest. At that moment a 
pacceka buddha came to the door for alms. The Bodhi- 
satta’s sister-in-law thought she would bake another cake 
for young master and took and gave his cake to the 
pacceka buddha, and at that very instant he returned from 
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the forest. So she said, *My lord, do not be angry, but 
I have given your portion to the рассека buddha.” Не 
said, * After eating your own portion you give mine away, 
and you will make me another cake forsooth!" And he 
was angry and went and took the cake from the beggar's 
bowl She went to her mothers house and took some 
fresh-melted ghee, in colour like the champak flower, and 
filled the bowl with it, and it sent forth a blaze of light. 
On seeing this slie put up a prayer: * Holy sir, wherever 
I am born, may my body give forth a light and may I be 
very lovely, and nevermore may I have to dwell in the 
same place with this lewd fellow." Thus as the result of 
this prayer of old she would have none of him. And the 
Bodhisatta, in dropping the cake again into the bow], put 
up a prayer: “Holy sir, though she should live a hundred 
leagues away, may I have the power to carry her off as my 
bride.” In that he was angry and took the cake, as the 
result of this act of old he was born so ugly. Š 
Kusa was so overwhelmed with sorrow when Pabhavati 
left him that the other women, though ministering to him 
with all kinds of service, had not the heart to look him in 
the face, and all his palace, bereft of Pabhavati, seemed 
as it were desolate. Then he thought, “Ву this time she 
will have reached the city Ságala," and at break of day 
he sought his mother and said, “ Dear mother, I will go 
and fetch Pabhávati You are to rule my kingdom," and 
he uttered the first stanza: 


"This realm with joy and bliss untold, 
‘Trappings of state and wealth of gold, 
This realm, Т say, rule thou for me: 

1 go to seek Pabhüvati. 


His mother, on hearing what he had to say, replied, 
“Well, my son, you must exercise great vigilance; women, 
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verily, are impure-minded creatures,” and she filled a 
golden bowl with all manner of dainty food, and sayin, 

“This is for you to eat on Ше journ he took leav 

of him. Taking it he made a rightwise circuit thrice 
round his mother, and cried, “If I live, I will see you 
again,” and so withdrew to the royal chamber. Then he 
girded himself with the five sorts of weapons and putting 
а thousand pieces of money in a bag he took his bowl of 
food and a Kokanada lute and leaving the city set out on 
his journey. Being very strong and vigorous by noon- 
time he had travelled fifty leagues and, after eating his 
food, in the remaining half-day he made up another fifty 
leagues, and so in the course of a single day he accom- 
plished a journey of a hundred leagues. In the evening 
he bathed and then entered the city of Sagala. No 
sooner did he set foot in the place than Pabhavati by 
the power of his majesty could no longer rest quietly on 
her couch but got out of bed and lay upon the ground. 
The Bodhisatta was thoroughly exhausted with bis 
journey, and being seen by a certain woman, as he was 
wandering about the street, was invited by her to rest 
in her house, and after first bathing his feet she offered 
him a bed. While he was asleep. she prepared him some 
food and then waking him up gave it him to eat. He 
was xo pleased with her that he presented her with the 
thousand pieces of money and the golden bowl. Leaving 
there his five sorts of weapons, he said, "There is some 
place I must go to,” and taking his lute he repaired to 
an elephant-stall and cried to the elephant-keepers, * Let 
me stay here and I will make music for you” They 
allowed him to do so and he went apart and lay down. 
When his fatigue had passed off, he rose up and un- 
strapping his lute he played and sang, thinking that all 
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who dwelt in the city should hear the sound of it. 
Pabhàvati, as she lay on the ground, heard it and thought, 
“This sound can come from по lute but his,” and felt sure 
that king Kusa had come on her account. The king of 
Madda too on hearing it thought, “He plays very sweetly. 
To-morrow I will send for him and make him my minstr 
The Bodhisatta thinking, “It is impossible for me to get 
sight of Pabhavati, if I stay here: this is the wrong place 
for me," sallied forth quite early and after taking his 
morning meal in an eating-house he left his lute and went 
to the king's potter and became his apprentice. One day 
after he had filled the house with potter's clay he asked 
if he should make some vessels, and when the potter 
answered, * Yes, do so," he placed a lump of clay on the 
wheel and turned it. When once it was turned, it went 
on swiftly till mid-day, After moulding all manner of 
vessels, great апа small, he began making one specially 
for Pabhavati with various figures on it. Verily the 
purposes of Bodhisattas succeed. Не resolved that 
Pabhavati was to see these figures. When he had dried 
and baked his vessels, the house was fullof them. "The 
potter went to the palace with various specimens. The 
king on seeing them asked who had made them. *I did, 
“Тат sure you did not make them. Who did?” 
My apprentice, sire.” “Not your apprentice, your master 
rather. Learn your trade from him. Henceforth let him 
make vessels for my daughters" And he gave him a 
thousand pieces of money, saying, “Give him this, and 
present all these small v s to my даш е: He 
took the vessels to them and said, “These are made for 
your amusement? They were all present to receive 
them. Then the potter gave Рарһауай the vessel which 
the Great Being had made specially for her. Taking 
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it she at once recognised her own likeness and that of 
the humpbacked nurse апа knew it could be the handi- 
work of no one but king Kusa, and being angry she said, 
“1 do not want it: give it to those that wish for it." 
her sisters perceiving that she was in a 1: 
said, * You suppose it is the work of king Kusa. It was 
the potter, not he, that made it. Take i She did not 
tell them that he had eome there and had made it. Тһе 
potter gave the thousand pieces of money to the Bodhi- 
satta and said, *My son, the king is pleased with you. 
Henceforth you are to make vessels for his daughters 
and I am to take them to them” Не thought, “Although 
I go on living here, it is impossible for me to see Pabha- 
vati" and he gave back the money to him and went to 
& basket maker who served the king, and becoming his 
apprentice he made a palm-leaf fan for Pabhavati, and 
on it he depicted a white umbrella (as an emblem of 
royalty), and taking as his subject a banquet-hall, amongst 
а variety of other forms he represented a standing figure 
of Pabhavati The basket maker took this and other 
ware, the workmanship of Kusa, to the palace. Тһе king 
on seeing them asked who had made them and just as 
before presented a thousand pieces of money to the man, 
saying, "Give these specimens of wicker work to my 
daughters" And he gave the fan that was specially made 
for her to Pabhavati, and in this case also no one recog- 
nised the figures but Pabhavati on seeing them knew 
it was the king's handiwork and said, “Let those that 
wish for it take it," and being in a rage she threw it on 
the ground. So the others all laughed at her. The 
basket maker brought the money and gave it to the 
Bodhisatta. Thinking this was no place for him to stay 
in, he returned the money to the basket maker and went 


Then 
‘age laughed and 
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to the king's gardener and became his apprentice, and 
while making all sorts of garlands he made a special 
wreath for Pabhavati, picked out with various figures. 
Тһе gardener took them to the palace. When the king 
saw them, he asked who had fashioned these garlands. 
“I did, sire" “Iam sure you did not make them. Who 
did?" “My apprentice, sire.” “He is not your apprentice, 
rather is he your master. Learn your trade from him. 
Henceforth he is to weave garlands of flowers for my 
daughters, and give him this thousand pieces of money”; 
and giving him the money he said, “Take these flowers to 
my daughters.” And the gardener offered to Pabhavati 
the wreath that the Bodhisatta had made specially for her. 
Here too on seeing amongst the various figures a likeness 
of herself and the king she recognised Kusa’s handiwork 
and in her rage threw the wreath on the ground. All her 
sisters, just as before, laughed ather. The gardener too 
took the thousand pieces of money and. gave them to the 
Bodhisatta, telling him what had happened. He thought, 
“Neither is this the place for me, and returning the 
money to the gardener he went and engaged himself 
as an apprentice to the king's cook. Now one day the 
cook in taking various kinds of victuals to the king gave 
the Bodhisatta a bone of meat to cook for himself. He 
prepared it in such а way that the smell of it pervaded 
the whole city. Тһе king smelt it and asked if he were 
cooking some more meat in the kitchen, “No, sire, but 
I did give my apprentice a bone of meat to cook, It 
must be this that you smell" The king had it brought 
to him and placed a morsel on the tip of his tongue and 
it woke up and thrilled the seven thousand nerves of 
taste. The king was so enslaved by his appetite for 
dainties that he gave him a thousand pieces of money 
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and said, * Henceforth you are to have food for me and 
my daughters cooked by your apprentice, and to bring 
mine to me yourself, but your apprentice is to bri 
theirs to my daughters" The cook went and told him. 
On hearing it he thought, *Now is my desire fulfilled : 
now shall 1 be able to see Pabhávati Being pleased 
he returned the thousand pieces of money to the cook 
and next day he prepared and sent dishes of food to the 
king and himself climbed up to the palace where dwelt 
Pabhayati, taking the food for the king's daughters on 
а carrying-pole. Pabhàávati saw him climbing up with his 
load and thought, “Не is doing the work of slaves and 
hirelings, work quite unsuitable for him. But if 1 hold 
my peace, he will think I approve of him and going 
nowhere else he will remain here, gazing at me. 1 will 
straightway abuse and revile him and drive him away, 
not allowing him to remain а moment here.” So she 
left the door half open and, holding one hand on the 
panel, with the other pressed up the bolt, and she repeated 
the second stanza: 
Kusa, for thee by day and night 
To bear this burden is not 
Haste back, pray, to Kusiy 
Thy ugly form Pm loth to see. 
He thought, “I have got speech of Pabhavati" and 

pleased at heart he repeated three stanzas: 

Bound by thy beauty's spell, Pabhavati, 

My native land has little charm for me; 

Madda r realm is ever my delight, 

My crown resigned, to live in thy dear sight. 

Ὁ soft-eyed maiden, fair Рай 1 

What is this madness that o'ermasters me? 


Knowing full well the land that gave me birth, 
Т wander half distraught o'er all the earth. 


Clad in bright-coloured bark and girt with golden zone, 
Thy love, fair maid, Г crave, and uot an earthly throne. 
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When he had thus spoken, she thought, *I revile him, 
hoping to rouse a feeling of resentment in him, but he 
as it were tries to conciliate me by his words. Suppose 
he were to say, ‘I am king Kusa, and take me by the 
hand, who is there to prevent it? And somebody might 
hear what we had to say.” So she closed the door and 
bolted it inside. And he took up his carrying-pole and 
brought the other princesses their food. Pabhavati sent 
her humpbacked slave to bring her the food that king Kusa 
had cooked. She brought it and said, * Now eat." Pabha- 
vati said, “I will not eat what he has cooked. По you eat 
it and go and get your own supply of food and cook it 
and bring it here, but do not tell anyone that king Kusa 
has come.” Тһе humpback henceforth brought and ate 
the portion of the princess and gave her own portion to 
Pabhavati King Kusa from that time being unable to 
see her thought, “I wonder whether Pabhavati has any 
affection for me or not. I will put her to Ше test” So 
after he had supplied the princesses with their food, he 
took his load of victuals and going out struck the floor 
with his feet by the door of Pabhavatis closet and 
clashing the dishes together and groaning aloud he fell 
all of a heap and swooned away. At the sound of his 
groans she opened her door and seeing him crushed 
beneath the load he was carrying she thought, “Неге 
is a king, the chief ruler in all India, and for my sake 
Те suffers pain night and day, and now, being so delicately 
nurtured, he has fallen under the burden of the victuals 
he carries. I wonder if he is still alive": and stepping 
from her chamber she stretched forth her neck and 
looked at his mouth, to watch his breathing. Не filled 
his mouth with spittle and let it drop on her person. 
She retired into her closet, reviling him, and standing 
with the door half open she repeated this stanza: 
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IN luck is his that ever craves, to find his wishes spurned, 
As thou, О king, dost fondly woo with love still nnreturued, 
But because he was madly in love with her, however 
much he was abused and reviled by her, he shewed no 
resentment but repeated this stanza: 


Whoso shall gain what he holds dear, may loved or unloved be, 
Snecess alone is what we praise, to lose is miser 


still speaking, without at all relenting, 
she spoke in a firm voice, as if minded to drive him away, 
and repeated this stanza: 


As well to dig through bed of rock with brittle wood as spade, 
Or catch the wind within a net, as woo unwilling maid. 


On hearing this the king repeated three stanzas: 

Hard hearted as a stone art thon, so soft to outward view, 

No word of welcome though Pve come from far thy love to sue. 
When thou dost frown regarding me, proud dame, with sullen look, 
Then 1 in royal Madda’s halls am nothing but а cook. 

But if, O queen, in pity thon shouldst deign to 
No longer cook, once more am Г lord of Kusi 


nile on me, 
ti. 


On hearing his words she thought, *He is very per- 
tinacious in all that he says. I must devise some lie to 
drive him hence," and she spoke this stanza: 

If fortune tellers spoke true words, twas this in sooth they said, 

* Mayst thou in pieces seven be hewn, ere thon king Kusa wed.” 

On hearing this the king contradicting her said, 
“Lady, I too consulted fortune tellers in my own kingdom 
and they predicted that there was no other husband for 
you save Ше lion-voiced lord, king Kusa, and through 
omens furnished by my own knowledge I s 
and he repeated another stanza: 

If т and other prophets here have uttered a true word, 

Save me king Kusa, thou shalt hail none other as thy lord. 

On hearing his words she said, “One cannot shame 
him. What is it to me whether he runs away or not?” 


the same,” 
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and shutting the door she refused to shew herself. And 
he took up his load and went down. From that day 
he could not set eyes on her and he got heartily sick of 
his cook’s work. After breakfast he cut firewood, washed 
dishes and fetched water on his carrying-pole, and then 
lying down he rested on a heap of grain. Rising early he 
cooked rice-gruel and the like, then took and served the 
food and suffered all this mortification by reason of his 
passionate love for Pabhàávati One day he saw the 
humpback passing by the kitchen door and hailed her. 
For fear of Pabhavati she did not venture to come near 
him, but passed on pretending to be in a great hurry. 
So he hastily ran up to her crying, “Crook-back.” She 
turned and stopped, saying, ^ Who is here? I cannot 
listen to what you have to say.” Then he said, * Both 
you and your mistress are very obstinate. "Though living 
near you ever so long, we cannot so much as get a report 
of her health." She said, * Will you give me a present?” 
He replied, “Supposing I do so, will you be able to soften 
Pabhavati and bring me into her presence?" Оп her 
agreeing to do so, he said, “If you can do this, I will put 
right your humpback, and give you an ornament for your 
neck," and tempting her, he spoke five stanzas: 


Necklace of gold PI give to thee, 
Оп coming to KusivatT, 

If slender-linbed. Pab ፣ 
Should only deign to look оп me. 


Necklace of gold PH give to thee, 
On coming to Kusüvati, 

If slender-limbed. Pabhüvati 
Should only deign to speak to ue. 


ecklace of gold PI give to thee, 
On coming to Ku 
If slender-limbed. Pabhayatt 
Should only deign to smile оп ше. 
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If slender-limbed Рай 

Should laugh with joy at sight of me. 
Necklace of gold РП give to thee, 

On coming to Kusivati, 

If slender-limbed Рай 
Should lay a loving hand on me. 


On hearing his words she said, *Get you gone, my 
lord: in a very few days I will put her in your power. 
You shall see how energetic I сап be.” So saying she 
decided on her course of action, and going to Pabhavati 
she made as if she would clean her room and not leaving 
a bit of dirt big enough to hit one with, and removing 
even her shoes, she swept out the whole chamber. Then 
she arranged a high seat for herself in the doorway (keeping 
well outside the threshold) and, spreading a coverlet on a 
low stool for Pabhaivati, she said, “Come, my dear, and I will 
search in your head for vermin,” and making her sit there 
and place her head upon her lap, after scratching her 
a little and saying, “Ho! what a lot of lice we have here,” 
she took some from her own head and put them on the 
head of the princess, and speaking in terms of endear- 
ment of the Great Being she sang his praises in this 
stanza: 


This royal dame no pleasure feels Кика once more (0 кес, 
Though, wanting nought, he serves as cook for simple hireling's 
Tee. 

Pabhavati was enraged with the humpback. So the 
old woman took her by the neck and pushed her inside 
the room, and being herself outside she closed the door 
and stood clinging to the cord which pulled the door to. 
Pabhavati, being unable to get at her, stood by the door, 
abusing her, and spoke another stanza : 

ват. 29 
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This humpbacked slave without a doubt, 
For speaking such a word, 

Deserves to have her tongue ent out 
With keenest sharpened sword, 


So the humpback stood holding on to the rope that 
hung down and said, “ You worthless, ill-behaved creature, 
what good will your fair looks do anyone? Can we live 
by feeding on your beauty?” and so saying she pro- 
claimed the virtues of the Bodhisatta, shouting them 
aloud with the harsh voice of a humpback, in thirteen 
stanzas: 

Esteem him mot, Pabhávati, by outwi 
Great glory his, so do whate'er is pl 
Esteem him not, 


rd form or height, 
ing in his sight. 
Pabhüvati, by outward form or height, 
Great wealth is his, so do whate’er is pleasing in hi 
Esteem him not, Pabhavati, by outward form or ከ 
Great power is his, so do whate'er is pleasing in his si 
Esteem him not, Pabhávati, by outward form or height, 
Wide rule is his, so do whate’er is pleasing in his sight. 
Esteem him not, Pabhivati, by outward form or height, 
Great king is he, so do whate'er is pleasing in his sight. 
Esteem him not, Pabhivati, by outward form or height, 
Lion-voieed is he, so do whate’er is pleasing in his sight. 
Esteem him not, Pabhávati, by outward form or height, 
Cleur-voieed is he, so do whate'er is pleasing in his sight. 
Esteem him not, Pabhavati, by outward form or height, 
Deep-voiced is he, so do whate'er ік pleasing in his si 
Esteem him not, Рабнауай, by outward form or hei, 
Sweet-yoiced is he, so do whate'er is pleasing іп his 5 
Esteem him not, Pabhivati, by ontward form or height, 
Honey-voiced is he, so do whate'er is pleasing in his sight. 
Esteem him not, Pabhiy 
A hundred arts a pleasing in hi 
Esteem him not, Pabhiyati, by outward form or height, 
A warrior king is he, so do what's pleasing in his sight. 
Esteem him not, Pabhavati, by outward form or height, 
ng Kusa "ከኦ, so do whate'e asing in his sight. 


ight, 
sight. 
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Hearing what she said, Pabhivati threatened the 
humpback, saying, *Crook-back, you roar too loud. If 
I catch hold of you, I will let you know you have a 
mistress" She replied, *In my consideration for you, 
Т did not let your father know of king Kusa's arrival. 
Well, to-day I will tell the king," and speaking in a loud 
voice she cowed her. And saying, *Let no one hear of 
this,” Pabhàvati pacified the hunchback. And the Bodhi- 
satta not being able to get a sight of her, after seven 
months being sick of his hard bed and sorry food, 
thought, *What need have I of her? After living here 
seven months I cannot so much as get a sight of her. 
She is very harsh and cruel. I will go and see my father 
and mother" At this moment Sakka considering the 
matter found out how discontented Kusa was, and he 
thought, *After seven months he is unable even to see 
Pabhávati I will find some way of letting him see her. 
So he sent messengers to seven kings as if they came 


from king Madda, to say, “Pabhayati has thrown over 
king Kusa and has returned home. You are to come 
and take her to wife” And he sent the same message 
to each of the seven separately. They all arrived іп the 


city with a great following, not knowing one anothe 
reasons for coming. They asked one the other, “Why 
have you come here?" Апа on discovering how matters 
stood, they were angry and said, “Will he give his 
daughter in marriage to seven of us? See how ill he 
behaves. Не mocks us, saying, ‘Take her to wife. Let 
him either give Pabhavati in marriage to all seven or let 
him fight us” And they sent a message to him to this 
effect and invested the city. On hearing the mes: 
king Madda was alarmed and took counsel with his 
ministers, saying, ^What are we to do?" Then his 
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ministers made answer, “Sire, these seven kings have 
come for Pabhàvati If you refuse to give her, they 
will break down the wall and enter the city, and after 
destroying us they will seize your kingdom. While the wall 
still stands unbroken, let us send Pabhavati to them”; 
and they repeated this stanza 


Like to proud elephants they stand in coats of mail arrayed, 
Ere yet they trample down our walls, send off in haste the maid. 
The king on hearing this said, “If I should send 
Pabhavati to any one of them, the rest will join battle 
with me. It is out of the question to give her to any 
one of them. As she has cast off the chief king in all 
India, let her receive the reward due to her return home. 
1 will slay her and cutting her body into зеуеп pieces send 
one to each of the seven kings,” and so saying he repeated 
another stanza: 


In pieces seven Pabhivati to hack, it is my will, 
One piece for each of these seven kings, who eame her sire to kill. 
This saying of his was noised abroad throughout the 
palace. Her attendants came and told Pabhavati, “The 
king, they say, will cut you in seven pieces and send them 
to the seven kings" She was in fear of death and rising 
from her seat she went, accompanied by her sisters, to her 
mother's state chamber. 
She came into her mother’s presence and saluting her 
broke into these lamentations: 
This face with powder beantified, here mirrored in a glass 
To ivo idle deftly fixed, so winsome now 


With innocence and purity in every line expressed, 
By warrior princes spurned in some lone forest soon will rest. 


These locks of hair so black of hue, bound up in stately coil, 
Soft to the touch and fragrant with the finest sandal oil, 

In charnel ground though covered np the vultures soon will find 
And with their talons rend and tear and seatter to the wind. 
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These arms whose finger tips are dyed, like copper, erimson red, 
In richest sandal oil oft bathed and with soft down o'erspread, 
Cut off and by proud kings in some lone forest flung aside, 

А wolf will seize and carry off where'er he’s fain to hide. 

My teats are like the dates that on the palms with ripeness swell, 
Fragrant with scent of sandalwood that men of Кӛзі fell: 
Hanging thereon a jackal soon at them, methinks, will tug, 
Just us a little baby boy his mother's breast may hug. 

"These hips of mine, well-knit and broad, cast in an ample mould, 
Eneireled with а cineture gay, wrought of the purest gold, 

Cut off and by proud kings in some lone forest flung aside, 

A wolf will seize and carry off where’er he’s fain to hide. 

soe'er are known as beasts of prey, 


Dogs, wolves. 
If once the; 


Should warrior kings that come from far thy danghter’s body flay, 
Then beg my bones and burn them in some sequestered way. 
And make den near and plant а kani 
And when at winter’s close it blooms, mother, reealling me, 
Point to the flower and say, “Just such was fair Pabhàvati." 
Thus did she, alarmed with fear of death, idly lament 
before her mother, And the Madda king issued an order 
that the executioner should come with his axe and block. 
His coming was noised abroad throughout the palace. 
The queen-mother, on hearing of his arrival, arose from 
her throne and overwhelmed with sorrow came into the 
presence of the king. 
Then the queen spoke this stanza: 
With this sword will the Madda king his g 
And piecemeal send her mangled limbs to ri 


ceful daughter 
al chiefs a prey, 
The king to make her understand said, * Lady, what 
is this you say? Your daughter rejected the chief king 
of all India on the plea of his ugliness, and, accepting 
death as her fate, returned home before the prints of her 
feet were well wiped out on the road by which she had 
gone there. Now therefore let her reap the consequences 
of the jealousy excited by her beauty." The queen, after 
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hearing what he had to say, went to her daughter and 
lamenting spoke thus: 

Thou didst not hearken to my voice, when I desired thy good, 
To-day thou sink'st to Yama’s realm, thy body stained with blood. 


Such fate doth every шап incur, or even a worse end, 

Who deaf to good advice neglects the warnings of a friend. 

If thou to-day a gallant prince for thy good lord shouldst wed, 

Bedight with zone of gold and gems, in land of. Kusa bred, 

Thou wouldst not, served with hosts of friends, to Yama’s realms 
have sped. 

When drums are beat and elephants’ loud trumpetings resound, 

Tn royal halls, where in this world can greater bliss be found 

When horses neigh and minstrels play to kings some plaintive air, 

With bliss like this in royal halls, what is there to compare? 

When too courts with the peacock’s and the heron's cries resound, 

And cuckoo’s call, where else, I pray, can bliss like this be found? 


After thus talking with her in all these stanzas she 
thought, “If only king Kusa were here to-day, he would 
put to flight these seven kings and after freeing my 
daughter from her misery he would carry her away with 
him,” and she repeated this stanza: 


Where's he that crushes hostile realms and vanquishes his foes? 
Kusa, the noble and the wise, would free us from our woes. 


Then Pabhavati thought, “My mother's tongue is not 
equal to proclaiming the praises of Kusa. I will let her 
know that he has been living here, occupied with the work 
of a cook,” and she repeated this stanza: 


The conqueror who crushes all his foes, lo! here is he; 
Knsa, so noble and so wise, all foes will slay for me. 
Then her mother thinking, “She is terrified with the 
fear of death and rambles in her talk" spoke this 
stanza: 


Art thou gone mad, or like а fool dost speak at random thus? 
If Κι returned, why, pray, didst thou not tell it us? 
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Hearing this Pabhavati thought, “Му mother does not 
believe me. She does not know he has returned and 
been living here seven months. I will prove it to her”; 
and taking her mother by the hand she opened the 
window and stretching forth her hand and pointing to 
him she repeated this stanza: 


Good mother, look at yonder cook, with loins girt up right well, 
He stoops to wash his pots and pans, where royal maidens dwell. 


Then Kusa, they say, thought, “To-day my heart's 
desire will be fulfilled. Of a truth Pabhivati is terrified 
with the fear of death and will tell of my coming here. 
I will wash my dishes and put them away"; and he fetched 
water and began to wash his dishes. Then her mother 
upbraiding her spoke this stanza: 

Art thon born or wouldst thou deign, a maid of royal race, 
To take a slave for thy true love, to Madda's deep disgraer 

Then Рабрауай thought, “Му mother, methinks, does 
not know that it is for my sake he has been living here 
after this manner,” and she spoke another stanza: 


No low caste 1, nor would I shame my royal name, I swear, 
Good mek to thee, no slave is he but king Okküka's heir. 


And now in praise of his fame she said : 
He twenty 
It is Ok 
Не twent 
It is OKI 
He twenty thousand horses ever yokes, no slave, I swear, 
It is Okkika’s royal son whom thou seest standing there. 


thousand brahmins ever feeds, no slave, I swe 
1's royal son whom thou seest standing there. 


thousand elephant 


yokes, no slave, í swear, 
s royal son whom thou seest standing there. 


He twenty thousand chariots ever yokes, no slave, 1 swear, 


It is ОК % F 1 son whom thou seest standing there. 
He twenty thonsand royal bulls aye yokes, no slave, I swear, 
It is Ok "s royal son whom thou seest standing there. 


He twenty thou al kine aye milks, no slave, I swear, 
ws royal son whom thou seest standing there. 


456 THE UGLY BRIDEGROOM 


Thus was the glory of the Great Being praised by her 
in six stanzas. Then her mother thought, “She is not 
speaking in terror. It must be 50," and believing her she 
went and told the king the whole story. He came in 
great haste to Pabhavati and asked, “Is it true, what they 
say, that king Kusa has come?” “Yes, dear father, It 
is seven months to-day that he has been acting as cook 
to your daughters.” Not believing her he questioned Ше 
hunchback, and on hearing the facts of the case from her 
he reproached his daughter and spoke this stanza: 

Like elephant as trog disguised, 
When this almighty prince came here, 
s wrong of thee and ill-advised 
To hide it from thy parents dear, 


Thus did he reproach his daughter and then went 
in haste to Kusa and after the usual greetings with folded 
hands he acknowledged his offence, and repeated this 
stanza: 


In that we failed to recogni: 
Your majesty in this disguise, 

If, Sire, to thee offence we gave, 
We would forgiveness humbly crave, 


On hearing this the Great Being thought, “If I should 
speak harshly to him, his heart would straightway break. 
1 will speak words of comfort to him”; and standing 
amongst his dishes he spoke this stanza: 


For ше to play the senllions part was very wrong 1 own, 
Be comforted, it was no fault of thine T was unknown, 

The king, after being thus addressed in kindly words, 
climbed up to the palace and summoned Pabhavati, to 
send her to ask the kings pardon, and he spoke this 
stanza : 

Go, silly girl, thy pardon from the great king Kusa crave, 
His wrath appeased he may be pleased perhaps thy life to save. 
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On hearing the words of her father, she went to him, 
accompanied by her sisters and her handmaids. Standing 
just as he was in his workman's dress, he saw her coming 
towards him and thought, “To-day I will break down 
Pabhávatis pride and lay her low at my feet in the 
mud," and, pouring on the ground all the water he had 
brought there, he trampled on a space as big as a 
hing-floor, making it one mass of mud. She drew 
nigh and fell at his feet and grovelling in the mud asked 
his forgiveness. 

"Then she spoke these stanzas: 


My days and nights apart from thee, O king, have passed aw: 
Behold 1 stoop to kiss thy feet. From anger cease, I pray. 
I promise thee, if thou to me a gracious ear shouldst lend, 
Ne in in aught I do will I my lord offend. 


But if thou shouldst my prayer refuse, my father then will slay 
And send his daughter, limb by limb, to warrior kings a prey, 
On hearing this the king thought, “If I were to tell 
her, ‘ This is for you to see to, her heart would be broken. 
I will speak words of comfort to her,” and he said: 


TI do thy bidding, lady fair, as far as lies in ше; 

No anger feel I in my heart. Fear пос, Pabhivati, 

Hearken, 0 royal maid, to me, I too make promise true; 
Never again will I offend in aught that I may do. 

Full many a sorrow I would bear, fair maid, for love of thee, 
And slay a host of Madda chiefs to wed Pabhivati. 


Kusa, swelling with princely pride at seeing as it 
were a handmaid of Sakka, king of the gods, in attendance 
upon him, thought, “While I am still alive, shall others 
come and carry off my bride?” and rousing himself, 
lion-like, in the palace-yard, he said, “Let all who dwell 
in this city hear of my coming,” and dancing abeut, 
shouting and clapping his hands, he cried, * Now will 
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I take them alive, go bid them put horses to my chariots,” 
and he repeated the following stanza : 
Go, quickly yoke my well-trained steeds to many a painted car, 
And watch me swiftly sally forth, to seatter foes afar. 

He now bade good-bye to Pabhayati, saying, “The 
capture of thy enemies is my charge. Go thou and bathe 
and adorn thyself and climb up to thy palace.” And the 
king of Madda sent his councillors to act as a guard of 
honour to him. And they drew a screen round about 
him at the door of the kitchen and provided barbers for 
him. And when his beard had been trimmed and his 
head shampooed and he was arrayed in all his splendour 
and surrounded by his escort, he said, “I will ascend to 
the palace, and looking about him thence in every 
direction he clapped his hands, and wheresoever he 
looked the earth trembled, and he cried out, *Now mark 
how great is my power.” 

Then the Madda king sent him an elephant that had 
been trained to stand impassive under attack, richly 
caparisoned. Kusa mounted on the back of the elephant 
with a white umbrella held over him and ordered Pabha- 
vati to be conducted there, and seating her behind him 
he left the city by the east gate, escorted by a complete 
host of the four arms!, and as soon as he saw the forces 
of the enemy, he cried, “I am king Kusa: let all who 
value their lives lie down on their bellies,” and he roared 
thrice with the roar of a lion and utterly crushed his foes. 

Тһе king said : 

‘These foes are rather thine than mine, They all belong to thee, 
"Thou only art our sovereign lord, to slay or to set free, 

Being thus spoken to, the Great Being thought, “What 

can I do with these men when once dead? Let not their 


? Elephants, cavalry, chariots and infantry. 
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coming here be without good result, Pabhayati has seven 
younger sisters, daughters of king Madda. I will bestow 
them in marriage on these seven princes,” and he repeated 
this stanza: 
These daughters seven, like heavenly nymphs, are very fair to see, 
Give them, one each, to these seven kings, thy sons-in-law to be. 


Then the king said 

Over us and them thou art supreme, thy purpose to fulfil, 

Give them—thou art our sovereign lord—according to thy will. 

So he had them all beautifully attired and gave them 
in marriage, one to each king. 

А. Lang in his introduetion to Cupid and Psyche, London, 1 
features of the tale of Beanty and the Beast. (1) The youngest daughter's beauty 
ens jealousy, (2) marriage to a husband who must not be looked upon, 
(3) jealousy of elder sisters, (4) husband disappears when his prohibition is 
neglected, (5) search for husband, (6) jealousy of husband's mother, who sets the 
heroine dangerous tasks, (7) reconciliation with Cupid. Of these only one осеш in 
the present tale, and Lang admitted that the essential features might oceur to the 
human fancy anywhere. The Рай tale has passed into Sinhalese, Ausa Jätakaya 
(English by T. Steele, 1871), into Tibetan, Tib. ም. ш., also Schmidt, p. 91, and, 
according to Benfey, into Mongolian, In the Tibetan the kusa-grass becomes a 
bos of kuša-wood containing medicine sent by Indra to make the queen conceive. 
The episode of the golden image is not in the Tibetan, and may be an addition. It 
oceurs in Jat. 328, p. 235, and ut Tib. Tix, For ts of the European tale 
see Lang (as above) and Custom and Myth, Benf. КІ, Schr. τι. 3, 232 ff, Ralston in 
Tib. T. introd. xxxvi ff, Clouston i, 205 ft, and App. V. On the myth in 
art see R. Pagenstecher, Eros und Psyche, Heidelberg, 1911. 


THE NINETEEN PROBLEMS! 

1. “The piece of meat.” One day when the Bodhi- 
satta was going to the play-hall, a hawk carried off a 
piece of flesh from the slab of a slaughterhouse and flew 
up into the air; some lads, seeing it, determined to mak 


? In this birth (Jat. 546) the Bodhisatta is born በከቤ. At the age 
of seven he builds a mansion for с ishes to see him. 
This is prevented through the jealousy gs ministers, until he has heen 
tested by the following problems. becomes the King’s minister, οἱ 
comes his rivals, who slander him, and saves the king from the attacks and plots of 


7, givi 


aw 


sie: 


the sage Maho: 


his enemies, 
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him drop it and pursued him. Тһе hawk flew in different 
directions, and they, looking up, followed behind and 
wearied themselves, flinging stones and other missiles and 
stumbling over one another. Then the sage said to them, 
“I will make him drop it,” and they begged him to do so. 
He told them to look; and then himself without looking 
up ran with the swiftness of the wind and trod upon the 
hawk's shadow and then clapping his hands uttered a loud 
shout. By his power that shout seemed to pierce the 
bird's belly through and through and in its terror it 
dropped the flesh; and the Great Being, knowing by 
watching the shadow that it was dropped, caught it in 
the air before it reached the ground. "The people seeing 
the marvel, made a great noise, shouting and clapping 
their hands. Тһе minister, hearing of it, sent an account 
to the king telling him how the sage had by this means 
made the bird drop the flesh. The king, when he heard 
of it, asked Senaka whether he should summon him to the 
court. Senaka reflected, * From the time of his coming 
I shall lose all my glory and the king will forget my 
existence,—I must not let him bring him here”; so in envy 
he said, * He is not a sage for such an action as this, this 
is only a small matter"; and the king being impartial, sent 
word that the minister should test him further where 
he was. 

2. “The cattle” А certain man who dwelt in the 
age of Yavamajjhaka bought some cattle from another 
villaze, intending to plough when the rains had fallen, 
and brought them home. Тһе next day he took them 
io a field of grass to graze and rode on the back of one 
of the cattle. Being tired he got down and sat on the 
ground and fell asleep, and meanwhile a thief came and 
carried off the cattle. When he woke he saw not his 


vil 
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cattle, but as he gazed on every side he beheld the thief 
running away. Jumping up he shouted, * Where are you 
taking my cattle?" “They are my cattle and I am 
carrying them to the place which I wish" А great crowd 
collected as they heard the dispute. When the sage heard 
the noise as they passed by the door of the hall, he sent 
for them both. When he saw their behaviour he at once 
knew which was the thief and which the real owner. But 
though he felt sure, he asked them what they were 
quarrelling about. Тһе owner said, “Т bought these cattle 
from a certain person in such a village, and I brought 
them home and put them in a field of grass. This thief 
saw that I was not watching and came and carried them 
off. Looking in all directions I caught sight of him and 
pursued and caught him. Тһе people of such a village 
know that I bought the cattle and took them." The thief 
replied, “This man speaks falsely, they were born in my 
house" Тһе sage said, “I will decide your case fairly; 
will you abide by my decision?" and they promised so to 
abide. Then thinking to himself that he must win the 
hearts of the people he first asked the thief, * What have 
you fed these cattle with, and what have you given them 
to drink?" “They have drunk rice-gruel and have been 
fed on sesame flour and kidney beans" Then he asked 
the real owner, who said, * My lord, how could a poor man 
like me get rice-gruel and the rest? I fed them on grass.” 
The pandit caused an assembly to be brought together 
and ordered panic seeds to be brought and ground in a 
mortar and moistened with water and given to the cattle, 
and they forthwith yomited only grass. He shewed this 
to the assembly, and then asked the thief, * Art thou the 
thief or not?” Не confessed that he was the thief Не 
said to him, *'Then do not commit such a sin henceforth." 
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But the Bodhisatta's attendants carried the man away and 
cut off his hands and feet and made him helpless. Then 
the sage addressed him with words of good counsel, “This 
suffering has come upon thee only in this present life, but 
in the future life thou wilt suffer great torment in the 
different hells, therefore henceforth abandon such prac- 
tices”; he taught him the five commandments. The 
minister sent an account of the incident to the king, who 
asked Senaka, but he advised him to wait, “It is only an 
affair about cattle and anybody could decide it" The 
king, being impartial, sent the same command. (This is 
to be understood in all the subsequent cases—we shall 
give each in order according to the list.) 

3. “Тһе necklace of thread!" A certain poor woman 
had tied together several threads of different colours and 
made them into a necklace, which she took off from her 
neck and placed on her clothes as she went down to 
bathe in a tank which the sage had caused to be made. 
A young woman who saw this conceived a longing for it, 
took it up and said to her, “Mother, this is a very beautiful 
necklace, how much did it cost to make? I will make 
such a one for myself. May I put it on my own neck and 
ascertain its size?” The other gave her leave, and she put 
it on her neck and ran off. The elder woman seeing it 
came quickly out of the water, and putting on her clothes 
ran after her and seized hold of her dress, crying, * You 


are running away with a necklace which I mad Тһе 
other replied, “I am not taking anything of yours, it is the 


necklace which I wear on my neck"; and a great crowd 

collected as they heard this. The sage, while he played 

with the boys, heard them quarrelling as they passed by 

the door of the hall and asked what the noise was about. 
1 This is Jat. 110. 
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When he heard the cause of the quarrel he sent for them 
both, and haying known at once by her countenance which 
was the thief, he asked them whether they would abide by 
his decision. On their both agreeing to do so, he asked 
the thief, “What scent do you use for this necklace?” 
She replied, “I always use sabbasamhdraka to scent it 
with” Now this is a scent compounded of all scents. 
Then he asked the other, who replied, * How shall a poor 
woman like me get sabbasamharaka? I always scent it 
with perfume made of piyaùgu flowers" Then the sage 
had a vessel of water brought and put the necklace in it. 
Then he sent for a perfume-seller and told him to smell 
the vessel and find out what it smelt of He directly 
recognised the smell of the piyangu flower, and quoted 
the stanza which has been already given in the first book: 
mharaka "tis not; only the kañgu smells; 

ed woman told a lie; the truth the gammer tells.” 

Тһе Great Being told the bystanders all the circum- 
stances and asked each of them respectively, * Art thou 
the thief? Art thou not the thief?" and made the guilty 
one confess, and from that time his wisdom became known 
to the people. 

4. “Тһе cotton thread." А certain woman who used 
to watch cotton fields was watching one day and she took 
some clean cotton and spun some fine thread and made it 
into a ball and placed it in her lap. As she went home 
she thought to herself, “I will bathe in the great sage’s 
tank,” so she placed the ball on her dress and went down 
into the tank to bathe. Another woman saw it, and con- 
ceiving a longing for it took it up, saying, “This is a 
beautiful ball of thread; pray did you make it yourself?” 
So she lightly snapped her fingers and put it in her lap as 
if to examine it more closely, and walked off with it. (This 
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is to be told at full as before.) Тһе sage asked the thief, 
“When you made the ball what did you put inside?” She 
replied, “А cotton seed." Then he asked the other, and 
she replied, “А timbaru seed" When the crowd had 
heard what each said, he untwisted the ball of cotton and 
found a timbaru seed inside and forced the thief to confess ' 
her guilt. Тһе great multitude were highly pleased and 
shouted their applause at the way in which the case had 
been decided. 

5. “The son” А certain woman took her son and 
went down to the sage's tank to wash her face. After she 
had bathed her son she laid him in her dress and having 
washed her own face went to bathe. At that moment a 
female goblin saw the child and wished to eat it, so she 
took hold of the dress and said, * My friend, this is a fine 
child, is he your son?" "Then she asked if she might give 
him suck, and on obtaining the mother's consent, she took 
him and played with him for a while and then tried to run 
off with him. Тһе other ran after her and seized hold of 
her, shouting, * Whither are you carrying my child?" Тһе 
goblin replied, * Where did you get a child? this is mine." 
As they wrangled they passed by the door of the hall, and 
the sage, hearing the noise, sent for them and asked what 
was the matter. When he heard the story, although he 
knew at once by her red unvinking eyes that one of them 
was a goblin, he asked them whether they would abide by 
his decision. On their promising to do so, he drew a line 
and laid the child in the middle of the line and bade the 
goblin seize the child by the hands and the mother by the 
feet. Then he said to them, “ Lay hold of it and pull; the 
child is hers who can pull it over.” They both pulled, and 
the child, being pained while it was pulled, uttered a loud 
ery, Then the mother, with a heart which seemed ready 
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to burst, let the child go and stood weeping. The sage 
asked the multitude, “Is it the heart of the mother which 
is tender towards the child or the heart of her who is not 
the mother?" They answered, “The mother’s heart.” “Is 
she the mother who kept hold of the child or she who let 
it go?” They replied, “She who let it go.” “Do you know 
who she is who stole the child?" “We do not know, 
О sage" “She is a goblin,—she seized it in order to eat 
it" When they asked how he knew that he replied, 
“I knew her by her unwinking and red eyes and by her 
casting no shadow and by her fearlessness and want of 
mercy.” Then he asked her what she was, and she con- 
fessed that she was a goblin. “Why did you seize the 
child?" “То eat it” “You blind fool" he said, “you 
committed sin in old time and so were born as a goblin ; 
and now you still go on committing sin, blind fool that 
you аге” Then he exhorted her and established her in 
the five precepts and sent her away; and the mother 
blessed him, and saying, * May'st thou live long, my lord,” 
took her son and went her way. 

6. “Тһе black ball" There was a certain man who 
was called Golakala,—now he got the name gola ‘ball’ 
from his dwarfish size, and kala from his black colour. 
He worked in a certain house for seven years and obtained 
a wife, and she was named Dighatala. One day he said to 
her, “ Wife, cook some sweetmeats and food, we will pay a 
visit to your parents" At first she opposed Ше plan, 
saying, “What have I to do with parents now?” but after 
the third time of asking he induced her to cook some 
cakes, and having taken some provisions and a present һе 
set out on the journey with her. In the course of the 
journey he came to a stream which was not really deep, 
but they, being both afraid of water, dared not cross it and 

RAT 30 
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stood on the bank. Now a poor man named Dighapitthi 
came to that place as he walked along the bank, and 
when they saw him they asked him whether the river was 
deep or shallow. Seeing that they were afraid of the water 
he told them that it was very deep and full of voracious 
fish. “How then will you go across it?" “I have struck 
up a friendship with the crocodiles and monsters that live 
here, and therefore they do not hurt ше.” “Do take us 
with you,” they said. When he consented they gave him 
some meat and drink; and when he finished his meal he 
asked them which he shouid carry over fi “Take our 
friend first and then take me,” said Golakala. Then the 
man placed her on his shoulders and took the provisions 
and the present and went down into the stream. When 
he had gone a little way, he crouched down and walked 
along in a bent posture. Golakila, as he stood on the 
bank, thought to himself, “This stream must indeed be 
very deep; if it is so difficult for even such a man as 
Dighapitthi, it must be impassable for me.” When the 
other had carried the woman to the middle of the stream, 
he said to her,“ Lady, I will cherish you, and you shall live 
brayely arrayed with fine dresses and ornaments and men- 
servants and maid-seryants; what will this poor dwarf do 
for you? listen to what I tell you.” She listened to his 
words and ceased to love her husband, and being at once 
infatuated with the stranger, she consented, saying, “If 
you will not abandon me, I will do as you say.” So when 
they reached the opposite bank, they amused themselves 
and left Golakala, bidding him stay where he was. While 
he stood there looking on, they ate up the meat and drink 
and departed. When he saw it, he exclaimed, “They have 
struck up a friendship and are running away, leaving me 
here.” As he ran backwards and forwards he went a little 
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way into the water and then drew back again in fear, and 
then in his anger at their conduct, he made a desperate 
leap, saying, * Let me live or die,” and when once fairly in, 
he discovered how shallow the water was. So he crossed 
it and pursued him and shouted, *You wicked thief, whither 
are you carrying my wife?" Тһе other replied, “How is 
she your wife? she is mine"; and he seized him by the 
neck and whirled him round and threw him off. The 
other laid hold of Dighatalà's hand and shouted, “Stop, 
where are you going? you are my wife whom I got after 
working for seven years in а house"; and as he thus 
disputed he came near the hall. A great crowd collected. 
The Great Being asked what the noise was about, and 
having sent for them and heard what each said he asked 
whether they would abide by his decision. Оп their both 
agreeing to do so, he sent for Dighapitthi and asked him 
his name. Then he asked the wifes name, but he, not 
knowing what it was, mentioned some other name. Тһеп 
he asked him the names of his parents and he told them, 
but when he asked him the names of his wife's parents he, 
not knowing, mentioned some other names. The Great 
Being put his story together and had him removed. Then 
he sent for the other and asked him the names of all in 
the same way. He, knowing the truth, gave them correctly. 
Then he had him removed and sent for Dighatala and 
asked her what her name was and she gave it. Then he 
asked her her husband's name and she, not knowing, gave 
a wrong name. Then he asked her her parents names 
and she gave them correctly, but when he asked her the 
names of her husband's parents names, she talked at 
random and gave wrong names. ‘Then the sage sent for 
the other two and asked the multitude, * Does the woman's 
story agree with Dighapitthi or Golakala?" They replied, 
30-2 
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“With Golakala” Then he pronounced his sentence, 
“This man is her husband, the other is a thief"; and 
when he asked him he made him confess that he had 
acted as the thief. 

7. “Тһе chariot" А certain man, who was sitting in 
a chariot, alighted from it to wash his face. At that 
moment Sakka was considering and as he beheld the sage 
he resolved that he would make known the power and 
wisdom of Mahosadha the embryo Buddha. So he came 
down in the form of a man, and followed the chariot 
holding on behind. The man who sat in the chariot asked, 
“Why have you come?" Не replied, “To serve you.” Тһе 
man agreed, and dismounting from the chariot went aside 
at a call of nature. Immediately Sakka mounted in the 
chariot and went off at speed. he owner of the chariot, 
his business done, returned; and when he saw Sakka 
hurrying away with the chariot, he ran quickly behind, 
crying, “Stop, stop, where are you taking my chariot?" 
Sakka replied, * Your chariot must be another, this is 
mine" Thus wrangling they came to the gate of the hall. 
The sage asked, *What is this?" and sent for him: as he 
came, by his fearlessness and his eyes which winked not, 
the sage knew that this was Sakka and the other was the 
owner Nevertheless he enquired the cause of the quarrel, 
and asked them, * Will you abide by my decision?" They 
said, * Yes" Не went on, “I will cause the chariot to be 
driven, and you must both hold on behind: the owner will 
not let go, the other will.” Then he told a man to drive 
the chariot, and he did so, the others holding on behind, 
Тіс owner went a little way, then being unable to run 
further he let go, but Sakka went on running with the 
chariot. When he had recalled the chariot, the sage said 
to the people: “This man ran a little way and let go; the 
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other ran out with the chariot and came back with it, yet 
there is not a drop of sweat on his body, no panting, he is 
fearless, his eyes wink not—this is Sakka, king of the gods." 
Then he asked, “Are you king of the gods?" “Yes.” 
*Why did you come here?" “То spread the fame of 
your wisdom, O sage!" “Then,” said he, “don't do that 
kind of thing again." Now Sakka revealed his power by 
standing poised in the air, and praised the sage, saying, 
“А wise judgment this!" So he went to his own place. 
Then the minister unsummoned went to the king, and 
said, “O great king, thus was the Chariot Question re- 
solved: and even Sakka was subdued by him; why do 
you not recognise superiority in men?" Тһе king asked 
Senaka, * What say you, Senaka, shall we bring the sage 
here?" Senaka replied, “That is not all that makes a 
sage. Wait awhile: I will test him and find out." 

5. “Тһе pole." So one day, with a view of testing the 
sage, they fetched an acacia pole, and cutting off about а 
span, they had it nicely smoothed by a turner, and sent it 
to the village of East Yavamajjhaka, with this message: 
“Тһе people of Yavamajjhaka have a name for wisdom. 
Let them find out then which end is the top and which 
the root of this stick. If they cannot, there is a fine of a 
thousand pieces" Тһе people gathered together but could 
not find it out, and they said to their gildmaster, “Perhaps 
Mahosadha the sage would know; send and ask him.” 
The gildmaster sent for the sage from his playground, and 
told him the matter, how they could not find it out but 
perhaps he could. Тһе sage thought in himself, “Тһе 
king can gain nothing from knowing which is the top and 
which is the root; no doubt it is sent to test ше” Не 
said, * Bring it here, my friends, I will find out." Holding 
it in his hand, he knew which was the top and which the 
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root; yet to please the heart of the people, he sent for a 
pot of water. and tied a string round the middle of the 
stick, and holding it by the end of the string he let it 
down to the surface of the water. Тһе root being heavier 
sank first. "Then he asked the people, *Is the root of a 
tree heavier, or the top?" “Тһе root, wise sir!" “See 
then, this part sinks first, and this is therefore the root." 
Ву this mark he distinguished the root from the top. Тһе 
people sent it back to the king, distinguishing which was 
the root and which was the top. The king was pleased, 
and asked, who had found it out? "They said, “Тһе sage 
Mabosadha, son of the gildmaster Sirivaddhi., “Senaka, 
shall we send for him?" he asked. “Wait, my lord,” he 
replied, *let us try him in another way. 

9. “The head” One day, two heads were brought, 
one a woman's and one a man's; these were sent to be 
distinguished, with a fine of a thousand pieces in case of 
failure. The villagers could not decide and asked the 
Great Being. He recognised them at sight, because, they 
say, the sutures in a man's head are straight, and in a 
woman's head they are crooked. Ву this mark he told 
which was which; and they sent back to the king. Тһе 
rest is as before. 

10. “Thesnake.” Опе day a male and a female snake 
were brought, and sent for the villagers to decide which 
was which. They asked the sage, and he knew at once 
when he saw them; for the tail of the male snake is thick, 
that of the female is thin; the male snake's head is thick, 
the female's is long; the eyes of the male are big, of the 
female small, the head of the male is rounded, that of 
the female cut short. By these signs he distinguished 
male from female. Тһе rest is as before. 

11. “Тһе cock.” One day a message was sent to the 
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people of the village of East Yavamajjhaka to this effect; 
“Send us a bull white all over, with horns on his legs, and a 
hump on the head, which utters his voice at three times 
unfailingly; otherwise there is a fine of a thousand pieces.” 
Not knowing one, they asked the sage. He said: “The 
king means you to send him a cock. his creature has 
horns on his feet, the spurs; a hump on his head, the 
crest; and crowing thrice utters his voice at three times 
unfailingly. Then send him a cock such as he describes. 
They sent one. 

12. “Тһе gem.” The gem which Sakka gave to King 
Kusa was octagonal. Its thread was broken, and no one 
could remove the old thread and put in a new. One day 
they sent this gem, with directions to take out the old 
thread and to put in a new; the villagers could do neither 
the one nor the other, and in their difficulty they told the 
sage. He bade them fear nothing, and asked for a drop 
of honey. With this he smeared the two holes in the gem, 
and twisting a thread of wool, he smeared the end of this 
also with honey, he pushed it a little way into the hole, 
and put it in a place where ants were passing. The ants 
smelling the honey came out of their hole, and eating 
away the old thread bit hold of the end of the woollen 
thread and pulled it out at the other end. When he saw 
that it had passed through, he bade them present it to the 
king, who was pleased when he heard how the thread had 
been put in. 

13. “The calving.” The royal bull was fed up for some 
months, so that his belly swelled out, his horns were washed, 
he was anointed with oil, and bathed with turmeric, and 
then they sent him to the village of East Yavamajjhaka, with 
this message: * You have a name for wisdom. Неге is the 
king's royal bull, in calf; deliver him and send him back 
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with the calf, or else there is a fine of a thousand pieces." 
The villagers, perplexed what to do, applied to the sage; 
who thought fit to meet one question with another, and 
asked, *Can you find a bold man able to speak to the 
king?" “That is no hard matter,” they replied. So they 
summoned him, and the Great Being said—* Go, my good 
man, let your hair down loose over your shoulders, and go 
to the palace gate weeping and lamenting sore. Answer 
none but the king, only lament; and if the king sends for 
you to ask why you lament, say, This seven days my father 
is in labour and cannot bring forth; O help me! tell ше 
how I may deliver him! Then the king will say, What 
madness! this is impossible; men do not bear children. 
Then you must say, If that be true, how can the people of 
East Yavamajjhaka deliver your royal bull ofa calf?” As 
he was bidden, so he did. Тһе king asked who thought of 
that counter-quip; and on hearing that it was the sage 
Mahosadha he was pleased. 

14. “The boiled rice.” Another day, to test the sage, 
this message was sent: “The people of East Yavamajjhaka 
must send us some boiled rice cooked under eight 
conditions, and these are—without rice, without water, 
without a pot, without an oven, without fire, without 
firewood, without being sent along a road either by 
woman or man. If they cannot do it, there is a fine of 
a thousand pieces.” The people perplexed applied to the 
who said, “Be not troubled. Take some broken 
rice, for that is not rice; snow, for that is not water; 
arthen bowl, which is no pot; chop up some wood 
ks which are no oven; kindle fire by rubbing, instead 
of a proper fire; take leaves instead of firewood; cook 
your sour rice, put it in a new vessel, press it well down, 
put it on the head of a eunuch, who is neither man nor 
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woman, leave the main road and go along a footpath, 
and take it to the king.” They did so; and the king was 
pleased when he heard by whom the question had been 
solved. 

15. “Тһе sand” Another day, to test the sage, they 
sent this message to the villagers: “The king wishes to 
amuse himself in а swing, and the old rope is broken; 
you are to make a rope of sand, or else pay a fine of 
а thousand pieces" They knew not what to do, and 
appealed to the sage, who saw that this was the place for 
a counter-question. He reassured the people; and send- 
ing for two or three clever speakers, he bade them go tell 
the king: “My lord, the villagers do not know whether the 
sand-rope is to be thick or thin; send them a bit of the 
old rope, a span long or four fingers; this they will look 
at and twist a rope of the same siz If the king replied, 
*Sand-rope there never was in my house,” they were to 
reply, “If your majesty cannot make a sand-rope, how can 
the villagers do so?" "They did so; and the king was 
pleased on hearing that the sage had thought of this 
counter-quip. 

16. “Тһе tank.” Another day, the message was: “The 
king desires to disport him in the water; you must send 
me à new tank covered with water lilies of all five kinds, 
otherwise there is a fine of a thousand pieces" "They told 
the sage, who saw that a counter-quip was wanted. He 
sent for several men clever at speaking, and said to them: 
*Go and play in the water till your eyes are red, go to the 
palace door with wet hair and wet garments and your 
bodies all over mud, holding in your hands ropes, staves, 
and clods; send word to the king of your coming, and 
when you are admitted say to him, Sire, inasmuch our 
majesty has ordered the people of East Yavamajjhaka 
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to send you a tank, we brought a great tank to suit your 
taste; but she being used to a life in the forest, no sooner 
saw the town with its walls, moats, and watch-towers, than 
she took fright and broke the ropes and off into the 
forest: we pelted her with clods and beat her with sticks 
but could not make her come back, Give us then the 
old tank which your majesty is said to have brought from 
the forest, and we will yoke them together and bring 
the other back. Тһе king will say, I never had a tank 
brought in from the forest, and never sent a tank 
there to be yoked and bring in another! 'Then you 
must say, If that is so, how can the villagers send you 
a tank?” They did so; and the king was pleased to hear 
that the sage had thought of this. 

17. “The park.” Again on a day the king sent a 
message. “I wish to disport me in the park, and my park 
is old. The people of Yavamajjhaka must send me a new 
park, filled with trees and flowers" Тһе sage reassured 
them as before, and sent men to speak in the same 
manner às above. 

181. Then the king was pleased, and said to Senaka: 
“Well, Senaka, shall we send for the sage?" But he, 
grudging the others prosperity, said, “That is not all 
that makes a sage; wait" Оп hearing this the king 
thought, “The sage Mahosadha was wise even as a 
child, and took my fancy. In all these deep tests and 
counter-quips he has given answers like a Buddha. Yet 
Senaka will not let me summon such a sage as this 
to my side. What care I for Senaka? I will bring the 
man here" So with a great following he set out for the 
village, mounted upon his royal horse. But as he went 
the horse put his foot into a hole and broke his leg; so 


? This is Jat. 111. 
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the king turned back from that place to Ше town. Then 
Senaka entered the presence and said: “Sire, did you go 
to the village of Yavamajjhaka to bring the sage back ? 
“Yes, sage,” said the king. “Sire,” said Senaka, “you make 
me as one of no account, I begged you to wait awhile; 
but off you went in a hurry, and at the outset your royal 
horse broke his leg." The king had nothing to say to 
this. Again on a day he asked Senaka, “Shall we send 
for the sage, Senaka?" “If so, your majesty, don't go 
yourself but send a messenger, saying, O sage! as I was 
on my way to fetch you my horse broke his leg: send us 
а mule or something more excellent. If he takes the 
first alternative he will come himself, if the second he will 
send his father. Then will be a problem to test him." 
Тһе king sent a messenger with this message. Тһе sage 
on hearing it recognised that the king wished to see him- 
self and his father. So he went to his father, and said, 
greeting him, * Father, the king wishes to see you and me. 
You go first with а thousand merchants in attendance; 
and when you go, go not empty-handed, but take a sandal- 
wood casket filled with fresh ghee. The king will speak 
kindly to you, and offer you a householder's seat; take it 
and sit down. When you are seated, I will come; the king 
will speak kindly to me and offer me such another seat. 
Then I will look at you; take the cue and say, rising from 
your seat, Son Mahosadha the wise, take this seat. Then 
the question will be ripe for solution.” Не did so. On 
arriving at the palace door he caused his arrival to be made 
known to the king, and on the king's invitation, he entered, 
and greeted the king, and stood on one side. The king 
spoke to him kindly, and asked where was his son the 
wise Mahosadha. “Coming after me, my lord” The king 
was pleased to hear of his coming, and bade the father 


476 THE NINETEEN PROBLEMS 


sit in a suitable place. He found a place and sat there. 
Meanwhile the Great Being dressed himself in all his 
splendour, and attended by the thousand youths he came 
seated in a magnificent chariot. As he entered the town 
he beheld an ass by the side of a ditch, and he directed 
some stout fellows to fasten up the mouth of the ass so 
that it should make no noise, to put him in a bag and 
carry him on their shoulders. They did so; the Bodhisatta 
entered the city with his great company. The people could 
not praise him enough. “his,” they cried, “is the wise 
Mahosadha, the merchant Sirivaddhaka's son; this they say 
is he, who was born holding a herb of virtue in his hand; 
he it is who knew the answers to so many problems set to 
test him." On arriving before the palace he sent іп word 
of his coming. ‘The king was pleased to hear it and said, 
“Let my son the wise Mahosadha make haste to come in.” 
So with his attendants he entered the palace and saluted 
the king and stood on one side. The king delighted to 
see him spoke to him very sweetly, and bade him find 
a fit seat and sit down. He looked at his father, and his 
father at this cue uprose from his seat and invited him to 
sit there, which he did. Thereupon the foolish men who 
were there, Senaka, Pukkusa, Клушда, Devinda, and others, 
seeing him sit there, clapped their hands and laughed 
loudly and cried, “ This is the blind fool they call wise! He 
has made his father rise from his seat, and sits there himself! 
Wise he should not be called surely” The king also was 
crestfallen. Then the Great Being said, “Why, my lord! 
are you sad?" “Yes, wise sir, | am sad. 1 glad to 
hear of you, but to see you Г am not glad.” “Why so?" 
‘Because you have made your father rise from his seat, 
and sit there yourself.” “What, my lord! do you think 
that in all cases the sire is better than the sons?" “Yes, 


THE NINETEEN PROBLEMS 4፲፲ 


sage.” "Did you not send word to me to bring you a 
mule or something more excellent?" So saying he 
rose up and looking towards the young fellows said, 
“Bring in the ass you have brought" Placing this ass 
before the king he went on, "Sire, what is the price of 
this ass?" Тһе king said, “If it be serviceable, it is worth 
eight kahapanas" “But if he get a mule colt out of a 
thorobred Sindh mare, what will the price of it be?" “It 
will be priceless" “Why do you say that, my lord? Have 
you not just said that in all cases the sire is better 
than the sons? By your own saying the ass is worth 
more than the mule colt. Now have not your wise men 
clapt their hands and laughed at me because they did 
not know that? What wisdom is this of your wise men! 
where did you get them?" And in contempt for all 
four of them he addressed the king in this stanza of the 
First Book: 

You smile, and think that the sire is better than the son, O excellent 
king. Then is yon creature better than the mule; thi s the mules 
sire. 

After this said, he went on, *My lord, if the sire is 
better than the son, take my sire into your service; if the 
son is better than the sire, take me." Тһе king was 
delighted; and all the company cried out applauding and 
praising a thousand times—‘Well indeed has the wise 
man solved the question." "There was cracking of fingers 
and waving of a thousand scarves: the four were crest- 
fallen. 

Now no one knows better than the Bodhisatta the value 
of parents. If one ask then, why he did so: it was not to 
throw contempt on his father, but when the king sent 
the message, send a mule or something more excellent, 
he did thus in order to solve that problem, and to 
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make his wisdom to be recognised, and to take the shine 
out of the four sages. 

Тһе king was pleased; and taking the golden vase filled 
with scented water, poured the water upon the merchant's 
hand, saying, *Enjoy the village of East Yavamajjhaka 
as a gift from the king.—Let the other merchants,” he 
went on, *be subordinate to this" "This done he sent 
to the mother of the Bodhisatta all kinds of ornaments. 
Delighted as he was at the Bodhisatta's solution of the 
Ass Question, he wished to make the Bodhisatta as his own 
son, and to the father said, *Good sir, give me the Great 
Being to be my son.” He replied, “Sire, very young is he 
still; even yet his mouth smells of milk: but when he is 
old, he shall be with you.” The king said however, “Good 
sir, henceforth you must give up your attachment to the 
boy; from this day he is my son. I can support my 
коп, so go your w Then he sent him away. He did 
obeisance to the king, aud embraced his son, and throw- 
ing his arms about him kissed him upon the head, and 
gave him good counsel The boy also bade his father 
farewell, and begged him not to be anxious, and sent him 
away. 

Тһе king then asked the sage, whether he would take 
his meals inside the palace or without it. He thinking 
that with so large a retinue it were best to have his meals 
outside the palace, replied to that effect. Then the king 
gave him a suitable house, and providing for the main- 
tenance of the thousand youths and all, gave him all that 
was needful. From that time the sage attended upon 
the king. 

19. Now the king desired to test the sage. At that 
time there was a precious jewel in a crow's nest on a palm- 
tree which stood on Ше bank of a lake near the southern 
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gate, and the image of this jewel was to Бе seen reflected 
upon the lake. They told the king that there was a 
jewel in the lake. Не sent for Senaka, saying, “They tell 
me there is a jewel in the lake; how are we to get it?” 
Senaka said, “Тһе best way is to drain out the water.” 
The king instructed him to do so; and he collected a 
number of men, and got out the water and mud, and dug 
up the soil at the bottom—but no jewel could he see. 
But when the lake was again full, there was the reflexion 
of the jewel to be seen once more. Again Senaka did the 
same thing, and found no jewel. Then the king sent for 
the sage, and said, “A jewel has been seen in the lake, and 
Senaka has taken out the water and mud and dug up the 
earth without finding it, but no sooner is the lake full 
than it appears again. Can you get hold of it?” He 
replied, “That is no hard task, sire, I will get it for you.” 
The king was pleased at this promise, and with a great 
following he went to the lake, ready to see the might of 
the sage’s knowledge. The Great Being stood on the 
bank, and looked. He perceived that the jewel was not 
in the lake, but must be in the tree, and he said aloud, 
“Sire, there is no jewel in the tank" “What! is it not 
visible in the water?” So he sent for a pail of water, and 
said, “Now, my lord, see—is not this jewel visible both in 
the pail and the lake?” “Then where can the jewel be?" 
“Sire, it is the reflexion which is visible both in the lake 
and in the pail, but the jewel is in a crow's nest in this 
palm-tree: send up a man and һауе it brought down.” 
The king did so: the man brought down the jewel, and 
the sage put it into the king’s hand. All the people 
applauded the sage and mocked at Senaka—* Here's a 
precious jewel in a crows nest up a tree, and Senaka 
makes strong men dig out the lake! Surely a wise man 
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should be like Mahosadha.” Thus they praised the 
Great Being; and the king being delighted with him, 
gave him a necklace of pearls from his own neck, and 
strings of pearls to the thousand boys, and to him and his 
retinue he granted the right to wait upon him without 
ceremony. 


А study of the type of tale in which such problems occur is given by Benfey in his 
essay Die Huge Dirne (КІ. Schr.ii. 1. 156 f€). The most important variants are 790. 7. 
yu. үшш, The Story of Ahikar in Syriac, Arabic, ete, (edited by F. С. Conybeare, J. R. 
Harris, and A. Smith Lewis, 2nd ed. Cambridge, 1913), and the Life of Aesop. The 
following parallels to the problems strengthen Benfey's view that the tale is of Indian 
origin, Of. Introd. p. 6, and the problems in Jat. 257, p. 207 

2. The sume means are used to convict the dogs in Jat. 92, p. 28, and to 
convict а rogue in 7%. T. vin, ef. Problem 6. 

5. Solomon's judgment, 1 Kings iii, 16. In Т, 7. үп. two men dispute the 
possession of a pair of boots. Vigikha gives one to one man and the other to the 
other. The real owner says, “why should the boots be separated 1” and the other, 
“what good is oue boot to me?” 

6. Tib. ም үші, but there the conviction of the rogue is brought about by making 
Ше disputants vomit. 

The Bodhisatta by 
aling himself. 

8. Tib. Т. vit and үшш, 

10. Tib. T. үші, where the mule snake is mable to endure stroking with the 
leaf of a cotton plant. 

11, А riddle of the same type 

12. Iu the Mohammedan legends of the visit of Bilqis, Queen of Sheba, to 
Solomon, one of the problems which she gives to the king is to thread a diamond, 
‘This is done by à worm creeping through the jewel. (Weil, Biblical Legends of the 
Mussulinans, Loudon, 1846.) 

13. Tib T. уш. This, like 15, 16, 17, is answered by а counter-quip, another 
impossibility being retorted on the proposer, Two such oecur in Ahikar, where 
king of Egypt proposes to build a castle between earth and heaven (also in 
Aesop), and w ires a broken millstone to be sewn up. 

14. Til. а riddle which resembles the eni 
forms by Ше sd to, Hep. у. 479 6. The first form is: 


aying that the owner will not let go tricks Sakka into 


теј 


as 14. 


Alvis тір ἐστιν, ὡς ἀνήρ τε κοὐκ ἀνὴρ 
ὄρνιθα кайк ёриб" ἰδών τε κοὺκ ἰδὼν 
ἐπὶ ξύλου τε κοὐ ξύλου καθημένην 
λίθῳ τε κοὐ λίθῳ Bihor τε κοὐβάλοι. 
z “а eunuch aimed at 8 hat, which he saw imperfectly sitting upon 


The answer being 
а reed, with a pumice-stone and missed him.” (Jowett and Campbell.) 
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Cf. the legend of the slay п the Satapatha Brahma, 
Indra had sworn to Namuci, “not by day nor by night will I 

k, not wi not with dry, not with wet” But he slew him with a 
thunderbolt of foam. ras not dry nor moist, with this Indra, when night 
growing bright, 

15. Tib. T. vit, а count 
boring five holes 
of light. 

16,17. Combined in one in Zib. 7, уш. Given as tasks to be actually performed 


quip, but. in Abi 
n Ше east wall of the үк 


fuller and has more point, ‘The king had sent a mule to be 
as carried off. When the king maintains that the father is 
the son, Mahosadha offers him an ass 
9. Туш. In Juli fool thin] 
for it several times. His father shews him tl 
а tree, which has the gold in its mouth, 


taken care of, and it 
better tha 


t he sees gold i 
it is reflected from a bird in 


ADDENDA 


Page 176. Sec а more accurate form of the Jewish variant in the article on Ben 
Sira in Ше Jewish Encyclopedia, by Dr L. Ginzberg, who shews that the author of 
the commentary on the Alphabet of Ben Sira drew it from some version of Kulilah. 
ወ Dimnah. 

Page 409. ΟΕ also, Ueber den Bodhisattea als Elephant mit sechs Hauzühnen, 
J. 3. Speyer, ZDMG., 1903, pp. 305. 
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Titles of the tales are in italics 
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Act of Truth 17, 24, 69, 387 Beal, 8. 166, 176 
Adisamukha 197, 198 Beauty and the Beast 459 
Adventures (The) of the Prince and his Benares 16, and often 

Brother 283 Benfey, T. 1, 2, 30, 32, 92, 158, 210, 229, 
Aelian 36, 139 263, 459, 480 


Aesop 4, 6, 8, 25, 84, 36, 39, 118, 141, 156, — Berekhyah ha-Naqdan 221 
171, 176, 180, 215, 290, 221, 257, 259; Bergmann, B., Nom. Streifereien 229 
life of 480 Betrayer (The) Betrayed 258 

Aggideva 316 Bhagavata Purina 325 

Ahikar, Story of 6, 480 Bhandukanna, juggler 372 
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Alambara, dram of the Titans 213 Bharhut Stupa 5, 32, 47, 70, 149, 173, 259, 

Amkura 316 283, 409 
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Ananda, king of the fishes 30, 214 Bhimasena 99 

Andhakavenhu, slave 316; race of 325,393 — Bidpai, fables of 10 

Androcles and the lion 139 Bild, story of 92, 145 

Anjana, daughter of Devagabbha 316 Bilqis, queen of Sheba 480 

Anutiracàrl, otter 207, εν , , , Birds adopted as children 107, 410 

Archery, marvellous 1:7  ' ", Ἐῑοπν] discovers King Richard 381 
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through a song 381, 418 . ኾዐበ[ጩ 269 

Aristophanes 36 DES “Boro-Boedoer 107 

Asadisa, prince 145 ^ Brahmadatta 13, and often 

Aeitañjanā, city 314 = τα τετ Brahmin (The) and the Acrobat 176 

Ass (The) in the Lion's Skin 155 -> ~© + -Brahmin (The) and the Snake 269 

Asuras, see Titans Brahmins (The) Revenge on the Monkeys 277 

Aulus Gellius 139 Brakmin's (The) Spell 63 

Avadina-Cataka 389 Buddha, in the Jîtaka 3; interprets dreams 
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Ayojjha, city 318 attempt on his life 277; throne of 346; 


six-coloured rays 400 
Babrius 25, 34, 39, 118, 141, 156, 220,  Buddhaghosha's Parables 17, 120, 222, 
224, 257 243, 325 
Babylon 7 Bühler, G., Ritual-Litteratur 370 
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Cakkavatti 846 

Campbell, J. Е, Popular Tales of the 
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Candaka, palace 388 

Cünura (Сёпйга), wrestler 317 
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425 

Gat (The) and the Cock 258 
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Chalmers, Sir R., Lineage of the Proud 
King 98 
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Choice (The) of а Husband 168 
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Cittaküta, mount 178 

Cittalats 156 
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Crab Tarn 211 
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Cupid and Psyche 459 
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488 
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her husband 381 

Danae 325 

Dantapura, city 343, 345 

Dasaratha, father of Rima 895; dies 327; 
father of Adasamukha 199 

Dasent, Popular tales from the Norse 291 

Davids, C. ላ. F. Rhys 63, 409 

Davids, T. W. Rhys 150, 197, 346, 425 

Defeating the King of Death 191 

Devadatta 277, 381, 288 

Devagabbhi, mother of the ten slave- 
brethren 814, 825 

Devak 325 
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Dhammapada 133 

Dighatālā 465 

Dighivu, prince 420 

Discontented (The) Ол 29 

Divine eye 217, 322, 388 
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Dodsley's Fables 180, 197, 269 

Dog's teaching 29 

Douce, Illustrations of Shakespeare 229 

Dreams interpreted 78 ff. 

Dubois and Beauchamp, Hindu Manners 
and Customs 428 

Dvaravati, magie city 318 


Edenball, luck of 219 
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FOREWORD 


In their desire to be all things to all men, the Buddhists of India 
presented the doctrine of the Enlightened One in the form of 
learned treatises to one kind of public, in the form of delightful 
tales to another. In the translation of the philosophical treatises 
a strict, and even pedantic, literalness ought to be observed. 
This is not so, on the other hand, with the Tales and Fables, 
which lose most of their charm and flavour in the process. The 
conventions of Indian story telling are, indeed, so different from 
our own, that their literal reproduction makes tiresome reading. 
The six volumes of the Cambridge translation of the Pali version 
of the Jatakas are of great value to scholars for philological, 
historical and archaeological purposes. No one, however, 
would read them for pleasure. In order to be more widely 
appreciated, the Birth Stories must obviously be retold in the 
idiom of to-day. This need not, as Miss Beswick's selections 
demonstrate, involve any distortion of the underlying teachings, 
and her rendering is alive with the spiritual purpose and message 
which unknown monks thousands of years ago have infused 
into the folklore of India. 
EDWARD CONZE 


INTRODUCTION 


Тив Jataka Tales (Birth-Stories)—of which there are 547—are 
tales told by the Buddha of his previous births as bird, animal, 
man. They were remembered and recorded by his followers 
not long after his death. 

Е is not a new idea that some people can recall their past 
lives on earth (though much so-called memory is wishful 
thinking or imagination) for Pythagoras, whom no one could 
accuse of wishful thinking or embroidery, gave instances of a 
few of his own past lives. And since the main teaching of the 
Buddha was that actions bring their due effects under immutable 
law, against which all prayers are unavailing, and that each life 
is the outcome of previous lives, it is not surprising that part of 
his method of impressing this on his listeners was by means of 
the descriptions of the past lives of himself and of others, showing 
not only the relationship between people but also in graphic 
form what evil is like and what good qualities are like. 

Throughout the stories we sce the line of life possessing those 
spiritual qualities which blossom in Buddhahood acting in and 
through various types of bodies, always helping, always reason- 
ing, acting after forethought, full of effort and animated by love, 
finally developing the power to sacrifice life itself. The qualities 
of friendship are brought out clearly in such delightful stories 
as the deer, the woodpecker and the tortoise; or in finer form 
in the actions of Banyan, the golden deer, the great-hearted 
monkey, and the love of the elephant’s wife caught by a crab. 
Duty is extolled: determination and perseverance are shown as 
necessary qualities to possess, and the power of evil is shown in 
all its degradation, It is interesting, by the way, to note that 
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throughout the animal stories there is little or no evil in them, 
but when the stories deal with human beings we see cruelty 
and evil in abundance ! 

The stories were told around some incident then happening, 
and it is in their relationship with that incident that we find their 
true lesson, At the close of the story the Buddha always identi- 
fied the birth so that lines of action and character stand out 
clearly from the past to the present, sometimes the same, some- 
times changed for the better. 

It is not surprising that his favourite disciple, Ananda, and 
the two chief members of his Brotherhood, Sariputta and Mog- 
gallana, should appear very often with him as his friends of the 
past, and Devadatta, his cousin who tried often to destroy him 
in various ways, as his enemy. With poetic licence these some- 
times appear as human beings while the life-to-become-the- 
Buddha was still in animal form, as in the case of the birth a 
the “ Obedient Elephant”, where Ananda was the mahov 
and Devadatta the evil king. 

After the death of the Buddha representations of the stori 
were carved on stone or painted on rock, as on the gates c 
the great Sanchi Stupa or memorial, the eastern gate of whid. 
was taken as one of the archaeological series of stamps Бу India 
when attaining her freedom. Also at the Bharhut Stupa and 
the Ajanta caves. 

Much more of the Buddha's teaching can of course be found 
elsewhere, іп The Dhammapada the Footsteps of the Law, a 
collection of sayings of the Buddha accepted as such at the 
Council of King Asoka, 240 B.C., and in the voluminous writings 
that have grown up around the teachings during the centuries. 

‘Who was the Buddha? Dr. Radhakrishnan in his lecture, 

1A Selection is published in the Wisdom of the East Series: The 
Dhammapada, trans, by Narada Thera. 
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“Gautama the Buddha’, 1938 (one of the annual Henriette 
Hertz Trust lectures on a Master Mind, at the British Academy), 
said “ He belongs to the history of the world’s thought, to the 
general inheritance of all cultivated men; for, judged by 
intellectual integrity, moral earnestness and spiritual insight, he 
is undoubtedly one of the greatest figures in history.” 

As for biographical information about this great Sage, there 
is no doubt that he was born of a royal family at Kapilavastu in 
north-east India about 500 в.с. His father was King Suddho- 
dana, his mother Queen Maya. Before he was born, Queen 
Maya dreamt that a star fell from Heaven and entered her womb, 
and when the child was born it is said that the rocks gave water 
for his first bath while the trees made a bower for the queen. 
He was given the name of Siddharta, which is a shortened form 

. of Sarvártthasiddha—the * realization of all desires’. His family 

gname was Gautama—'on earth the most victorious’. The 

story tells of the visit of the * Wise Men’ to sce the baby, of the 
warnings given to the king that his son might not rule the king- 
fom, of the young boy surprising his tutors with his knowledge, 

«Ё his play with his cousins and the shooting down of a swan 

. giving the boy his first knowledge of pain. The swan was shot 

7 down with an arrow by his cousin Devadatta but Siddharta 
picked it up and, calming the fluttering bird, removed the arrow. 
Wondering why the bird should have fallen he pricked his own 
flesh with the sharp point of the arrow and felt pain for the 
first time. When his cousin claimed the bird as his by right 
of conquest, the prince said that it was his, for he had saved its 
life. 


We read of the great tournament held for the hand of beauti- 
fal Yasodhara, and of Siddharta’s triumph and marriage. We 
read of the terror of the king lest the young prince should know 
sorrow or suffering, and of the beautiful palace in which he 
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lived. We read of his first journey into the capital of the king- 
dom and of the king’s care that all signs of death or sorrow should 
be kept off the streets. But, as Sir Edwin Arnold says in his 
Light of Asia: ' Who shall shut out fate?" 

We read how he met illness, death and sorrow in the city, 
of the first dawning in his mind that such things come to all, 
even to Yasodhara ; of the cruelty he sensed under the smiling 
waters wherein ‘life feeds on Ше”. How everywhere things 
are not what they seem, and, finally, when he left the palace one 
night on his faithful horse Kantaka, how the gates opened of 
themselves, and no sound of the horses’ hoofs was heard. We 
read how he sent his servant and horse back and he himself 
wandered off into the forest to live with hermits and yogis 
and try to find out the cause of sorrow. After much effort, 
along one line and another of bodily torture, he realized that 
this way knowledge would not come to him and, refreshed by 
the milk given him by a young mother, he rested under a tree 
and meditated on the great problems of life. 

‘We can read, in the magical language of eastern symbology, 
how he finally achieved Enlightenment under the Bodhi tree, 
and against all the snares of Mara, the prince of evil, was un- 
moved. At the critical moment of his vision he saw the worlds 
and all living things in а vast array and himself as one with 
them, losing himself in the Bliss that lies at the centre of the 
Universe. That same vast Universe was in suspense lest he 
should forsake his fellow men and enter the Bliss, but he 
triumphed and obeyed the call of the suffering and said he would 
stay and preach the Word. 

For forty years he wandered over India teaching the great 
truths of life and gathering around himself disciples, the chief 
among them being Ananda. His first sermon was at the deer 
park at Sarnath, near Benares, and the text of this sermon has 
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come down to us, as have many of his sayings, for immediately 
after his death his disciples gathered together and recorded all 
they could remember. 

Though he says that his own knowledge is as much greater 
than that which he passed on as are all the leaves of a tree com- 
pared to one leaf, yet we have enough to go on in the Pancha 
Sila, or Five Virtues, his Four Noble Truths and the Noble 
Eightfold Path. 

‘The Pancha Sila reminds us of the Old Testament Command- 


- ments in some respects: 


Kill not—for Pity's sake—and lest ye slay 
The meanest thing upon its upward way. 


Give freely and receive, but take from none 
By greed, or force, or fraud, what is his own. 


Bear not false witness, slander not, nor lie; 
Truth is the speech of inward purity. 


Shun drugs and drinks which mind and soul abuse; 
Clear minds, clean bodies, need no Soma juice. 
Touch not thy neighbour's wife, neither commit 
Sins of the flesh unlawful and unfit 

Light of Asia 


The Four Noble Truths are Sorrow: all lis sorrow; Sorrow's 
Cause, Sorrow’s Ceasing, and the Way. 

The Eightfold Path deals with The Way, that Way of Life 
which all must follow in the end, for we must have Right 
Doctrine, Right Purpose, Right Speech, Right Behaviour, 
Right Purity, Right Thought, Right Loneliness and Right 
Rapture, 

He taught the doctrine of Karma, that Law of Cause and Effect, 
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of sowing and reaping, which makes each man reap the fruits 
ін life (in some rebirth or other) of his deeds, good or bad, thus 
making him master of his fate. He showed, too, the brotherhood 
of all, of man and beast, of star and dewdrop; he taught how 
all lives and moves on on the great wheel of time, but that this 
wheel can be broken by effort in the right way. It 5 said 
that never was his voice raised in anger, and indeed, throughout 
all his sermons and sayings we find the spirit of love and under- 
standing. In one story it is said that he offered his begging 
bowl at the door of a man who refused him food and grumbled 
at him for not working, and abused him. The Buddha said 
to him, “If a man gives a present to another man who refuses 
to accept it, to whom does the present belong?” The man 
answered: “To him who offered it.” “Then,” said the 
Buddha, “ if I do not accept your abuse it will return to you. 
But I have lost a friend.” 

He taught till he was eighty years old, and when he was about 
to put off his body his last words were: “ All compounds are 
perishable.” 

For many years his teachings flourished, and as one writer 
put it: ‘There was а time, when from the mountains and 
Plains of the north to the woods and downs of Ceylon, there 
was but one rallying cry, to save mankind from the miseries 
of ignorance in the name of Him who first taught the Brother- 
hood of man. But here, too, as with all other great missions, 
the teachings began to give place to ceremony, then to be for- 
gotten as а way of life. The orthodoxy of the Brahmins and 
Muslim conquest succeeded in driving them out of India to a 


great extent, and the Buddhist monks took refuge in Burma . 


and China as well as in other parts of the world. 
But nothing can finally drive out Truth, and again and again 
these teachings are revived, put into other words, other symbols, 
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as they were by Jesus, until, at last, mankind shall learn that 
“Hatred ceaseth not by hatred, but by love; this is the raw’. 


I have used almost exclusively the six volumes of The Jataka, 
or Stories of the Buddha’s Former Births, translated from the 
Pali by various hands under the Editorship of Professor E. B. 
Cowell, Cambridge University Press 1895-1897, 1901-1907 
(6 volumes), as I do not know Pali. 

‘These volumes are of great value to the scholar but they con- 
tain so much: the stories are often of great length, being trans- 
lations, and the general reader would, I am afraid, neither wish 
to read six volumes nor be interested in many of the stories. 
Thave therefore picked out those which are, I think, the simplest 
and most easily understood, and which have a strong appeal to 
the higher qualities of man. In re-telling them I have reduced 
many considerably in length and, I hope, still retained the spirit 
while simplifying the form of presentation. 

The verses quoted at the end of the stories are verbatim from 
the Cambridge volumes, though in some cases I have taken only 
a few verses for each story. 

In these days when horror and evil seem to be our daily food, 
it seems good to turn to something which, while not ignor- 
ing evil or making goodness effeminate, will still give some 
basis of thought truly educative to human beings; something 
which will hold up an ideal as a pattern for life, and stretch 
our vision, so limited in terms of the various high-powered 
bombs, till we can see an infinite vista before us, Not an end- 
less nothingness, or endless misery, not a snuffing-out, but a 
life that lives for all time as a power for good, part of that ever- 
present, living company of the sages of the past and of the future. 

Though hatred can and will cease, love is immortal. 


THE FAIRY CANDA 


ONE day after his Enlightenment the Buddha was seated with 
his father, King Suddhodana, taking a meal and he told him a 
story. After the meal he said he would visit Yasodhara, the 
mother of his son Rahula, in her house and tell her a story also. 

‘When Yasodhara heard that he was coming she arranged a 
welcome for him, and when he arrived greeted him with great 
reverence, 

‘The king then told the Buddha that while he had been search- 
ing for Truth, as a beggar, and without possessions, she had 
cast aside all her jewels and garlands to be like him, and when 
he had achieved Buddhahood she had also worn the yellow 
robe—" So faithful is her heart to уоп”. 

The Buddha answered that it was not strange she should love 
him in this birth and be faithful to him, for she had been so in 
the past. And he told the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha was born as 
a fairy and called Canda. Не lived with his fairy wife, Candi, 
in the Himalayas on a silver mountain called Chandapabhata, 
or Mountain of the Moon. 

In the rainy season they remained on the mountain, but in 
the hot weather after the rains they came down to the valley 
where they could play among the grasses and trees and bathe in 
the streams. 

One hot day Canda anointed himself with sweet-smelling 
scent, made his meal of fruit pollen and dressed himself in 
flower gauze. Then, singing in sheer happiness, he began to 

3 The line over the last š signifies the feminine gender. 
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amuse himself by swinging among the long creepers that grew 
near the stream. 

After a while he left this play and went down to the stream 
with Candi to bathe and they sported in the water, splashing 
about and scattering the flowers that grew on its surface, enjoy- 
ing themselves to their hearts’ content. When they tired of 
this they came out of the water, put on their dresses of flowers 
and choosing a sandy spot where the sand was so fine and clean 
that it looked like silver, they spread a couch of flowers and lay 
down, full of happiness and contentment. 

Soon Canda took a bamboo stick and began to play a tune 
and Canda danced, her soft hands moving to the rhythm of the 
music. 


Into this idyllic scene came a human being. 


А short time before this the king of Benares had decided to 
leave his kingdom for a while and go to the Himalayas. Не 
had now reached the valley and stream where the fairies played, 
and hearing the sounds of the bamboo flute he moved towards 
it, taking care not to make any noise. 

As soon as he saw Candi he fell in love with her and in order 
to possess her took up his bow and arrow and shot the fairy- 
husband. Canda cried out in pain and fell to the ground, turning 
himself away from his fairy-wife; but hearing him cry and 
seeing him turn away she hastened to him to find out what had 
happened. Finding that he had been wounded, she looked 
round for the cause and saw the king. 

Rushing away from him, higher up the mountain, she turned 
and faced him, cursing him for what he had done. 

You evil prince—ah woe is me! my husband dear did wound, 

Who there beneath a woodland tree now lies upon the ground, 
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O prince ! the woe that wrings my heart may thy own mother pay, 
The woe that wrings my heart to ес my fairy dead this day ! 
Yea, prince 1 the woe that wrings my heart may thy own wife repay, 
The woe that wrings my heart to sce my fairy dead this day ! 

‘And may thy mother mourn her lord, and may she mourn her son 
‘Who on my lord most innocent for lust this deed hast done. 


And may thy wife look on and see the loss of lord and son, 
For thou upon my harmless lord for lust this deed hath done. 


When at last she paused the king answered her : 

Weep not nor grieve: the woodland park has blinded you I ween: 
А royal house shall honour thee, and thou shalt be my queen. 

But Candi was the more infuriated at this insult and in a 

voice as loud as a lion’s roar called out: 

‘What is this word thou hast said ! 

No! 1 will surely slay myself! Thine I will never be, 
Who slew my husband innocent—all for lust of me. 

Seeing that he could not possess her the king’s passion died 
as quickly as it had been aroused and saying: “І know that 
creatures that feed on shrub and tree, love the woodland and 
cannot be happy elsewhere,” he turned away and went on his 
journey. 

As soon as he had gone Candi hurried back to her fairy-lord 
and took his head on her lap, crying aloud in her pain: 
Here in the hills and mountain caves, in many a glen and grot, 
What shall I do, О fairy mine | now that I see thee not? 

‘The wild beasts range, the leaves are spread on many a lovely spot 
What shall I do, O fairy mine, now that I see thee not? 


As she sang she felt his hand and it was hot to her touch. 
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So, knowing now that he was пос dead, she reproached the 
gods for not coming to her aid. Her devotion was so great 
that Sakka’s* throne grew hot and he came down, disguised 
asa Brahmin, and offered to help. Не sprinkled water on the 
wound and it healed up and soon Canda rose, well and strong 
as before. Delightedly the fairies thanked the Brahmin, and 
before he left he told them not to go down any more to the 
places where men moved, but to keep to the mountains. 
Happy again, and carefree, the fairies moved away as Candi 


To the mountains let us go 
Where the lovely rivers flow, 
Rivers all o'ergrown with flowers: 
There for ever, while the breeze 
Whispers in a thousand tones, 
Charm with talk the happy hours. 


When the Master had finished he said: “ Not now only, 
but long ago even as now, she was devoted and faithful of heart 


to me.” 


He identified the birth: Rahula’s mother was Candi and 
“1 myself was the fairy ”. 


5 Sakka, king of the gods, or Brahma. 


THE WISHING TREE 


Once, during the Buddha's earthly sojourn, there was a merchant 
who was friendly with a poor man and, though his friends tried 
to break the friendship, said that friendship did not depend 
on equality or inequality of external things. То show his 
trust he left his affairs in the hands of the poor friend when he 
went away and they prospered. 
The Buddha told him: 
А friend rightly so-called is never inferior. 
The standard measure for friendship is ability to beftiend, 


and he told the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha was born as the 
sprite that lived in a clump of kusa grass growing in the king's 
park. Near by was a Wishing Tree whose trunk was straight 
and tall and from which were many spreading branches. The 
king's own seat was near the tree for he was very fond of it. 
Between the sprite of the Wishing Tree and the sprite of the 
lowly kusa grass grew up a great friendship. 

One day it was noticed that the pillar which supported the 
king's house was weak and another had to be found to replace 
it. The carpenters therefore searched for a tree trunk straight 
enough and tall enough and strong enough for the purpose. 
At last they came to the Wishing Tree and found what they 
needed. Knowing that the king was very fond of the tree 
they dare not cut it down before telling him, but when he 
heard that it was perfect for the new pillar he said, even though 
he was fond of it, it must be cut down. 

та 
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The carpenters then took sacrifices to the tree and let it know 
that they were coming to cut it down on the next day. 

When the Wishing Tree sprite heard this it burst into tears 
and its friends in the forest came to ask what was the matter. 
But though they were full of sympathy they could do nothing 
to help. 

That night the Kusa Grass sprite called to see the Tree sprite 
and heard the news and determined to save his friend. 

Changing himself into a chameleon, ከይ went to the tree before 
the men came and got into the roots. Then he worked his 
way up to the branches, making the tree look full of holes. 
When he had finished he rested on a branch, his head moving 
from side to side. 

In the morning the men came to saw the tree down but before 
beginning the leader struck the trunk with his hand. Of course 
it sounded as if it was rotten ! Turning away, he blamed them 
for not looking more carefully the day before, and they went 
to look for another tree. 

All the Tree sprites sang the praises of the Kusa Grass sprite, 
for they said that they had not known how to help their friend 
even though they were stronger than the kusa grass. And the 
Wishing Tree sprite sang: 

Let great and small and equals, all, 
Do each their best, if harm befall, 
And help a friend іп evil plight, 
As I was helped by Kusa sprite. 


Тһе Master identified the birth: Ananda was the Tree sprite 
and “1 myself was the Kusa Grass sprite”. 


THE MARSH CROW 


ONE day the Brothers of the Order went on a visit to Devadatta 
and when they returned the Master asked Sariputta how Deva- 
datta had greeted them. 

Sariputta said he had imitated the Buddha. 

Not for the first time, said the Buddha, had Devadatta imitated 
him and thereby come to grief, and he told them the following 
story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha was born as 
а marsh crow. His name was Viraka and he lived near a pool 
from which he got his food. 

About this time there was a famine in Kasa (Benares), and 
because of it people had no food left over to throw away to 
the crows, and to save themselves from starvation the crows 
left the city. One of them, Savitthaka, with his wife, went to 
the place where Viraka lived and made their home beside the 
pool. 

Savitthaka watched how Viraka went down into the pool 
and ate fish and then came up and dried his feathers, so in order 
to have fish to eat he thought he would make friends with 
him by first becoming his servant. Accordingly he followed 
Viraka about until one day Viraka asked him what he wanted. 
Hearing that he wanted to serve him he agreed, and after that 
caught fish for himself and gave what was left to Savitthaka, 
who ate what he wanted and took the rest to his wife. 

After a while pride rose in him: he thought that he looked 
like the crow, why could he not catch his own fish? He told 
Viraka of his desire, but Viraka warned him that he did not 
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belong to the same tribe as the marsh crows, and could not go 
into the water in the same way. In his pride Savitthaka did 
not listen to this advice but went into the pool, was caught 
in the weeds so that only the tip of his beak was above the water, 
could not breathe, and so died. 

When he did not return his wife asked Viraka: 


O have you жеп Savitthaka, О Viraka, have you seen 
Му sweet-voiced mate whose neck is like the peacock in its sheen? 
Viraka answered: 
He was not born to dive beneath the wave, 
But what he could not do he needs must try; 
So the poor bird has found a watery grave, 
Entangled in the weeds, and left to die. 


The lady crow heard and wept, and returned to Каза. 


The Buddha identified the birth: Devadatta was Savitthaka, 
«Т myself was Viraka.” 


THE GOLDEN РЕАСОСК 


THE Master told this story when a backsliding Brother confessed 
that he had erred through his lust for pleasure. The Master 
explained to him that passion had before overthrown even holy 
beings who for seven thousand years had remained pure, and he 
told the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha was born as 
a golden peacock. His mother laid her egg one day where 
she was cating and left it, and as with all healthy eggs—when 
not destroyed by a snake or otherwise interfered with—it 
cracked in time and a peachick came out. He was golden in 
colour, his eyes were like the gunja fruit, his beak red like coral, 
and three red streaks wound their way round his throat and 
passed down the middle of his back. 

‘When he was full grown he was so beautiful and great that 
the peafowl made him their king. 

One day as he was drinking from а pool he saw his reflection 
in the water and realized for himself that he was the most 
beautiful of peacocks. He thought further that if he stayed 
where men were he would fall into danger. So at nightfall, 
when the peafowl were away, he left the place and flew to 
the Himalayas, and passing over three ranges settled in a forest 
in the fourth where there was a great lake covered with lotuses. 
Nearby was a banyan tree and there he alighted. Near the 
tree was a hill, and in the heart of the hill was a pleasant 
cave. „Не flew down to it and alighted on a piece of flat land 
near its mouth, There he thought he would remain alone, 
None could climb to this place either from below or from 
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above, and he was free from fear of man, wild animals or 
serpents. 

Next morning he came out of the cave and sat on the ከ፲[- 
top facing the east. As the sun rose he protected himself 
for the coming day by reciting the verse, “ There he rises, king 
all-seeing.” 
During the day he sought his food and in the evening he 
again sat on the top of a hill facing west, and as he watched the 
sun sinking he protected himself against the coming night by 
reciting the verse, “ There he sets, the king all-seeing.” 

And so life passed. 

One day a hunter living in the forest caught sight of him. 
When he was on the point of death he said to his son if ever the 
king wanted a golden peacock he would know where to find 
one. 


One day the chief queen, just at early dawn, had a vision. 
She thought she saw а golden peacock preaching the Law and 
she listened, agreeing with all it said. The peacock finished 
and departed. She cried out in her sleep, " The king of the 
peacocks is escaping, catch him "—and she awoke. 

She knew now it was a dream but she decided to ask the king 
to see if a golden peacock could be found. She would not 
tell him she had dreamt of one, for then he would not try to 
find it, but she told him she had a great desire to see one. Аз 
usual in such circumstances, the queen lay down and when 
the king visited her she told him she craved to hear the discourse 
of a golden peacock. If such a peacock could not be found, 
she said, she would die. The king promised to do what could 
be done and asked his courtiers where such a peacock could be 
found. They did not know and told him to ask the Brahmins. 
The Brahmins told him peacocks could be golden in colour, so 
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hearing that it should be possible to find one he called his hunters 
together. None had seen a golden peacock, they said, but one 
said his father had told him of a place where one lived. Тһе 
king gave him money and told him to find the peacock, catch 
him and bring him back. 

The hunter went to the place and saw the peacock. But 
though he tried to snare him he failed and in due time died. 

When the peacock could not be captured the queen also 
died and the king had the story written on a golden plate and 
placed in his treasury. The story said that the peacock was 
to be found in the fourth range of the Himalayas, and whocver 
ate his flesh would be for ever young and immortal. In due 

Another king read the story and sent out hunters. Other 
Kings who followed him did the same, until six kings and six 
hunters had died. 

Even the seventh hunter sent out by the seventh king could 
not catch it though he tried for seven years. Wondering why 
he was so difficult to snare he sat and watched him. Thus he 
saw that every morning and every evening the peacock watched 
the sun and recited his verse. He also noticed that there was 
no other peacock about, so this one must be a holy peacock and 
protected from harm by his holiness, and by his charm. 

He therefore thought of a plan to beguile him and went to 
catch a peahen which he brought back with him. He taught 
her how to make her mating cry when he snapped his fingers 
at her, and how to dance when he clapped his hands, and the 
he set his snare as before. Then before the peacock had time 
to recite his verse, the man snapped his fingers and the peahen 
uttered her cry. The peacock heard and was so enamoured 
that he forgot his verse and went towards her and caught his 
feet in the snare. 
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‘Then the hunter saw what he had done—how he had betrayed 
the peacock who had been for so long safe from snares and full 
of virtue. He thought that to take him and give him to the 
king for the sake of a bribe would be unseemly and he thought 
hewouldset him free from the snare. Buthow? Such a big bird 
might break a wing or injure himself in other ways if he went 
near, for he would think the hunter came to kill him. So he 
went away for his bow and arrows, intending to break the snare. 

Meanwhile the peacock wondered why he did not come an 
as he watched saw the hunter fitting his arrow. Thinking 
that he was about to be shot he said: 

If I being captured wealth to thee shall bring, 
Then wound mc not, but take me still alive. 
I pray фес, friend, conduct me to the king: 
Methinks a most rich guerdon he will give. 
The hunter replied: 
I have not set this arrow to the bow 
To do thee hurt, O peacock king, to-day: 
I wish to cut the snare and let thee go, 
Then follow thine own will and Ay away. 

Then they talked for some time of life and of right and 
wrong, and the hunter understood that it was wrong to kill or 
injure any living thing. He therefore renounced his hunter's craft. 

He asked the peacock what he could do about the birds he 
had left in bondage at home, how could he set them free? 
The peacock told him to perform an Act of Truth, and then in 
all India there would no longer be any creature in bondage. 
This the hunter did: 

All those feathered fowl that I did bind, 

Hundreds and hundreds, in my house confined, 

Unto them all I give their life to-day, 

‘And freedom: let them homewards fy sway. 
эл.—с 
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Through this Act of Faith or Truth all the birds became free 
and went happily to their homes. All over India the same thing 
happened. No so much as a cat was confined ! 

And the peacock and the hunter rose to the skies. 

Then the Master said the last verse: 

‘The hunter traversed all the forest land 
To catch the lord of peacocks, snare in hand. 
The glorious lord of peacocks he set free 
From pain, as soon as he was caught, like me. 


After the great Truths had been given the backsliding Brother 
reached sainthood. 
Then the Buddha identified the birth: “I was the peacock 


king.” 


THE FOREST FIRE 


Tins story was told by the Buddha when he and his followers 
were on a journey near a jungle. Suddenly there was a great 
forest fire, and though the Master continued to walk towards 
it some of his followers were frightened and asked why they 
did not start a counter-fire. Others said that with the Buddha 
they would be safe. 

The Master halted at a certain spot and his followers gathered 
round him. The fire still came on but presently it stopped and 
went out. 

The Brothers praised the Buddha, but he told them it was 
not his present power that day which stopped the fire; it was 
through his power ages before, and he told them the following 
story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took form as 
a quail and lived with his father and mother in a nest in a forest. 

As is usual in the bird-world the father and. mother used to 
fly away every day to find food and bring it back to him, but 
though he fed on it he did not get strong and his wings were 
not powerful. 

One night there was an uproar in the forest for all the animal 
and insect and bird life sensed a great forest fire creeping quickly 
to their part of the forest. All who could fed before it, including 
the parent quails. But the young quail was not strong enough 
to move and remained in the nest. 

At first terror kept him motionless, but as the hissing of the 
fire got nearer, and the flames brighter, he became less afraid, 
and when the fire had come quite near he took his courage firmly 
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in his hands, Не said to himself that he could not fly or walk, 
he was without the protection of his parents and did not know 
what to do. As he thought he suddenly became aware of 
certain things, and said to himself that there was but a single 
principle in Nature. He would make an Act of Faith and force 
the flames to go back and so save himself and the rest of the 
birds, Then he spoke to the fire. 


With wings that Яу not, feet that walk not yet, 
Forsaken by my parents, here I lie ! 
‘Wherefore I conjure thee, dread Lord of Fire, 
Primaeval Jataveda, turn ! go back | 
The fire heard and stopped; then it went out suddenly, the 
smoke cleared, the animals and birds and insects came back 
again and the moon could once more be seen sailing serenely across 
the night sky. Once more peace and happiness reigned. 
And the quail said: 
1 wrought my Act of Truth, and therewithal 
The sheet of blazing fire left sixteen lengths 
Unscathed—like flames by water quenched. 


This is one of the four wonders of the world, for through 
this Act of Truth made by the little quail, never will fire burn 
again in this part of the forest for all time. 


The Buddha identified the birth: his present parents were 
the parents of the quail. “I myself was the quail.” 
1Jataveda, an old name of the god Fire. 


THE LIONESS AND THE JACKAL 


‘Tus story was told about an incident of the Buddha’s day con- 
cerning a barber's son. 

The barber who attended the palace was а Believer and attended. 
to the Five Precepts and the three Refuges *. 

One day he took his son with him to the palace and there 
the youth saw a well-born girl beautifully dressed and fell 
in love with her. When the youth got home he went to bed 
and grieved, saying that if he could not have the girl he would 
die. To have her, his father pointed out, was impossible, for 
she was high-born and he of low caste. He should not set 
his mind on forbidden fruit. 

The youth, however, pined and died, and when the father 
had overcome his grief, he went to visit the Master, taking 
with him flowers, scent and perfumes. 

The Master asked him why he had been so long away, and 
when he heard the reason he said that it was not the first time 
the youth had set his heart on something he could not have. 
And he told the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha lived in а lion's 
body in a golden cave in the Himalayas which he shared with 
his parents, his six younger brothers and his sister. Every day 
the brothers went out to catch food, some of which they ate and 
some of which they brought back for their parents and sister 


3 The Pancha Sila (see Introduction), 

*[ take Refuge in the Buddha, 

I take Refuge in the Dhamma (the Law). 

I take Refuge in the Sangha (the Brotherhood), 
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Higher up the mountain was a crystal cave in which a jackal 
lived where he could watch the lions. In time he fell in love 
with the lioness, but while her parents were alive he dared not 
approach her. When, however, the parents died and the 
brothers went out as usual to get food, he went down to her 
and told her of his love. 

She was horrified at the insult, for lions are kings among 
beasts and jackals are very low in the animal kingdom, and she 
would have nothing to say to him. Sorrowfully he turned 
away and went to his cave where he lay down in despair. 

The lioness wondered what she could do and decided that 
the only way to treat this insult was to refuse to eat and so die. 
But she thought she ought to tell her brothers first. 

When the first brother arrived with food for her she told 
him what had happened, and he, looking up to the crystal cave, 
became so angry that he rushed up to destroy the jackal, thinking 
that it was lying in the sky. Of course he met the hard crystal 
walls and was killed, falling down to the bottom of the mountain. 

The same thing happened to the other brothers in turn until 
the eldest arrived. He, too, looked up and saw the jackal, 
but he thought to himself that jackals do not lie in the sky. 
The animal must therefore be lying in a crystal cave. Wonder- 
ing how he could destroy him he decided that there must be a 
way by which the jackal came down the mountain and he set 
ош to find it. At the foot of the mountain he came across the 
dead bodies of his brothers and said to himself: 

Who гау undertakes an enterprise, 
Not counting all the issue may arise, 

Like one who bums his mouth in eating food 
Falls victim to the plans he did devise, 

Then he climbed up the path and roared three times so loudl 
that the jackal, seeing him, burst his heart with fear and died. 
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The lion then returned to his sister, burying the dead bodies 
of his six brothers on the way. 


The Master identified the birth: The barber's son was the 
jackal, the well-born girl the lioness, the six young lions 
the six Elders of the Buddha’s Company, and “I myself 
was the eldest", 


THE ПОМ AND THE JACKAL 


Tens story was told about an incident happening in the Brother- 
hood. 

One day Ananda was given five hundred cloths. He dis- 
tributed them among five hundred Brothers. When the king 
who had given him the cloths asked him why he had done 
this he told him of the custom in the Order of having few 
things. The King then gave him five hundred more. 

At that time Ananda was assisted by another Brother who 
did him many services and to him he gave this second five 
hundred cloths. The Brother then divided them among other 
members of the order. 

But some Brothers complained to the Buddha, resenting the 
fact that Ananda had given all five hundred cloths to one 
Brother. The Buddha explained that one good turn deserves 
another and gratitude is a sound virtue. Ananda had chosen 
this way to show his gratitude to the serving Brother. 

He then told the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took form as 
а lion and lived on a mountain. The mountain was surrounded 
by water, but near the foot an island of marshy grass-covered 
land rose just above the surface. Here many rabbits and deer 
lived. 

One day the lion saw a deer grazing there and jumped towards 
her, She fled in terror. But the lion could not stop himself 
in his flight and fell into the wet muddy ground. The mud 
was so thick that it held his four feet fast, and he stayed caught 
for seven days without food. 
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On the seventh day a jackal saw him and ran away terrified. 
The lion, sensing a possible rescuer, called after him and asked 
him to come back and help to release him from the mud. Very 
slowly the jackal approached and seeing that the lion was 
really caught began to push the mud away from his feet, making 
а channel down which the water could come and make the 
mud softer. Then he got beneath the lion’s body and asked 
him to make one great effort to free himself while he pushed 
from underneath. 

This idea worked well and the lion was freed. 

Once on dry land the lion’s great need was food and secing 
a bull he killed it. Full of gratitude to the jackal he offered 
him his share of the meat first, and then ate some himself. 
When both of them had satisfied their hunger the jackal took 
some more food, Surprised at this the lion asked him why, 
when he was satisfied, he took more, and the jackal told him 
he was taking some for his wife. Taking some for his own wife 
also the lion and the jackal started for home. First they went 
to the jackal’s home and fed the she-jackal. Then the lion 
took them both with him to his cave and told them if they would 
live in the small cave at the entrance to his cave he would look 
after them. 

This was agreed upon and the two families lived happily 
together for some time, the young lions playing with the young 
jackals, and all felt safe under the lion’s protection. 

After a time, however, the peaceful state was disrupted. The 
lioness began to wonder why her husband was so attentive to 
the jackals and she began to feel jealous. She told her children 
of this and they began to throw out hints to the young jackals 
that all was not well, and she herself hinted to the she-jackal 
that it was time the family removed themselves. 

Soon the she-jackal told her husband, and one day when the 
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lion and the jackal were out together, the jackal asked the lion 
why he had not asked him to leave if he wanted him to go away ? 
Naturally, the jackal said, he would go at once. 
The strong will always have their way; it is their nature so to do; 
Your mate roars loud; and now I say I fear what once I trusted to. 
"Тһе lion was amazed and said he did not want him to leave 
at all and asked why he had thought he did. So the story came 
out. Going home, the lion reminded his wife of thc time when 
for seven days he had been caught in the mud, and һе told her 
of the jackal's help and of the reason for his friendship with 
him. The lioness now understood and the two families lived 
again together in friendship. 
А friend who plays a friendly part, however small and weak he be, 
He is my kinsman and my flesh and blood, a friend and comrade he; 
Despise him not, my sharp-fanged mate | this Jackal saved my life for me. 


The Buddha identified the birth: Ananda was the jackal, 
“Т myself was the lion. 


JACKAL BEWARE! 


Омсв some of the Brethren visited Devadatta and on their 
return the Buddha asked them how they had been received. 
Sariputta said that Devadatta had imitated the Buddha and 
had got himself into trouble thereby. 
Then the Master said, not for the first time had Devadatta got 
himself into trouble by this means, and he told the following 
story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha dwelt as a 
lion in а cave in the Himalayas. One day after killing a buffalo 
and eating all he wanted he drank water and made his way to 
his cave. А jackal saw him coming and being frightened and 
seeing no way of escape lay down in his path. Іп answer to 
the lion’s question why he was doing such a thing the jackal 
said he wished to serve him. That being so the lion agreed 
and took him home to his cave, and after this gave him what 
food he did not need himself. ‘The jackal therefore got quite 
fat, and proud. 

One day he told the lion that he was giving him much trouble 
in always finding food for him and he would himself go out 
and kill an elephant and after cating his fill would bring some 
back to him. 

The lion told him that he did not belong to the breed of 
animal that could kill an elephant and сас it: he would him- 
self go out and kill one and bring back some meat for him. 
And he begged him not to take on more than he could 
possibly do. 
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Jackal beware ! 
His tusks are long. 
One of thy puny race 
Would scarcely dare 
So huge and strong 
А beast as this to face. 

But the jackal would not listen and leaving the cave roared 
the jackal’s cry three times. 

Down in the valley he saw an elephant and thinking to land 
on its head he jumped down. But turning a somersault in the 
air the poor jackal fell at the feet of the elephant instead, and 
was crushed beneath the elephant’s foot and lay groaning till 
he died. 

The lion looked down and saw the jackal lying there and 
said: 


A jackal once assumed a lion’s pride, 

And elephant as equal foe defied. 

Prone on the earth, while groans his bosom rent, 
He learned the rash encounter to repent. 


Who thus should challenge one of peerless fame, 
Nor mark the vigour of his well-knit frame, 
Shares the sad fate that on the jackal came. 


But who the measure of his own power knows, 
And nice discretion in his language shows, 
True to his duty lives and triumphs o'er his foes. 
In this way did the Buddha show what are the proper duties 
to do in the world. Д 


The Master identified the birth: Devadatta was the jackal, 
“I myself was the lion.” 


THE LION-JACKAL 


‘Ture was a member of the Order, Kokalika, who hearing some 
of the Brethren preach, wanted to do likewise. But he only 
showed up his own inferiority. 

But Buddha, on hearing this, said it was not the first time 
that his voice had betrayed his true worth, and he told the follow- 
ing story. 


Once a lion and a jackal mated and a cub was born, Its 
toes, claws, mane, colour and figure were that of a lion, but 
his voice was that of a jackal. 

One day after the rains all the lion cubs were playing together 
and roared out in fun. The lion-jackal roared too, but his 
voice made the jackal sound and all the other cubs becamesilent. 

Another son of the lion went to his father and asked why that 
cub looked like а lion and roared like a jackal: 

Lion's claws and lion's paws, 
Lion's feet to stand upon; 

But the bellow of this fellow 
Sounds not like a lion's son ! 

The father told his son the reason for this and then sent for 
the lion-jackal cub. He advised him never to roar because: 
All will see what kind you be 

If you yelp as once before; 
So don’t try it, but keep quiet; 
Your's is not а lion's roar, 

The Master identified the birth. Kokalika was the lion-jackal, 

Rahula the brother cub, “ The king of beasts was I myself.” 
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ТНЕ ПОМ АМО ТНЕ ВОАК 


Ons night after the Buddha had spoken to the Brothers and a 
crowd of bystanders he retired to his сей. When he had gone 
one of the Brothers asked Sariputta many questions, all of 
which he answered, and all listened entranced to his wisdom. 
That is, all but one. This Elder thought to himself that if 
he could ask a question which Sariputta could not answer all 
men would think how clever he was, and he asked a stupid 


question. 

Sariputta looked at him, realized that he knew nothing, and 
without saying a word rose and retired to his cell. 

The bystanders were furious at this for they said the Elder 
had prevented them from listening to wisdom and they called 
out, “ Seize this wicked man.” 

The Elder fled, and not seeing it in time fell into a hole 
in the cover of a cesspool just outside the monastery and was, 
of course, covered with filth, 

Then people felt sorry for him and went to tell the Master 
what had happened. When he heard them he said this was 
not the first time the Elder had come to grief by being puffed 
up with pride, and he told the following story. 


Once when the life that was to become the Buddha took form 
asa lion and lived іп a cave in the Himalayas a boar lived near 
him, one of a number of boars dwelling near a lake. 

One day after the lion had killed and eaten he went to the 
lake to drink and saw a boar feeding at the lakeside. Deciding 
that he would kill the boar another day the lion hid so that the 
boar would not be frightened and not come again. But the 
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boar did see him, and being proud, thought the lion was fright- 
ened of him! He therefore challenged him to fight. 

The lion refused but said that in a week they could fight. 

The boar was delighted and told all the other boars, for he 
was proud to think that a lion had been frightened of him and 
he felt sure he could kill him. But the boars let him know that 
he could never be a match for a lion and they advised him to 
take measures to safeguard himself. He was advised to roll 
in all the filth he could find every day for six days, letting itdry 
оп him. On the seventh day he was to let it get wet. It would 
then smell horribly, and when the lion came he should take 
care to get between the wind and the lion so that the smell 
would reach the lion. 

This he did. But the smell was so horrid that the lion refused 
to fight him, for he would not even touch such filth with his 
foot. He said: 


O dirty Boar, your hide is foul, the stench is horrible to me; 

If you would fight I yield me quite, and own you have the victory. 
The Boar was now prouder than ever, but the other boars 

left the place, feeling sure the lion would return one day and 

kill them. 


The Master identified the birth: The Boar was the Elder 
and “I myself was the lion”. 


THE END ОЕ THE WORLD 


One day the disciples saw some false ascetics lying on thorns, 
torturing themselves by fire, etc., and they asked the Buddha 
if there was any special merit in these kinds of penance. He 
told them that there was no merit in them, for they had been 
examined and tested and they proved to be like the noise heard 
by the hare, 

He then told them the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha was born as 
а lion, and lived in a wood near the western ocean. Nearby 
was a grove of palm trees mixed with vilva trees and beneath 
а palm sapling at the foot of a vilva tree lived a hare. 

One day the hare lay beneath the young tree and thought to 
himself—if the earth should be destroyed, what would become 
of me? 

At that very moment a ripe vilva fruit fell on a palm leaf 
with aloud plop. The hare heard the noise and thought, this 
is indeed the end of the сагф, for it is collapsing, and he fled 
without looking behind. 

Another hare saw him running and asked the cause, " Pray 
don’t ask me,” he said. The other hare ran with him and 
asked again, “ What is it?” The first hare stopped and without 
looking behind said the earth was breaking up, and then ran 
on again. Soon more hares joined them and in time a hundred 
thousand hares were running. Other animals saw them, a 
deer, a boar, an elk, a buffalo, a wild ox, a rhinoceros, a tiger, 
a lion, an elephant, and so on, and all asked in turn why they 
were running away. The same answer was given. 
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When our lion heard the reason for this mad flight, he thought 
to himself, the earth is not coming to an end; the hare must 
have misunderstood some sound. Не realized, too, that if 
һе did not do something all the animals would perish for they 
were rushing to disaster. Getting ahead of them, he stopped ас 
the foot of a mountain and roared three times. 

The animals paused, huddled together in fear, while the lion 
went among them and asked why they were running away. 
When he heard that the carth was collapsing he asked the ele- 
phant if he had scen it doing so. The elephant said he had 
not, but the lion had. The lion said he had not, but the tiger 
had, the tiger said the rhinoceros had, the rhinoceros said the 
wild ox, and so on until at last the hare was reached. The 
lion asked the hare if this was true, and he said іс was, for he 
had seen it. Where had it been seen, asked the lion. Near the 
ocean, answered the hare. Then the lion thought that a ripe 
fruit must have fallen and made a noise and the hare had been 
frightened into a rash conclusion. 

He now reasoned with the animals and said he would go with 
the hare and find out if it was true. At first the hare was 
frightened, but at last got on the lion’s back and went with him 
to find the place. When they had nearly reached it the hare 
was too frightened to go on and said: 


From the spot where I did dwell 
Issued forth а fearful “ thud ”; 

What it was I could not tell, 
Nor what caused it understood, 


So the lion went alone to the foot of the tree and there he 
found the ripe vilva fruit. But the earth had not cracked ! 
He made the hare look too, and then they went back to the 
other animals, and told them. The Buddha said: 
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The Master identified the birth saying, “I was the lion.” 


THE END OF THE WORLD 


Alarmed at sound of fallen fruit 
А hare once ran away, 

The other beasts all followed suit 
Moved by that hare's dismay. 


They hastened not to view the scene 


Distraught with foolish fear. 


They who to Wisdom's calm delight 
‘And Уігшез heights attain, 

Though ill example should invite, 
Such passing fear disdain, 


ТНЕ НАКЕ 


Once the Buddha and his Brotherhood were welcomed and fed 
by a landowner for many days. At the end the Buddha told 
this old legend to show that it was a tradition of the wise men 
to sacrifice even themselves to beggars. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took form as 
a hare and made his home in a forest near a stream of fresh water, 
so clean and clear that it looked as blue as lapis lazuli. The 
grass nearby was green and tender and soft to the touch of the 
feet of the animals who lived there. The trees were full of 
flowers and fruit. It was such a verdant spot, and the jungle 
round it was so pleasant with creeping plants and trees that men 
had also begun to live there. 

The hare, though strong, was gentle. He was also wise, 
and in time the other animals who lived in this part of the forest 
began to look up to him as though he were their king. Three 
of them became his special friends—a monkey, a jackal, and an 
otter—and every evening they sat together and talked of many 
things. Gradually their character began to change and many 
bad habits were dropped, including the habit of stealing, and 
they became friendly towards all the other animals. 

One evening as they sat together, and the moon, nearly at 
the full, was shining very brightly in the dark midnight sky, 
the hare told his friends that by its appearance he could tell that 
the following day would be a holy day. Не told them it was, 
therefore, a good thing if they all arranged not to eat anything 
that day but to give whatever food they found to anyone who 
asked for it. Quite cheerfully they agreed to do so. 
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In the morning the monkey went to the mountain nearby 
and gathering some ripe mango fruits took them back to his 
home. There he put them aside and sat waiting to see if any- 
one would come for them. And he thought to himself that 
if no one came he would have a good meal the next day. 

The jackal found a lizard and a pot of milk-curds outside a 
hut, and asking aloud if they belonged to anyone and not re- 
ceiving any answer, took the cord attached to the pot of curds 
and placed it round his neck, picked up the lizard and went 
home. Then, like the monkey, he sat and wondered if anyone 
would ask for them. He thought, too, that if no one wanted 
them he would have a good meal the next day. 

The otter found some fish in the sand by the river where they 
had been placed by a fisherman. He asked aloud if they be- 
longed to anyone, and receiving no reply took them home. 
Then he sat and waited, and thought of the good meal he would 
have the next day if no one wanted them. 

The hare started out to get his food, which was grass. Sud- 
denly he realized that men did not eat grass and therefore 
he had nothing to offer. After worrying for a little while he 
remembered that men ate flesh. All the flesh he had to offer 
was his own body and he decided, with joy in his heart, 
at he would offer his body to anyone who asked for 
|. 

The force of this great vow was felt by the whole earth. 
‘The mountains shook with joy, the oceans stirred to their depths, 
the air seemed full of music and the sky full of glorious colours. 
Lightning flashed and thunder rolled gently, making a very 
pleasing sound. Flowers fell around him and the wind in 
tribute blew their pollen over him. 

Sakka, lord of the Devas, heard the vow and thought he 
would put it to the test. So, at noon, he went to the forest 
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making himself look like a poor lonely traveller, and cried out 
that he had 1050 his caravan and was hungry and tired. He 
begged for help. 

When he came near the monkey he called again for help. 
The monkey immediately offered him the mango fruit but he 
refused it saying if he needed it he would come again later on. 
Hearing his cry the otter offered his fish but it was also refused. 
‘The jackal offered the lizard and the pot of curds but they, too, 
were refused, the traveller saying he would come again if he 
needed them. 

When he came to the hare the hare immediately offered his 
own body as food. Then a problem arose: how could a 
man kill someone who had been kind to him? Such a thing 
was not possible. 

In consternation the hare pondered. 

While he thought, Sakka caused a charcoal fire to appear 
behind him, with golden flames and without smoke. As soon. 
as the hare saw it he rushed towards it and shaking his body 
three times and calling to any little insect that might be in his 
fur to come out, he jumped into the middle of the fames joy- 
fully as a bird drops into a bed of lotuses. 

The flames did not feel hot to him, but cool and refreshing, 
and Sakka, with his jewelled hands, soft and white like the petals 
of the lotus, lifted him up and took him to heaven. There he 
told the heavenly beings of this wonderful sacrifice, and to 
commemorate it for all time he caused an image of the hare to 
appear on his palace, Vaigravanta, and another on Sudharma, 
the Hall of the Devas. And with the juice he obtained from 
a mountain, he drew, for all men to see, the figure of the hare 
on the face of the moon. There it will remain until the end 
of the great period of time in which we live, as a reminder of 
the sacrifice of the hare. 


4० THE HARE 
This is one of the great marvels of our age. 
The Buddha identified the birth: Moggallana was the jackal, 


Жалын the otter, Sariputta the monkey. “I myself was the 


O GOLDEN ЕООТ 


THs story was told about a girl member of the Sisterhood who, 
well-bom, was married to an unbeliever. She was, however, 
allowed to do as she pleased and one day invited her husband 
to listen to the Buddha. He then became a believer. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took form as 
а stag. He grew up beautiful and graceful, of golden colour, 
with his feet firm and glossy as lacquer, his horns curved like 
а silver wreath, his eyes like round jewels and his mouth like a 
ball of crimson wool. With his wife, a lovely doe, he lived 
happily and he had a large following of dappled deer. 

Unfortunately one day his foot was caught іп a snare set by 
a hunter, and though he tugged and tugged he could not free 
himself and he called out the cry of capture. The herd fled. 
When the дос saw that he was not with them she returned and 
seeing him fast begged him to try and break away. 


© Goldcn-Foot, no effort spare 

To loose thyself from thongéd snare, 
How could I joy, bereft of thee, 

To range amidst the woodland free ? 


The stag replied: 


I spare no effort, but in vain, 

My liberty I cannot gain. 

‘The more I struggle to get loose, 
The sharper bites the thongéd noose. 


Hearing this, the doe said she would save him. 
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Soon she saw the hunter approaching and went to meet him, 
singing the praises of her husband, king of the herd, asking him: 
Let on the earth a leafy bed, 
Hunter, where we may fall, be spread; 
And drawing from its sheath thy sword, 
Shy me and afterwards my lord. 
The hunter was so amazed that he set the stag free, and in her 
fallness of happiness the doe said: 
As I to-day rejoice to sec 
This mighty beast at liberty, 
So, hunter, that didst loose the gin, 
Rejoice with all thy kith and kin. 

In return for what he had done the stag gave him a magic 
jewel and told him to use it to set up a houschold, to give alms 
and show goodwill to all, for that was his Path; not for him 
to become an ascetic. 


He identified the birth: Channa was the hunter; the female 
novice the doe, “I myself was the stag.” 


ТНЕ АМТЕГОРЕ 


Waen the Brethren were discussing Devadatta’s attempts to kill 
the Buddha by hurling rocks, hiring archers and setting the 
elephant on him, the Buddha asked them what they were 
discussing. When he heard he told them the following story 
to show that Devadatta had tried before to kill him, and 
failed. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha was born as 
an antelope and lived in a forest, eating fruit. 

One day a deerstalker saw his footmarks near a tree and 
built a platform in the tree so that he could sit there and catch 
him when he came again for fruit. 

‘The antelope came as usual on the next day but the thought 
struck him that sometimes men hid to kill deer and he had 
better wait and watch for a bit before he went nearer the 
tree. 
After a time the deerstalker became impatient and taking some 
of the fruit threw it towards the antelope, hoping to attract 
him nearer. But he forgot that fruit which falls from a tree 
falls down straight, and not outward from the tree, and the 
antelope, seeing the fruit come towards him, asked the tree 
if it had changed its normal habit! Не thought he had better 
not venture nearer (he said) and he told the tree that he would 
eat from another tree that day ! 

The deerstalker called after him that he had saved himself 
that day—" I have missed you this time ”—but on another day 
he would catch him. 
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The Buddha answered: “ Yes, but you have not missed the 
reward of your conduct ! ” 


The Master identified the birth: Devadatta was the hunter. 
“I myself was the antelope.” 


THE ANTELOPE, THE TORTOISE AND 
THE WOODPECKER 


Ts story was told by the Buddha when the news was brought 
to him one day that Devadatta was plotting to kill him. “ Ah, 
Brethren,” he said, “ it was just the same long ago ; Devadatta 
tried then to kill me, as he is trying now.” And he told the 
following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took birth 
аз an antelope and lived in a thicket near а lake. Not far from 
him lived a woodpecker whose nest was on the top of a tree. 
In the lake lived a tortoise. These three became firm friends. 

One day a hunter saw the footmarks of the antelope and set 
a trap to catch him, 

In the evening the antelope went as usual to the lake to drink, 
but his foot got caught fast in the trap. His cries of terror and 
pain were heard by the woodpecker and the tortoise and both 
tushed to his aid. When they saw what had happened they 
knew that the hunter would return, so a plan was formed to 
rescue their friend. The woodpecker said: 


Come, Tortoise, tear the leathern snare and bite it through 
and through, 
And of the hunter I'll take care, and keep him off from you. 


So, while the tortoise with its sharp teeth tried to cut the 
leather the woodpecker flew away to the house of the hunter 
and waited there. 

In the very carly morning the hunter took his knife and started 
to leave his house by the front door. But the woodpecker was 
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waiting and flew at him, flapping his wings in his face. The 
man went back into his house, saying to himself that the omens 
were against him. 

Later on he tried to leave by the back door, but the same 
thing happened and the woodpecker's wings struck his face 
again. So he re-entered his house and decided to wait till 
morning came and the omens were better. 

The woodpecker then flew back to his friends. He found 
the tortoise, his mouth bleeding from his cfforts, still trying to 
free the antelope, for one last strand remained uncut. But just 
then they saw the hunter approaching. The woodpecker flew 
away to the top of his tree, the antelope, seeming to get extra 
strength from his fear, made a great effort and the strand broke, 
and he fled into the forest. Only the tortoise remained, for he 
was too weak to move. 

The hunter saw the tortoise and picking him up put him in 
his bag and hung the bag оп a tree. Then he saw the antelope 
who had been watching what had happened to his friend. The 
antelope let the man see him and then, making pretend that 
he was very weak, went deep into the forest, followed by the 
hunter. After going for some way he slipped back, took the 
bag down from the tree with his horns and freed the tortoise, 
The woodpecker now flew down from his tree and the friends 
were together once more. 

But the antelope knew the hunter would return and told 
the woodpecker he should find another home and they would 
all separate. So: 


The tortoise went into the pool, the deer into the wood, 
And from the tree the woodpecker carried away his brood. 


Finally the hunter returned and found that he had lost antelope, 
tortoise and bag, and sad and weary he returned to his home. 
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But the three friends continued to live happily in their separate 
homes. 


The Buddha identified the birth: Devadatta the huntsman, 
Sariputta the woodpecker, Moggallana the tortoise, and “I 
was the antelope”. 


ROHANTA THE GOLDEN STAG 


Owz day the Brethren discussed Ananda and his willingness 
to lay down his life for the Master. When the Buddha asked. 
them what they were discussing, and they told him, he said 
that not for the first time had Ananda given his life for him, 
and he told the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha was born as a 
golden-coloured stag and was called Rohanta. When he grew 
up he was the leader of eighty thousand deer. He lived with 
his brother Chitta-migra and his sister Sutana, and looked after 
his old and blind parents. 


About this time a Queen had a dream. She dreamt that 
she saw a golden stag sitting on a golden throne teaching 
the people, but before the talk was finished she awoke, and 
thinking that it was real, shouted to her attendants to “ catch 
that stag”. Naturally as they knew there was no stag, they 
laughed ! 

But the dream had made such an impression on her that 
she determined to see and hear the stag, for it must, she felt, 
exist somewhere. Accordingly hunters were sent out to find 
it. 

This news reached the son of the hunter who had seen Rohanta 
and he went to the place and set a snare to catch him. 

The following night Rohanta and the herd went down to 
the lake as usual to drink and his foot was caught in the snare. 
When he found that he could not move he did not cry out 
the cry of capture lest the herd should take fright and run away 
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before they had drunk their fill. But as soon as they had finished 
and were ready to leave he tried to pull himself free. Three 
times he tried, but though the thong cut through his flesh to 
the bone he was held fast. Then, and only then, did he cry 
the cry of capture and, hearing this, the herd, including his 
brother and sister, fled. 

After running for some way Chitta-migra looked for his 
brother, and when he could not find him turned back to see 
if it was he who had been caught. When Rohanta saw him 
he begged him to go away, for if he was caught too who would 
look after their parents? But Chitta-migra said: 


No, no, Rohanta, I'll not go: my heart has drawn me near; 
I'm ready to lay down my life, I will not leave thee here. 


While they were talking Sutana came and joined them, for 
when she too had looked for her brother and had not found 
him she had returned. Once again Rohanta begged her to leave 
him if for no other reason than the care of their parents. But 
she would not: 


ГИ lose my life but never leave thee snared and captured here. 


Е was thus that the hunter found them when he came with 
his spear ready to ІШІ. Poor Sutana was terrified when she 
saw him and ran away—but she came back. As the hunter 
afterwards told the king: 

The tender doe in passing fear a little way did бу, 
Then did a thing most hard to do, for she returned to die, 


When the hunter saw the devotion and courage of the three 
he could not bring himself to kill. Instead he cut the snare 
and laid the stag by the water’s edge, loosened the noose and 
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washed away the blood. Full of sorrow he bathed the wound 
and rubbed the tender leg so that it healed quickly and became 
as it had been before. 
Then Chitta-migra said to him: 
Hunter, be happy now, and may thy kindred happy be. 
As I am happy to behold the mighty stag set free. 


Rohanta asked the hunter why he had snared him. Was it 
on his own behalf or on some other? And when the hunter 
told him of the king’s wish and the queen’s dream, he asked 
to be taken to the king. This the hunter refused to do, for he 
said the king might hurt him. So Rohanta told him to brush 
his back with his hand. The hunter did so and found the hand 
full of beautiful golden hairs. Asking what he should do with 
them, Rohanta told him to take them to the king and queen, 
tell them about him and preach to them ten stanzas of a poem 
which he would teach him. 

When the hunter was proficient he started on his journey 
accompanied for some way by the three deer who afterwards 
returned home to their parents. 

The hunter did as he was bidden, and showed the hairs to the 
king and repeated his discourse to the king and queen. The 
king gave him many presents in return but he gave them to his 
wife and for himself, asked permission to become an ascetic, 
for: 


Into my hands the creature came, into my privy snare, 
And was fast caught: but others, free, attended on him there. 


Then pity made my flesh to creep, a pity strange and new, 
IFT should slay this deer (thought 1) then I shall perish too. 


Before leaving he begged the king to do righteously to friends 
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and courtiers, in war and travel, in town and village, to Brah- 
mins and ascetics, to beasts and birds, and 


With watchful vigilance on the path of goodness go. 
The Buddha identified the birth: Channa was the huntsman, 
Sariputta the king, a sister of the Order was the queen, Uppala- 


vanna was Sutana, Ananda was Chitta, the Sakya clan the 
eighty thousand deer, and “I myself was the stag”. 
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THE STAG AND THE KING 


Once a Brother performed a miracle in public and the Buddha 
rebuked him for using his powers in an unworthy way, and he 
forbade the use of any miraculous powers the Brethren possessed. 

The Brother had made himself rise in the air so that he could 
take down a bowl which had been placed on a high pole as 
a test by the unbelievers as to the miraculous powers of the 
Brothers. But the unbelievers said that they could easily рег- 
form miracles themselves and if the Buddha performed one 
they would make one twice as good. 

When the Brothers told this to the Buddha he said if they 
performed a miracle he would perform onc. 

The king of the time asked him how he could perform a 
miracle when such performances were banned? But the 
Buddha asked him if he would refrain from picking a fruit 
in his garden because he had ordered that men should not pick 
the fruit? The command not to perform miracles rested on 
the Brothers, not on the Buddha himself, and he let it be known 
that he would perform a miracle on the full moon of June. 
Proclamation was made to this effect and crowds gathered. 

On the morning after the full moon the Buddha went out 
as usual with his begging bowl and when he was at the palace 
gate the gardener saw him, and gave him a beautiful ripe mango 
which he had picked for the king. The Buddha took it and 
sat down to eat it. When he had finished he gave the stone to 
Ananda and asked him to give it to the gardener, asking him 
to bury it at that spot. This, he said, would be the miracle. 

Immediately the stone was planted, it burst, roots and leaves 
appeared and it grew into a very tall tree. Blossoms came, 
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then the fruit, swarms of bees buzzed round, the wind came 
and blew the ripe fruit off and the Brothers ate it. 

Then he performed another marvellous miracle. 

One day later he saw that people admired the Brothers who 
could perform miracles whereas Sariputta's wisdom not being 
soapparent was not recognized. He therefore asked the Brothers 
many questions, and then one which only Sariputta could answer, 
and the people perceived his wisdom. 

When the Brothers discussed this and the Buddha heard 
of their discussion he said he would tell them a story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took birth as 
а stag. 

Now the king of that part of the country decided one day to 
go on a hunting expedition and calling his courtiers together 
told them that whoever let a deer go by that day should be 
punished. The men then made a pact among themselves to 
drive whatever deer there were straight to the king, and in 
this way a stag was driven towards him. The king shot his 
arrow but missed, for stags have a way of escaping arrows 
sometimes, and this stag rolled over so that the arrow did not 
meet his flesh. The king saw him fall and thought he had killed 
him and sang out in his triumph. But the courtiers laughed, 
for the stag got up and ran away ! 

The king was naturally angry at their laughter and deter- 
mined to get the stag and followed it as quickly as he could. 
As they ran they passed near a pit overgrown with weeds, the 
bottom filled with water and the stag, smelling the water, turned 
aside, but the king could not stop himself and fell into it. 

As the stag ran on he realized that the king was no longer 
running after him for the footsteps had stopped, and he thought 
to himself that he must have fallen into a pit. So he turned 
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back and, looking over the edge, saw the king at the bottom. 
He told him not to fear for he would save him, and supporting 
himself on a rock he drew him up. Then he put the king on 
his back and running back set him down not far from the cour- 
tiers. Before leaving him he admonished him for his treatment 
of animals. The grateful king asked him to come to Benares 
with him, but he would not. 

The following morning the king awoke carly and chanted 
aloud some verses in connection with this event without giving 
the details. His chaplain heard him and realizing what had 
happened, said to the king: 


The stag that on a mountain steep thy quarry was of late, 
He bravely gave thee life, for he was free from greed and hate, 
Out of the horrid pit, out of death's jaws, 

Leaning upon a rock (a friend at need) 
‘The great stag saved thee: so thou saidst with cause, 

His mind is far aloof from hate or greed. 


Now the king was very fond of shooting, and, though he 
no longer killed animals, often practised with a target. One 
day while thus practising with his chaplain by his side he poised 
his arrow ready to shoot when between him and the target 
appeared the stag. Sakka, King of the gods, had caused it to 
appear to be there to test the king, and taking over the body 
of the chaplain he told the king to shoot. The king refused, 
even though threatened with death, even though his wife and 
family should be killed, for, he said: 


Once in a grisly forest full of dread, 
That very stag saved me from hopeless woe, 
How can I wish my benefactor dead 
After such service done me long ago ! 
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Sakka was pleased and appeared іп his own form saying: 
Live long on earth, O true and faithful friend ! 
Comfort with truth and goodness this domain; 
Then hosts of maidens round thee shall attend. 
While thou as Indra? mid the gods shale reign. 


From passion free, with ever-peaceful heart, 
When strangers crave, supply their weary need; 

As power is given thee, give, and play thy part, 
Blameless, till heaven shall be thy final meed. 


The Buddha identified the birth saying that at this time also 
Sariputta knew the details of the story although only the general 
terms had been given, for Sariputta was the chaplain, Ananda 
the king, and “I myself was the stag”. 

King of the heaven-world. 


BANYAN THE GOLDEN DEER 


‘Tue story was told by the Buddha about the mother of an Elder 
among his Brotherhood. 

Аза young gitl, daughter of a rich merchant, she had asked 
to be allowed to take up the religious life but her parents refused 
to let her. She thought that when she had married perhaps 
she would be allowed to follow her wish, and in due time she 
married and lived a good and virtuous life. 

One day, a festival day, when everyone was attired in their 
richest clothes, she did not adorn herself and her husband asked 
her why. She told him that the body was full of disease and 
would dic in time; why should she anoint it and adorn it with 
fine clothes? For some time they discussed these questions 
and at last the husband realized that her desire was to become a 
Sister and he agreed that she should do so, and took her himself 
to the following of Devadatta. 

She was very happy for a time, but one day discovered 
that she was going to have a child. Her fellow Sisters saw this 
too, and took her to Devadatta asking what ought to be done. 

Devadatta thought to himself that it would look bad for 
his followers if one of his Sisterhood bore a child, and it would 
seem that he condoned it. Therefore without finding out 
anything further as to when the child was conceived, before or 
after her entering the Order, he expelled her. 

The Sister told her fellows that Devadatta was not the Buddha 
and she would go and ask him to take her. 

When she approached him he thought that the unbelievers 
would say that the Buddha took those whom Devadatta had 
expelled, and in order that all should know the truth he called 
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together all his followers. Then he asked to be informed as 
to when the child was conceived. When it was found out that 
this was before the woman had entered the Sisterhood she was 
told she could return to the nunnery. 

In due time the child was born. The king of the city heard 
it cry one day and said that a nunnery was not the right place 
to bring up a child so took him to his palace where in time he 
grew into a good and holy man. He was now one of the 
greatest of the Buddha’s following. 

One day the Brethren were talking of this and how Devadatta 
had nearly prevented the birth of such a wise man, and how the 
Buddha’s love had proved their salvation. Just then the Buddha 
came and asked what they were talking about. When they 
told him, he said that was not the first time such a thing had 
happened, and he told them the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took form as 
а golden deer, as tall as а young foal. His body was perfect: 
his horns gleamed like polished silver, his eyes were like two 
jewels, his mouth a clear bright red, his hoofs hard and firm 
like lacquer, and his tail was as long as а yak's His name was 
Banyan and he ruled over five hundred deer who lived in a 
forest near Benares. 

There was another herd of five hundred deer in the same forest 
and it was ruled over by another golden deer whose name was 
Branch, 

Life ought to have been happy for them but it was not. Day 
by day the king hunted in the forest, and, in order to make the 
hunt successful, citizens, both shop-keepers and field-workers, 
were ordered to leave their work and round up the deer. This 
meant that their own work or business was neglected and they 
became discontented. 
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One day they thought of a plan. Near the king's palace 
was the royal park, and the men decided to dig lakes and sow 
grass on it, and then drive the deer there from the forest, Then 
the king could hunt in the park and they would not be needed 
to round up the deer. When they had finished their work they 
told the king what they had done, and why, and henceforth 
the king hunted there daily. 

Only one десг each day was needed for the royal table but 
it is difficult to be sure that each arrow would kill and not 
merely wound. So though one deer was killed cach day many 
more were injured. This was very upsetting for the herd and 
worrying for the two leaders. 

One day Banyan thought of a plan. Why should not one 
deer voluntarily go to the killing-block at the palace every day, 
one day from his herd and one day from Branch’s herd. Thus 
the rest would be safe from harm. All agreed to this. Only 
Banyan and Branch were exempted for the king had one 
day seen them and had ordered that they were never to be 
killed. 

For a time all went well, but one day a young doe, herself 
with young, found it was her turn to go. She went to her 
leader, Branch, and asked if she might take her turn when the 
little one was born and able to be left, but Branch was adamant 
and said that no change could be made. She must take her 
turn. 

The sorrowful young mother-to-be went then to Banyan, 
He at once said kindly to her that she must not worry ; he 
would arrange that another took her place, and gladly she went 
away. 

Banyan then went himself to the killing-block and laid down 
his head for slaughter. But when the man whose duty it was 
to kill the deer saw that it was the golden stag which 
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had presented itself he dared not ЕШ. The king was told and 
went himself to see why this had happened. Speaking kindly 
to Banyan, the king asked why he had come when he knew 
that his life had been spared. 

When he heard of the young doe the king’s heart was touched 
and he granted her life when her turn came to die. But Banyan 
asked him if he could also think of the herds and spare their 
lives. The king consented, Banyan, still unsatisfied, asked 
what about all other animals, birds and fish in the kingdom ? 
All lived in fear of death ! The king said he would spare their 
lives also, for love had come into his heart and no one killed 
that which they loved. 

Satisfied at last, Banyan returned to the herd and all lived in 
peace. In due time the doe gave birth to a son and when he 
grew up she told him to follow Banyan in all he did. 


In this new-found freedom the deer were happy, but they 
began to leave the park and eat the crops in the fields outside 
and the people complained to the king. Не told them he could 
not go back on his word for promises were sacred. 

Fortunately Banyan heard of this and calling his herd together 
he told them it was not right to eat the crops. Then he told 
the peasants not to fence in their lands but to put up a tablet 
or sign near them, and then the deer would not go into those 
fields. 

This was done and henceforth friendship and peace reigned 
in the kingdom between man and beast for many years. 


The Master identified the birth: Ananda was the king, the 
present Sister was the doe, her deer-son was the son of today, 
Devadatta was Branch and “I myself was Banyan”, 


THE CROCODILE AND THE MONKEY 


‘Tus story was told by the Buddha when he heard of yet another 
murderous attempt by Devadatta to destroy him. This was 
not the first time he had made attempts to kill him (he said) 
and told the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took form as 
a monkey and lived on the banks of a wide river in the middle 
of which was an island where mangocs and other fruit grew 
in great abundance, 

Every day he went to the island for his food, returning home 
in the evening. To reach it he took two great leaps, one that 
took him to a rock about halfway to the island, and the other 
that brought him to the foot of the fruit trees. 

Unfortunately a crocodile lived in the river with his wife, 
and often saw the monkey make these journeys. The croco- 
dile-wife thought that such a large and beautiful monkey would 
be good to eat and she asked her husband to catch him for her 
one day as he returned home. 

That day when the monkey was ready to return he looked 
across at the rock. It seemed further out of the water than 
usual, yet this could not be so because the water had not fallen. 
He reasoned with himself that the only explanation for the 
phenomenon was that something was sitting on the rock— 
perhaps а crocodile. He thought, therefore, that he had better 
make sure that all was well before he took his usual leap, and 
he called out to the rock three times. Naturally he got no 
response and to make quite sure he asked the rock why he was 
not talking to him that day ! 
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The crocodile thought to himself that if the rock usvally 
answered the monkey he ought to do so himself and so he asked 
him what he wanted. 

The monkey replied: “ Who are you?” 

"I am a crocodile," said the crocodile. And, he added, 
he was going to catch and eat him. 

There was no other way home for the monkey so what could 
he do? After a time he thought of the answer. He called 
to the crocodile and asked him to open his mouth so that he 
could catch him as he jumped. The crocodile did so, and 
the monkey jumped on to his head and leapt from there to the 
other bank quite safely, because crocodiles always close their 
eyes when they open their mouths! When the crocodile saw 
what had taken place he said: 

Whoso, O monkey-king, like you, combines 
Truth, foresight, fixed resolve, and fearlessness, 
Shall sec his routed foemen turn and flee, 


And then the crocodile went to his own dwelling-place. 


The Master identified the birth: Devadatta was the crocodile, 
the crocodile’s wife was а young and beautiful female ascetic 
who was used by the Buddha's enemies to cause trouble, and 
“I myself was the monkey-king ". 

1 This, by the way, is said not to be a fact. But perhaps this crocodile 
did! 


THE MONKEYS AND THE WATER-OGRE 


ONCE оп a pilgrimage the Buddha and his Brotherhood came 
to a lake around which canes were growing. When the canes 
were picked it was discovered that, unlike most canes, they 
were straight and hollow. They asked the Buddha why this 
was so, and he told them the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took birth as 
a monkey, king of cighty thousand monkeys who lived in a 
large forest. The forest was so large that they often found 
themselves in unfamiliar parts with fruit they were not used to 
and lakes they did not know. Their king therefore told them 
never to eat an unknown fruit or drink from any pond or lake 
without first asking him, for some of the fruit was poisonous 
and some of the lakes were the homes of water-ogres or demons. 

One day the thirsty monkeys came to a lake, and asked their 
leader for permission to drink. Before he gave it he went 
to the lake himself. He saw round it many footprints of animals 
going towards it, but none of the footprints were coming away 
from it. He therefore reasoned that the lake must have a 
water-ogre in it who ate the unwary drinkers. So he told the 
monkeys to wait. 

After a time the water-ogre was tired of waiting for the 
hundreds of monkeys to come and drink and she came out to 
them. Her form was horrible—blue belly, white face, red 
hands and feet. She asked them why they did not go down to 
drink, and they in turn asked her if it was not true that she ate 
all those who went to drink ? She agreed that it was and told 
them that she would eat them too. 
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Meanwhile the king-monkey was thinking of a plan, and he 
told the ogre that they would drink but she would not eat 
them. 

Taking a cane which was growing on the bank he blew into 
it, holding the thought of the Ten Perfections! in his mind зо 
strongly that it became an Act of Truth. The cane became 
straight and hollow inside. Ву a similar Act of Faith he said 
that all the canes round the lake should be hollow and straight, 
and immediately they became so. Then he told the monkeys 
to take a cane cach, put it into the water and drink through it. 

This they did and the water-ogre could not catch them, 

Since that time all the canes that grow round this lake are 
hollow and straight, and so will they be until the end of this 
great period of time in which we live, for this is one of the four 
great miracles of our age. 


The Buddha identified the birth. Devadatta was the water- 
ogre. “I myself was the king-monkey." 


5 Ten Perfections: Charity, Morality, Renunciation, Wisdom, Energy, 
Forbearance, Truthfulness, Resolution, Kindness, Equinimity. 


NANDRIYA THE MONKEY-KING 


One day the Brothers were discussing Devadatta, his cruelty, 
harshness and tyrannical methods. Also his plans to kill the 
Buddha. 

When the Master came and asked what they had been dis- 
cussing and they told him, he replied that this was not the first 
birth in which Devadatta had been cruel and harsh. And he 
told them the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took form as 
a monkey and ruled over eighty thousand monkeys. His name 
was Nandriya, a word meaning jolly. Не lived in the Hima- 
layas with his younger brother, Jollikins, and his blind mother. 

Every day he left his mother and went to find fruit for food, 
always sending some back to her. Even so, she got thinner 
and thinner, and one day when she seemed almost on the point 
of dying he asked her why this was since she had plenty of fruit 
to eat. Then he learnt that the fruit had never reached her. 

Knowing how important the relationship of mother and son 
really is, he decided to give the leadership of the monkeys to 
his brother and take his mother away from the herd and look 
after her himself. His brother, however, refused to accept the 
leadership and said he would go with them. They settled 
happily together in a banyan tree some distance away and every 
day the sons gathered fruit and fed their mother. 

For some time all was well, but one day a young Brahmin 
came that way and saw them. This man was evil in character 
and though he had been taught at the famous university of 
Takkasila he had now fallen to the position where he made 
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what living he could for himself and his wife and family by 
catching and selling any animals he could find in the forest. 

As a young man he had been educated by a famous tutor at 
the university, but when the time came for him to leave, the 
tutor had told him he was cruel and violent, and, he added, such 
people never prospered in life but came to grief in the end. 
Leaving the university the young Brahmin went to Benares 
and married, but he could not earn his living there and went 
to the small village near the forest where he now lived. It was 
when he was returning home one day empty-handed that he 
saw the banyan tree, and thinking there might be something 
there for him went towards it. There he saw the mother 
monkey. The sons had just fed her and were now sitting 
behind her out of sight of the man, but they could see him. 
As he got ready to kill the mother monkey Nandriya called out 
to him that she was no good, being only an old monkey, and 
if he would save her he could take him, Nandriya, instead. The 
man agreed and killed Nandriya. Then he aimed at the mother 
monkey again. This time Jollikins called out to him saying if 
he would spare the mother he would allow himself to be shot. 
The man agreed, but when he had shot Jollikins also he shot 
the mother. Then he fastened all three to a bamboo stick and 
started for his home. 

At that very moment, though he was unaware of the fact, 
a thunderbolt fell on his home and burnt it to the ground, 
together with his wife and two children. All that remained 
were the roof and a bamboo stick which kept it in place. 

When the man was nearly home he met a friend who told 
him what had happened, and in his fear and anxiety he dropped 
the bamboo stick on which the monkeys were and ran towards 
his home. 

As he entered what had been his house the bamboo stick 
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supporting the roof broke and fell on his head and killed him; 
the earth opened in front of him and it seemed as if the flames of 
hell itself rose up and swallowed him. As he disappeared he 
remembered the warning given him by his former tutor: 
I 631 to mind my teacher's words; so this is what he meant ! 
Be careful you should nothing do of which you might repent. 


‘Whatever а man does, the same he in himself will find; 
Тһе good man good; and evil he that evil has designed; 
And so our decds are all like seeds, and bring forth fruit in kind. 


The Buddha identified the birth: Devadatta was the hunter, 
Sariputta the tutor, Ananda Jollikins, and “I myself was 
Nandriya ”. 


THE GREAT-HEARTED MONKEY 


Tins story was told when the Brothers had been discussing the 
good deeds done by the Tathagata? towards relations. 

The Buddha explained that this was not the first time he had 
done such deeds. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took form as 
a giant monkey, leader of eighty thousand monkeys who lived 
near a mango tree on the bank of the Ganges. 

When the fruit on the tree was ripe it fell either on to dry 
ground, under the tree itself, or, from one branch which spread 
out over the Ganges, into the water. 

The king-monkey thought one day when the fruit was ripe 
and fell into the water trouble to them could arise, for it might 
be carried away and found. Therefore he told the herd to eat 
the flowers or fruit on that branch before it was ripe and ready 
to fall. This they did and lived in safety for many years. 

Unfortunately one day an ants’ nest hid just one fruit which, 
when it was ripe, fell into the Ganges and was carried away. 

Some days later the king was bathing in the Ganges. Аз was 
the custom at that time a net was placed below him in the water 
and another one above him, and when he left the water his ser- 
vants found the mango fruit caught in the upper net. Not 
knowing what fruit it was they took it to him. Не, also, had 
never seen such a fruit before and enquiries were made to find out 
what it was. Finally a forester told the king that it was a mango 
fruit and good to саг. The king then cut it, gave part to the 
forester, ate some himself and gave the rest to his followers. 

ЗА title of the Buddha, 
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It tasted so delicious that he asked where more like it could be 
found and the forester told him that it came from a tree which 
grew in the Himalayas on a river-bank. 

Тһе king then ordered that a train of boats should go up 
the river (since the mango fruit had been carried down) until 
they reached the tree, and he himself and his courtiers went on 
the journey. ፲ is not known how long they took, but in time 
they reached the place and they all had a good meal of mangoes 
and then settled down under the tree for the night, with guards 
set and lighted fires around. 

The king however did not sleep. In the night he heard the 
monkeys come down to the tree and he ordered that his soldiers 
should bring their arrows and shoot them so that they could 
all eat monkey flesh the next day. But when the monkeys 
saw the tree surrounded by men they went hastily back to their 
king and told him. And he said he would find a way to save 
them. 


Then he climbed up a branch of a tree which rose straight up 
into the air, and when he reached a great height he went along 
a bough which had grown towards the river. From the end of 
this he leapt to the other bank. Calculating the length of his 
leap he broke a bamboo shoot of the appropriate length, stripped 
it of leaves, joined a part of it to a tree, calculated how much 
would be left free in the air, and bound the other end to his 
waist. Then he sprang back towards his home. 

But he had miscalculated, for he had forgotten the piece of 
bamboo which was tied to his waist, and he was only just able 
to reach an outflung branch which stretched out towards him. 
This he grasped firmly in bis hand and, calling to the monkeys, 
he told them to tread swiftly and lightly on his back and down 
the bamboo branch to safety. 

One by one the monkeys saluted him and crossed over to 
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the other bank, asking his forgiveness for thus treading оп him. 
All but one. Не was ап evil one and thought to himself that 
now he could harm the monkey king! 56 he climbed up to 
a high branch and jumped with all the force he had, straight on 
to the middle of the tired, stretched-out back. Тһе force broke 
the king-monkey's heart and he was in great pain. 

All this the king had watched, and he wondered that an 
animal had been clever enough to think out this plan. He 
decided to do what he could to help so brave an animal, and 
ordering his men to take the boats towards it he had it brought 
down gently and placed on an oiled hide on a platform he had 
had built. There the poor monkey was bathed, rubbed with 
ой and clothed in clean yellow cloth. 

As he rested, the king spoke to him and asked why he had 
done so brave a thing: 

You made yourself a bridge for them to pass in safety through: 

‘What are you to them then, monkey, and what are they to you? 

The dying monkey answered: “Victorious king, 1 guard 
the herd, I am their lord and and he told him all that 
had happened when "they were filled with fear of thee and 
stricken sore with grief”. Не said: 

Therefore I fear no pain of death, bonds do not give me pain, 

‘The happiness of those was won o'er whom I used to reign. 


A parable for thee, O king, if thou the truth wouldst read: 

The happiness of kingdom and of army and of steed 

And city must be dear to thee, if thou wouldst rule indeed, 

Very soon the monkey died and the king ordered that all 
honour should be paid to him as though he were aking. Where 
his body was cremated the king erected a shrine in which lamps 
were kept alight and flowers and incense offered. He took the 
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skull and had it inlaid with gold and placed on the point of a 
spear in front of a shrine. All the people paid homage to so 
brave an animal. Later the skull was taken to Benares and 
honoured for seven days, after which it was kept in a shrine. 

Ever after the king took the good teaching of the monkey- 
king to heart, gave alms and performed other good deeds, and 
ruling his kingdom righteously in all ways he went to heaven 
when he died. 


The Buddha identified the birth: The monkey herd was the 
present Assembly, Ananda the king, “ I myself was the monkey- 
king.” 


THE SIXTY-YEAR-OLD ELEPHANT 


Он another day the Brothers discussed Devadatta, saying that 
he was devoid of pity, and when the Master heard of the dis- 
cussion he said not only now but in former times he was pitiless. 
And he told the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took birth as an 
elephant and became the leader of eighty thousand elephants 
in the Himalayas. 

One day when he was sixty years of age a mother quail laid 
her eggs in the feeding-ground of the elephants, and in time 
the little quails broke the shells and came out. But before 
their wings had grown and they could fly, the elephants came 
to the spot. Terrified for her little ones, the mother quail went 
to the leader elephant and said: 

Elephant of sixty years, 

Forest lord amongst thy peers, 
Iam but a puny bird, 

Thou a leader of the herd; 
With my wings I homage pay, 
Spare my little ones, I pray. 

The elephant leader told her not to fear for he would spare 
them, and to save them from the herd he stood over them 
until all the elephants had passed by. Save one, a rogue ele- 
phant who would not obey his command. Before he left he 
told the mother quail and advised her to speak to the rogue 
herself. 

‘When the rogue elephant appeared the mother quail be- 
seeched him to spare her little ones, but he told her: 
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I will slay thy young ones, quail; 
What can thy poor help avail? 
My left foot can crush with ease 
Many thousand birds like these. 


And placing his foot on them he crushed them to death and 
swept the remains away so that no trace of them was left. 
The mother quail sat on a tree and watched, and thought: 


Power abused is not all gain, 
Power is often folly's bane, 

Beast that didst my young ones kill, 
I will work thee mischief still. 


And she made her plans. 

First she made friends with a crow by doing him a good deed, 
and when the crow asked what it could do in return, she asked 
him to peck out the eyes of the rogue elephant. This he 
did. 


Then she made friends with a blue fly, and when the fly 
asked what it could do for her, she told it to lay its eggs in the 
rogue clephant's eye sockets, This it did. 

Then she did a good deed for a frog, and when it asked what 
it could do in return, she told it to go down to the bottom of 
a cliff and croak. 

Soon, the rogue elephant, maddened by pain and thirst 
heard the frog and immediately thought there was water. 
Hastily he went towards it and fell over the cliff and was killed, 

A quail with crow, blue fly and frog allied 

Once proved the issue of a deadly feud. 

Through them King elephant untimely died: 
Therefore all quarreling should be eschewed. 


The Master added, “Brethren, one should not incur the 
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hostility of anyone. These four combined, weak as they were, 
destroyed the elephant.” 


He identified the birth: Devadatta was the rogue elephant. 
"I myself was the elephant leader." 


ТНЕ И/НІТЕ ЕГЕРНАМТ 


One day the Brethren were discussing the ingratitude of Deva- 
datta, and when the Buddha came he asked them what they 
were discussing. They told him and he said that it was not 
the first time, for he had never known my virtues. And he 
told the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha was born as 
a white clephant. He lived in the Himalayas and became the 
leader of eighty thousand elephants. His eyes were clear and 
sparkled like diamonds, his mouth was red and healthy, his 
trunk like a silver rope flecked with red gold, and his feet were 
as though made of polished lacquer. 

One day he became aware that all was not well with the herd, 
for evil had crept in; some of them had lost their natural 
instincts and were misbchaving. As he could not do anything 
about it he left them and went to live alone in another part of 
the forest. 

Some time later he saw a forester weeping for he had lost 
his way, and he thought he would help him. But every time 
he moved towards him the poor man ran further away. See- 
ing this, the elephant stood still and made the man realize that 
he meant him no harm. Then the man told him he had lost 
his way, and the clephant said he would take him and put him 
оп the right path, but he warned him not to let anyone know 
in what part of the forest he had seen him. “ Tell no man of 
my abode.” 

But the man noted all the markings of the way out. 

One day a little later some ivory workers made it known 
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that they wanted living ivory, i.e. ivory from а living elephant, 
and the man went back to the forest and told the elephant that 
he could not support himself at his work. He begged that he 
would let him have a piece of his tusks. 

The elephant said he could cut off one whole tusk, and he 
bent his knees so that the man could reach him. But the man 
cut off the greater part of both tusks, and returning home, sold 
them. 


In a short time he had spent the money and he returned to 
the elephant asking for more ivory. This he was granted. He 
returned home, spent the money and went again to the forest. 
This time he asked if he could have the stumps of the tusks, 

The elephant did not refuse but lay down, and the man 
climbed up his silver trunk, and, kicking away at the roots of 
the tusks till he had cleared away the flesh, sawed out the stumps 
and taking them with him went away. 

But at this last dastardly act the earth herself shook as though 
she were unable to bear any longer this wickedness. A yawn- 
ing chasm appeared in front of the man and he disappeared 
within. 


All this was seen by a Tree Sprite who said: 


Ingratitude lacks more: the more it gets; 
Not all the world can glut its appetite. 


Henceforth, the elephant lived on in peace. 


The Master identified the birth: Devadatta was the hunter, 
I myself the good king elephant, Sariputta the Tree Sprite. 


THE SIX-TUSKER 


Tis story was told ofa woman ascetic of good family who went 
one day to hear the Buddha speak. 

She wondered to hersel£ whether she had ever served any of 
his family in any Ше. Perhaps she had once been his wife? 
Then came the thought, few wives are good, many аге Ш- 
disposed, and she wondered if she had been. And she laughed 
to herself. But soon the remembrance of what she had done 
in a past life came to her and she saw how she had sent a hunter 
to destroy him and she wept. 

‘The Master smiled and told this story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took form as 
а white elephant and ruled over a herd of eight thousand ele- 
phants. His tusks were magnificent and seemed to radiate six 
different colours, this fact giving him the name Six(rayed) 
Tusker; his forehead was massive and his trunk like a silver 
rope. He had two wives, Mahasubhadda or Subhadda Major, 
and Chullasubhadda, or Subhadda Minor. 

He lived near the Six-Tusker Lake in the Himalayan moun- 
tains and life was good. This lake was set in beautiful sur- 
roundings and was beautiful in itself for it was covered with 
lotus blooms of many colours. Round it, in ever-widening 
circles, were fruit trees, rice fields, more trees, a bamboo wood 
and seven great mountain ranges. North-east of the lake was 
a magnificent banyan tree which gave shade to the elephants 
in the summer, and to the west there was a golden cave in 
which they could shelter when the monsoon rains poured 
down through the mountains. The elephants lived a happy 
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life, playing among the fruit trees or in the cool refreshing 
ter. 


water. 

One day when the trees were in full bloom he was playing 
with his wives among them and he struck one tree with his 
forehead. Masses of flowers and green leaves fell down on 
Mahasubhadda—but Chullasubhadda was covered with red ants 
and dead leaves which had also been dislodged, for she was on 
the other side of her husband, and for a moment she felt jealous. 

On another day the Six-Tusker and his wives went to bathe 
in the lake and were scrubbed down by the other elephants. 
When they rested, the herd went in to bathe and threw flowers 
to them. One elephant found a seven-headed lotus blossom 
and gave it to the king. He received it graciously, shook some 
ofthe pollen on his forehead and then passed it to Mahasubhadda. 
Once again Chullasubhadda was jealous, and this time vowed 
vengeance. 

Some time later a band of wise beings visited the Six-Tusker 
and he offered them fruit and flowers. Chullasubhadda did 
the same, but she added a silent prayer that she might be born 
a princess, marry the king of Benares and bring about the death 
of the Six-Tusker. Taking this resolve she refused food and 
died. 

In time she was born as a beautiful princess and did in fact 
become the favourite wife of the king of Benares. 

One day she remembered her resolve, and pretending to be 
ill, retired to her bed. When the king asked what was the 
matter, she told him she had a very strong unsatisfied desire, 
and unless this could be fulfilled she would die. In his anxiety 
he promised her that whatever she desired he would obtain for 
her, however difficult it might be. But when he asked what 
the desire was she would not tell him. Instead she asked if all 
the hunters in the kingdom could come to her and they were 
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sent for. When they came she told them that she had had a 
dream in which she was shown a glorious six-tusker elephant, 
and unless she could possess the tusks she would dic. Looking 
at the hunters she chose the most uncouth and crucl-looking one 
and demanded that he should get them for her. 

At first the man was aftaid, but when she explained that in 
the dream she did get the tusks, he was satisfied and asked where 
the elephant was to be found. 

Not far this bathing-place of his, 

A deep and goodly Ба it is: 

There bees do swarm and flowers abound, 
And there this royal beast is found. 


Now lotus-crowned, fresh from his bath 

He gladly takes his homeward path, 

As lily-white and tall he moves 

Behind the queen he fondly loves. 
And he agreed to go. She sent him away for a week, while 
she prepared for his journey. 

After seven days he returned and was given his instructions 
and the various things which had been provided for the journey 
—food, ropes, a grappling iron, an iron staff, a leather umbrella 
and a leather bag in which to carry them. Putting them all in 
the bag he slung it on his back in such a way that both hands 
were free, and, in a chariot, watched by the king and queen 
and followed by a huge crowd, he started on the journey. 

It took him seven years, seven months and seven days to 
reach the great banyan tree where the Six-Tusker was living 
at peace. His journey had been difficult and he had needed all 
the tackle the queen had provided. He felled trees, dug paths, 
crossed marshes and climbed mountains, Once he used his 
umbrella as a kind of parachute. Tying his rope to the top of 
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the mountain, with the bag at the other end of the rope, he got 
into the bag and opened his umbrella. The wind ca t it 
and prevented his too swift descent. 

When, at last, he reached the banyan tree near to the place 
where the Six-Tusker bathed, he dug a pit, covered it lightly 
with wood planks and threw the loose soil he had dug up over 
them. Then, dressing himself in the yellow robe of a hermit 
—which would save him from death since hermits could not 
be killed—he got into the hole, pointed his arrow through a 
gap in the loose soil, and waited. 

Soon, all unsuspecting, the Six-Tusker came along to bathe. 
The poisoned arrow was shot. And, with a great cry of pain 
and anger, the elephant moved towards the hunter to kill him. 
He was stayed by the sight of the yellow robe and said: 

Whoso is marred with sinful taint 
And void of truth and self-restraint, 
Though robed in yellow he may be, 
No claim to sanctity has he. 


He asked the man why he had done this thing. Was it, he 
asked, by his own wish or was he obeying the orders of another ? 

Then the man told him everything. Full of compassion, the 
Six-Tusker said he would let him take his tusks to the queen, 
but, he pointed out, she did not really want them; what she 
wanted was a sign that he had been killed. 

To help the hunter he lay down so that he could climb up 
his great shining head to the massive forehead, and once there 
the hunter put his knee in the unresponsive mouth and began to 
hack through the flesh to the roots of the tusks, He was so 
clumsy that at last the Six-Tusker could stand the pain no longer. 
He asked the man to lift up his trunk for him for he was too 
weak to do it himself. Then, with the knife in it, placed there 
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by the hunter, the elephant began to cut away his own tusks. 
When they were free he gave them to the man. 

He also gave him the magic power by which he could return 
to the queen in seven days instead of taking the seven years he 
had needed to come. With this last gift the great clephant died. 

‘When Subhadda and the other elephants saw that the hunter 
had left they went to their leader. Finding that he was dead, 
а great fire was made and two young strong clephants rever- 
ently lifted the great body with their tusks and placed it in the 
midst of the fire so that it was reduced to ashes. Then, with 
Subhadda at their head, they sorrowfully returned to their 
dwelling-place. 


In seven days’ time the hunter returned to the queen and pre- 
sented her with the tusks, telling her that he had fulfilled her 
command and killed the elephant. 

She took the large and lovely tusks on her lap and looked at 
them for some time. And as she looked, the memory of the 
majesty and kindliness of her former husband came back to her 
mind, and remorse and grief so filled her heart that she died. 


The Buddha identified the birth: 


“The wretch who took those tusks so white, 
Unmatched on carth, so shining bright, 

And brought them to Benares town 

Is now as Devadatta known !” 


She whom you used to see,” he said, 
“А yellow-robed ascetic maid, 

Was erst a queen and 1,” he cried, 
“Was that king elephant who died. 


THE GOLDEN CRAB 


Ts story was told about a landowner of the Buddha's time 
who, when travelling with his wife to collect his debts, was 
taken by robbers, The chief robber thought of killing him so 
that he could possess his wife, but she told him that she would 
never be his; if he killed her husband she would Kill herself. 
The robber consequently let them go. 

On their way home they called to pay homage to the Buddha. 
When he asked them where they had been they told him the 
story, and he said that it was not only in this existence that the 
woman had saved someone’s life. In the past she had saved 
the lives of others, Then, at their request, he told them the 
following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took form as 
an clephant, son of a king-elephant who lived near a lake іп 
the Himalayas. In the lake lived a large golden crab who ate 
elephant flesh. Every time the elephants went to bathe or 
drink in the lake he caught one of them and ate it, for he was 
more powerful even than an elephant. When, therefore, the 
queen elephant was about to give birth to her son she went to 
another mountain where the young one could be brought up 
more safely. In due time the young elephant was born and 
grew up to a great size. He was so beautiful that his body 
looked like a purple mountain. He married a beautiful she- 
elephant. 

Аз he grew older he thought of his father and the crab, 
and with his mother and his wife went to ask if he could be 
allowed to try and defeat the crab. Ас first his father refused 
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for he did not think it could be done, but at last һе gave 
permission. 

"Тһе young elephant then called the herd together and asked 
whether the crab caught them as they went to bathe, while 
bathing, or when getting ready to leave. He was told the catch 
was made as they left. So he told them to go as usual to bathe 
and he would go with them, and when it was time to leave he 
would leave last. 

‘Accordingly they went, and having finished their bathe 
began to leave. But just as the young elephant was leaving, 
the crab caught his foot in his cruel claws and he could not 
move. 

His wife had left with the others, but when she saw he was 
caught he called out to her: 

Gold-clawed creature with projecting eyes, 
Tarn-bred, hairless, clad in bony shell, 
He has caught те | hear my woeful cries. 

And she immediately returned to comfort him. 

Try as he would he could not free himself; neither could he 
drag the crab, but, instead, the crab began to drag him towards 
the lake. Trying to comfort him his wife sang: 

Leave you? never | never will 1 go— 
Noble husband, with your years threescore, 
All four quarters of the earth can show 
None so dear as thou hast been of yore. 

Аз the crab slowly dragged the elephant she turned to him 
and began to praise him: 

Of all the crabs that in the sea, 
Ganges, or Nerbudda be, 

You are best and chief, I know: 
Hear meet my husband go ! 
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Her voice infatuated the crab and he loosened his grip. 
Immediately the elephant stamped on him. Then he cried 
aloud the cry of triumph and the herd returned, fell on the crab 
and stamped it to dust. 

All but the two claws. These had somehow been flung 
away from the body and were left there, In the rainy season 
the waters of the lake covered them, and when the dry season 
began and the waters receded, they were carried down the 
Ganges. Here one of them was found by the ten brothers of 
the king and turned into a drum called Anaka. The other 
teached the sea and was found by evil demons who turned it 
into а drum called Alambara. Later on the demons were 
defeated by the Great Spirit and the drum was taken for his 
own. So people today say “ Thundering like the Alambara- 
cloud”, 


The Master identified the birth: The wife was the she- 
elephant, "I myself was her mate.” 
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Тнв Brethren were one day discussing how Devadatta was 
infuriated by the perfection of the Buddha. 

"When the Master came to them he asked what they had been 
discussing and when he heard he said that in former times, as 
well as now, Devadatta was maddened by his perfections, and he 
told the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took birth as 
an elephant. He was white all over, and so beautiful in every 
way that he was made the king’s state elephant. 

One day, a feast day, the king rode on the magnificently 
robed elephant through the decorated city, the streets lined with 
great crowds of people. Usually on these occasions the crowd 
was enthusiastic in its praise of the king, but on this day they all 
sang the praises of the elephant. They spoke of its beauty, of 
its magnificence, of its wonderful gait, of its beautifully рго- 
portioned body, and so on. ለሽ this the king heard and he was 
jealous. He determined that the elephant must die, 

Calling to the mahout he asked if the elephant was very well 
trained, and hearing that he was, he got down and ordered that 
the mahout should take the elephant up to the summit of a 
mountain. He, with his courtiers, followed behind. 

When they arrived the king told the mahout to lead the 
elephant to the edge of the precipice. This was done. Then 
the king ordered that it should stand on three legs. The ele- 
phant obeyed the command of the mahout. The king ordered 
that it should now stand on two fore legs, then on the two hind 
legs. All this was done. Lastly the king said that if it was so 
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well trained as it was supposed to be it should now stand in 
the air. 

Now, without doubt, the mahout realized that the king 
wanted to kill the elephant and bending down so that he could 
whisper, he told the elephant what the king wanted. He asked 
it whether it had the power to fly in the air, and if it had it 
should do so and take him to the king of Benares who would 
be a better master. 

Then the elephant rose in the air, and before he flew off the 
mahout told the king that this elephant was too good for him 
and would seek a more worthy master. 

Soon the elephant and mahout arrived at Benares and the 
elephant halted in the air above the king's courtyard, much το 
the surprise of the king’s men who rushed to tell their master 
of the strange sight. When the king came, the elephant des- 
cended and the mahout told him why they had come. 

‘The king told them they could certainly stay with him and 
he ordered the city to be decorated and the elephant taken round 
to the State stables. He then divided his kingdom into three 
parts: the mahout was to have one part, the elephant another, 
and he himself the third part. 

His power grew so much that he became Emperor of all 
India. 


The Master identified the birth: Devadatta was the king 
who owned the elephant, Ananda was the mahout, Sariputta 
the king of Benares, and “ I myself was the elephant”. 


СВАММЕ 8 BLACKIE 


Tus story was told by the Buddha when he heard the Brothers 
describing his perfections. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took form as 
a black bull which, while still young, was given to a widow 
in payment of a debt. She brought him up with great care, 
feeding him on rice and treating him as though he were her 
own son; and he grew up into a fine animal, black as jet, 
strong, and yet kind and gentle. Children loved him for he 
would let them play with his tail, catch him by the horns and 
ride on his back. 

One day he thought he ought to try and repay the widow 
for all she had done for him and he began to look for some 
work he could do. 

It happened just at this time that a merchant with fifty wagons 
came that way and in order to continue his journey had to ford 
a river. But when the oxen tried to take the wagons across 
they found the ground so uneven and rough that they had to 
give up. Even though fifty oxen were yoked to one wagon 
it was impossible to pass on. 

In this difficulty the merchant looked about for help, and 
seeing among some cattle grazing near the magnificent form 
of the black bull, asked some men to whom it belonged. When 
he heard that the bull had no master he tried to get him to 
move towards the wagons, thinking that he would use his 
strength without having to pay any owner. 

But Blackie, as the Black Bull had been nicknamed, would 
not move. Somehow he made the man understand that he 
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wanted payment for his services, and the merchant offered him. 
two coins for cach wagon he took across. Then, indeed, 
Blackie moved forward and after making great efforts, and 
becoming very tired in the process, he got all the wagons 
across. Standing at the head of the caravan he waited for 
payment. 

The merchant put coins in a bag and hung the bag round 
Blackie’s neck. But the bull did not move, and until he did 
the caravan could not pass on. Again he made the merchant 
understand that he had only put one coin per wagon in the bag 
and not two as he had promised ! So the merchant added one 
coin more for each wagon and Blackie moved away, the cara~ 
van went on and Blackie ran home to tell the widow what 
had happened. 

When the widow saw how tired he was she told him he need 
never think of repaying her for what she had done for it had 
given her great pleasure to do it, but she was, as she made him 
understand, very grateful for his kind thought. 


‘With heavy loads to carry, with bad roads, 
They harness " Blackie"; he soon draws the load. 


The Buddha identified the birth: “I myself was the bull.” 


GOBLIN TOWN 


Ти story was told by the Buddha when he heard that a Brother 
in his Order had become a backslider. Asked for the reason, 
the Brother said that his passion had taken hold of him because 
he had seen a well-dressed woman. The Master said that these 
women tempt men by their voice, figure, touch, wiles, scent, 
etc., and men fell into their grasp, ruined their characters, lost 
their wealth and everything. 

“Those who neglect the advice of the Buddhas come to 
great misery; those who abide by it come to happiness.” 

And he told the following story. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took form as 
a white horse with a head like a bird and a mane like flowing 
grass. He had the magic power of flying through the air and 
was therefore called the Cloud-horse. 

Now at the south of India is an island off which in olden 
times many ships were wrecked, and the women of the island 
dressed in their best, used to meet the shipwrecked sailors, give 
them food and ask them to be their husbands, These women 
were evil demons, Yakkhinis, and they had the power to call up 
illusive pictures of prosperous fertile lands and beautiful sur- 
roundings, so that the men often went home with them. They 
did not know that though they would be féted for a time, when. 
another ship was wrecked the women would put them in 
dungeons, КШ them and eat them while the new sailors took 
their places. 

One day some merchants were shipwrecked and as usual 
went home with the women. In the night the chief Yakkhini 
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left the leader whom she had chosen for her own husband, 
and went to the dungeons, killed and ate a sailor and returned 
home. The leader realized that something was wrong and 
suddenly the truth flashed upon him. 

In the morning he told the others that these women were 
man-eating demons, and half of them decided to leave the place 
and hide. But the other half decided to stay. 

Just at this time the Cloud-horse was flying from the Hima- 
layas across India to Ceylon, and as he went he called out to 
any who could hear: “Docs anyone want to go home?” 
‘When the leader and the others heard and saw him they were 
delighted and said they certainly wanted to go home. So the 
horse came down to them, some climbed on his back, others 
seized his tail and some he gathered up himself, and flew away 
with them all to their own land. When he saw them safely 
settled he flew off again. 

Said the Buddha: 

‘They who will neglect the Buddha when he tells them what to do, 

As the goblins ate the merchants, likewise they shall perish too. 


They who hearken to the Buddha when he tells them what to do, 
As the bird-horse saved the merchants, they shall win salvation too. 


He identified the birth—he was the horse, the two hundred 
and fifty men who went with him were his present followers. 
The backsliding brother then entered on the Path. 


THE PARIAH DOG 


Tins story was told to show how one should act for the good 
of one's family. 


Once the life that was to become the Buddha took form as a 
pariah dog, a dog with no home. Не lived in the cemetery 
of the king's city and got what food he could from garbage. 
Owing to his character he soon became the leader of all the other 
pariah dogs of the city. 

One day the king went out in his chariot, drawn by milk- 
white horses, and after enjoying himself all day returned as the 
sun went down. As it was late the horses were taken out of 
harness and housed, but the harness was left lying in the court- 
yard. Unfortunately it rained during the night and the harness 
go so wet that the leather parts became soft and sodden, and 
when the king’s dogs ran into the courtyard they tore it to 
pieces and ate them. 

When morning came the servants saw what had happened 
and told the king that the pariah dogs had entered the courtyard 
through the sewers and eaten the royal harness. The king 
therefore issued an order thatall the pariah dogs in the city should 
be destroyed. 

The news reached the dogs and they rushed to the cemetery 
and, trembling with fear, told their leader. But he calmed them 
and told them not to worry; somehow he would save them. 
After pondering for some time he thought of a plan, and telling 
them to wait for him he started out for the palace. Ashe passed 
through the streets he repeated to himself all the time, “ Let 
no hand be lifted to throw stick or stone at me,” and so con- 
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centrated was he іп this thought that no one did throw anything 
at him and he reached the palace unmolested. Such is the power 
of the Truth-Act, or Act of Faith. 

Arriving at the palace he passed through the gates and finally 
arrived at the door of the Council Chamber where the king 
was already seated on his throne, receiving complaints or listening 
to the wishes of his subjects. Hastily rushing into the Chamber 
he took refuge under the royal throne. 

The king asked him what his trouble was, and he asked the 
king if it was true that he had ordered all the pariah dogs of 
the city to be destroyed. The king admitted that it was true. 
Then, said the dog: 


The dogs that in the royal palace grow, 
The well-bred dogs, so strong and fair of form,— 
Not these, but only we, are doomed to die, 
Here's no impartial sentence meted out 

To all alike; ᾿ς slaughter of the poor. 


But, the king said, the reason for the order was that the dogs 
had eaten the royal harness. This could not be, said the dog, 
for no pariah dog could get into the courtyard! If that was 
so, replied the king, who could have eaten the hamess? Then 
the dog told the king that it was the royal dogs who were the 
culprits and he could prove it. Being a just king he asked for 
proof, and the dog asked that all the royal dogs should be brought 
into the Chamber and be given a meal of kusa grass and butter- 
milk, This was done. 

Then, as the people watched, the royal dogs became sick 
and vomited pieces of leather | 

The king was so pleased with the wisdom of the pariah 
dog that he said he would withdraw his order and instead, he 
ordered that henceforth all pariah dogs should be fed on the 
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same food as he himself ate. The pariah dog was pleased, but 
he asked if the king would also spare the lives of all other living 
things. This also the king agreed to do and ever after refrained 
from killing any living creature, living long and ruling wisely. 


The Buddha identified the birth, Ananda was the king and 
“I myself was the dog”. 


THE JUJUBE FRUIT 


One day it became known that the king of Kosala and his queen 
had quarrelled, and the king would have nothing to do with 
her. The Buddha knew of this and went to the palace with five 
hundred of his followers. He was welcomed by the king and 
food was prepared for them all. Before cating, the Buddha 
asked where the queen was. The king told him that she had 
become intoxicated with all the honour bestowed on her. 
Then the Master told him that he had given her the honour 
himself and therefore he ought not to take it away again and 
get rid of her, but rather forgive whatever offence she had done 
to him. 

The king relented and sent for the queen, who attended on 
the Master. He told them both that they should live together 
in peace, and having spoken of the blessings of friendship he 
went on his way. 

Later the Brethren discussed the incident, and when the 
Master had asked what their discussion had been about, һе told 
them that not for the first time had he settled their disputes. 
And he told them the following story. 


Once a king looked through a window and saw a girl with 
a basket of jujube fruit on her head. She was calling ош, 
“Jujubes, ripe jujubes, who'll buy my jujubes ?” and her voice 
was so lovely that he fell in love with her. She was brought 
to him and he made her his chief queen. 

For some time they lived happily together for the king was 
very fond of her, but one day when he was with her and eating 
jujube fruit from a gold plate she asked him: 
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What is this egg-shaped fruit, my lord, so pretty and red of hue, 
In a gold dish set before thee? Pray tell me, where they grew. 
At this the king was angry and asked her why she did not 

recognize the fruit for: 

Bare-headed and meanly clad, my queen, thou once didst feel по 
shame, 


To fill thy lap with the jujube fruit, and now thou dost ask its name; 
Thou art eaten up with pride, my queen, thou findest no pleasure 


in life, 
Begone and gather thy jujubes again. Thou shalt be no longer 
my wik. 

In that birth the Master was the king's minister and he thought 
that he alone could reconcile the two and prevent the king from 
turning the queen away, so he told the king: 

These are the sins of a woman, my lord, promoted to high estate: 

Forgive her and cease from thine зарег, O King, for ‘twas thou 

didst make her great. 

The king then forgave her and restored her to her position. 

Afterwards they lived amicably together. 


The Master identified the birth: The king of Kosala was the 
king, the queen was the jujube queen, and “1 myself was the 
Miser 


THE SAD FAIRIES 


One day the king of Benares and his queen quarrelled and the 
king was angry and would not look at his queen. 

And the queen wondered if the Buddha knew of this. 

The Buddha did hear of it and on the following day went to 
Benares, and having sought alms, went to the gate of the palace 
with his Brethren, The king went out to mect him and took 
him, with the Brethren, to the terrace and gave them water 
and food. Then when they had eaten the king sat apart. The 
Buddha asked him why the queen was not there and he answered 
that it was because of her pride in her exalted state. 

The Master replied, “ O great king ! long, long ago when 
you were a fairy, you kept apart for one night from your mate, 
and then went mourning for seven hundred years!” And 
he told the following story. 


Once the king of Benares wanted to eat venison again broiled 
on charcoal, and gave his kingdom in the charge of the courtiers 
while he, with a pack of well-trained hounds, started for the 
Himalayas. He travelled along the Ganges until he could go 
no further, and then along a tributary stream, killing deer and 
pig whose flesh he broiled and ate. In time he reached a great 
height and found himself at a place where a pleasant stream ran 
full, sometimes breast high, in which all kinds of fish gambolled. 
The sand at the water's edge was fine and pure and looked like 
silver. The trees on both banks were full of flowers and fruit, 
and birds and bees flew about drunk with fruit and the honey of 
flowers. In the thicket herds of deer grazed. 

In this idyllic spot two fairies embraced and kissed and wept. 
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The king wondered why they were both sad and gay at the. 
same time and thought he would ask them. Не snapped his 
fingers at his hounds and they crouched in the undergrowth. 
Then, laying aside his bow andarrows, he very quietly approached 
the fairies and asked them why they laughed and wept. 

The fairy wife told him they had done this for seven hundred 
years because of one night's parting, for: 


We both apart one night had lain, 

Both loveless, full of bitter pain 
Thinking cach of each: but never 

Will chat night come back again. 


Тһе king asked why they had been apart and the fairy con- 
tinued: 
Shaded thick yon river flows 
Between the rocks: a storm arose: 
‘Then with anxious care to find me 
Right across my loved one goes. 


АШ the while with busy feet 

I gathered thyme and meadowsweet 
All to make my love a garland 

And myself, when we should meet. 


Clustering harebell, violet blue, 
And white narcissus fresh with dew, 
All to make my love a garland 
And myself, when we should meet. 


Then I plucked a bunch of rose, 
That is the fairest flower that grows, 
All to make my love a garland 
And myself, when we should meet. 
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Flowers next and leaves I found, 
And strewed them thickly on the ground, 
‘Where the livelong night together 
We might slumber soft and sound. 
Sandal and sweet woods anon 
I pounded small upon a stone, 
Perfume for my love's limbs making, 
Sweetest perfume for my own, 


By the river flowing fast 

I gathered lilies to the last: 

Evening came—the river swelling 
Made it hopeless to get past. 

There we stood on either shore, 
Each on other gazing o'er, 

How we laughed and cried together ! 
ለከ! that night we suffered sore. 


Morning came, the sun was high 
And soon we saw the river dry. 
Then we crossed, and close embracing 
Both at once we laugh and cry. 


Seven hundred years but three 
Since we were parted, I and he. 
When two loving hearts are severed 
Seems a whole long life to be. 
The king asked them then how old they were ! And the fairy 
wife answered: 
А thousand summers strong, and hale, 
Never deadly pains asail, 
Little sorrow, bliss abundant, 
To the end love's joys prevail. 
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The Buddha added that learning this lesson from the fairies 
the king returned to his kingdom, did not hunt any more, 
looked after the needy and ruled well. And he added: 

Take a lesson from the fays; 

And quarrel not, but mend your ways. 
Lest you suffer, like the fairy, 

Your own error all your days. 


Take a lesson from the fays: 

And bicker not, but mend your ways. 
Lest you suffer, like the fairy, 

Your own error all your days. 


At the end of the story the queen approached the Buddha 
with reverence, saying: 
Holy man, with willing mind 
I hear thy words so good and kind. 
Blessings on thee ! thou hast spoken, 
All my sorrows left behind. 
The quarrel was now made up and afterwards the king and 
queen lived happily together. 


The Buddha identified the birth: The king was the fairy, 
the queen his wife, and “I myself was the hunter king". 


THE BRAHMIN YOUTH 


Оке day the Brothers discussed together and asked whether 
Ananda had ever given his life for the Buddha. 

"The Buddha replied that he had done so in former lives, and 
told the following story. 


Once the Buddha-to-be was born as the son of a Brahmin 
farmer and when he was a young man he went суегу day with 
the men to the fields. 

Once when it was ploughing time he took the men to 
the field and then went to wash in a pool of clean water 
nearby. 

In the pool was a small golden crab. He picked it up, put 
it in his outer garment and carried it with him all day. At 
nightfall he took it back to the pool. 

This happened many days and a friendship grew up between 
the two. 

In a corner of the field in which the youth worked there was 
а palm tree in which a crow and his wife lived. She often 
watched the young man at work and seeing that his eyes were 

particularly beautiful she had a great longing to cat them. So 
one day she told her husband, but he said he could not take them 
for her. 

The she-crow said she knew quite well that he himself could 
not take them but if he would make friends with a black snake 
that lived in an anthill nearby he could ask him to bite the youth. 
Then, when the boy had fallen to the ground through the effect 
of the snake poison the crow could take out his eyes. 

So a friendship was struck up between the crow and the snake 
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and one day the snake asked what he could do for the crow. 
The crow asked him to bite the youth. 

The next day the youth as usual washed in the pool and took 
the golden crab back with him to the field. But, suddenly, 
the snake, hidden from sight, bit him in the leg and he fell to 
the ground. The crow flew up at once to get the eyes and the 
snake fled to the anthill. While the crow was trying to get 
the eyes the crab came out of the youth’s clothes and caught 
him in his claws. The crow cried out for help and the snake 
came towards them with its hood up ready to strike again. But 
the crab caught it too and held it fast. 

The snake, finding out why the crab had caught him, asked 
him to free them and he would draw the poison from the youth. 
The crab therefore let the snake go, but kept the crow fast in 
his claws as а hostage till the snake had drawn off the poison 
and the youth was well again. When this happened it killed 
both snake and crow, and the she-crow, seeing what had 
happened, flew away to another place. 


The Master identified the birth: Mara was the serpent, 
Devadatta the crow, good Ananda was the crab, and “I was 
the Brahmin long ago’ 
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THERE was in the Brotherhood a lay sister who was known as 
Kana's mother. She had a daughter who was married to a 
man of the same caste but who lived in another village. Оле 
day the daughter visited her mother and stayed for a few days. 
When she did not return her husband sent a messenger asking 
her to come back. Receiving the message the girl asked her 
mother if she ought to return, and receiving an assent was pre- 
pared to go. But the mother said that as she had been away 
for a few days she could not go empty handed and she would 
make a cake for her to take. 

Just when the cake was ready a Brother of the Order came 
for alms, and the mother gave it to him, starting to make 
another for the daughter. 

The Brother however told another Brother and he went to 
the mother’s dwelling just in time to receive the second cake. 
He told a third Brother who went in time to receive the third 
cake, and this Brother told another Brother who arrived in time 
to receive the fourth cake. 

In the meantime when the wife did not retum her husband 
sent another message. Still she did not return, for the cake she 
should have taken was again given away. This happened for 
the third time, but the third message said that if she did not 
return he would get another wife, which he did. 

When the girl heard that he had indeed taken another wife 
she wept. The Master hearing this went to her mother’s home 
and asked the reason why she wept. Having heard, he returned 
home. 

But the Brothers talked of the matter and when the Buddha 
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heard they were discussing it, he said that this was not the first. 
time that these four Brothers had taken from Kana's mother's 
store, and he told the following story. 


Once the Buddha-to-be was born as a stone-cutter, a work 
at which he excelled. 

Sometime before the story begins a rich merchant had hidden 
his vast store of money іп a place known only to himself and 
his wife. In time the wife died, and so great was her love of 
money that she was reborn as a mouse and lived near the hidden 
store. In time the husband and then the family died, but the 
treasure remained hidden. Later the village was deserted and 
it was near this deserted village that the Buddha-to-be followed 
his craft. 

The mouse often saw him at work and fell in love with him. 
One day she thonght that when she died the treasure would be 
of no use to her, and she thought she would take a coin a day to 
the stone-cutter and thus share the money with him. Con- 
sequently she arrived with a coin in her mouth, and when he 
asked her why she brought it she said for him to buy food for 
her and to use the rest as he willed. 

After this he bought food for her every day and used his 
share as he wished. 

But one day the mouse was caught by a cat and bcgged for 
her life, The cat asked why he should not сас her for he was 
hungry. The mouse asked if the cat was hungry every day or 
only on that occasion, and hearing that every day the pangs of 
hunger attacked the cat said that if her life was spared she could 
bring food for him every day. This was agreed upon and every 
day following the mouse divided her food into halves, keeping 
a half for herself and giving the cat the other half. 

Unfortunately on another day the mouse was caught by a 
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second cat and the same thing happened. Henceforth she 
divided her food into three portions and shared it with the two 
cats. 

Still another cat caught her and she had to divide her food 
into four portions, keeping but one portion for herself. Still 
a farther cat caught her and the same thing happened. 

On this meagre diet the mouse got thinner and thinner and 
one day the Buddha-to-be asked her why this was since she 
had regular food? Then the story came out and he blamed 
her for not telling him at once. Taking a piece of clear pure 
crystal he made a hole in it large enough to hold the mouse, 
and told her to get inside and look out for the cats as they came 
for their food. When she saw them she was to be brave and 
threaten all who came near her. 

When the first cat came she spoke sharply to it and made it 
angry; the cat rushed at her to destroy her—and met the 
crystal wall, and died. The same thing happened to the four 
cats in turn. And the mouse was so grateful that after that she 
brought two or three coins in her mouth daily to the stone- 
cutter. 

And for many years they lived together in friendship. 

Then the Buddha said: 


Give food to one cat, Number Two appears: 
А third and fourth succeed in fruitful line; 
Witness the four that by the crystal died. 


The Master identified the birth: The four Brothers were the 


four cats of those days, Kana’s mother was the mouse, and “ I 
was the stone-cutter”. 
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Oxe day a Brother of the Order went to a lotus pond and the 
wind carried the scent of a lotus bloom to him. А fairy of. 
the forest rebuked him, saying that to smell the flower was a 
kind of theft. 

‘The Brother returned to the monastery frightened at what 
he had done. When the Master saw him he asked him where 
he had been, and when he heard he told him it was not the first 
time that someone had been frightened by a goddess when 
smelling a flower. Even sages had been so frightened, and he 
told him the following story. 


Once the Buddha-to-be was born in a Brahmin family and 
educated at Takkasila. Later on he became an ascetic and lived 
near a lotus pond. 

One day when he was smelling a lotus bloom, a goddess 
spoke to him from a hollow in a tree-trunk and said: 


You were never given that flower you smell, though it's only a single 
bloom; . 

"Tis a species of larceny reverend sir, you are stealing its perfume, 

The ascetic answered her: "I neither take nor break the 
flower; from afar I smell the bloom." 

Some time later he saw a man breaking the plants and he 
asked the goddess why she did not rebuke him? She answered: 

Disgusting like a nurse's dress are men disorderly: 

1 have no speech with men like him, but I deign to speak to thee. 

‘When a man is free from evil stain and seeks for purity, 

A sin like a hair tip shows on him like a dark cloud in the sky. 
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The ascetic answered her: 


Surely, fairy, you know me well, to pity me you deign; 

If you ever see me do the like offence, pray speak to me again, 

[But the ascetic had not yet learnt the lesson, and she rebuked 
him again]: 


I am not here to serve you, no teaching folk are we: 
Find, Brother, for yourself the path to real felicity, 


The Master identified the birth: “I myself was the ascetic,” 
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TE boy who resided at Agathox Lodge, 28 Buckingham 
Park Road, Surbiton, had often been puzzled by the old 
sigu-post that stood almost opposite. He asked his mother 
about it, and she гер lied that it was а joke, and not а усгу 
nice one, which had been made many years back by some 
naughty young men, and that the police ought to remove it. 
For there were two strange things about this signposts firstly, 
it pointed up a blank alley, and, secondly, it had painted 
on it, in faded characters, the words " To Heaven.” 

** What kind of young men were they? " he asked. 

“ [ think your father told me that one of them wrote verses, 
and was expelled from the University and came to grief in 
other ways. Still, it was a long time ago. You must ask 
your father about it. He will say the same as I do, that it 
was ри up as a joke.” 

“ So it doesn't mean anything at all? ” р 

She sent him upstairs to put on his best things, for the 
Bonses were coming to tea, and he was to hand the cake- 
stand. 

It struck him, as he wrenched on his tightening trousers, 
that he might do worse than ask Mr. Bons about the sign- 
post. His father, though very kind, always laughed at him— 
shrieked with laughter whenever he or any other child asked 
a question or spoke. But Mr. Bons was serious as well as 

kind. He had a beautiful house and lent one books, he was 
a churchwarden, and a candidate for the County Council; 
he had donated to the Free Library enormously, he presided 
over the Literary Society, and had Members of Parliament 
to stop with him—in short, he was probably the wisest person 
live. 

Yet even Mr. Bons could only say that the sign-post was a 
joke—the joke of a person папи r elley. 

“Of course!” cried the то аг; “I told you so, dear. 
That was the name.” 

ለ2 9 
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“ Had you never heard of Shelley? ” asked Mr. Bons. 

“ No," said the boy, and hung his head. 

“ But is there no Shelley in the house? ” 

“Wh 0 yes!” exclaimed the lady, in much agitation. 
“ Dear Mr. Bons, we aren't such Philistines as that. Two at 
the least. One a wedding present, and the other, smaller 
print, in one of the spare rooms.” 

“ I believe we have seven Shelleys,” said Mr. Bons, with а 
slow smile, Then he brushed the cake-crumbs off his stomach, 
and, together with his daughter, rose to go. 

The boy, obeyi ing a wink from his mother, saw them all the 
way to the garden gate, and when they had gone he did not 
at once return to the house, but gazed for a little up and 
down Buckingham Park Road. 

His parents lived at the ng ht end of it. After No. 59 Ше 
quality of the houses dropped very suddenly, and 64 had not 
even a separate servants’ entrance. But at the present moment 
the whole road looked rather pretty, for the sun had just set 
іп splendour, and the inequalities of rent were drowned in а 
saffron afterglow. Small birds twittered, and the bread- 
winners’ train shrieked musically down through the cutting— 
that wonderful cutting which has drawn to itself the whole 
beauty out of Surbiton, and clad itself, like any Alpine valley, 
with the glory of the fir and the silver birch and the primrose. 
It was this cutting that had first stirred desires within the 
boy—desires for something just a little different, he knew 
not what, desires that would return whenever things were 
sunlit, as they were this evening, running up and down inside 
him, up and down, up and down, till he would feel quite 
unusual all over, and as likely as not would want to cry. 
This дөш he was even sillier, for he slipped across the 
road towards the sign-post and began to run up the blank 


alley. 

The alley runs between ከ1 g walls—the walls of the gardens 
of “ Ivanhoe ” and “ Belle Vista ” respectively. It smells a 
little all the way, and is scarcely twenty yards long, including 
the turn at the end. So not unnaturally the boy soon came 
to a standstill. “Га like to kick that Shelley," he exclaimed, 
and glanced idly at a piece of paper which was pasted on the 
wall. Rather an odd piece of paj рег, and he read it carefully 
before he turned back. This is what he read: 


S. AND C. R. С. C. 
Ашташ in Service. 
Owing to lack of patr е the Company are regretfully 
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compelled to suspend the hourly service, and to retain only 
the 


Sunrise and Sunset Omnibuses, 


which will run as usual. It is to be hoped that the public 
will patronise an arrangement which is intended for their 
convenience. As an extra inducement, the Company will, 
for the first time, now issue 


Return Tickets! 


(available one day only), which may be obtained of the 
river. Passengers are again reminded that mo tickets are 
issued at the other end, and that no complaints in this соп- 
nection will receive consideration from the Company. Nor 
will the Company be responsible for any ne; gligence or 
stu pidity on the part of Passengers, nor Гог Hailstorms, 
Lightning, Loss of Tickets, nor for any Act of God. 
For the Direction. 


Now, he had never seen this notice before, nor could he 
imagine where the omnibus went to. S. of course was for 
Surbiton, and R.C.C. meant Road Car Company. But what 
was the meaning of the other С.? Coombe and Malden, 
perhaps, or possibly “ City." Yet it could not hope to com- 
pete with the South-Western. The whole thing, the boy 
reflected, was run on hopelessly unbusiness-like lines. Why 
no tickets from the other end! Апа what an hour to start! 
"Then he realised that unless the notice was a hoax, an omnibus 
must have been starting just as he was wishing the Bonses 
good-bye; He peered at the ground through the gathering 

lusk, and there he saw what might or might not be the marks 
of wheels. Yet nothing had come out of the әлеу . And he 
had never seen an omnibus at any time in the Buckingham 
Park Road. No: it must be a hoax, like the sign-posts, like 
the fairy tales, like the dreams upon which he would wake 
suddenly in the night. And with a sigh he stepped from the 
alley—nght into the arms of his father. 

Oh, how his father laughed! “ Poor, poor Popsey!" he 
cried. “ Diddums! Diddums! Diddums think he'd walky- 

alky up to Езуши d Ps his TER sito, coved, with 
laughter, appeared on the ste o! а ох г: “ Don't, 
Bob!” she gasped. “ Don’t be so naughty! Oh, you'll kill 
me! Oh, leave the boy alone! ” 

, But all that evening the vole was kept up. The father 
implored to be taken, too. Was it & very tiring walk? Need 
one wipe one's shoes on the doorsfnat? And the boy went 
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to bed feeling faint and sore, and thankful for only one thing— 
that he had not said a word about the omnibus. It was a 
hoax, yet through his dreams it grew more and more real, 
and the streets of Surbiton, through which һе saw it driving, 
seemed instead to become hoaxes and shadows. And very 
early in the morning he woke with a cry, for he had had a 
glimpse of its destination. 

He struck a match, and its light fell not only on his watch, 
but also on his calendar, so that һе knew it to te half an hour 
to sunrise. It was pitch dark, for the fog had come down 
from London in the night, and all Surbiton was wrapped in 
its embraces. Yet he sprang out and dressed himself for he 
was determined to settle once for all which was real: the 
omnibus or the streets. “I shall be a fool one way or the 
other,” he thought, “ until I know.” Soon he was shivering 
in the road under the gas-lamp that guarded the entrance to 
the alley. 

To enter the alley itself required some courage. Not only 
was it horribly dark, but he now realised that it was an 
impossible terminus for an omnibus. If it had not been for 
a policeman, whom he heard approaching through the fog, 
he would never have made the attempt. The next moment 
he had made the attempt and failed. Nothing. Nothing 
but a blank alley and a very silly boy gaping at its dirty 
floor. It was a hoax. “ГИ tell papa and mamma," he 
decided. “1 deserve it. I deserve that they should know. 
1 am too silly to be alive.” And he went back to the gate 
of Agathox Lodge. 

There he remembered that his watch was fast. The sun 
was not risen; it would not rise for two minutes. “ Give 
the bus every chance,” he thought cynically, and returned into 
the alley. 

But the omnibus was there. 


It had two horses, whose sides were still smoking from 
their journey, and its two great lamps shone through the fog 
against the alley’s walls, changing their cobwebs and moss 
into tissues of fairyland. The driver was huddled up in a 
cape. He faced the blank wall, and how he had managed 
to drive in so neatly and so silently was one of the many 
things that the boy never discovered. Nor could he imaginc 
how ever he would drive out. 

“ Please,” his voice quavered through the foul brown air, 
“ please, is that an omnibus? ” 

፻ E : А А Ç 

Omnibus est,” said the driver, without turning round. 
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There was а moment's silence. Тһе policeman passed, cough- 
ing, by the entrance of the alley. The boy crouched in the 
shadow, for he did not want to be found out. He was pretty 
sure, too, that it was a Piraté; nothing else, he reasoned, 
would go from such odd places and at such odd hours. 

“ About when do you start?” Не tried to sound non- 
chalant. 

“ At sunrise.” 

“ How far do you до?” 

“ The whole way." 

** And can I have a return ticket which will bring me all 
the way back? ” 

“You can.” 

“ Do you know, I half think ГИ come.” Тһе driver made 
no answer. The sun must have risen, for he unhitched the 
brake. And scarcely had the boy jumped in before the 
omnibus was off. 

How? Did it turn? There was no room. Did it go for- 

ward? There was a blank wall. Yet it was moving— 
moving at a stately pace through the fog, which had turned 
from brown to yellow. The thought of warm bed and warmer 
breakfast made the boy feel faint. He wished he had not 
come. His parents would not have approved. He would 
have gone back to them if the weather ከ54 not made it im- 
possible. The solitude was terrible; he was the only passen; ger, 
And the omnibus, though well-built, was cold and somewhat 
musty. He drew his coat round him, and in so doing chanced 
to fcel his pocket. It was empty. Не had forgotten his 
purse. 
š “Stop!” he shouted. “Stop!” And then, being of а 
polite disposition, he glanced up at the painted notice-board 
so that he might call the driver by name. “ Mr. Browne! 
stops Oh, do please stop!” 

r. Browne did not stop, but he opened a little window 
and looked in at the boy. His face was a surprise, so kind it 
was and modest. 

“Mr. Browne, I've left my purse behind. I’ve not got a 
penny. I can’t pay for the ticket. Will you take my watch, 
please? I am in the most awful hole.” 

“ Tickets on this line," said the driver, “ whether single or 
return, can be purchased by coinage from no terrene mint. 
And a chronometer, though it had solaced the vigils of 
Charlemagne, or measured the slumbers of Laura, can acquire 
by no mutation the double-cake that charms the fangless 
Cerberus of Heaven!” So saying, he handed in the necessary 
ticket, and, while the boy said “Thank you,” continued: 
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“ Titular pretensions, I know it well, are vanity. Yet they 
merit no censure when uttered on a laughing lip, and in an 
homonymous world are in some sort useful, since they do 
serve to distinguish one Jack from his fcllow. Remember 
me, therefore, as Sir Thomas Browne." 

“ Are you а Sir? Oh, sorry 1” He had heard of these 
gentlemen drivers. “It is good of you about the ticket, But 
if You go on at this rate, however does your bus рау?” 

* It does not рау. It was not intended to рау. Many are 
the faults of my equipage; it is compounded too curiously of 
foreign woods; its cushions tickle erudition rather than pro- 
mote repose; and my horses are nourished not on the ever- 
green pastures of the moment, but on the dried bents and 
clovers of Latinity. But that it pays!—that error at all 
events was never intended and never attained.” 

“ Sorry again,” said the boy rather hopelessly. Sir Thomas 
looked sad, fearing that, even for a moment, he had been the 
cause of sadness. He invited the boy to come up and sit 
beside him on the box, and together they journeyed on through 
the fog, which was now changing from yellow to white. There 
were no houses by the road; so it must be either Putney 
Heath or Wimbledon Common, 

“ Have you been a driver always? ” 

“I was a physician once.” 

“ But why did you stop? Weren't you good?” 

“As a healer of bodies I had scant success, and several 
score of my patients preceded me. But as a healer of the 
P irit I have succeeded beyond my hopes and my deserts. 

or though my draughts were not better nor subtler than 
those of other men, yet, by reason of the cunning goblets 
wherein I offered them, the queasy soul was oft-times tempted 
to sip and be refreshed.” 
he queasy soul,” he murmured; “ if the sun sets with 
trees in front of it, and you suddenly come strange all 
over, is that a queasy soul? ” 

“ Have you felt that?” 

“Why yes.” 

After a pause he told the boy a little, a very little, about 
the journey’s end. But they did not chatter much, for the 
boy, when he liked a person, would as soon sit silent in his 
company as speak, and this, he discovered, was also the mind 
of Sir Thomas Browne and of many others with whom he was 
to be acquainted. He heard, however, about the young man 
Shelley, who was now quite a famous person, with a carriage 
of his own, and about some of the other drivers who are in 
the service of the Company. Meanwhile the light grew 
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stronger, though the fog did not disperse. It was now more 
like mist than fog, and at times would travel quickly across 
them, as И it were part of a cloud. They had been ascending, 
too, in a most puzzling way; for over two hours the horses 
had been pulling against the collar, and even if it were Rich- 
mond Hill шеу ought to have been at the top long ago. 
Perhaps it was Epsom, or even the North Downs; yet the air 
seemed keener than that which blows on either. And as to 
the name of their destination, Sir Thomas Browne was silent. 

Crash! 

“Thunder, by Jove!” said the boy, “ and not so far off 
either. Listen to the echoes! It’s more like mountains.” 

He thought, not very vividly, of his father and mother. 
He saw them sitting down to sausages and listening to the 
storm. He saw his own empty place. Then there would be 
questions, alarms, theories, Jokes, consolations. They would 
expect him back at lunch. To lunch he would not come, 
nor to tca, but he would be in for dinner, and so his day's 
truancy would be over. If he had had his purse he would 
have bought them presents—not that he should have known 
what to get them. 

Crash! 

The pal and the lightning came together. The cloud 
quivered as if it were alive, and torn streamers of mist rushed 
past. “ Are you afraid? ? asked Sir Thomas Browne. 

“ What is there to be afraid of? Is it much farther? ” 

The horscs of the omnibus stopped just as a ball of fire 
burst up and <р loded with a ringing noise that was deafenin; 
but clear, like the noise of a blacksmith’s forge. All the clou 
was shattered. 

“ Oh, listen, Sir Thomas Browne! No, I mean look; we 
shall get a view at last. No, I mean listen; that sounds like 
а rainbow!” 

The noise had died into the faintest murmur, beneath which 
another murmur grew, spreading stealthily, steadily, in a 
curve that widened but did not vary. And in widening 
curves a rainbow was spreading from the horses’ feet into the 
dissolving mists. 

“ But how beautiful! What colours! Where will it stop? 
It is more like the rainbows you can tread on. More like 
dreams." 

The colour and the sound grew together. The rainbow 
spanned an enormous gulf. Clouds rushed under it and 
were pierced by it, and still it grew, reaching forward, con- 
quering the darkness, until it touched something that seemed 
more solid than a cloud. 
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The boy stood up. “ What is that out there? " he called. 
^ What docs it rest on, out at that other епі?” 

In the morning sunshine a precipice shone forth beyond 
the gulf. A precipice—or was ita castle? ‘The horses moved. 
‘They set their feet upon the rainbow. 

“Oh, look!” the boy shouted. ‘Oh, listen! Those 
caves—or are they gateways? Oh, look between those cliffs 
at those ledges. I sce people! I все trees!” 

“ Look also below,” whispered Sir Thomas. “ Neglect not 
the diviner Acheron.” τ 

The boy looked below, past the flames of the rainbow that 
licked against their wheels. The gulf also had cleared, and 
in its depths there flowed an everlasting river. One sunbeam 
entered and struck a green pool, and as they passed over he 
saw three maidens rise to the surface of the pool, singing, 
and playing with something that чене Ше a ring. 

“ You down in the water——” hc called. 

They answered, “ You up on the bridge——” There was 
a burst of music. “ You up on the bridge, good luck to you. 
Truth in the depth, truth on the height." 

* You down in the water, what are you doing? " 

Sir Thomas Browne replied: “ They sport in the mancipiary 
possession of their gold ”; and the omnibus arrived. 


» 


m 

The boy was in disgrace. He sat locked up in the nursery 
of Agathox Lodge, learning poetry for a punishment. His 
father had said, ^ My boy! I can pardon anything but 
untruthfulness," and had caned him, saying at each stroke, 
“There is no omnibus, по driver, no bridge, no mountain; 
you are a truant, a gutter snipe, a liar.” His father could be very 
stern at times. His mother had begged him to say he was 
sorry. But he could not say that. ፳፪ was the raten day 
of his life, in spite of the caning and the poetry at the end of it. 

He had returned punctually at sunset—driven not by Sir 
‘Thomas Browne, but by a maiden lady who was full of quiet 
fun. They had talked of omnibuses and also of barouche 
landaus. How far away her gentle voice seemed now! Yet 
it was scarcely three hours since he had left her up the alley. 

His mother called through the door. “ Dear, you are to 
come down and to bring your рсету with you.” 

He came down, and found that Mr. Bons was in the smok- 
ing-room with his father. It had been a dinner party. 
Here is the great traveller!" said his father grimly. 
* Here is the young gentleman who drives in an omnibus 
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over rainbows, while young ladies sing to him." Pleased 
with his wit, hc lau; SER 

“ After all,” said Mr. Bons, smiling, “ there is something a 
little like it in Wagner. It is odd how, in quite illiterate 
minds, you will find glimmers of Artistic Truth. The case 
interests me. Let me plead for the culprit. We have all 
romanced in our time, haven't we?” 

** Hear how kind Mr. Bons is," said his mother, while his 
father said, “ Very well. Let him say his Poem, and that will 
do. He is going away to my sister on Tuesday, and she will 
cure him of this alley-slopering.” (Laughter.) “Say your 
Poem.” 

The boy began. “ ‘ Standing aloof in giant ignorance.’ ” 

His father laughed again—roared. “ One for you, my son! 
* Standing aloof in giant ignorance!’ I never knew these 
poets talked sense. jus describes you. Here, Bons, you go 
in for poetry. Put him through it, will you, while 1 fetch 
up the whisky?” 

“Yes, give me the Keats,” said Mr. Bons. “ Let him say 
his Keats to пе.” 

So for a few moments the wise man and the ignorant boy 
were left alone іп the smoking-room. 

το Standing aloof in giant ignorance, of thee I dream and 
of the Cyclades, as one who sits ashore and longs perchance 
to visit ” 

a Quite right. To visit what?” 
“To visit dolphin coral in deep seas,’ ” said the boy, and 
burst into tears. 

** Come, come! why do you cry?” 

** Because—because all these words that only rhymed before, 
now that I’ve come back they’re ше.” 

Mr. Bons laid the Keats down. The case was more inter- 
esting than he had expected. “ Тои?” he exclaimed. “This 
sonnet, you?” 

“ Yes—and look farther on: “ Аус, on the shores of dark- 
ness there is light, and precipices show untrodden green.’ It 
is so, sir. АП these things are true.” 

** [ never doubted it,” said Mr. Bons, with closed eyes. 

“ You—then you believe me? You believe in the omnibus 
and the driver and the storm and that return ticket I got for 
nothing and” 

“Tut, tut! No more of your yarns, my boy. I meant 
that I never doubted the essential truth of Poetry. Some day, 
when you have read more, you will understand what I mean.” 

“ But Mr, Bons, it із во. There is light upon the shores of 
darkness, I have seen it coming. Light and a wind,” 
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“ Nonsense," said Mr. Bons. 

“፲፻ 1 had stopped! They tempted me. They told me to 
give up ту ticket—for you cannot come back if you lose your 
ticket. ey called from the river for it, and indeed I was 
tempted, for I have never been so happy as among those 

recipices. But I thought of my mother and father, and that 
፻ኗ5 fetch them. Yet they will not come, though the road 
starts opposite our house. It has all happened. as the people 
up there warned me, and Mr. Bons has disbelieved me like 
everyone else. I have been caned. I shall never see that 
mountain again." 

“ What's that about те?” said Mr. Bons, sitting up in his 
chair very suddenl Y 

“TI told them about you, and how clever you were, and 
how many books you had, and they said, *Mr. Bons will 
certainly disbelieve you.’ ” 

“Stuff and nonsense, my young friend. You grow im- 
pertinent. I—well—I will settle the matter. Not a word to 
your father. I will cure you. To-morrow evening I will 
myself call here to take you for a walk, and at sunset we will 
fo up this alley opposite and hunt for your omnibus, you silly 

ttle boy.” 

His face grew serious, for the boy was not disconcerted, but 
leapt about the room singing, “ Јоу! joy! I told them you 
would believe me. We will drive together over the rainbow. 
I told them that you would come.” After all, could there be 
anything in the story? Wagner? Keats? Shelley? Sir 
Thomas Browne? Certainly the case was interesting. 

And on the morrow evening, though it was pouring with 
rain, Mr. Bons did not omit to call at Agathox Lodge. 

The boy was ready, bubbling with excitement, and skipping 
about in a way that rather vexed the President of the Literary 
Society. They took a turn down Buckingham Park Road, 
and then—having seen that no one was watching them— 
slipped up the alley. Naturally enough (for the sun was 
setting) they ran straight against the omnibus. 

“ Good heavens!" exclaimed Mr. Bons. “ Good gracious 
heavens!” 

It was not the omnibus in which the boy had driven first, 
nor yet that in which he had returned. There were three 
horses—black, grey, and white, the grey being the finest. 
The driver, who turned round at the mention of goodness 
and of heaven, was a sallow man with terrifying jaws and 
sunken eyes. . Bons, on seeing him, gave a cry as if of 
recognition, and began to tremble violently. 

е boy jumped in. 
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"Is it possible?” cried Mr. Bons. “Із the impossible 
possible? " 

® Sir; come in, sir. It is such a fine omnibus. Oh, here 
is his name—Dan some one." 

Mr. Bons sprang in too. A blast of wind immedistely 
slammed the omnibus door, and the shock jerked down al 
the omnibus blinds, which were very weak on their springs. 

"Dan... Show me. Good gracious heavens! we're 
moving.” 

“ Hooray!” said the boy. 

Mr. Bons became flustered. He had not intended to be 
kidnapped. He could not find the door-handle, nor push 
up the blinds. The omnibus was quite dark, and by the 
time he had struck a match, night had come on outside also. 
They were moving rapidly. 

“А strange, a memorable adventure,” he said, surveying 
the interior of the omnibus, which was large, roomy, and con- 
structed with extreme regularity, every part exactly answering 
to every other part. Over the door (the handle of which 
was outside) was written, “ Lasciate ogni baldanza voi che 
entrate "—at least, that was what was written, but Mr. Bons 
said that it was Lashy arty something, and that baldanza 
was a mistake for speranza. His voice sounded as if he was 
in church. Meanwhile, the boy called to the cadaverous 
driver for two return tickets. ТІ ley were handed in without 
a word. Mr. Bons covered his face with his hand and again 
trembled. “По you know who that is!" he whispered, 
when the little window had shut upon them. “И is the 


impossible.” 
Well, I don’t like him as much as Sir Thomas Browne, 
though I shouldn’t be surprised if he had even more in him.” 
“More in him?” He stamped irritably. “Ву accident 
you have made the greatest discovery of the century, and all 
ou can say is that there is more in this man. Do you remem- 
ber those vellum books in my library, stamped with red lilies? 
This—sit still, I bring you stupendous news!—this is the man 
who wrote them." 
The boy sat quite still. “І wonder if we shall see Mrs. 
Gamp? ” he asked, after a civil pause. 
س‎ ” 


“Mrs. Gamp and Mrs. Harris. I like Mrs. Harris. I 
came upon them quite suddenly. Mrs. Gamp’s bandboxes 
have moved over the rainbow so badly. All the bottoms 
have fallen out, and two of the pippins off her bedstead tumbled 
into the stream.” 

“Out there sits the man who wrote my vellum books!” 
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thundered Mr. Bons, “and you talk to me of Dickens and 
of Mrs. Gamp? ” 

“I know М. Gamp so well,” he apologised. “1 could 
not help being glad to see her. I recognised her voice. She 
was tell fing Mrs. Harris about Mrs. Рив.” 

“ Did you spend the whole day in her elevating company? ” 

“Oh, по. I raced. I met a man who took me out beyond 
to a race-course. You run, and there are dolphins out at 
sea,” 

“Indeed. Do you remember Ше man's name? ” 

“ Achilles. No; he was later. Tom Jones.” 

Mr. Bons sighed heavily. “Well, my lad, you have made 
a miserable mess of it. Think of a cultured person with your 
opportunities! A cultured person would Rave known all 
these characters and known what to have said to each. He 
would not have wasted his time with a Mrs. Gamp or a Tom 
Jones. The creations of Homer, of Shakespeare, and of Him 
who drives us now, would alone have contented him. He 
would not have raced. He would have asked intelligent 
questions.” 

“But, Mr. Bons," said the boy humbly, “ you will be a 
cultured person. I told them 50.” 

“True, truc, and I beg you not to disgrace me when we 
arrive. No gossiping. No running. Keep close to my side, 
and never speak to these Immortals unless they арсак to you. 
Yes, and give me the rcturn tickets. You will be losing 
them." 

‘The boy surrendered the tickets, but felt a little sore. After 
all, he had found the way to this place. It was hard first to 
be disbelieved and then to be Jectured. Meanwhile, the 
rain had stopped, and moonlight crept into the omnibus 
through the cracks in the blinds. 

“ But how is there to be a rainbow? ” cried the boy. 

* You distract me,” snapped Mr. Bons. “ I wish to meditate 
on beauty. I wish to goodness I was with a reverent and 
sympathetic person.” 

The lad bit his Пр. He made a hundred good resolutions. 
He would imitate Mr. Bons all the visit. He would not 
laugh, or run, or sing, or do any of the vulgar things that 
must have disgusted his new friends last time. He would be 
very careful to pronounce their names properly, and to remem- 
ber who knew whom. Achilles did not know Tom Jones— 
at least, so Mr. Bons said. The Duchess of Malfi was older 
than Mrs. Gamp—at least, so Mr. Bons said. He would be 
self-conscious,’ reticent, and prim. He would never say he 
liked anyone. Yet, when the blind flew up at a chance 
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touch of his head, all these good resolutions went to the winds, 
for the omnibus had reached the summit of a moonlit hill, 
and there was the chasm, and there, across it, stood the old 

precipices, dreaming, with their feet in the everlasting river. 
е exclaimed, “ The mountain! Listen to the new tune in 
the water! Look at the camp fires in the ravines,” and Mr. 
Bons, after a hasty glance, retorted, “ Water? Camp fires? 
Ridiculous rubbish. Hold your tongue. There is nothing 
at all.” 

Yet, under his eyes, a rainbow formed, compounded not of 
sunlight and storm, but of moonlight and the spray of the 
river. The three horses put their fect upon it. He thought 
it the finest rainbow һе had seen, but did not dare to say во, 
since Mr. Bons said that nothing was there. He leant out— 
the window had opened—and sang the tune that rose from 
the sleeping waters. 

“The prelude to Rhinegold? " said Mr. Bons suddenly. 
“Who taught you these leit motifs?” Не, too, looked out of 
the window. "Then he behaved very oddly. He gave a 
choking cry, and fell back on to the omnibus floor. He 
writhed and kicked. His face was green. 

“ Does the bridge make you dizzy? ” the boy asked. 

“ Dizzy ! " gasped Mr. Bons. “I want to go back. Tell 
the driver.” 

But the driver shook his head. 

“ We are nearly there,” said the boy. “ They are asleep. 
Shall I сай? They will be so pleased to see you, for I have 
prepared them.” 

Mr. Bons moaned. They moved over the lunar rainbow, 
which ever and ever broke away behind their wheels. How 
still the night was! Who would be sentry at the Gate? 

“I ат coming," he shouted, again forgetting the hundred 
resolutions. “I am returning—I, the boy.” 

“ The boy is returning,” cried a voice to other voices, who 
repeated, “ The boy is returning Б.” 

ዊግ am bringing Mr. Bons with пас.” 

Silence. 

“I should have said Mr. Bons is bringing me with him.” 

Profound silence. 

“ Who stands sentry? ” 

“ Achilles.” 

And on the rocky causeway, close to the springing of the 
iO bridge, he saw a young man who carried a wonderful 

eld. 

“ Мг. Bons, it is Achilles, armed.” 

“I want to go back,” said Mr. Bons. 
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The last fragment of the rainbow melted, the wheels sang 
upon the living rock, the door of the omnibus burst open. 
የ leapt the boy—he could not resist—and sprang to meet 
the warrior, who, stooping suddenly, caught him on his 


“ Achilles!” he cried, “ let me get down, for I am ignorant 
and vulgar, and I must wait for that Mr. Bons of whom I 
told.you yesterday.” 

But Achilles raised him aloft. He crouched on the wonder- 
ful shield, on heroes and burning cities, on vineyards graven 
in gold, on every dear passion, every joy, on the entire image 
of the Mountain that he had discovered, encircled, like it, 
with an everlasting stream. “ Хо, no,” he protested, “І am 
not worthy. It is Mr. Bons who must be uP here." 

But Mr. Bons was whimpering, and Achilles trumpeted and 
cried, “ Stand upright upon my shield! " 

“ Sir, I did not mean to stand! Something made me stand. 
Sir, why do you delay? Here is only the great Achilles, 
whom you knew." 

Mr. Bons screamed, "I see по one. I вес nothing. I 
want to go back.” Then he cried to the driver, “ Save me! 
Let me stop in your chariot. I have honoured you. I have 
quoted you. I have bound you in vellum. Take me back 
to my world.” 

The driver replied, “I am the means and not the end. 
І am the food and not the life. Stand by yourself, as that 
boy has stood. I cannot save you. For poetry is a spirit; 
and they that would worship it must worship in spirit an 
in truth.” 

Mr. Bons—he could not resist—crawled out of the beautiful 
omnibus. His face appeared, gaping horribly. His hands 
followed, one gripping the step, the other beating the air. 
Now his shoulders emerged, his chest, his stomach. With a 
shriek of “І see London,” he fell—fell against the hard, 
moonlit rock, fell into it as if it were water, fell through it, 
vanished, and was seen by the boy no more. 

“ Where have you fall len to, Mr. Bons? Here is a pro- 
cession arriving to honour you with music and torches. Here 
come the men and women whose names you know. The 
mountain is awake, the river is awake, over the race-course 
the sea is awaking those dolphins, and it is all for you. They 
want you 

There was the touch of fresh leaves on his forehead. Some- 
one had crowned him. 


TEAOZ 


THE CELESTIAL OMNIBUS 23 


From the Kingston Gazette, Surbiton Times, and Raynes Park 

bserver. 

The body of Mr. Septimus Bons has been found in a shock- 
ingly mutilated condition in the vicinity of the Bermondsey 
gas-works. The deceased's pockets contained а sovereign- 
purse, a silver cigar-case, a bijou pronouncing dictionary, and 
a couple of omnib us tickets. The unfortunate gentleman had 
apparently been hurled from a considerable height. Foul 
play is suspected, and a thorough investigation is pending by 
the authorities. 


“SAKI” (Н. Н. MUNRO) 


(2870-1916), came of a soldier family, and was born in 

urma, where he returned as a young man to serve for а short 
time in the Police. He returned to London іп 1806, and 
started to write for the “ Westminster Gazette.” His short 
stories are characterised ТА their p igrammatic brilliance, and 
like O. Henry, he was fond of the “ surprise ending.” He 
was killed in the Great War. A 


DUSK 


NEMA GORTSBY sat on a bench in the Park, with 
his back to a strip of bush-planted sward, fenced by the 
park railings, and the Row fronting him across a wide stretch 
of carriage drive. Hyde Park Corner, with its rattle and hoot 
of traffic, lay immediately to his right. It was some thirty 
minutes past six on an carly March evening, and dusk had 
fallen heavily over the scene, dusk mitigated by some faint 
moonlight and many street lamps. ‘There was a wide emptiness 
over road and sidewalk, and yet there were many unconsid- 
егей figures moving silently through the halflight or dotted 
unobtrusively on bench and chair, scarcely to be distinguished 
from the shadowed gloom in which they sat. 

The scene pleased Gortsby and harmonised with his present 
mood. Dusk, to his mind, was the hour of the defeated. Men 
and women, who had fought and lost, who hid their fallen 
fortunes and dead hopes as far as possible from the scrutiny 
of the curious, came forth in this hour of gloaming, when 
their shabby clothes and bowed shoulders and unhappy eyes 
might pass unnoticed, or, at any rate, unrecognised. 

A king that is conquered must sec strange looks, 
So bitter a thing is the heart of man. 


The wanderers in the dusk did not choose to have strange looks 
fasten on them, therefore they came out in this bat-fashion, 
taking their pleasure sadly in a pleasure-ground that had emp- 
tied of its rightful occupants. Beyond the sheltering screen of 
bushes and palings came a realm of brilliant lights and noisy, 
rushing traffic. A blazing, many-tiered stretch of windows 
shone through the dusk and almost dispersed it, marking the 
haunts of those other people, who held their own in Site's 
struggle, or at any rate had not had to admit failure. So Gorts- 
by's imagination pictured things as he sat on his bench in the 
almost deserted walk. He was in the mood to count himself - 
among the defeated. Money troubles did not press on him; 
had he so wished he could have strolled into the thorough- 
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fares of light and noise, and taken his place among the jostling 
ranks of those who enjoyed prosperity or struggled for it. 
He had failed in a more subtle ambition, and for the moment 
he was heart sore and disillusioniscd, and not disinclined to 
take a certain cynical pleasure in observing and labelling his 
fellow wanderers as they went their ways in the dark stretches 
between the lamp-lights. 

On the bench by his side sat an elderly gentleman with a 
drooping air of defiance that was probably the remaining 
vestige of self-respect in an individual who had ceased to 
defy successfully anybody or anything. His clothes could 
scarcely be called shabby, at least they passed muster in the 
half-light, but one's imagination could not have pictured the 
wearer embarking оп the purchase of a half-crown box of 
chocolates or laying out ninepence on a carnation buttonhole. 
He belonged unmistakably to that forlorn orchestra to whose 
piping по one dances; he was one of the world's lamenters 
who induces no responsive weeping. Ав he rose to go Gortsby 
imagined him returning to a home circle where he was snubbed 
and of no account, or to some bleak lodging where his ability 
to pay a weekly bill was the beginning and end of the interest 
he inspired. His retreating figure vanished slowly into the 
shadows, and his place on the bench was taken almost immedi- 
ately by a young man, fairly well dressed but scarcely more 
cheerful of mein than his predecessor. As if to emphasise the 
fact that the world went badly with him the newcomer un- 
burdened himself of an angry and very audible expletive as 
he flung himself into the seat. 

“You don’t seem in a very good temper,” said Gortsby, 
judging that he was expected to take due notice of the demon- 
stration. 

The young man turned to him with a look of disarming 
frankness which put him instantly on his guard. 

“You wouldn't be in a good temper if you were in the fix 
Tm in,” he said; “ I’ve done the silliest thing I’ve ever done 
in my life.” 

* Yes? ” said Gortsby dispassionately. 

“ Came up this afternoon, meaning to stay at the Patagonian 
Hotel in Berkshire Square,” continued the young man; “ when 
I got there I found that it had been pulled down some weeks ago 
and a cinema theatre run up on the site. The taxi driver recom- 
mended me to another hotel some way off and I went there. 
1 just sent a letter to my people, giving them the address, and 
then I went out to buy some soap—I’d forgotten to pack any 
and I hate using hotel soap. Then I strolled about a bit, had 
a drink at a bar and looked at the shops, and when I came to 
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turn m; ү steps back to the hotel I suddenly realised that I didn’t 
remember its name or even what street it was in. There’s a 
nice predicament for a fellow who hasn’t any friends or con- 
nections in London! Of course I can wire to my people for 
the address, but they won’t have got my letter till to-morrow; 
meantime I’m without any money, came out with about a 
shilling on me, which went in buying the soap and getting 
the drink, and here I am, wandering about with twopence in 
my pocket and nowhere to go for the night.” 

‘There was an eloquent pause after the story had been told. 
“I suppose you think Гус spun you rather an impossible yarn,” 
said the young man presently, with a suggestion of resent- 
ment in his voice. 

“ Not at all impossible,” said Gortsby judicially; “ I remem- 
ber doing exactly the same thing once in a foreign capital, 
and on that occasion there were two of us, which made it more 
remarkable. Luckily we remembered that the hotel was on a 
sort of canal, and when we struck the canal we were able to 
find our nd back to the hotel.” 

The youth brightened at the reminiscence. “Іп a foreign 
city I wouldn't mind so much,” he said; “ one could go to 
one's Consul and get the requisite help from him. Here in 
one's own land one is far more derelict if one gets into a fix. 
Unless I can find some decent chap to swallow my story and 
lend me some money I seem likely to spend the night on the 
Embankment. I'm glad, anyhow, that you don't think the 
story, outrageously improbable.” 

e threw a good deal of warmth into the last remark, as 
though perhaps to indicate his hope that Gortsby did not fall 
far short of the requisite decency. 

“ Of course,” said Gortsby slowly, “ the weak point of your 
story is that you can’t produce the soap.” 

е young man sat forward hurriedly; felt rapidly in the 
pockets of his overcoat, and then jump ed to his feet. 

“ I must have lost it,” he muttered angrily. 

“То lose an hotel and a cake of soap on one afternoon 
suggests wilful carelessness,” said Gortsby, but the pr man 
scarcely waited to hear the end of the remark. He fitted away 
down the path, his head held high, with an air of somewhat 
jaded jauntiness. , 

“ It was a pity,” mused Gortsby; “ the going out to get one’s 
own soap was the one convincing touch in the whol ከ pu 
and yet it was just that little detail that brought him to grief. 
If he had had the brilliant σι ht to provide himself 
with a cake of soap, wrapped and sealed with all the solicitude 
of the chemist's counter, рей would have been a genius іп Біз 
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particular line. In his particular line genius certainly consists 
of an infinite capacity for taking precautions." 

With that reflection Gortsby rose to go; as he did so an 
exclamation of concern escaped him. Lying on the ground 
by the side of the bench was a small oval packet, wrapped and 
sealed with the solicitude of a chemist's counter. It could be 
nothing else but a cake of soap, and it had evidently fallen 
out of the youth's overcoat pocket when he flung himself down 
оп the seat. In another moment Gortsby was scudding along 
the dusk-shrouded path in anxious quest for a youthful figure 
in a light overcoat. He had nearly given up the search when 
he caught sight of the object of his pursuit standing irresolutely 
on the border of the carriag! с drive, evidently uncertain 
whether to strike across the Park or make for the bustling 
pavements of Knightsbridge. He turned round sharp ly with an 
air of defensive hostility when he found Gortsby hailing 
him. 

“ The important witness to the genuincness of your story has 
turned up," said Gortsby, holding out the cake of soap; “it 
must have slid out of your overcoat Е pocket when you sat down 
on the seat. I saw it on the ground after you left. You must 
excuse my disbelief, but sppearanoe were really rather against 
you, and now, as I appealed to the testimony of the soap, I 
think I ought to abide by its verdict. Ifthe loan of a sovereign 
is any good to you” 

The young man hastily removed all doubt on the subject 
by pocketing the coin. 

“ Here із my card with my address,” continued Gortsby; 
“апу day this week will do for returning the money, an: 
here is the soap—don’t lose it again; it’s been a good friend 
to you. 

“ Lucky thing your finding it,” said the youth, and then, 
with a catch in his voice, he blurted out а word or two оГ 
thanks and fled headlong in the direction of Knightsbridge. 

“Poor boy, he as nearly as possible broke down," said 
Gortsby to himself. “I don't wonder either; the relief from 
his quandary must have been acute. It’s a lesson to me not 
to be too clever in judging by circumstances.” 

As Gortsby retraced his steps past the seat where the little 
drama had taken place he saw an elderly gentleman Poking 
and peering beneath it and on all sides of it, and recogni 
his earlier fellow occupant. 

“ Have you lost anything, sir? ” he asked, 

“ Yes, sir, a cake of soap. 


WALTER DE LA MARE 


(1873- , was destined for a business career, but gave 
tt up in 1908. Ву this time he had already published “ Songs 
of Childhood” under a pseudonym. His two best-known 
novels are “ Memoirs of a Midget” and “ The Return,” 
both of which are imbued with his very individual sense of 
fantasy. In the story included here he uses his great imagin- 
ative gift in rather а different шау. 


THE NAP 


TE autumnal afternoon was creeping steadily on towards 
pig ht; the sun after the morning’s rain was now—from 
behind thinning clouds—glinting down on the chimney-pots 
and slate roofs of Mr. Thripp’s suburb. And the day bein; 
Saturday, across Europe, across England, an immense multi- 
tudinous stirring of humanity was in progress. It had begun 
in remote Australia, and would presently sweep across the 
Atlantic into vast America, resembling the rustling of an ant- 
heap in a pinewood in sunny June. The Christian world, that 
is, was preparing for its weekly half-holiday; and Mr. Thripp 
was taking his share. 

As if time were of unusual importance to him, two clocks 
stood on his kitchen mantelpiece: one, gay as a peepshow in 
the middle, in a stained-wood case with red and blue flowers 
on the glass front; the other ап“ alarum "—which, though it 
was made of tin, had a voice and an apj pearance little short 
of the brazen. Above them, as if entircly oblivious to their 
ranting, a glazed King Edward VII stared stolidly out of a 
Christmas lithograph, with his Orders on his royal breast. 

Mr. Thripp’s kitchen table was at this moment disordered 
with the remains of a meal, straggling over a table-cloth that 
had now gallantly completed its full week’s service. Like all 
Saturday dinners in his household, this had been a hugger- 
muggerdinner—oneofvehementrelays. Mr. Thripphimself had 
returned home from his office at a quarter to two—five minutes 
after his daughter, Millie, and Mrs. Thripp had already begun. 
Charlie Зи p had made his appearance a little before (һе 
hour; and James—who, somehow, had never become Jim 
or Jimmie—arrived soon afterwards. To each his due, kept 
warm. 

But the hasty feeding was now over. Mr. Thripp, in his 
shirt sleeves, and with his silver watch-chain disposed upon 
his front, had returned once more from the scullery with his" 
empty tray. Не was breathing heavily, for he inclined nowa- 
days, as he would sometimes confess, to the ongbongpong. He 
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had remarkably muscular arms for а man of his sedentary 
rofession, that of ledger-clerk in Messrs. Bailey, Bailey and 
company's counting-house. His small eyes, usually half- 
hidden by their plump lids, were of a bright, clear blue. His 
round head was covered with close-cut hair; he had fullish 
lips, and his ample jowl always appeared as if it had been 
freshly shaved—even on Saturday afternoons. 

Mr. Thripp delighted in Saturday afternoons. He delighted 
if homework Though he never confessed it to a living soul 
(and even though it annoyed Tilda to hear him), he delighted, 
too, in imitating the waitresses in the tea-shops, and rattled 
the plates and dishes together as if they were made of a material 
unshatterable nnd everlasting. When alone at the sink he would 
hiss like а gror.m currying a full-grown mare. He packed the 
tray full of dirty dishes once more, and returned into the steam 
of the scullery. 

“You get along now, Tilda,” he said to his wife, who was 
drying up. “ We shall have that Mrs. Brown knocking every 
minute, and that only flusters you.” 

Mrs. Thripp looked more ill-tempered than she really was— 
with her angular face and chin, pitch-dark eyes, and dark, 
straight hair. With long, damp fingers she drew back a limp 
strand of hair that had straggled over her forehead. 

^ What beats me is, you never take a bit of enjoyment 
yourself," she replied. ^" It isn't fair to us. I slave away, 
morning, noon and night; but that's just as things аге. But 
other husbands get out and about; why not you? Let her 
knock! She's got too much moncy to waste; that's what's 
the matter with Aer. I don't know what you wouldn't take 
her for in that new get-up she's got." 

Then what the devil do уоп go about with her for? were {һе 
words that entered Mr. Thripp’s mind. And as for slaving, 
haven't I just asked you to give over? Have reason, woman! 
But he didn't utter them. “ That'll be all right,” he said 
instead, in his absurd genial way. “ You get on along off, 
Tilda; ГИ see to all this. I enjoy myself my own way, don't 
you fear. Did you never hear of the selfish sex? Well that's 
me!” 

“ Oh, yes, I know all about that," said his wife sententiously š 
“а pinch of salt оп a bird's tail! But there's по need for 
sarcasms. Now do be careful with that dish, there. It don't 
bclong to us, but to next door. She gave me one of her pan- 
cakes on it—and nothing better than a shapeless bit of leather, 
either. Just to show she was once in service as a cook-general, 
I suppose; though she never owns to it.” 

A spiteful old mischief-maker, if you ask me, was Mr. 
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Thripp’s inward comment. But “ Oh, well, Tilda, she means 
all right," he said soothingly. “ Don’t you worry. Now get 
along off with you; it’s a hard day, Saturday, but you won’t 
know gonar when you come down again.” As if forced into a 
line of conduct she deprecated and despised, Tilda flung her 
wet tea-cloth over a chair, and, with heart beating gaily 
beneath her shrunken breast, hastened away. 

Mr. Thripp began to whistle under his breath as he turned 
on the hot-water тар again. It was the one thing he insisted on 
--а lavish supply of hot water. Не was no musician, and only 
himself knew the tune he was in search of; but it kept him goin; 
as vigorously as a company of grenadiers on the march, ап 
he invariably did his household jobs against time. It indulged 
a sort of gambling instinct in him; and the more he hated his 
job, the louder he whistled. So as a small boy he had met the 
challenge of the terrors of the dark. ' Keep going,” he would 
say. “ Don’t let things mess over. That's Дни, И 

At that moment his elder son, James, appeared іп the scullery 
doorway. James took after his mother's side of the family. 
In his navy-blue serge suit, light-brown shoes, mauve socks and 
spotted tie, he showed what careful dressing can do for a man. 
A cigarette sagged from his lower lip. His head was oblong, В 
апа flat-sided, and his eyes had а damp and vacantlook. Не 
thrust his face an inch or two into the succulent steam beyond 
the doorway. 

“ Well, dad, I’m off," he said. 

Oh, my God! thought his father. If only you'd drop those 
infernal tags. Smoke, smoke, smoke, morning to night; and 
you that pasty-looking I can’t imagine what the girl sees in you, 
with your nice superior ways. “Right you are, my son,” he 
said aloud. “I won't ask you to take a hand! But slow and 
steady does it. Where might you be bound for this after- 
ΠΝ with Г y 1 id Ji 

“ Oh, tea with Ivy’s people," said James magnanimously. 
“ Pretty dull goin; P Te 1 you.” d 7 

“ But it won't be tea all the evening, I suppose? " said his 
father, pushing a steaming plate into the plate-rack. 

“Оһ, I dare say we shall loaf off to a revoo or something," 
said James. He tossed his cigarette-end into the sink, but 
missed' the refuse-strainer. Мг. Thripp picked it up with a 
fork and put it into the receptacle it was intended [A while 
James “ lit up” again. 

“ Well, зо long,” said his father; “ don't spoil that Sunday- 
goto meeting suit of yours with all this steam. And by the ^ 
way, James, I owe you five shillings for that little carpentering 
job you did for me. It’s on the sitting-room shelf.” 
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“ Right-ho. Thanks, dad,” said James. “ I thought it was 
six. But never mind.” 

His father flashed a glance at his son—a glance like the 
smouldering of a coal. ™ That so? Well, make it six, then,” 
he said. “ And I’m much obliged.” 

* Oh, that’s nothing,” replied James graciously. “ Сһеегіо; 
don’t overdo it, dad.” 

Mr. Thripp returned to his washing- ፻ Не was thinking 
rapidly with an extraordinary medley of feeling—as if he were 
not one Mr. Thripp, but many. None the less, his whistling 
broke out anew, as though, like a canary, in rivalry with the 

ushing of the tap. After loading up his tray with crockery 

Б the last time, һе put its contents away in Ше cupboard 
and on the kitchen dresser, cleansed the drain, swabbed 
up the sink, swabbed up the cracked cement floor, hung 
up his dish-clout, rinsed his hands, and returned into the 
kitchen. 

Millie, in a neat, tailor-made costume which ad that week 
marvellously survived dyeing, was now posed Í ore the little 
cracked square of kitchen looking-glass. She w .a pale, slim 
thing. Her smooth hair, of a fightish brown streaked with 
gold and parted in the middle, resembled a gilded frame sur- 
rounding her mild, angelic face—a face such as Ше mediaeval 
sculptors in France delighted to carve on their ሞይ ieces. 
Whatever she wore became her—even her skimpy old pale-blue 
flannel dressing-gown. . 

She turned her narrow, pretty face sidelong under her hat 
and looked at her father. She looked at every human being 
like that—even at her own reflection іп a shop-window, even 
at a flower in a glass. She spent her whole life subtly, in- 
stinctively, wordlessly courting. She had as many young men 
as the White Queen has pawns: though not of them 
remained long in her service. 

It’s all very well to be preening yourself in that mirror, my 

irl, her father was thinking, but you’d be far better off in the 
long run if you did a bit more to help your mother, even 
though you do earn a fraction of your livin ፍር More thinking 
and less face, I say. And all that—But, “ у, I never see 
such a girl as you, Millie," he greeted her incredulously, “ for 
looking your best! And such a best, too, my dear. Which 
young spark is it to be this afternoon? Eh?” 

“ Sparks! Dad, how you do talk! Why, I don't hardly 
know, dad. S, parks | " Мшез voice almost invariably ran 
down the scale like the notes of a dulcimer muted with velvet. 
“I wasn't thinking of anybody in particular," she went on, 
continuing to watch her moving mouth in the glass, * but I 
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promised Nellie Gibbs I . . . One thing, I am not going to stay 
out long on a day like this! " 

“ What's the matter with the day? ” Mr. Thripp inquired. 

“The matter! Why, look at it! It's a fair fit у mug of a 
day." The words slipped off her pretty curved lips like pearls 
over satin. A delicious anguish seemed to have arched the 
corners of her eyelids. 

“ Well, ain’t there such a thing as a mackintosh in the house, 
then? ” inquired her father briskly. 

“Mackintosh! Over this! Oh, isn’t that just like a man! 
I should look а perfect guy.” She stood gazing at him, like 
a gazelle startled by the flurry of its drinking-pool. 

low see you here, my girl, that sec-saw voice inside her 
father was expostulating once more, what’s the good of them 
fine silly airs? I take you for an honest man's daughter, with 
not a ha’penny to spare оп fal-lals and monkey-traps. | That 
won't get you а husband. But Mr. Thripp once more ignored 
its interruption. He smiled almost roguishly out of his bright 
blue eyes at his daughter. “ Ask me what I take you for, my 
dear? Why, I take you for а nice, well-meaning, though re- 
markably plain young woman. Eh? But there, there, don’t 
Moni - What I say is, make sure of the best (and the best that's 
inside), and let the other young fellows go.” 

He swept the last clean fork on the table into the drawer and 
folded up the table-cloth. 

“ Oh, dad, how you do go on!” said Millie. “ It's always 
fellows you're thinking of. Аз if fellows made any difference.” 
Her glance roamed a little startledly round the room. “ What 
I can't understand,” she added quickly, “ is why we never have 
a clean table-cloth. How can anybody ask a friend home to 
their own place if that’s the kind of thing they are going to eat 
off of? " 


А cataract of invective coursed through the channels of Mr. 
Thripp's mind. Не paused an instant to give the soiled table- 
cloth another twist and the table another prolonged sweep of 
that formidable right arm which for twenty-three years had 
never once been lifted in chastisement of a single one of his 
three offspring. Then һе turned and glanced at the fire. 

“I wouldn't," he said, seizing the shovel—“ I wouldn't let 
mother hear that, my dear. We all have a good many things 
to put up with. And what I say is, all in good time. You 
bring that Mr. Right along, and I can promise him not only 
a clean table-cloth, but something appetising to eat off of it. 
A bit of a fire in the sitting-room, too, for that matter.” 

“ You're a good sort, dad,” said Millie, putting up her face 
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to be kissed—in complete confidence that the tiny powder-puff 
in her vanity-bag would soon adjust any possible mishap to the 
tip of her small nose. “ But I don't bel Кас you ever think I 
think of anything." 

** Good-bye, my dear," said Mr. Thripp. “ Don't kiss me; I 
am all of a smother with the washing-up.” 

“ Toodle-loo, ma,” Millie shrilled, as her father followed 
her out into the passage. He drew open the front door, 
secreting his shirt-sleeves well behind it in case of curious 
passers-by. 

He returned into the house, and at once confronted his 
younger son, Charlic, who was at that moment descending the 
stairs. As a matter of fact, he was descending the stairs like 
fifteen Charlies, and nothing so much exasperated his father 
as to feel the whole house rock on its foundations at each fresh 
impact. 

* Of to your match, my boy?” he cried. “ Some day I 
expect you will be taking a hand in the game yourself. Better 
share than watch!” 

Every single Saturday afternoon during the football season 
Mr. Thripp ventured to express some such optimistic sentiment 
as this. Bac Charlie had no objection; not at all. 

“ Not me, dad,” he assured him good-humouredly. “Га 
sooner pay a bob to see other fellows crocked up. You 
couldn't lend me one, I suppose? ” 

~“ Lend you what?” 

“Two tanners; four frippenies; a twelfth of a gross of 
coppers! ” 

Good God! yelled Mr. Thripp's inward monitor. Am I 
never to have a minute's rest or ге! Jiet: ? Butit yelled in vain. 

“ Right you are, my son,” he said instead, and thrusting his 
fleshy hand into his tight-fitting trouser-pocket, he brought out 
a fistful of silver and pence. “ And there,” he added, “ there's 
an extra sixpence free, gratis, and for nothing, for the table d'hóte. 
АП І say is, Charlie, better say ‘ give’ when there isn't much 
chance of keeping to the “len de ST don't want (o preach, but 
that's always been my rule, and kept it, too, as well as I could.” 

Charles counted the coins in his hand, and looked at his 
father. Не grinned companionably. He invariably found his 
father a little funny to look at. Не seemed somehow to be so 
remote from anything you could mean by things as they are, 
and things as they are now. Не wasn't so much old-fashioned 
as just a Gone-by. Не was his father, of course, just as a jug 
is a jug, and now and then Charlie was uncommonly fond of 
him; longed for his company, and remembered being а little 
boy, walking with him in the Recreation Ground. But he 
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wished he wouldn't be always giving advice, and especially the 
kind of advice which he had himself assiduously practised. 

“ Ta, dad,” he said; “ that’s doing me pu ГЇЇ buy you 
а box of Havanas with what's over from the table d’héte. And 
now we're square. Good-bye, dad.” He paused as he turned 
togo. “ Honour bright,” he added, “ I hope I shall be earning 
a bit more soon, and then I shan’t have to ask you for am thing. 

A curious shine came into Mr. Thripp’s small, lively eyes; 
it seemed almost to spill over on to plump cheeks. It 
looked as if those cheeks had even раса a little. 

* Why, that’s all right, Charlie, my boy,” he mumbled. 
“Га give you the skin of me body if it would be of any use. 
That’s all right. Don’t stand about too long, but just keep 
going. What I can’t abide is these young fellows that swallow 
down their enjoyments like so much black draught. But we 
are not that kind of a family, I’m thankful to say.” 

“Not me!” said Charles with a grimace like a good- 
humoured marmosct, and off he went to his soccer match. 

Hardly had the sound of his footsteps ceased—and Mr. 
Thripp stayed there in the passage, as if to listen till they were 
for ever out of hearing—when there came а muffled, secretive 
tap on the panel of the door. At sound of it the genial, podgy 
face blurred and blackened. 

Oh, it's you, you cringing Jezebel, is it? the thought scurried 
through hís mind like a mangy animal. Mr. Тр р, іпдеед, 
was no lover of the ultra-feminine. Не either feared it or 
hated it, or both feared and hated it. It disturbed his even 
tenor. It was a thorn in the side of the Mr. Thripp that not 
only believed second thoughts were best, but systematically 
refused to give utterance to first. Any sensible person, he 
would say, ought to know when he's a bit overtaxed, and act 
according: 

The gloved fingers, Delilah-like, had tapped again. Mr. 
Thripp tiptoed back into the kitchen, put on his coat, and 
opened the door. 

“ Oh, it’s you, Mrs. Brown,” he said. “ Tilda won't be a 
moment. She's upstairs titivating. Come in and take a 
seat.” 

His eyes meanwhile were informing that inward censor of 
his precisely how many inches thick the mauvish face-powder 
lay on Mrs. Brown's cheek, the liver-coloured а stick оп het 
mouth, and the dye on her loaded eyelashes. lose у 
delicate lashes swept down іп a gentle fringe про п her che 
as she smiled in reply. She was a ing, too, but 
practised; and far more feline, far, more body-conscious 
than Millie. No longer in the blush of youth, either, though 
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still mistress of the gift that never leaves Ив predestined owner— 
the impulse and power to fascinate mere man. Still, there were 
limitations even to Mrs. Brown's orbit of attraction, and Mr. 
Thripp might have been Neptune itself, he kept himself so 
far out in the cold. 

He paused a moment at the entrance to the sitting -room, 
until his visitor had seated herself. He was eyeing her Frenchi- 
fied silk scarf, her demure new hat, her smart, high-heeled, 
patent-leather shoes, but his eyes dropped like stones when he 
discovered her own dark, languishing ones surveying him from 
under that hat’s beguiling brim. 

“Nice afternoon after the rain," he remarked instantly. 
“ Going to the pictures, I suppose? As for meself, these days 
make me want to be out and in at the same time. It’s the 
musty, fusty, smoky dark of them places I can’t stand.” 

Mrs. Brown rarely raised her voice much above a whisper. 
Indeed, it appeared to be a phy sical effort to her to speak at all. 
She turned her face a little sit clong, her glance on the carpet. 
“ Why, it's the dark I enjoy, Mr. Thripp," she said. “ It ነ 
and she raised her own— it rests the eyes so.” 

For an instant Mr. Thripp’s memory returned to Millie, but 
he made no comment. 

“ Here's Mrs. Brown, Tilda,” he called up the staircase. 
Good heavens, the woman might as well be the real thing, the 
voice within was declaring. But the words that immediately 
followed up this piece of news were merely, “ You'll be mighty 
surprised to hear, Tilda, Mrs. Brown’s got a new hat.” А 
faint cat-call of merriment descended the stairs. 

“Oh, now, Mr. Thripp; listen to that!” whispered the 
peculiar voice from out of the little airless sitting-room. “ You 
always did make fun of me, Mr. Thripp. Do I deserve it, 
now?" 

A gentle wave of heat coursed over Mr. Thripp as he 
covertly listened to these accents, but he was out of sight. 

“Fun, Mrs. Brown? Never,” he retorted gallantly; “it’s 
only my little way." And then, to his immense relief, on lifting 
his eyes, discovered Tilda already descending the stairs. 

Не saw the pair of them ой. Being restored to his coat, 
he could watch them clean down the drying street from his 
gatepost. Astonishing, he thou; ght, what a difference there 
ክል ο in two women's backs! ‘Tilda’s straight, angular, and 
im ectable, as you might say; and that other—sinuous, 

luctive, as if it were as crafty a means of expression as thc 
very smile and long-lashed languishments upon its owner's 
face. “ What сап the old woman see in her? * he muttered to 
-himself. “Damned if I know!" On this problem Mr. 
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Thripp firmly shut his frontdoor. Having shut it, he stooped to 
pick up a tiny white feather on thelinoleum ; andstooping, sighed. 
At last his longed-for hour had come—the hour [^ which his 
very soul pined throughout each workaday week. Not that it 
was always his happy fate to be left completely alone like this. 
At times, indeed, he had for company far too much housework 
to leave him any leisure. But to-day the dinner-things were 
cleared away, the washing-up was over, the tables fair as a 
baker’s board, the kitchen spick and span, the house empty. 
He would just have to look round his own and Tilda’s bedroom 
(and, maybe, the boys’ and Millie's). And then the chair by 
the fire; the simmering kettle on the hearth; and the soft, tardy, 
autumnal dusk fading quictly into night beyond the window. 

It was a curious thing that a man who loved his family so 
much, who was as сажын! loyal to ау member of it as а 
she-wolf is to her cubs, should yet find this few minutes’ weekly 
solitude a luxury such as only Paradise, onc would suppose, 
would ever be able to provide. 

Mr. व p went upstairs and not only tidied up his own and 
Tilda’s bedroom, and went on to Millie’s and the boys’, but 
even gave a sloosh to the bath, slid the soap out of the basin 
wherc Charles had abandoned it, and hung up the draggled 
towels again in the tiny bathroom. What a place looks like 
when you come back to it from your little enjoyments—it's 
that makes all the difference to a home. These small 
chores done, Mr. Thripp put on an old tweed coat with frayed 
sleeves, and returned to the kitchen. Ina quarter of an hour 
that, too, more than ever resembled a new pin. 

Then he glanced up at the clocks; between them the time 
was a quarter to four. He was amazed. He laid the tea, 
took out of his little old leather bag a pot of jam which he had 
bought for a surprise on his way home, and arranged a bunch 
of violets in a small jar beside Tilda’s plate. But apart from 
these family preparations, Mr. Thripp was now depositing a 
demure little glossy brown teapot all by itself on the kitchen 
range. This was his Eureka. This was practically the ony; 
sensual secret luxury Mr. Thripp had ever allowed him: 
since he became a family тап. Tilda's cooking was good 
enough for him, provided that the others had their little dainties . 
now and then. He enjoyed his beer, and could do a bit of 
supper ο. with a friend. But the ritual of these 
solitary Saturday afternoons reached its climax in this small pot 
of tea. First the nap, sweet as nirvana, in his easy-chair, then 
the tea, and then the still, See quarter-of-an-hour's 
musing before the door-knocker began again. 
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Having pulled down the blind a little in order to prevent any 
chance of draught, Mr. Thripp cascd his bootlaces, sat himself 
in his chair, his cheek turned a little away from the window, 
his feet on the box that usually lay under the table, and with 
fingers clasped over his stomach, composed himself to sleep. 
The eyelids closed; the lips set; the thumbs twitched now and 
again. He breathed deep, and the kettle began a whispered 
anthem—as if a myriad voices were singing on and on without 
need of pause or rest, a thousand, thousand leagues away. 

But now there was none to listen; and beyond quiet hung 
thick in the little house. Only the scarce-perceptible hum of 
the traffic at the end of the narrow side street was audible on the 
air, Within, the two clocks on the chimney-piece quarreiled 
furiously over the fleeting moments, attaining unanimity only 
in one of many ticks, Ever and again a tiny scutter of dying 
ashes rejoined those that had gone before in the pan beneath the 
fire. Soon even these faint stirrings became inaudible, and in 
a few moments Mr. Thripp's spirit would have wafted itself 
completely free awhile from its earthly tenement, if, suddenly, 
the image of Millic—more vivid than even the actual sight of 
her a few minutes before—had not floated up into the narrow 
darkness of her father’s tight-shut eyes. 

But this was not the image of Millie as her father usually saw 
her. A pathetic, earthly melancholy lay over the fair, angelic 
features, The young cheek was sunken in; the eye was faded, 
dejected, downcast; and her cheek was stubbornly turned 
away from her father, as if she resented or was afraid of his 
scrutiny. 

At this vision a headlong anxiety darted across Mr. Thripp’s 
half-slumbering mind. His heart began heavily beating: and 
then a pulse in his forehead. Where was she now? What 
forecast, what warning was this? Millie was no fool. Millie 
knew her way about. And her mother, if anything, was 
perhaps a little too censorious of the ways of this wicked world. 

f you keep on talking at a girl, hinting of things that might 
otherwise not enter her head— that in itself is dangerous. Love 
itself even. must edge in warily . The tight-shut lids blinked 
anxiously. But where was Millie now? Somewhere indoors, 

„but where? Who with? 

Mr. Thripp saw her first іп а teashop , sitting opposite a 
horrid young man with his hair greased back over his low, 
round head, and a sham pin in his tie. His elbows were on 
the 055115 ор table, and he was looking at Millie very much 
as a young but experienced pig looks at his wash-trough. 
Perhaps she was at the pictures? Dulcet accents echoed into 
the half-dreaming mind—“ But I enjoy the dark, Mr. Thripp 
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. it rests the eyes.” Why did the woman talk as if she had 
never more than half а breath to spare? Rest her eyes! She 
never, at any rate, wanted to rest the eyes of any fool in 
trousers who happened to be within glimpse of her own. It 
was almost unnaturally dark in the cinema of Mr. Thripp’s 
fancy at this moment; yet he could now see his Millie, with 
her pale, harmless, youthful face, as plainly as if she were the 
“close-up ” of some star from Los Angeles on the screen. 
And now the young man in her company was almost as fair as 
herself, with a long-chinned, sheepish face and bolting eyes; 
and the two of them were amorously hand in hand. 

For the moment Mr. Thripp sat immovable, as if a bugle had 
sounded in his ear. Then he deliberately opened his eyes and 

lanced about him. The November дау! Night was already 

eginning to fade. Yes, he would have a word with Millie— 
but not when she came home that evening. It is always wiser 
to let the actual coming-home be pleasant and welcoming. 
To-morrow morning, perhaps; that is, if her mother was not 
goading at her for being late down and lackadaisical when 
there was so much to be done. Nevertheless, all in good time 
he would have a quiet little word with her. He would say 
only what he would not afterwards regret having said. Не had 
meant to do that ages ago; but on mustn't flood a house with 
water when it's not on fire. е was but a mere slip of а 
thing—like a flower: not a wild flower, but one of those sweet, 
waxen flowers you see blooming in a florist's window—which 
you must be careful with, and not just expose anywhere. 

And yet how his own little Place here could be compared 
with anything in the nature of a hot-house he could not for 
the life’ of him understand. Delicate-looking. Everybody 
said that. God bless me, perhaps her very lackadaisicalness 
was a symptom of some as yet hidden malady. Good God, 
supposing! . . . He would take her round to see the doctor 
as soon as he could. But the worst of it was you had to do 
these things on your own responsibility. And though Mr. 
Thripp was now a man close on fifty, sometimes he felt as if he 
couldn't endure to brood over them as he was sometimes wont 
to do. If he did, he would snap. People looked old; but 
nobody was really old inside: not old, at least, in the sense 
that troubles were any the lighter, or forebodings any the more 
easily puffed away; or tongues easier to kecp still; or tempers 
to control. 

And talking of tempers reminded him of Charlie. What 
сп earth was going to be done with Charlie? There was no ` 
difficulty in conjuring up, in seeing Charlic—that is, if he really 
did go every Saturday to a football match. But Charlie was 
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now of an age when he might think it a fine manly thing to be 
loafing about the counter of a pub talking to some flaxen bar- 
maid, with a tuppenny cigar between fis teeth. Still, Mr. 
Thripp refused to entertain more than a glimpse of this possi- 
bility. He saw him at this moment аз clearly as if in а peep- 
show, packed in with their check caps and their “ fags,” and 
their staring eyes revolving in consort, as if they were all 
attached to one wire, while that idiotic ball in the middle of the 
arena coursed on its helpless way from muddy boot to muddy 
boot. 

Heaven knows, Mr. Thripp himself was nothing much better 
than a football! You had precious small chance in this life of 
choosing y which boot should give you the next kick. And what 
about that smug, new, creeping accountant at the office, with 
his upstart airs and newfangled book-keeping methods! 

Mr. Thripp’s mouth opened in a yawn, but managed only 
to achieve a fraction of it. He rubbed his face; his eyes now 
shut again. It was not as if. any of your children were of much 
practical вар. . Why should they be, when they could never 
understand that what you pined for, what you really nceded 
was not only practical help, but some inward grace and clear- 
ness of mind wherewith they could slip in under your own 
thoughts, and so share your point of view without all that 
endless terrifying argumentation? He didn’t always give 
advice to suit his own ends; and yet whenever he uttered a 
word to James, tactfully suggesting that in a world like this— 
however competent a man may be and however sure of himself 
—you had to push your way, you had to make your weight felt 
James always looked at him as if he were a superannua 
orang-outang in a cage—an orang-outang with queer and not 
particularly engaging habits. 

He wouldn’t mind even that so much if only James would 
take his cigarette out of his mouth when he talked. To see 
that bit of stained paper attached to his son’s lower lip wagging 
up and down, beneath that com placeat smile and those dark, 
helpless-looking eyes, all but sent Mr. Thripp stark staring mad 
at times. Once, indeed, he had actually given vent to the 
a ppalling mass of emotion hoarded up like water in a reservoir 
i mind. The remembrance of the scene that followed made 
him even at this moment tremble in his chair. Thank God, 
thank God, he hadn’t often lost control like that. 


pp ames would be married by this time next year, he 
gp . And what a nice dainty pickle he was concoctii 
i 1 


Mr. Thripp knew that type of young woman, with 
‘the compressed ана and the thin, dry hair, and the narrow hips. 
She'd be a “ manager," right enough, but there's a point. 
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in married life where good managing is little short of being in a 
lunatic asylum between two iron-faced nurses and yourself in 
a strait waistcoat. The truth of it was, with all his fine airs 
and neat finish, James hadn’t much common sense. He had 
a fair share of brains; but brains are no good if you are mercly 
self-opinionated and contemptuous on principle. James was 
not like anybody in Mr. Thripp’s own family. He was a 
Simpkins. 

And then suddenly it was as if some forgotten creature in 
Mr. Thripp’s mind or heart had burst out crying; and the 
loving look he thereupon cast on his elder son’s face in his mind 
was almost maudlin in its sentimentality. He would do any- 
thing for James within reason: anything. But, then, it would 
have to be within James’s reason—not his own. He knew that. 
Why, he would himself marry the young woman and exult in 
being a bigamist if only he could keep his son out of her way. 
And yet, and yet; maybe there were worse women in the world 
than your stubborn, petulant, niggardly, half-sexed nagger. 
Mr. Thripp knew a nagger of old. ` His brother's wife, Fanny, 
had been а nagger. She was dead now, and George was a 
free man—but drinking far too much. 

Well, as soon as he could get a chance, Mr. Thripp, sitting 
there in his chair decided, he would have another good think; 
but that probably wouldn't be until next Saturday, if the! 
You can’t think to much purpose—except in a worried, dis- 
jointed fashion—when you are in the noise of an office or 
keeping yourself from saying things you have no wish to say. 
The worst of it was it was not much good discussing these 
matters with Tilda. Like most women, she always went off at 
atangent. And when you came down to it, and wanted to be 
reasonable, there was so little left to discuss. Besides, Tilda 
had worries enough of her own. 

At this moment Mr. Thripp once more opened his eyes wide. 
The small kitchen loomed beatifically rosy and 581 18 ከር 
glow of the fire. Evening had so far edged оп its way now that 
he could hardly see the hands of his two clocks. Не could 
but just detect the brass pendulum—imperturbably chopping 
up eternity into fragments of time. Не craned forward; in 
five minutes he ought to be brewing his little private pot of tea. 
Even if he nodded off now, he would be able to wake in time, 
but five minutes doesn't leave much margin for dropping off. 
He shifted a little on his chair, and once more shut his eyes. 
And in a moment or two his mind went completely blank. 

He seemed to have been suddenly hauled up helpless with - 
horror into an enormous vacancy—to be dangling unconfined 
and motionless in space. А scene of wild, sandy hills and spiky 
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trees—an illimitablc desert—came riding towards him out of 
nothingness. He hung motionless, and was yet sweeping 
rapidly forward, but for what purpose and to what goal therc 
was not the smallest inkling. The wilderness before him grew 
ever more desolate and menacing. He began to be deadh 
afraid; groaned; stirred—and found himself sitting bol К 
upright in his chair. And the hands of the clock looked to bc 
by а hair's breadth precisely in the same position as when he 
had started on that ghastly journey. His face blanched. Не 
sat appalled, listening to àn outrageous wauling of voices. 
It was as though a thousand demons lay іп wait for him 
beneath his window and were summoning him to his doom. 

And all this nightmare horror of mind was duc solely to a 
wailing of cats! And yet even as, with flesh still creeping. 
he listened on to this clamour, it was so human in effect that it 
might be multitudinous shades of the unborn that werc 
thron; ging about the glass of his window. Mr. Thripp rose 
from his chair, his face transfigured with rage and desire for 
revenge. Не went out into the scullery, opened the back door, 
and at sound of him the caterwauling instantly ceased. 

And almost as instantly his fury died out in him. Тһе cold 
evening air fanned his forehead. He smiled quixotically, and 
looked about him. There came a furtive rustle in the bushes. 
“ Ah, there you are!” he sang out gently into the dark. 
“ Have your play while you can, my fine gentlemen! Take 
it like your betters, for it's—a sight too soon over.” 

Above the one cramped, leafless elder-tree in his yard a star 
was pricking the sky. A ground-mist, too, was rising, already 
smelling а little stale. Great London and its suburbs appeared 
to be in for one of its autumnal fogs. A few of the upper 
windows opposite loomed dim with light. Mr. Thripp’s 
neighbours, it seemed, were also preparing to be off to the 
pictures or the music-halls. It was very still, and the air was 
damp and clammy. 

As he stood silent there in the obscurity, a deepening 
melancholy crept over his mind, though he was unaware into 
what gloomy folds and sags his face had fallen. He suddenly 
remembered that his rates would have to be paid next week. 
He remembered that Christmas would soon be coming, and 
that he was getting too old to enter into the fun of the hing as 
he used to do. 5 eyes rolled a little in their sockets, at 
Ше... ! his old friend within began to suggest. But Mr. 
Thripp himself did not even enunciate the missing “ hell." 
Instead, he vigorously rubbed his face with his stout, capable 
hand. “ Well, fog, anyhow, don't bring рату” he muttered to 
himself. ፈ 

B2 b; 
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And asifat a signal, his own cat and his next-door neighbour's 
cat and Mrs. Brown’s cat, and the cat of the painter and 
decorator whose back garden abutted his own, together with 
the ginger-and-white cat from a newsvendor's beyond, with 
one consent broke out once more into their Sabbath-eve 

uintette. The many-stranded strains of it mounted up into 

с heavens like the yells of demented worshippers of Baal. 

“ And, as I say, "ሂኢ blame ye, neether," Mr. Thripp 
retorted, with a grim smile. “ If you knew, my friends, how 
narrowly you some of you escaped a bucket of cold water when 
you couldn't even see out of your young eyes, you'd sing twice 
as loud." 

He shut the door and returned to his fireside. Мо more 
hope of slcep that afternoon. Не laughed to himself for sheer 
amusement at his disappointment. What kids men were! 

le stirred the fire; it leapt brightly, as if intent to please him. 
He pushed the kettle on, put on the light, warmed his little 
privy teapot, and fetched out a small private supply of the 
richest Ceylon from behind somc pots in the saucepan cupboard. 

Puffs of steam were now vapouring out of the ቸ out of the 
kettle with majestic pomposity. Mr. Thripp lifted it off the 
coals and balanced it over his teapot. And at that very instant 
the electric bell—which a year or two ago, іп a moment of the 
strangest caprice, Charles had fixed up in the corner—began 
Jangling like a fire-alarm. Mr. Thripp hesitated. If this was 
опе of the family, he was caught. Caught, that is, unless he was 
mighty quick in concealing these secret preparations. If it 
was Tilda—well, valour was the better part of discretion. He 
poured the water into tie po t, replaced the lid, and put it on to 
the oven-top to stew. With a glance of satisfaction at the 
p inster-like tidiness of the room, he went out and opened the 

oor. 

“Why, it’s Millie!” he said, looking out at the slim- 
shouldered creature standing alone there under the porch. 
“ You don’t mean to say it’s you, my dear? ” 

Millie made no reply. Her father couldn't see her face. She 
pushed furtively past him without a word, her head stooping 
out of the light ht. 

Oh, my , what's wrong now? yelled her father's inward 
monstrous monitor, frenziedly clanging the fetters on wrist and 
ankle. “ Come right in, my pretty dear,” said Mr. Thripp 
seductively; “ this is ар leasant surprise. And, what's more, 
between you and me and the gatepost, I have just been making 
myself a cup of tea. Not a word to mother; it's our little 
secret. We'll have it together before the others come in.” 

“ Lor’, what a glare you аге іп, ра!” she said in a small, 
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muffled voice. She turned the light down so low that in an 
instant or two the flame flickered and expired, and she seated 
herself in her father’s chair by the fire. But the flamelight 
showed her face now. It was paler even than usual. A strand 
of her gilded, pale-brown hair had streaked itself over her blue- 
veined temple. She looked as if she had been crying. Her 
father, his hands hanging down beside him as uselessly as the 
front paws of a performing bear, watched her in an appalling 
trepidation of spirit. This, then, was the secret of his night- 
mares; for this the Cats of Fate had chorused! 

* What's wrong, Millie love? Are you over-tired, my girl? 
There! Don't say nothing for a minute or two. See, here's 
my little pot just meant for you and ше!” 

Millie began to cry again, pushing her ridiculous little hand- 
kerchief close to her eyes, Mr. Thripp's hand hovered awk- 
wardly above her dainty hat and then gently fumbled, as if to 
stroke her hair beneath. Не knelt down beside her chair. 

For Heaven's sake! For Heaven's sake! For Heaven's 
sake! a secret voice was gabbling frenziedly in his ear. “ Tell 
your old dad, lovey,” he murmured out loud, softly as the 
crooning of a wood pigeon. 

Millie tilted back her pretty hat and dropped her fair head 
on his shoulder. 

“It’s nothing, dad,” she said. “It’s only that they are all 
the same.” 

“ What are all the зате?” 

“ Oh, fellows, dad.” 

“Which one, precious?” Mr. Thripp lulled wooingly. 
God strike him dead! muttered his monster. 

“Oh, only young Arthur. Like a fool, I waited half-an- 
hour for him, and then saw him with—with that Westcliff 
girl.” 

A sigh as voluminous as the suspiration of Niagara swept over 
Mr. Thripp; but it made no sound. Half a dozen miraculous 
words of reassurance were storming his mind in a frenzy of 
relief. He paused an instant, and accepted the seventh. 

* What's all that, my precious?" he was murmuring. 
“ Why, when I was courting your mother I saw just the same 
thing happen. She was a mighty pretty young thing, too, as 
a g |, though not quite so trim and neat in the figure as you. 
I felt I could throttle him where he stood. But no, I just took 
no notice, trusting in шу wn charms! ^ 

“That’s all very well,” sobbed Millie, “ but you were а 
man, and ше have to fight without seeming (о. Not that I care 
а fig for him; Һе сап go. But” 

"Lord, Millie!” Mr. Thripp interrupted, smoothing her 
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cheek with his squat forefinger. “ You'd beat twenty, of them 
Westcliffs, with a cast in both eyes and your hands behind your 
back. Don’t you grieve no more, my dear; he'll come back 
safe and sound, or he's less of a—of a nice young feller than I 
take him for." 

For a moment Mr. Thripp caught a glimpse of the detestable 
creature with Ше goggling eyes and the suede shoes, but he 
dismissed him steraly from view. 

“There, now," he said, “ give your poor old dad a kiss. 
What’s disappointments, Millie? they soon pass away. And 
now, just take a sip or two of this extra-strong Bohay! I was 
hoping I shouldn’t have to put up with a lonely cup and not a 
soul to keep me company. But mind, my precious, not a 
word to your ma.” 

So there they sat, father and daughter, comforter and 
comforted, while Mr. Thripp worked miracles for two out of 
a teapot for one. And while Millie, with heart comforted, 
was musing on that other young fellow she had noticed boldly 
watching her while she was waiting for her Arthur, Mr. Thrip 
was wondering when it would be safe and discreet to disturb 
her solacing day-dream so that he might be busying himself over 
the supper. 

It’s one damn neck-and-neck worry and trouble after another, 
his voice was assuring him. But meanwhile, his plain, square 
face was serene and gentle as а nestful of halcyons, as he sat 
sipping his hot water and patting his pensive Millie's hand. 
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(1905- — ), began to write while he was still at school. 
At sixteen he became а journalist, and liked it so little that 
he took а post as a clerk in a factory—but continued to write. 
He is better known as a short-story writer than a novelist, 
ጩ is, indeed, one of the leading contemporary exponents of 
that art. 


THE CASE OF MISS LOMAS 


1 


N the dining-room of the Bellevue Boarding House Miss 

Lomas and Mr. Sanderson ate their fish in silence. They 
sat at separate tables. They were the only guests, Miss 
Lomas was somewhere between thirty-five and forty: a woman 
of medium height with pale brown hair and a reserved, almost 
apologetic manner, who looked as though keeping to the 
medium, even the unhappy medium, had been her life's most 
constant ambition. She had a habit, nevcr varied, of staring 
out to sea as she ак. То-дау the rain was coming down in 
thin curtains betwcen great islands of cloud shadow and vast 
blue storms lying over the coast of France. lt was already 
late October, and it looked as if the weather were breaking 
up at last. 

Mr. Sanderson felt that he might say so. Не had been at 
the Bellevue, now, for three days, but Miss Lomas, except to 
say “ Good morning," or “ Good afternoon," had not spoken 
to him. She had not even got so far as saying “ Good night.” 
She looked in some way pre-occupied with melancholy, with 
herself, with some indefinable and perhaps cven unmention- 
able grievance or difficulty. Не himself was not feeling too 
cheerful either; he had lost his wife, hc had not been over- 
grand all summer. Нс was rather an upright, handsome man 
of fift Ryo, though he felt, if anything, a little older. Nor was 
the levue too cheerful. The smell of stale food was so 
thick and almost sickening ЗЫ here that it was like ап 
anasthetic. It was perhaps hardly the place, after all, to put 
him on his feet again. 

At last he 5р oke. “ Well,” he said, in a deliberate voice, 
“I rather think . . .” 

He got no further. The maid, at that moment, came in 
to clear the fish plates. Не sat silent, playing with the salt. 
The girl took Miss Lomas's plate. She came over to take his 
own. It was just then that he made up his mind to say to 
her what he had wanted to say to Miss Lomas. 

45 
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“ Well,” he said, “ I rather think it looks as И the weather 
has broken." 

“Oh! you never know,” the girl said. “ The autumn goes 
on a long time here." 

She spoke in a friendly voice, and Mr. Sanderson felt cheered. 
She was not much more than a girl. He watched her go out 
of the dinin groom, eyes fixed on her slim legs. 

She came back with plates of boiled mutton, and then dishes 
of potatoes and cabbage. АП the time Miss Lomas gazed out 
of the window. They both ate in silence. Miss Lomas’s 
mouth, while she ate, was a mouth with no expression of 
emotion on it at all—no hunger, no pleasure, no distaste, no 
annoyance, no weariness, nothing. It seemed to express a 
personality that was at once upright and negative. 59 that 

- Sanderson could not help wondering about her. What 
was she, what was she doing, why was she so standoffish? She 
was negative almost to a point of m; усту. 

And then the pudding came. Before he had realised it 
Miss Lomas had refused it. Her only sign of refusal was to 
walk out. She was gone before he could make a gesture. 

It began to rain before the girl brought in the coffee. Тһе 
sea was turned by rain into a stormy expanse of steel, and the 
afternoon seemed suddenly almost dark, with rain sweeping 
along in dark gusts that splintered white on the deser 
promenade. 

“ісе how-d'ye-do," he said. 

“Were you going out? ” the girl said. 

* Well, I was and I wasn't. I didn't really know what to 
do. What can I do? You know more about this place than 
I do." 

“ Go to the Pictures: Or if it clears up you could walk over 
to the Flats. It’s grand out there. I love it. It’s always so 
grand and windy out there." 

Somehow that didn't seem like a waitress. She spoke niccly, 
ሟዷ with some sort of refinement. 

“ Been in service long? ” he said. 

She stood and grinned at him, openly, almost pulling a face. 
“Ме? I’m Mrs. Наггарз daughter.” 

“ Well, I'm blowed.” 

“ I left school at Αυτή st. I’m waiting to get а job.” 

“Well.” Не looked at her. She was pretty, with short 
ше» hair cut straight, and strong bare arms, and rather а 

ine high forehead. “ Мом I'm come to look at you, you're 
like your mother." 

She laughed; and Mr. Sanderson, less depressed, laughed 
too, and they were intimate. 
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“ Like being a waitress? ” 

She just grinned. “ Would you?” 

** Don't you get out?” 

“Oh! yes. But what can you do in a place like this? ” 

“ That's what I want to know.” 

He drank his coffee. The girl watched the rain. Suddenly 
he thought “ Oh! damn it, why not? ” and said: 

“ If I went to the pictures would you come with те?” 

“I would. Га love it.” 

“Good.” He felt suddenly light-hearted. “ That's more 
than I dare have asked Miss Lomas. Even at my age." 

“ She wouldn't come if you asked her.” 

“ Why not?” 

“ I don't think she believes in it. In relationships, I mean— 
man and woman. Even if it’s platonic. I think she lives it 
all in books" Then suddenly she said: “ If Pm coming with 
you I'd better fly. ГИ meet you at the cinema, shall I? We 
ncedn't broadcast it from the house-tops that we're going 
together." 

* I don’t know that we need,” he said. 

When he went to get his mackintosh Miss Lomas was just 
going across the hall and into the drawing-room, with a novel 
in her hands. She did not speak. She carried herself with 
the same upright negation as ever. Looking straight before 
her, she seemed to be looking always towards some kind of 
spiritual but empty horizon. Her medium, spiritless brown 
eyes had some sort of subdued pain in them. “ Perhaps she 
suffers from indi, igestion, i he thought: 

Later he said this to the girl. When they met at the cinema 
the rain had ceased. It was windy, with sudden acres of blue 
sky and, under the shelter of the white boarding houses on the 
promenade, an almost hot sun. “ It seems too good to go to 
the pictures," she said, and he agreed. “ Let's walk over to 
the Prats instead.” 

“All right,” he said, and they walked eastwards out of the 
town, into a gusty, bright afternoon. As they walked, the 
wind and sun cleared the sky above the sea until the air shone 
with a kind of lofty radiance. And then, beyond the town, 
the marshland stretched out, yellowish green, the gas still 
summer-dried, in places almost white with salt. Tufts of sea- 
pink, half seed, half flower, were still blooming in the drifts of 
shingle. The girl walked fast. She had no hat, and her hair 
blew all about her face. She talked a lot, exuberantly, girl- 
ishly. She would stop sometimes and point out headlands 
along the coast, or sea-birds, or churches beyond the rim of 
marl land. “ Î adore it,” she would say. It was her favourite 
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word. And she seemed to carry him along on a succession оГ 
flights of adoration. 

And then they talked of Miss Lomas. “ She has indigestion,” 
he said. “ That's her trouble.” 

“I don't know,” the girl said. “ She comes to us every 
winter. This is the fourth winter. She comes when the 
summer people have gone, and stops till Easter." መ 

“Ts that ай?” 

“Yes. She just sits and reads, that's all. That's all I ever 
saw her do." 

“ I still think it's indigestion,” he said. 

After that, they forgot her. Mr. Sanderson walked along 
with a great sensc of exhilaration. At homc he was a draper. 
It was fine to feel free, to smell sun and sea instead of serge and 
calico. “ This walk is doing me good,” he said. And then: 
` By the way, you never told me your name? ” 

“ Freda,” she said. 

“ And what's Miss Lomas's namc? ” 

“I never heard it,” she said. 

In the late afternoon they rested. They sat down on the 
very edge of the shore, where hollows of sand were fringed 
with thin dune-grass and still blue sca-thistle. The girl lay 
down. Не half sat beside her, resting on one elbow. Her hair 
was almost the colour of thc sand. She lay with arms stretched 
out, her dress tight across her body, her eycs opening and 
shutting in what seemed to be an ecstasy of mental drowsiness. 
She seemed to lie there in deliberate invitation to him, so that 
he felt some kind of stupid eagerness, almost an ache, grow up 
in him. By that time the afternoon was going quickly. The 
tide was coming up and the sea losing its light. For two or 
three minutes һе lay and watched the vague passage of ships. 
Then he turned and looked at the girl again. She looked back, 
straight, with a frankness of invitation that made him fecl 
almost shocked. 

“ You're slow,” she said. 

Rather stupidly he bent down then and she put her arm up 
tohim. He felt in some way passive, impelled by her. In the 
end he kissed her, not very well and with a feeling of being out 
of practice, with consequent stupidity. “ Come on," she said 
softly. * Again. Better than that. A long опе. А real one.” 
She held her lips still and slightly apart and shut her eyes. 

All the way back across the marshland in the sud iden twi- 
light, he was troubled by a constant notion that he ought to 
be careful. “ She's only a kid," he would think. All the way 
he walked with his arm round her, closely. It was she who had 
put it there. 
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And then, in the town, they separated. He felt rather old 
and a little tired. Walking in that strong air, with intervals 
of unexpected passion, had been almost too much for him. 
He was glad to get back to Bellevue and have a bath and a rest 
before dinner. 

And at dinner only Miss Lomas, as usual, was there; and, 
as usual, she did not speak. То his disappointment, also, there 
was no sight of Freda. Mrs. Harrap, a Jolly, rather assertive 
woman with car-rings, brought in the dishes herself. Even for 
her Miss Lomas had no conversation. And now, since she 
could not look out to sea, she looked at the venetian blinds, 
drawn down over the window. There was no difference in 
her manner. If the horizon itself had been shut out, the 
spiritual horizon remained, to be everlastingly affixed by her 
medium brown eyes, with their air of spiritless martyrdom. 

He did not see Freda until much later. Miss Lomas had 
gone to bed and he was in the hall, reading the amusement 
guide before going himself. Тһе girl came in as he stood there. 
The house was very quict and for some moments she did not 
epee She stood and smiled and then opened the door of 
the drawing-room and they went inside. It all happened 
without a word. It was dar! i and she put her arms about him 
and kissed him. It was literally she who kissed him. Не stood 

assive, holding her tightly. “ Again," she would say. 
Е Tighter, hold me tighter. Please. Tighter.” And һе hel li 
her and kissed with something of the old feeling of inadequacy, 
rather stupidly, fecling somehow that he was no match for her. 

‘Then, 85 they came out of the dark drawing-room, they 
heard a sound on the stairs above. 1t was as though someone 
had moved suddenly away. 

“ What's that?” he said. “ Somebody watching?” 

“105 nothing. What does it matter, anyway? ” 

After another moment, they said good night. The girl 
seemed careless, impish. And then, going upstairs, he saw 
that the door of Miss Lomas's room was ajar. 


n 


It was not until two days later that Miss Lomas spoke to him. 
In the interval he had twice taken the girl out again, once to 
the cinema, in the afternoon, and once to the pier, late in the 
evening. Coming out of the cinema, he had been surprised 
to see Lomas. With umbrella and mackintosh on her 
arm, she had been walking rapidly along the promenade, 
as though in a great hurry to get somewhere. нЕ got ready 


50 H. E. BATES 


to raise his hat. And then, suddenly she crossed the street and 
did not see them at all. М 

Then, Ше following day, she spoke to him. Не was sitting 
in the drawing-room, after lunch, reading the paper. Не was 
feeling better in health. He could read and lose himself in 
what he was reading. And it was pleasant to think of flirting 
with the girl after all. Suddenly, there was Miss Lomas. 
She was standing in front of him, ready to speak. 

Then, before she spoke, he noticed an odd thing. Her 
hands were tightly clenched. And she seemed to be looking 
beyond him. She seemed extraordinarily nervous, and it 
made him nervous. As he got up he kicked the chair-leg and 
dropped his newspaper and then hurriedly took off his reading 
glasses. 

“Т would like to speak to you,” she said. 

“Oh! yes, Miss Lomas, Ў he said. “ОҺ! yes. Good. 
What was и?” 

She was silent. He waited. And then she said, with a kind 
of righteous, almost comic abruptness : 

f saw you out with that girl.” 

He got ready to reply. She went on at once: 

“1 don’t think it right. Secretly. She's only a girl.” She 
repeated it, as though to convince him. “I don’t think it’s 
right. Your meeting her like that, secretly. It’s not right.” 

“ You mean you don’t think it’s right, 

“It’s the same thing. I don't think it's right.” 

** What do you want me to do? " he said. 

For a moment she stood still, silent. She was breathing 
fast, in agitation. There was some kind of explosive dignity 
about her. Her eyes were no longer in any way medium. 
They were passionately, almost comically indignant. She 
was a little short-sighted and it was as though her eyes were not 
strong enough to sustain any such ferocity of emotion. Then 
suddenly she burst out. “ Do you expect me to tell you what 
to do? " and went out. 

The whole thing made him feel perverse. He was not more 
than momentarily angry. That afternoon he went out with 
the girl again, аптап ng it deliberately. Не told her about 
Miss Lomas. “ Interfering old cat,” she said, and they had a 
good laugh about it to; gether. 

Then, after dinner that evening, something else happened. 
He took the evening paper into the drawing-room, prepared 
and even anxious for trouble. Miss Lomas sat there wit th her 
eternal book. He had hardly sat down when she got up and 
did an extraordinary thing. She apologised. 

“Рт sorry about this afternoon, ро she said. 
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He could think of nothing to say. She was very earnest 
and it was almost comic. He simply stood still and listened 
while she made efforts, by repetition, as she had done earlier, 
to convince him. 

“I shouldn't have said what I did. I’m very sorry. It was 
not my business.” 

Then he did feel, for the first and only time, momentarily 
angry with her. 

fit was not your business why did you do it? There's no 
need to spy on people.” 

She just stood silent, as though it were true and as though she 
accepted it. Her eyes did not change their look of medium 
stupidity, Except that now it was painful. He could not 
look at her. 

After that there seemed nothing he could say and he left the 
room and got his mackintosh and went for a walk along the 
promenade. И was а squally, cold evening, with a sharp wind 
off the sea, and when he got back to the boarding house the 
drawing-room was empty and he rang for some coffee. Freda 
brought it. 

“Т must tell you about Miss Lomas,” he said. “Ву the 
way, where is she? Gone to bed? ” 

“ She went up some time after eight.” 

“ ፲ must tell you about her. She apologised tonig ht." 

They went on to talk about it and they had another laugh 
about her. 

“ She's not а bad sort," he said. “She just suffers from 
indigestion, that's all.” 

“ She's all right,” the girl said. * Why don't you ask her to 
the cinema—just to see what happens. Just to see how she 
takes it.” 

“I thought you said she didn’t believe in it? ” 

“ Well, ask her. Just for fun. For a joke,” she said. “ Ask 
her for fun." 

He put it to Miss Lomas on the following day, casually, 
rather off-hand. Very much to his astonishment she accepted, 
and they went in the evening, after dinner. On the way he 
said something about life being short and there being no 
reason why they should not be good friends and she said yes, 
she Васева except that sometimes Ше seemed rather long. Не 
thought it an odd remark, but after that they did not speak 
much. She had dressed up a little for the occasion: a brown 
and mauve hat and, underneath her coat, a mauve silk dress. 
In the cinema she took off her coat and he could see her flat, 
unbecoming chest that had no shape about it at all. It was a 
cold evening, but once or twice during the performance she 
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said how hot И was. He thought she seemed restless and 
afterwards at the boarding-house he said so. . 

“Oh! Tm like that,” she said. “ It was really wonderful.” 

And then, as she shook hands before going upstairs to bed, 
he was amazed to find out how really hot she was. Her hand 
was damp with sweat. It was as though it had been a kind of 
exquisite ordeal for her. 

nd when, after lunch on the following day, Freda wanted 
to know all about it, he said, joking : “I think it was a bit too 
much for her. She got all hot and bothered.” 

“ She fell for you,” the girl said. “ That's all. You made a 
hit. She thinks you're Valentino. Very nice.” 

They were in the dining-room alone. The girl took a quick 
look round. 

* Kiss me,” she said. “Now. Quickly.” She kissed him, 
rapturously, with devilry, and then said: “ And tell me some- 
thing. Valentino or no Valentino, that’s the last time? Or 
else Í shall get jealous.” 

“Don’t worry,” he said. “Once with Miss Lomas is 
enough for a lifetime.” 

Almost before he had said it he felt curiously uneasy. He 
turned quickly round and looked at the doorway. Miss Lomas 
was standing there. Caught in the very act of listening, she 
did not move or speak. She made no kind of protest, and 
afler a moment she turned and went quickly back to the 
drawing-room. 

* That's the limit!" the girl said. “That is the limit. 
That shows what she із.” 

“ Yes, that finishes it," he said. 

From that day until he left, a fortnight later, Miss Lomas 
did not speak to him. It was even, sometimes, as though he 
did not exist. She lived constantly in that medium spiritless 
brown world in which he had first found her, looking out to 
sca as she ate, reading eternal novels, gazing at her spiritual 
horizon beyond the drawn уепебап blinds in the evenings. 
He saw a change only once. Looking up from his paper, 
unexpectedly, one evening, in the drawing-room, he caught 
her looking at him. She was looking at him with the od dest 
conflict of emotions: hatred and doubt and despair and what 
he felt was also a kind of religious devotion. It was as though 
she were trying to hypnotise him. It filled her ordinarily 
emotionless eyes with a painful complexity of tenderness and 
jealousy. 

Two days later he left. He said good-bye | to Freda on the 
previous evening. She took it badly. с weather had 
turned warm, with real soft autumnal humidity, and they lay 
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in the dark beach and kissed a lot until, at last, the girl cried. 
“ІРІ be rotten when you've gone,” she said. “ What shall I 
do? Why don't you stay? Oh! TI drown myself or 
something." 

“ Look here, don't talk silly.” 

“Iwill. It'll be so rotten. Why do you have to до?” 

"I work for my living. Гус got a business. ГЇЇ come 
back. ГИ see you again.” 

“ You won't. You'll forget me.” 

“I won't. ГП come. Now be a good girl and kiss me and 
promise you won't do anything silly." 

There was passion in her kisses, but no promise. All the 
way home in the train he was worried by stuj ра fears. She 
was a dynamic girl and he felt as though he had left her in 
suspense. Over-charged with passion, she might very well go 
off into some tragic explosion. Girls did silly things and even, 
somctimes, killed themselves. Не felt, all along, that he had 
been something of a fool. 

A weck later he got a letter. It was from the girl herself. 
It was a long letter, and she enclosed a cutting from a ncws- 


er. 
k was Miss Lomas, not she, who had killed herself. Tt was 

an awful thing, the girl said, and she did not understand it. 
Nor did he understand it himself. 


JOSEPH CONRAD 

(1857-1924.) His full name was Joseph Conrad Theodore 
Korzeniowski and his parents were exil from their native 
Poland. After studying at Cracow University, Conrad threw 
up a career to go to sea, and eventually became a master in the 
British Merchant Marine and a naturalised British subject. 
From his father he had learned to love English classical 
literature, and in 1889 he began to write in his adopted lan- 
guage. Now he is generally acknowledged to be the greatest 
Jiction-writer of his time. 


THE BLACK MATE 


A GOOD many years 56ο there were several ships loading 

at the Jetty, London Dock. I am speaking here of the 

‘eighties of the last century, of the time when London had 

plenty of fine ships in the docks, though not so many fine 
uildings in its streets. 

The ships at the Jetty were fine enough; they lay one 
behind the other; and the Sapphire, third from the end, was 
as good as the rest of them, and nothing more. Each ship 
at the Jetty had, of course, her chief officer on board. So 
had every other ship in dock. 

The policeman at the gates knew them all by sight, without 
being able to say at once, without thinking, to what ship any 
particular man belonged. As a matter of fact, the mates of 
the ships then Wing in the London Dock were like the majority 
of officers in the Merchant. Service—a steady, hard-working, 
staunch, unromantic-looking set of men, belonging to various 
classes of society, but with the professional stamp obliterating the 
personal characteristics, which were not very marked, anyhow. 

This last was true of them all, with the exception of the 
mate of the Sapphirs. Of him the policeman could not be 
in doubt. This one had a presence. 

He was noticeable to them in the street from a great distance; 
and when in the morning he strode down the Jetty to his 
ship, the lumpers and the dock labourers rolling the bales 
and trundling the cases of cargo on their hand-trucks would 
remark to each other: 

“ Here’s the black mate coming along 

That was the name they gave him, being a lot, who 
could have no appreciation of the man’s dignified bearing. 
And to call him black was the superficial impressionism of 
the ign orant. 

Of course, Mr. Bunter, the mate of the Sapphire, was not 
black. Не was no more black than you ог үр» and certainly 
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as white as any chief mate of a ship in the whole of the Port 
of London. His complexion was of the sort that did not 
take the tan easily; and I happen to know that the poor 
fellow had had a month's illness just before he joined the Sapphire. 

From this you will perceive that I knew Bunter. Of course 
I knew him. And, what's more, I knew his secret at the 
time, this secret which—never mind just now. Returning to 
Bunter’s personal appearance, it was nothing but ignorant 
prejudice on the part of the foreman stevedore to say, as he 
did in my hearing: “I bet he’s a furriner of some sort." A 
man may have black hair without being set down for a Dago. 
I have known a West-country sailor, boatswain of a fine ship, 
who looked more Sp anish than any Spaniard afloat Гус 
ever met. He looked like a Spaniard in a picture. 

Competent authorities tell us that this earth is to be finally 
the inheritance of men with dark hair and brown eyes. It 
seems that already the great majority of mankind is dark- 
haired in various shades. But it is only when you meet one 
that you notice how men with really black hair, black as 
ebony, are rare. Bunter's hair was absolutely black, black 
as a raven's wing. Не wore, too, all his beard (dippe ed, but 
a good length all the same), and his eyebrows were thick and 
bushy. ል. dà to this stcely-blue eyes, which in a fair-haired 
man would have been nothing so extraordinary, but in that 
sombre framing made a startling contrast, and you will easily 
understand that Bunter was noticeable enough. If it had not 
bcen for the quietness of his movements, for the general 
soberness of his demeanour, one would have given him credit 
for a fiercely passionate nature. 

Of course, he was not in his first youth; but if the expres- 
sion “іп the force of his age" has any meaning, he realised 
it completely. Не was а tall man, too, though rather spare. 
Seeing him from his poop indefatigably busy with his duties, 
Captain Ashton, of the сі рег ship Elsinore, lying just ahead 
of the Sapphire, remarked once to a friend that “ Johns has got 
somebody there to hustle his ship along for him." 

Captain Johns, master of the Sapphire, having commanded 
ships for many years, was well known, without being much 
терес ted or liked. Іп the company of his fellows he was 
either neglected or chaffed. е chaffing was generally 
undertaken by Captain Ashton, a cynical and teasing sort of 
man. It was Captain Ashton who permitted himself the 
unpleasant joke of proclaiming once in company that “ Johns 
is of the opinion that very sailor above 8 ears of age 
ought to be poisoned—shipmasters in actual command 
excepted.” 
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It was in a City restaurant, where several well-known ship- 
masters were having lunch together. There was Captain 
Ashton, florid and jovial, in a large white waistcoat and with 
a yellow rose in his buttonhole; Captain Sellers in a sack- 
coat, thin and pale-faced, with his iron-grey hair tucked 
behind his ears, and, but for the absence of spectacles, looking 
like an ascetical mild man of books; Captain Bell, a bluff 
sea-dog with hairy fingers, in blue serge and a black felt hat 
pushed far back off his crimson forehead. There was also а 
very young shipmaster, with a little fair moustache and 
serious eyes, who said nothing, and only smiled faintly (rom 
time to time. 

Captain Johns, very much startled, raised his perplexed 
and credulous glance, which, together with a low and hori- 
zontally wrinkled brow, did not make a very intellectual 
ensemble. "This impression was by no means mended by the 
slightly pointed form of his bald head. 

verybody laughed outright, and, thus guided, Captain 
Johns ended by smiling rather sourly, and attempted to 
defend himself. It was all very well to joke, but nowadays, 
when ships, to pay anything at all, had to be driven hard on 
the passage and in harbour, the sca was no place for elderly 
men. Only young men and men in their prime were equal 
to modern conditions of push and hurry. Pook at the great 
firms: almost every single one of them was getting rid of 
men showing any signs of age. Не, for one, didn't want any 
oldsters on board his ship. 

And, indeed, in this opinion Captain Johns was not singular. 
There was at that time a lot of seamen, with nothing against 
them but that they were grizzled, wearing out the soles of 
their last pair of boots on the Гечев of the City in the 
heart-breaking search for a berth. 

Captain Johns added with a sort of ill-humoured innocence 
that kom holding that opinion to thinking of poisoning people 
was a very long step. 

This seemed final, but Captain Ashton would not let go 
his ‚доке. 

“Оһ, yes. I аш sure you would. You said distinctly * of 
no use.’ What's to bc done with men who are ‘ of no use’? 
You аге a kind-hearted fellow, Johns. I am sure that if only 
you thought it over carefully you would consent to have 
them poisoned in some painless manner." 

Captain Sellers twitched his thin, sinuous lips. 

** Make ghosts of them," he suggested pointedly. 

At the mention of ghosts Captain Johns became shy, in 
his perplexed, sly and unlovely manner. 
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Сар tain Ashton winked. 

“Yes, And then perhaps you would get a chance to have 
а communication with the world of spirits. Surely the ghosts 
of seamen should haunt ships: Some of them would be sure 
to call on an old shipmate.” 

Сар tain Sellers remarked dril 

“Don’t raise his hopes like this; it’s cruel. He won’t sec 
anything. You know, Johns, that nobody has ever seen a 

host.” 
Е At this intolerable provocation Captain Johns came out оГ 
his reserve. With no perplexity whatever, but with a positive 
passion of credulity giving momentary lustre to his dull little 
eycs, he brought up a lot of authenticated instances. There 
were books and books full of instances. It was merest ignor- 
ance to deny supernatural apparitions. Cases were published 
every month in a special newspaper. Professor Cranks saw 
ghosts daily. And Professor Cranks was no small potatocs 
either. One of the biggest scicntific men living. And there 
was that newspaper fellow—what’s his name?—who had a 

giri ghost visitor. He printed in his paper things she said to 

im. And to say there were no ghosts after that! 

“Why, they have been photographed! What more proof 
do you want?” 

Captain Johns was indignant. Captain Bell’s lips twitched, 
but Captain Ashton protested now. 

“ For goodness’ sake don’t keep him going with that. And 
by the by, Johns, who’s that hairy pirate you’ve got for your 
new mate? Nobody in the Dock seems to have seen him 
before.” 

Captain Johns, pacified by the change of subject, answered 
simply that Will ፻፲ the tobacconist at the corner of Fenchurch 
Strect, had sent him along. 

Willy, his shop, and the very house in Fenchurch Street, 1 
believe, are gone now. In his time, wearing a careworn, 
absent-minded look on his pasty face, Willy served with tobacco 
many southern-going ships out of the Port of London. At 
certain times of the day the shop would be full of shi ip- 
masters, They sat on casks, they lounged against the 
counter. 

Many a youngster found his first lift in life there; many a 
man got a sorely needed berth by simply dropping in for four 
शाह कमा of bie f е at an auspicious moment. Even 

illy’s assistant, a red-headed, uninterested, delicate-looking 
young fellow, would hand you across the counter sometimes 
a bit of valuable intelligence with your box of cigarettes, in a 
whisper, lips hardly moving, thus: “Тһе Bellona, South 
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Dock. Second officer wanted. You may be in time for it 
if you hurry up." 

And didn't one just fly! 

“Oh, Willy sent him," said Captain Ashton. “He's a 
very striking man. If you were to put a red sash round his 
waist and a red handkerchief round his head, he would look 
exactly like one of them buccaneering chaps that made men 
walk the plank and carried women ой into captivity. Look 
out, Johns, he don't cut your throat for you and run off with 
the dos What ship has he come out of last? ” 

Captain Johns, after looking up credulously as usual, 
wrinkled his brow, and said placidly that the man had seen 
better days. His name was Bunter. 

“ He's had command of a Liverpool ship, the Samaria, some 
years ago. He lost her in the Indian Ocean, and had his 
certificate suspended for a year. Ever since then he has not 
been able to get another command. He’s been knocking 
about in the Western Ocean trade lately.” 

“That accounts for him being a stranger to everybody 
about the Docks,” Captain Ashton concluded as they rose 
from table. 

Captain. Johns walked down to the Dock after lunch. He 
was short of stature and slightly bandy. His appearance did 
not inspire the generality of mankind with esteem; but it 
must have been otherwise with his employers. He had the 
reputation of being an uncomfortable commander, meticulous 
in trifles, always nursing a grievance of some sort and inces- 
santly nagging. He was not a man to kick up a row with 
you and be done with it, but to say nasty things in a whining 
voice; a man capable of making one’s life a perfect misery 
if he took a dislike to an officer. 

That ЧЕТ very evening I went to see Bunter on board, and 
sympathised with him on his prospects for the voyage. He 
was subdued. I suppose a man with a secret locked up in 
his breast loses his buoyancy. And there was another reason 
why I could not expect Bunter to show a great elasticity of 
spirits. For one thing, he had been very seedy lately, and 
besides—but of that later. 
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from behind several times іп опе afternoon іп that creep y 
way and then to be looked up at suddenly in front from under 
my elbow. Is it a new sort of peep-bo game? It doesn't 
amuse me. Iam no longer a baby." 

I assured him that if anyone were to tell Captain Johns 
that he—Bunter—had a tail, Johns would manage to get him- 
self to believe the story іп some mysterious manner. Не 
would. He was suspicious and credulous to an inconceivable 
degree. He would believe any silly tale, suspect any man 
of anything, and crawl about with it and ruminate the stuff, 
and turn it over and over in his mind in the most miserable, 
inwardly whining perplexity. He would take the meanest 
possible view in the end, and discover the meanest possible 
course of action by a sort of natural genius for that sort of 
thing. 

Bunter also told me that the mean creature had crept all 
over the ship on his little, bandy legs, taking him along to 
grumble and whine to about a lot of trifles. Crept about the 
decks like a wretched insect—like a cockroach, only not so 
lively. 

Thus did the self-possessed Bunter express himself with great 
disgust. Then, going on with his usual stately deliberation, 
made sinister by the frown of his jet-black eyebrows: 

“ Апа the fellow is mad, too. Не tried to be sociable for 
a bit, and could find nothing else but to make big cyes at 
me, and ask me if I believed “іп communication beyond the 
grave. Communication beyond—I didn’t know what he 
meant at first. I didn’t know what to say. ‘A very solemn 
subject, Mr. Bunter,’ says he. ‘I’ve given a great deal of 
study to it. ” 

Had J johns lived on shore he would have been the ye 

i prey of fraudulent mediums; or even if he had 

any decent opportunities between the voyages. Luckily for 
him, when in England he lived somewhere far away in es 
tonstone, with a maiden sister ten years older than himself, 
a с virago twice his size, before whom he trembled. 
It was said she bullied him terribly in general; and in the 
particular instance of his. spiritualistic leanings she had her 
Own views. 

These leanings were to her sim] py S satanic. She was reported 
зли declared that, “ With ү] Вер , she would prevent 
Home бош тілге himself up to the Devils.” It was 

t Johns’ secret ambition was to get into 
== onal communication with the spirits of the dead—if only 
is sister would let him. But she was adamant. I was told 

that while in London he had to account to her for every 
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enny of the money he took with him in the morning, and 
Ë every hour of his time. And she kept the bankbook, too. 

Bunter (he had been a wild youngster, but he was well 
connected; had ancestors; there was a family tomb somc- 
where in the home counties)—Bunter was indignant, perhaps 
on account of his own dead. Those steely-b ue eyes of his 
flashed with poste ferocity out of that black-bearded face. 
He impressed me—there was so much dark passion in his 
leisurely contempt. 

“The cheek of the fellow! Enter into rclations with . . . 
A mean little cad like this! It would be an impudent intru- 
sion. He wants to enter? . . . What is it? А new sort of 
snobbishness, or what? ^ 

I laughed outright at this original view of spiritism—or 
whatever the ghost craze is called. Even Bunter himself соп- 
descended to smile, But it was ап austere, quickly vanished 
smile. A man in his almost, I may say, tragic position couldn't 
be expected—you understand. He was really worried. He 
was ready eventually to put up with any dirty trick in the 
course of the voyage. А man could not expect much con- 
sideration should he find himself at the mercy of a fellow like 

ohns. A misfortune is a misfortune, and there's an end of 

it. But to be bored by mean, low-spirited, inane ghost storics 
in the Johns’ style, all the way out to Calcutta and back 
again, was an intolerable apprehension to be under. Spiritism 
was indeed a solemn subject to think about in that light. 
Dreadful, even! 

Poor fellow! Little we both thought that before very long 
he himself . . However, I could give him no comfort. 1 
was rather app alled myself. 

Bunter had also another A that day. A con- 
founded berthing master came on board on some pretence ог 
other, but in reality, Bunter thought, simply impelled b: у ап 
inconvenient curiosity—inconvenient to Bunter, that із. T 
some beating about the bush, that man suddenly said : 

“I can't help thinking I’ve seen you before somewhere, 
Mr. Mate. If I heard your name, perhaps” 

Bunter—that’s the worst of a life with a mystery in it—was 
much alarmed. It was very likely that the man had seen 
him before—worse luck to his excellent memory. Bunter 
himself could not be expected to remember every casual 
dock-walloper he might have had to do with. Bunter brazened 
it out by turning upon the man, making use of that impressive, 
black-ag-night sternness of expression his unusual hair furnished 


wit 
“ My name’s Bunter, sir. Does that enlighten your inquisi- 
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tive intellect? And I don't ask what your name may be. 
I don't want to know. I’ve no use for it, sir. An individual 
who calmly tells me to my face that he is not sure if he has 
seen me before, either means (0 be impudent or is no better 
than a worm, sir. Yes, I said a worm—a blind worm! ” 

Brave Bunter. That was the line to take. He fairly drove 
the beggar out of the ship, as if every word had been a blow. 
But the 10200 of that brass-bound Paul Pry was aston- 
ishing. с cleared out of the ship, of course, before Bunter's 
ire, not saying anything, and only trying to cover up his 
retreat by a sickly smile. But once on the ену he turned 
deliberately round, and set himself to stare in dead earnest 
at the ship. He remained planted there like а mooring-post, 
absolutely motionless, and with his stupid eyes winking no 
more than a pair of cabin portholes. 

What could Bunter do? It was awkward for him, you 
know. He could not go and put his head into the bread- 
locker. What he did was to take up a position abaft the 
mizzen-rigging, and stare back as unwinking as the other. 
So they remained, and I don’t know which of them grew 
giddy first; but the man on the Jetty, not having the advan- 
tage of something to hold on to, got tired the soonest, flung his 
im giving the contest up, as it were, and went away at 
ast. 

Bunter told me he was glad the Sapphire, “ that gem amongst 
ships" as he alluded to her sacasticall 5 was going to sea 
next day. Не had had enough of the Dock. Г understood 
his impatience. Не had steeled himself against any possible 
worry the voyage might bring, though it is clear enough 
now that he was not prepared for the extraordinary experience 
that was awaiting him already, and in no other part of the 
world than the Indian Ocean itself: the very part of the 
world where the poor fellow had lost his ship and had broken 
his luck, as it seemed for good and all, at the same time. 

As to his remorse in regard to a certain secret action of his 
life, well, I understand that a man of Bunter’s fine character 
would suffer not a little. Still, between ourselves, and with- 
out the slightest wish to be cynical, it cannot be denied that 
with the noblest of us the fear of being found out enters for 
some considerable part into the composition of remorse. I 
didn’t say this in so many words to Bunter, but, as the poor 
fellow i based a bit on it, I told him that there were skeletons 
-ina many honest cupboards, and that, as to his own 
particular guilt, it wasn’t writ large е on his face for everybody 
to see—so fe needn't worry as to that. And besides, he would 
be gone to sea in about twelve hours from now. 
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He said there was some comfort in that thought, and went 
off then to E end his last evening for many months with his 
wife. For all his wildness, Bunter had made no mistake in 
his marryin; Е He had married a lady. А fect lady. She 
was a dear little woman, too. As to her pl per I, who know 
what times they had to go through, I cannot admire her 
enough for it. Real, hai ና ሰፍ መ ст, day and day after 
day pluck that only a woman is capable of when she is of 
the right sort—the undismayed sort I would call it. 

The black mate felt this parting with his wife more than 
any of the previous ones in all the years of bad luck. But 
she was of the τ ον ed kind, and showed less trouble in 
her gentle face than the black-haired, buccancer-like, but 
dignified mate of the Sapphire. It may be that her conscience 
was less disturbed than her husband's. Of course, his life 
had no secret places for her; but a woman's conscience is 
somewhat more resourceful in finding good and valid excuses. 
It depends greatly on the person that needs them, too. 

They had agreed that she should not come down to the 
Dock to see him off. “I wonder you care to look at me at 
all,” said the sensitive man. And she did not laugh. 

Bunter was very sensitive; he left her rather brusquely at 
the last. He got on board in good time, and produced the 
usual impression on the mud-pilot in the broken-down straw 
hat who took the Sapphire out of dock. The river-man was 
very polite to the dignified, striking-looking chief mate. 
% The fine-inch manilla for the check-rope, Mr.—Bunter, 
thank you—Mr. Bunter, please." "The sea-pilot who left the 
“gem of ships" heading comfortably down Channel off 
Dover told some of his friends that, this voyage, the Sapphire 
had for chief mate a man who seemed a jolly sight too good 
for old Johns. “ Bunter’s his name. I wonder where he's 
sprung በን Never seen him before іп апу ship I iloted in 
ог out all these years. Не the sort of man who don't for- 
get. You couldn't. A thorough good sailor, too. And 
won't old Johns just worry his head off! Unless the old fool 
should take fright at him—for he does not seem the sort of 
man that would let himself be put upon without letting you 
know what he thinks of you. And that's exactly what old 
Johns would be more afraid of than of anything else.” 

As this is really meant to be the record of a spiritualistic 
experience which came, if not precisely to Captain Johns 
himself, at any rate to his ship, there is no use in recording 
the other events of the passage out. It was an ordinary 
passage; the crew was an e f crew, the weather was of 
the usual kind. The black mate’s quiet, sedate method of 
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oing to work had given a sober tone to the Ше of the ship. 
Бе in gales of wind everything went on quietly somehow. 

There was only one severe blow which made things fairly 
lively for all hands for full four-and-twenty hours. That 
was off the coast of Africa, after passing the Cape of Good 
Hope. At the very height of it several heavy seas were 
shipped with no serious results, but there was a considerable 
smashing of breakable objects in the pantry and in the state- 
rooms. Mr. Bunter, who was so greatly respected on board, 
found himself treated scurvily by the Southern Ocean, which, 
bursting ор en the door of his room like a ruffianly burglar, 
carried off several useful things, and made all the others 
extremely wet. 

Later, on the same day, the Southern Ocean caused the 
Sapphire to lurch over in such an unrestrained fashion that 
the two drawers fitted under Mr. Bunter's sleeping-berth flew 
out altogether, өріне all their contents. They ought, of 
course, to have been locked, and Mr. Bunter had only to 
thank himself for what had happened. He ought to have 
turned the key on each before going out on deck. 

His consternation was very great. The steward, who was 
paddling about all the time with swabs, trying to dry out the 

looded cuddy, heard him exclaim “ Hallo!” in a startled 
and dismayed tone. In the midst of his work the steward 
felt a sympathetic concern for the mate’s distress. 

Captain dm was secretly glad when he heard of the 
damage . Не was indeed afraid of his chief mate, as the sea- 
pilot had ventured to foretell, and afraid of him for the very 
reason the sea-pilot had put forward as likely. 

Captain Johns, therefore, would have liked very much to 
hold that black mate of his at his mercy in some way or other. 
But the man was irreproachable, as near absolute perfection 
as could be. And Captain Johns was much annoyed, and at 
the same time congratulated himself on his chief officer’s 
efficiency. š 

He made a great show of living sociably with him, on the 
Principle that the more friendly you are with a man the 
more easily w may catch him trip, ping ; and also for the 
reason that he wanted to have somebody who would listen 
to his stories of manifestations, apparitions, ghosts, and all the 
rest of the imbecile spook-lore. He had it all at his fingers’ 
ends; and he spun those ghostly yarns in a persistent, colour- 
ess voice, giving them a futile turn peculiarly his own. 

“1 like to converse with my officers,” he used to say. 

‘here are masters that hardly ever open their mouths from 
beginning to end of a passage for fear of losing their 
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dignity. What's that, after all—this bit of position а man 
holds!” 

His sociability was most to be dreaded in the second dog- 
watch, because he was one of those men who grow lively 
towards the evening, and the officer on ашу was unable 
then to find excuses for leaving the poop. Captain Johns 
would pop up the companion sudden! P and, sidling up in 
his creep ing way to poor Bunter, as he walked up and down, 
would fire into him some T iritualistic prop sition, such as: 

“ Spirits, male and female, show a good deal of refinement 
in a general way, don’t they? ” 

To which Bunter, holding his black-whiskercd head high, 
would mutter: 

“Т don't know.” 

“АҺ! that's because you don't want 10. You are the most 
obstinate, prejudiced man I've ever met, Mr. Bunter. I told 
you you may have any book out of my bookcase. You may 
just go into my state-room, and help yoursclf to any volume.^ 

And if Bunter protested that he was too tired in his watches 
below to spare any time for reading, Captain Johns would 
smile nastily behind his back, and remark that of course 
some people needed more sleep than others to ісер them- 
selves fit for their work. If Mr. Bunter was afraid of not 
keeping properly awake when on duty at night, that was 
another matter. 

“ But I think you borrowed a novel to read from the second 
mate the other day—a trashy pack of lies," Captain Johns 
Ni hed. “Тат afraid you are not a spiritually minded man, 

т. Bunter. That's what's the matter.” 

Sometimes he would appear on deck in the middle of the 
night, looking very grotesque and bandy-legged in his sleeping- 
suit, At that sight the Persecuted Bunter would wring his 
hands stealthily, and break out into moisture all over his fore- 
head. After standing sleepily by the binnacle, scratching 
himself in an unpleasant manner, Captain Johns was sure to 
start on some aspect or other of his only topic. 

He would, for instance, discourse on the improvement of 
morality to be expected from the establishment of general 
and close intercourse with the spirits of the departed. The 
p irits, Captain Johns thought, would consent to associate 
familiarly with the living if it were not for the unbelief of the 

t mass of mankind. He himself would not care to have 
anything to do with a crowd that would not believe in ከ15--- 
Captain Johns'—existence. Then why should a spirit? This 
was asking too much. ВЕС 

He went оп breathing hard by the binnacle and trying to 
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reach round his shoulder-blades; then, with a thick, drowsy 
severity, declared: 

“ Incredulity, sir, is the evil of the age!” 

It rejected the evidence of Professor Cranks and of the 
journalist chap. It resisted the production of photographs. 

For Captain Johns believed firmly that certain spirits had 
been photographed. He had read something of it in the 
papers. And the idea of it having been done had got a 
tremendous hold on him, because his mind was not critical. 
Bunter said afterwards that nothing could be more weird 
than this little man, swathed in а sleeping-suit three sizes too 
large for him, shuffling with excitement in the moonlight near 
the wheel, and shaking his fist at the serene sea. 

“ Photographs! photographs!” he would repeat, in a voice 
as creaky as a rusty hinge. 

The very helmsman just behind him ደ uneasy at that 
performance, not being capable of understanding exactly 
what the “old man was kicking up a row with the mate 
about." 

Then Johns, after calming down a bit, would begin again. 

“ Then sensitised plate can’t Не. No, sir.” 

Nothing could be more funny than this ridiculous little 
man’s conviction—his dogmatic tone. Bunter would go on 
swinging up and down the poop like a deliberate, dignified 
pendulum. He said not a word. But the poor fellow had 
not a trifle on his conscience, as you know; and to have 
imbecile ghosts rammed down his throat like this on top of 
his own worry nearly drove him crazy. He knew that on 
many occasions he was on the verge of lunacy, because he 
could not help indulging in half-delirious visions of Captain 
Johns being picked up by the scruff of the neck and dropped 
‘over the taffrail into the ship’s wake—the sort of thing no 
sane sailorman would think of doing to a cat or any other 
animal, anyhow. He imagined him bobbing up—a tiny 
black speck left far astern on the moonlit ocean. 

I don’t think that even at the worst moments Bunter really 
desired to drown Captain Johns. I fancy that all his dis- 
ordered imagination longed for was merely to stop the ghostly 
inanity of the skipper’s talk. 

But, all the same, it was a dangerous form of self-indulgence. 
Just picture to yourself that ship in the Indian Ocean, on a 
clear, tropical night, with her sails full and still, the watch on 
deck stowed m out of sights and on her poop, flooded 
with moonlight, the stately black mate walking up and down 
with measured, ді ignified steps, preserving an awful silence 
and that grotesquely mean little figure in striped flannelette 

ο (wos) 
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alternately creaking and droning of “ personal intercourse 

ond Ше grave.” С 

t makes me creepy all over to think of. And sometimes, 
the folly of Captain Johns would appear clothed in a sort of 
weird utilitarianism. How useful it would be if the spirits of 
the дер arted could be induced to take a practical interest іп 
the affairs of the living! What a help, say, to the police, for 
instance, in the detection of crime! Тһе number of murders, 
at any rate, would be considerably reduced, he guessed, with 
an air of great sagacity. Then he would give way to grotesque 
discouragement. 

Where was the use of trying to communicate with people 
that had no faith, and more likely than not would scorn the 
offered information? Spirits had their feelings. They were 
all feelings in а way. But he was surprised at the forbearance 
shown towards murderers by their victims. That was the 
sort of apparition that no guilty man would dare to pooh- 

ooh. And perhaps the undiscovered murderers—whether 
Believing or not—were haunted. They wouldn't be likely to 
boast about it, would they? 

* For 3 self,” he pursued, in a sort of vindictive, malevolent 
whine, “ if anybody murdered me I would not let him forget 
it. I would wither him up—I would terrify him to death." 

The idea of his skipper’s ghost terrifying anyone was so 
ludicrous that the black mate, little disposed to mirth as һе 
was, could not help giving vent to a weary laugh. And this 
laugh, the only acknowled теш of а long and earnest dis- 
course, offended Captain Johns, 

“ What's there to laugh at in this conceited manner, Mr. 
Bunter? " he snarled. “ Supernatural visitations have terrified 
better men than you. Don’t you allow me enough soul to 
make a ghost of? ” 

I think it was the nasty tone that caused Bunter to stop 
short and turn about. 

“ I shouldn't wonder,” went on the angry fanatic of spiritism, 
“ if you weren't one of them people that take no more account 
of a man than if he were a Peast. You would be capable, I 
don’t doubt, to deny the possession of an immortal soul to 
your own father.” 

And then Bunter, being bored beyond endurance, and also 
exasperated by the private worry, lost his self-possession. 

He walked up suddenly to Captain Johns, and, stooping a 
little to look close into his face, said, in a low, even. 
tone: 

“ You don't know what a man like me is capable of.” 

Captain Johns threw his head back, but was too astonished 
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to budge. Bunter resumed his walk; and for a long time his 
measurcd footsteps and the low wash of the water alongside 
were the only sounds which troubled the silence brooding 
over the great waters. Then Captain Johns cleared his throat 
uneasily, and, after sidling away towards the companion for 
greater safety, plucked up enough to retreat under an act of 
authority: 

“ Raise the starboard clew of the mainsail, and lay the 
yards dead square, Mr. Bunter. Don’t you see the wind is 
nearly right aft? ” 

Bunter at once answered “ Ay, ay, sir,” though there was 
not the slightest necessity to touch the yards, and the wind 
was well out on the quarter. While he was executing the 
order Captain Johns hung on the comp anion-steps, growling 
to himself: “ Walk this poop like an admiral, and don't even 
notice when the yards want trimming!"—loud enough for 
the helmsman to overhear. Then he sank slowly backwards 
ош of the man's sight; and when he reached the bottom of 
the stairs he stood still and thought. 

“ Нез an awful ruffian, with all his gentlemanly айя. No 
more gentleman mates for пе.” 

Two nights afterwards he was slumbering peacefully in his 
berth, when a heavy thumping just above his head ^ well 
understood signal that he was wanted on deck) made him 
leap out of bed, broad awake in a moment. 

“ What’s up? ” he muttered, running out barefooted. On 
passing through the cabin he glanced at the clock. It was 
the middle watch. “ What on earth сап the mate want me 
for? " he thought. 

Bolting out of the companion, he found a clear, dewy, 
moonlit night and a strong, steady breeze. He looked around 
wildly. "There was no one on the poop except the helmsman, 
who addressed him at once. 

“Tt was me, sir. I let ጄ the wheel for a second to stam 
over your head. I am afraid there's something wrong wit 
the mate.” 

** Where's he got to? ” asked the captain sharply. 

The man, who was obviously nervous, said: 

ЖЕН last I saw of him was as he fell down the port роор- 
ler.” 

“ Fell down the poop-ladder! What did he do that for? 
What made him? ” 

+, “I don't know, sir. He was walking the port side. Then 
just as he turned towards me to come aft zum 

“ You saw him?” interrupted the captain. 

“1 did. I was looking at him. And I heard the crash, 
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too—something awful. Like the mainmast going overboard. 
It was as if something had struck him.” 

бар tain Johns became very uneasy and alarmed. 

“Come,” he said sharply. “ Did anybody strike him? 
What did you 5667 ” 

“Nothing, sir, so help me! There was nothing to see. 
Неў just gave а little sort of hallo! threw his hands before him, 
and over he went—crash. I couldn't hear anything more, so 
T just let go the wheel for a second to call you up.” 

“ You're scared! ” said Captain Johns. 

“I am, sir, straight!” 

Captain Johns stared at him. The silence of his ship driv- 
ing on her way scemed to contain a danger—a mystery. He 
was reluctant to go and look for his mate himself, in the 
shadows of the main-deck, so quiet, so still. 

АШ he did was to advance to the break of the poop, and 
call for the watch. As the sleepy men came trooping ай, he 
shouted to them fiercely. 

“ Look at the foot of the port poop-ladder, some of you! 
See the mate lying there?” 

"Their startled exclamations told him immediately that they 
did see him. Somebody even screeched out emotionally: 

“ He’s dead!” 

Mr. Bunter was laid in his bunk, and when the lamp in 
his room was lit he looked indeed as if he were dead, but it 
was obvious also that he was breathing yet. The steward 
had been roused out, the second mate called and sent on 
deck to look after the ship, and for an hour or so Captain 
Johns devoted himself silently to the restoring of conscious- 
ness. Mr. Bunter at last opened his eyes, but he could not 
speak. He was dazed and inert. The steward bandaged a 
nasty scalp-wound while Captain Johns held an additional 
light. They had to cut away a lot of Mr. Bunter’s jet-black 
hair to make a good dressing. This done, and after gazing 
for a while at their patient, the two left the cabin. 

“ А rum go, this, steward,” said Captain Johns іп the 


“ A sober man that’s ri ight in his head does not fall down a 
poop-ladder like a sack of potatoes. The ship’s as steady as a 
church.” 

“Yessir, Fit of some kind, I shouldn’t wonder.” 

** Well, I should. He doesn't look as if he were subject to 
fits and giddiness. Wh di the man's in the prime of ከፎ. I^ 
wouldn't have another kind of mate—not if I knew it. You 
don't think he has a private store of liquor, do you, ch? Не 
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seemed to me a bit strange in his manner several times lately. 
Off his feed too a bit, I noticed." 

“ Well, sir, if he ever had a bottle or two of grog in his cabin, 
that must have gone a long time ago. Isaw him throw somc 
broken glass overboard after the last gale we had; but that 
didn’t amount to anything. Anyway, sir, you couldn’t call 
Mr. Bunter a drinking man.” 

“ No,” conceded the captain reflectively. And the steward, 
locking the pantry door, tried to escape out of the passage, 
thinking he could manage to snatch another hour of sleep 
before it was time for him to turn out for the day. 

Сар tain Johns shook his head. 

“ ገ. here's some mr que there.” 

** There's special Providence that he didn’t crack his head 
like an eggshel T on the quarter-deck mooring-bits, sir. The men 
tell me he couldn't have missed them by more than an inch." 

And the steward vanished skilfully. 

Captain Johns spent the rest of the night and the whole of 
the ensuing day between his own room and that of the mate. 

In his own room he sat with his open hands reposing on his 
knees, his lips pursed up, and the horizontal furrows on his. 
forchead marked very heavily. Now and then, raising his 
arm by a slow, as if cautious movement, he scratched ig htly 
the top of his bald head. In the mate’s room he зи for 
long periods of time with his hand to his lips, gazing at thc 
hal conscious man. 

For three days Mr. Bunter did not say a single word. He 
looked at people sensibly enough, but did not seem to be 
able to hear any questions put to him. They cut off some 
more of his hair and swathed his head in wet cloths. Не 
took some nourishment, and was made as comfortable as 
possible, At dinner on the third day the second mate remarked 
to the captain, in connection with the affair: 

* These half-round brass plates on the steps of the poop- 
ladders are beastly dangerous things! ” 

“ Are they?” retorted Captain Johns sourly. “It takes 
more than a brass plate to account for an able-bodied man 
crashing down in this fashion like a felled ox.” 

The second mate was impressed by that view. There was 
something in that, he thought. 

“ And the weather fine, everything di ра and Ше ship going 
along as steady as a church!” pursued Captain Johns gruffly. 

, Аз Captain Johns continued to look extremely sour, the 
second mate did not open his lips any more during the dinner. 
Captain Johns was annoyed and hurt by an innocent remark, 
because the fitting of the aforesaid brass plates had been done 
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at his suggestion only the voyage before, in order to smarten 
up the appearance of the poop-ladders. 

On the fourth day Mr. Bunter looked decidedly better; 
very languid yet, of course, but he heard and understood 
what was said to him, and even could say a few words in a 
feeble voice. 

Captain Johns, coming in, contemplated him attentively, 
without much visible sympathy. 

“Well, can you give us your account of this accident, Mr. 
Bunter? ^ 

Bunter moved slightly his bandaged head, and fixed his cold, 
blue stare on Captain John’s face, as if taking stock and 
appraising the value of every feature; the perplexed forchead, 
the credulous eyes, the inane droop of the mouth. And he 
gazed so long that Captain Johns grew restive, and looked 
over his shoulder at the door. 

“ Ко accident,” breathed out Bunter, in a peculiar tone. 

“You don’t mean to say you've got the filling sickness,” 
said Captain Johns. “ How would you call it signing as 
chief mate of a clipper ship with a thing like that on 
you?” 

Bunter answered him only by a sinister look. The skipper 
shuffled his feet a little. 

“ Well, what made you have that tumble, then?” 

Bunter raised himself a little, and, looking straight into 
Captain Johns’ eyes, said, in a very distinct whisper: 

Е You мае ig ht!" 

He fell back and closed his eyes. Not a word more could 
Captain Johns get out of him; and, the steward coming into 
the cabin, the skipper withdrew. 

But that very night, unobserved, Captain Johns, opening 
the door cautiously, entered again the mate’s cabin. He coule 
wait no longer. The suppressed eagerness, the excitement 
expressed in all his mean, creeping little person, did_ not 
escape the chief mate, who was lying awake, looking fright- 
fully pulled down and perfectly impassive. 

“You are coming to gloat over me, I suppose,” said Bunter, 
without moving and yet making а palpabl fe hit. 

“ Bless my soul!” exclaimed Captain Johns with a start, 
and assuming a sobered demeanour. “ There’s a thing to 


ሂ Well, gloat then! You and your ghosts, you've managed 
to ፳ over а live шап.” 
із was said by Bunter without stirring, in a low voice, 
and with not much expression. 
“ Do you mean to say,” inqyired Captain Johns, іп an awe- 
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struck whisper, "that you had a supernatural experience 
that night? You saw an apparition, then, on board my 
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eluctance, shame, disgust, would have been visible on 
poor Bunter's countenance if the great part of it had not been 
swathed up in cottonwool and bandages. His ebony сус- 
brows, more sinister than ever amongst all that lot of white 
linen, came together in a frown as he made a mighty effort 
10 say: 

“ Yes, I have seen.” 

The wretchedness in his eyes would have awakened the 
compassion of any other man than Captain Johns. But 
Captain Johns was all agog with triumphant excitement. He 
was just a little bit frightened too. He looked at that un- 
believing scoffer laid low, and did not even dimly guess at 
his profound, humiliating distress. Не was not gencrally 
capable of taking much part in the anguish of his fellow- 
creatures. This time, moreover, he was excessively anxious 
to know what had happened. Fixing his credulous eyes on 
the bandaged head, he asked, trembling slightly: 

“ Апа did it—did it knock you down? ” 

“Come! am I the sort of man to be knocked down by a 
ghost?" protested Bunter in a little stronger tone. “ Don't 
you remember what you said yourself the other night? Better 
men than me—— Ha! you'll have to look a long time before 
you find a better man for a mate of your ship. 

ср tain Johns pointed a solemn fing er at Bunter’s bedplace. 

“ You’ve been terrified,” he said. “ Thats what's the 
matter. You've been terrified. Why, even the man at the 
wheel was scared, though he couldn’t see anything. He felt 
the supernatural. You are punished for your incredulity, 
Mr. Bunter. You were terrified.” 

“ And suppose I was,” said Bunter. “ Do you know what 
1 had seen? Can you conceive the sort of ghost that would 
haunt a man like me? Do you think it was a ladyish, after- 
noon-call, another-cup-of-tea-please apparition that visits your 
Professor Cranks and that journalist chap you are always 
talking about? No; I can’t tell you what it was like. Every 
man has his own ghosts. You couldn't conceive . . .” 

Bunter stopped, out of breath; and Captain Johns remarked, 
with the glow of inward satisfaction reflected in his tone: 

“ I've always thou; ght you were the sort of man that was 
ready for anythin ዩ m Ак спа сив to wilful murder, as 
the saying goes. Well, well! So you were terrified.” 

“TI stepped back,” said Bunter curtly. “I don't remember 
anything else." 
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“The man at the wheel told me you went backwards as if 
something had hit you.” 

“ It was a sort of inward blow,” explained Bunter. “ Some- 
thing too deep for you, Captain Johns, to understand. Your 
life and mine haven't been the same. Aren't you satisfied to 
see me converted? ” 

“ Апа you can't tell me any more?” asked Captain Johns 
anxiously. 

“ Ко, I can't. I wouldn't. It would be no use if I did. 
That sort of experience must be gone through. Say I am 
being punished. Well, I take my punishment, but talk of it 

won't.” 

“ Very well," said Captain Johns; “ you won't. But, mind, 
I can draw my own conclusions from that.” 

“Draw what you like; but be careful what you say, sir. 
You don't terrify me. You aren't a ghost.” 

“One word. Has it any connection with what you said 
to me on that last night, when we had a talk together on 
spiritualism? ” 

Bunter looked weary and puzzled. 

“ What did I say?” 

“You told me that I couldn't know what a man like you 
was capable of.” 

“ Yes, yes. Enough!” 

“ Very good. I am fixed, then,” remarked Captain Johns. 
“All I say is that I am jolly glad not to be you, though I 
would have given almost anything for the privilege of personal 
communication with the world of spirits. Yes, sir, but not 
in that way.” 

Poor Bunter moaned pitifully. 

“It has made me feel twenty years older.” 

Captain Johns retired quietly, He was delighted to observe 
this over-bearing ruffian humbled to the dust by the moralis- 
ing agency of the spirits. The whole occurrence was a source 
of pride and gratification; and he began to feel a sort of regard 
for his chief mate. It is true that in further interviews Bunter 
showed himself very mild and deferential. Не scemed to 
cling to his captain for spiritual protection. He used to send 
for him, and say, “I feel so nervous,” and Captain Johns 
sould ma patiently for hours in the hot little cabin, and feel 
proud о . 

For Mr. Bunter was ill, and could not leave his berth for 
a good many days. Не became a convinced spiritualist, not 
enthusiastically—that could hardly have been expected from 
him—but in a grim, unshakable ΜῊΝ . Не could not be 
called exactly friendly to the disembodied inhabitants of our 
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globe, as Captain Johns was. But he was not a firm, И gloomy, 
recruit of spiritu: "en 

One afternoon, as the ship was already well to the north 
in the Gulf of Bengal, the steward knocked at the door of the 
captain's cabin, and said, without opening it: 

Ë The mate asks if you could spare him a moment, sir. 
He seems to be in a state in there." 

Сар tein Jonn jumped up from the couch at once. 

“Yes, Tell him I am coming.” 

He thought: Could it be possible there had been another 
spiritual manifestation—in the daytime, too! 

He revelled in the hope. It was not exactly that, however. 
Still, Bunter, whom he saw sitting collapsed in a chair—he 
had been up for several days, but not on deck as yet—poor 
Bunter had something startling enough to communicate. 
His hands covered his face. His legs were stretched straight 
out, dismally. 

“ What's the news now?" croaked Captain Johns, not 
unkindly, because in truth it always pleased him to see Bunter 
—as he expressed it—tamed. 

“ News!” exclaimed the crushed sceptic through his hands. 
“Ау, news enough, Captain Johns. Who will be able to 
deny the awfulness, the genuineness? Another man would 
have dropned dead. You want to know what I had seen. 
A can tell you is that since I've seen it my hair is turning 
white." 

Bunter detached his hands from his face, and they hung 
on each side of his chair as if dead. Не looked broken in the 
dusky cabin. 

“ You don't say! " stammered out Captain Johns. “ Turned 
white! Hold on a bit! ГП light the famp! A 

When the lamp was lit, the startling phenomenon could be 
seen plainly enough. As if the dread, the horror, the anguish 
of the supernatural were being exhaled through the pores of 
his skin, a sort of silvery mist seemed to cling to the cheeks 
and the head of the mate. His short beard, his cropped hair, 
were growing not black, but grey—almost white. 

When Mr. Bunter, thin-faced and shaky, came on deck for 
duty, he was clean-shaven, and his head was white. The 
hands were awe-struck. “ Another man," they bisp ered 
to each other. It was generally and mysteriously agreed that 
the mate had “seen something,” with the exception of the 
man at the wheel at the time, who maintained that the mate 
was “ struck by something.” 

This distinction አ amounted to a difference. Оп 
the other hand, ly admitted that, after he picked up 
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his strength a bit, he seemed even smarter in his movements 
than before. 

One day in Calcutta, Captain Johns, pointing out to a 
visitor his white-headed chief mate stan ding by the main- 
hatch, was heard to say oracularly: 

“ That man’s in the prime of life.” 


Of course, while Bunter was away, I called regularly on 
Mrs. Bunter every Saturday, just to see whether she had any 
use for my services. It was understood I would do that. 
She had just his half-pay to live on—it amounted to about а 
pound a week. She had taken one room in a quict little 
square in the East End. 

And this was affluence to what І had heard that the couple 
were reduced to for a time after Bunter had to give up the 
Western Ocean trade—he used to go as mate of all sorts of 
hard packets after he lost his ship and his luck together—it 
was affluence to that time when Bunter would start at seven 
o’clock in the morning with but a glass of hot water and a 
crust of dry bread. 

It won’t stand thinking about, especially for those who know 
Mrs. Bunter. I have seen something of them, too, at that 
time; and it just makes me shudder to remember what that 
born lady had to put up with. Enough! 

Dear Mrs. Bunter used to worry a good deal after the 
Sapphire left for Calcutta. She would d say to me: “It must 
be so awful for poor Winston "—Winston is Bunter's name— 
and І tried to comfort her the best I could. Aficrwards, she 
got some small children to teach in a family, and was half the 
day with them, and the occupation was good for her. 

n the very first letter she had from Calcutta, Bunter told 
her he had had a fall down the poop-ladder, and cut his head, 
but no bones broken, thank God. That was all. Of course, 
she had other letters from him, but that vagabond Bunter 
never gave me a scratch of the pen the solid cleven months. 
I supposed, naturally, that everything was going on all right. 
Who could imagine what was happening? 

Then one day dear Mrs. Bunter E а letter from a k 
firm in the City, advising her that her uncle was dead— Fa 
old curmudgeon of an uncle—a retired stockbroker, a heartless, 
petrified antiquity that had lasted on and оп. He was nearh 
ninety, I believe; and ИТ were to meet his venerable ghost this 
minute, I would try to take him by the throat and strangle him. 

The old beast would never forgive his niece for‘ marrying 
Bunter; and years afterwards, when сор le made a point 
of letting him know that she was in оп, pretty nearly 
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starving at forty years of age, he only said: “ Serve the little 
fool right!" I believe he meant her to starve. And, lo and 
behold, the old cannibal died intestate, with no other relatives 
but that very identical little fool. The Bunters were wealthy 
people now. 

Of course, Mrs. Bunter wept as if her heart would break. 
In any other woman it would have been mere hypocrisy. 
Naturally, too, she wanted to cable the news to her Winston 
in Calcutta, but I showed her, “ Gazette ” in hand, that the 
ship was on the homeward-bound list for more than a week 
alrcady. So we sat down to wait, and talked meantime of 
dear old Winston every day. There were just one hundred 
such days before the Sapphire got reported “ All well,” in the 
chops of the Channel by an incoming mailboat. 

“I am going to Dunkirk to meet him," says she. The 
Sopphire had a cargo of jute for Dunkirk. ОҒ course, 1 had to 
escort the dear lady in the quality of her “ ingenious friend.” 
She calls mc “ our ingenious friend” to this day; and I've 
Observed some people—strangers—looking hard at me, for 
the signs of thc ingenuity, I suppose. 

After settling Mrs. Bunter in a good hotel in Dunkirk, I 
walked down to the docks—late afternoon it was—and what 
was my surprise to see the ship actually fast alongside. Either 
Johns or Bunter, or both, must have been driving her hard up 
Channel. Anyway, she had been in since the day before 
last, and her crew was already paid off. I met two of her 
apprenticed boys going off home on leave with their dunnage 
опа Frenchman's barrow, as happy as larks, and I asked them 
if the mate was on board. 

“There he is, on the quay, looking at the moorings,” says 
one of the youngsters as he skipped past me. 

You may imagine the shock to my feelings when I beheld 
his white head. I could only manage to tell him that his wife 
was at an hotel in town. He left me at once, to go and get 
his hat on board. I was mightily surprised by the smartness 
of his movements as he hurried up the gangway. 

Whereas the black mate struck people as deliberate, and 
strangely stately in his gait for a man in the prime of life, 
this white-headed chap seemed the most wonderfully alert of 
old men. I don’t suppose Bunter was any quicker on his 
pins than before. It was the colour of the hair that made all 
the difference in one’s judgment. 

The same with his eyes. Those eyes, that looked at you so 
негі), so fierce, and so fascinating out of a bush of a buccanecr's 
black hair, now had an innocent, almost boyish expression 
in their good-humoured brightness under those white eyebrows. 
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I led him without any delay into Mrs. Bunter's private 
sittin, from. After she had dropped a tear over the late 
cannibal, given a hug to her Winston, and told him that he 
must grow his moustache again, the dear lady tucked her feet 
upon the sofa, and I got out of Bunter's way. 

He started at once to pace the room, waving his long arms. 
He worked himself into a regular frenzy, and tore Johns limb 
from limb many times over that evening. 

* Fell down? ОҒ course 1 fell down, by slipping backwards 
on that fool’s patent brass plates. ”Роп my word, I had been 
walking that poop in charge of the ship, and I didn't know 
whether I was in the Indian Ocean or in the moon. I was 
crazy. My head spun round and round with sheer worry. 
I had made my last application of your chemist's wonderful 
stuff.” (This to me.) “ АП the store of bottles you gave mc 
got smashed when those drawers fell out in the last gale. I 
had been getting some dry things to change, when Í heard 
the cry: “АП hands on deck!’ and made ut jump of it, 
without even pushing them in properly. Ass! When 1 came 
ша and saw the broken glass and the mess, I felt ready to 
faint. 

“ No; look here—deception із bad; but not to be able to 
keep it up after one has been forced into it. You know that 
since I’ve been squcezed out of the Western Ocean packets by 
pooner men, just on account of my grizzled muzzle—you 

now how much chance I had to ever get a ship. And not 
a soul to turn іо. We have been a lonely couple, we two— 
she threw away everything for me—and to see her want a 
piece of dry bread- 

He banged with his fist fit to split the Frenchman’s table in two. 

«1 would have turned a sanguinary pirate for her, let alone 
cheating my way into a berth by dyeing my hair. So when 
you came to me with your chemist’s wonderful stuff” 

He checked himself. 

“ By the by, that fellow’s p a fortune when he likes to pick 
it up. . It is a wonderful stuff—you tell him salt water can do 

ing toit. It stays оп as long as your hair will.” 

“ All right,” I said. “ Go on.” 

Thereupo n he went for Johns за with a fury that 
frightens his wife, and made me laugh till I cried. 

Just you " to think what it would have meant to be at 
the mercy of the meanest creature that ever commanded a 
тыр! Just fancy what a Ше that crawling Johns would have 
led me! And I knew that in a week or so the white hair 
would begin in to show. And the crew. Did you ever think 
of that? To be shown up as a low fraud before all hands. 
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What a life for me till we got to Calcutta! And once there— 
kicked out, of course. Hal f-pay stopped. Annie here alone, 
without a penny—starving; and I on the other side of the 
earth, ditto. You see? 

“I thought of shaving twice a day. But could I shave 
my head, too? Ко way—no way at all. Unless I dropped 
Johns overboard; and even then Do you wonder now 
that with all these things boiling in my head I didn't know 
where 1 was putting down my foot that night? I just felt 
myself falling—then crash, and all dark. 

“ When I came to myself that bang on the head seemed 
to have steadied my wits somehow. I was so sick of every- 
thing that for two days I wouldn’t speak to anyone. They 
thought it was a slight concussion of the brain. Thcn the 
idea dawned upon me as I was looking at that ghost-ridden, 
wretched fool: ‘Ah, you love ghosts,’ I thought. ‘ Well, 
you shall have something from beyond the grave.’ 

“ I didn't even trouble to invent a story. I couldn't іта; ging 
а ghost if I wanted to. I wasn’t fit to Це connectedly if I had 
tried. I just bulled him on to it. Do you know, he got, 
quite by himself, a notion that at some time or other I had done 
somebody to death in some way, and that —” 

“Oh, the horrible man!” cried Mrs. Bunter from the 
sofa. There was a silence. 

“Апа didn't he bore my head off on the home passage!” 
began Bunter again in a weary voice. “Не loved me. He 
was proud of me. I was converted. I had had a mani- 
festation. Do you know what he was after? He wanted 
me and him ‘ to make а séance, in his own words, and to try 
to call up that ghost (the onc that had turned my hair white— 
the ghost of my supposed victim), and, as he said, talk it over 
with him—the ghost—in a friendly way. 

“Or else, Bunter’, he says, ' you may get another mani- 
festation when you least expect it, and tumble overboard 
perhaps, or something. You ain’t really safe till we pacify 
the pint world in some way.’ 

“Сап you conceive a lunatic like that? No—say?” 

Isaid nothing. But Mrs. Bunter did, іп а very decided tone. 

“ Winston, I don’t want you to go on board that ship again 
any more.” 

4 Му dear,” says he, “I have all my things on board yet.” 

“ You don't want the things. Don't go near that ship at all.” 

He stood still; then, dropping his eyes with a faint smile, 
said slowly, in a dreamy voice: 

“ The haunted ship.” 

“ And your last,” I added. 
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We carried him off, as he stood, by the night train. Не was 
very quiet; but crossing the Channel, as we two had a smoke 
on deck, he turned to me suddenly, and, grinding his teeth, 
whispered : 

* Не never know how near he was being dropped over- 
board!" 

He meant Сар tain Johns. I said nothing. 

But Captain Johns, I understand, made a great to-do about 
the disappearance of his chief mate. Не set the French police 
scouring the country for the body. In the end, I fancy he 

got word from his owners’ office to drop all this fuss—that 
it was all right. I don't suppose he ever understood anything 
of that mysterious occurrence. 

To this day he tries at times (he’s retired now, and his 
conversation 1 not very coherent), he tries to tell the story 
of a black mate he once had, “a murderous, gentlemanly 
ruffian, with raven-black hair which turned white all at once 
in consequence of a manifestation from beyond the grave.” 
Ал avenging apparition. What with reference to black and 
white hair, to poop-ladders, and to his own feelings and views, 
it is difficult to make head or tail of it. If his sister (she's 
very vigorous still) should be present she cuts all this short— 
peremptorily : 

“Don’t you mind what he says. He's got devils on the 
brain." 
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እር SKINNER liked to be in good time. She was 
already dressed, in black silk as belitted her age and the 
mourning she wore for her son-in-law, and now she put on her 
toque. She was a little uncertain about it, since the egrets’ 
feathers which adorned it might very well arouse in some of 
the friends she would certainly meet at the party acid expostu- 
lations; and of course it was shocking to kill those beautiful 
white birds, in the mating season too, for the sake of their 
feathers; but there they were, so pretty and stylish, and it 
would have been silly to refuse them, and it would have hurt 
her son-in-law’s feelings. Не had brought them all the way 
from Borneo and he expected her to be so pleased with them. 
Kathleen had made herself rather unpleasant about them, 
she must wish she hadn't now, after what had happened, but 
Kathleen had never really liked Harold. Mrs. Skinner, stand- 
ing at her dressing-table, placed the toque on her head, it was 
after all the only nice hat she had, and put in a pin with a large 
jet knob. If anybody spoke to her about the ospreys she had 
ег answer. 

“I know it’s dreadful,” she would say, “and I wouldn't 
dream of buying them, but my poor son-in-law brought them 
back the last time he was home on leave.” . 

That would explain her possession of them and excuse their 
use. Everyone had been very kind. Mrs. Skinner took a clean 
handkerchief from a drawer and sprinkled a little eau-de- 
Cologne on it. She never used scent, and she had always 
thought it rather fast, but cau-de-Colonge was so refreshing. 
She was very nearly ready now, and her eyes wandered out 
of the window behind her looking-glass. Canon Heywood 
had a beautiful day for his garden party . It was warm and 
the sky was blue; the trees had not yet lost the fresh green of 
the spring. She smiled as she saw her little grand daughter 
in the strip ος arden behind the house busily raking her very 
own flower-bed. Mrs. Skinner wished Joan were not quite so 
pale, it was a mistake to have kept her so long in the tropics; 
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and she was so grave for her age, you never saw her run about ; 
she PI layed quiet games of her own invention and watered her 
garden. Mrs. Skinner gave the front of her dress a little pat, 
took up her gloves, and went downstairs. N 3 

Кай cen was at the writing-table in the window busy with 
lists she was making, for she was Honorary Secretary of the 
Ladies’ Golf Club, and when there were competitions had a 
good deal to do. But she too was ready for the party. 

“T see you've put on your jumper after all,” said Mrs. 
Skinner. 

They had discussed at luncheon whether Kathleen should 
wear her jumper or her black chiffon. The jumper was black 
and white, and Kathleen thought it rather smart, but it was 
hardly mourning. Millicent, however, was in favour of it. 

“ There's no reason why we should all look as if we'd just 
come from a funeral,” she said. “ Harold’s been dead eight 
months.” 

To Mrs. Skinner it seemed rather unfeeling to talk like that. 
Millicent was strange since her return from Borneo. 

“ You're not going to leave off your weeds yet, darling?” 
she asked. 

Millicent did not give a direct answer. 

* People don't wear mourning in the way they used,” she 
said. She paused a little, and when she went on there was a 
tone in her voice which Mrs. Skinner thought quite peculiar. 
It was plain that Kathleen noticed it too, for she gave her sister 
a curious look. “ I’m sure Harold wouldn't wish me to wear 
mourning for him indefinitely.” 

“ I dressed early because I wanted to say something to 
Millicent, said Kathleen in reply to her mother’s observation. 

«Оһ?» 

Kathleen did not explain. But she put her lists aside and 
with knitted brows read for the second time a letter from a 
lady who complained that the committee had most unfairly 
marked down her handicap from twenty-four to eighteen. It 
del uires a good deal of tact to be honorary secretary to a 
ladies golf dub, Mrs. Skinner began to put on her new gloves. 
The sun-blinds kept the room cool and dark. She looked at 
the great wooden hornbill, gaily painted, which Harold had left 
in her safekeeping; and it seemed a little odd and barbaric to 
her, but he had set much store on it. It had some reli; gious 
significance and Canon Heywood had been greatly struck by 
it, On the wall, over the sofa, were Malay weapons, she P Ot 
what they were called, and here and there on occasional tables 
pieces of silver and brass which Harold at various times had 
sent to them. She had liked Harold, and involuntarily her 
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eyes sought his photograp h which stood on the piano with 
photographs of her two daughters, her grandchil d her sister 
and her sister's son. 

። Why, Kathleen, where’s Harold’s photograph?” she 
asked. 

Kathleen looked round. It no longer stood in its place. 

“ Someone's taken it ама у” said Kathleen. 

Surprised and puzzled, she got up and went over to the 
piano. The photographs had been rearranged so that no gap 
should show. 

“ Perhaps Millicent wanted to have it in her bedroom," said 
Mrs. Skinner. 

* I should have noticed it. Besides, Millicent has several 
photographs of Harold. She keeps them locked up." 

Mrs. Skinner had thought it very peculiar that her daughter 
should have no photographs of Harold in her room. Indeed she 
had spoken of it once, but Millicent had made no reply. Milli- 
cent had been strangely silent since she came back from Borneo, 
and had not encouraged the sympathy Mrs. Skinner would have 
been so willing to show her. She seemed unwilling to speak of 
her great 1055. Sorrow took people in different ways. Нег 
husband had said the best thing was to leave her alone. The 
thought of him turned her ideas to the party they were going to. 

“ Father asked if I thought he ought to wear a top-hat," she 
said. Я “1 said I thought it was just as well to be on the safe 
side." 

ΤΕ was going to be quite а grand affair. They were having 
ices, strawberry and vanilla, from Boddy, the confectioner, but 
the Heywoods were making the iced coffee at home. Every- 
one would be there. They had been asked to meet the Bishop 
of Hong-Kong, who was staying with the Canon, an old college 
friend of his, and he was going to speak on the Chinese 
missions. Mrs. Skinner, whose daughter had lived in the East 
for cight years and whose son-in-law had been Resident of a 
district in Borneo, was in a flutter of interest. Naturally it 
meant more to her than to people who had never had anything 
to do with the Colonies and that sort of thing. 

“ What can they know of England who only England 
know? " as Mr. Skinner said. 

He came into the room at that moment. Не was a lawyer, 
as his father had been before him, and he had offices in 11891 In's 
Inn Fields. He went up to London every morning and came 
down every evening. He was only able to accompany his 
wife and daughters to the Canon's garden-party because the 
Canon had very wisely chosen a Saturday to have it оп. Mr. 
Skinner looked very well in his tail-coat and pepper-and-salt 
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trousers. He was not exactly dressy, but he was neat. He 
looked like a respectable famil ly solicitor, which indeed he was; 
his firm never touched work that was not perfectly above 
board, and if a client went to him with some trouble that was 
not quite nice, Mr. Skinner would look grave. 

“1 don't think this is the sort of case that we very much 
care to undertake," he said. “ І think you'd do better to go 
elsewhere." 

He drew towards him his writing-block and scribbled a name 
and address on it. He tore off a sheet of paper and handed it 
to his client. 

“ If I were you I think I would go and see these peo ple. 1f 
pu mention my name I believe they'll do anything they can 
for you." 

Mr. Skinner was clean-shaven and very bald. His pale lips 
were tight and thin, but his blue eyes were shy. He had no 
colour in his cheeks and his face was much lined. 

“I see you've put on your new trousers,” said Mrs. Skinner. 

“I thought it would be a good opportunity,” he answered. 
“Iwas wondering if I should wear а buttonhole.” 

“I wouldn't, father,” said Kathleen. “I don't think it's 
awfully good form.” 

“А lot of people will be wearing them," said Mrs. Skinner. 

“ Only clerks and People like that,” said Kathleen. “Тһе 
Heywoods have had to ask everybody, you know. And 
besides, we are in mourning.” 

“I wonder if there'll Be a collection after the Bishop’s 
address,” said Mr. Skinner. 

“I should hardly think so,” said Мга Skinner. 

“TI think it woul fa be rather bad forfn,” agreed Kathleen. 

“It’s as well to be on the safe side," said Mr. Skinner. 
“ΠῚ! give for all of us. I was wondering if ten shillings would 
be enough or if I must give a pound.” 

“If you give anything I think you ought to give a pound, 
father,” said Kathleen. 

“ГП see when the time comes. I don’t want to give less 
than anyone else, but on the other hand I see no reason to give 
more than I need.” 

Kathleen put away her papers in the drawer of the writing- 
table and stood up. ` She looked at her wrist-watch. 

“ Is Millicent ready? ” asked Mrs. Skinner. 

“ There's plenty of time. We're only asked at four, and I 
don't think we ought to arrive much before half-past. I told 
Davis to bring the car round at four-fifteen.” 

Generally Kathleen drove the car, but on and occasions, 
like this, Davis, who was the gardener, put on his uniform 
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acted as chauffeur. It looked better when you drove up, and 
naturally Kathleen didn’t much want to drive herself when she 
was wearing her new jumper. The sight of her mother 
forcing her fingers one by one into her new gloves reminded 
her that she must put on her own. She smelt them to see if 
any odour of the cleaning still clung to them. It was very 
slight. She didn’t believe anyone would notice. 

At last the door opened and Millicent came in. She wore 
her widow’s weeds. Mrs. Skinner never could get used to 
them, but of course she knew that Millicent must wear them for 
а year. It was a pity they didn’t suit her; they suited some 
people. She had tricd on Millicent’s bonnet once, with its 
white band and long veil, and thought she looked very well in 
it. Of course she hoped dear Alfred would survive her, but if 
he didn’t she would never go out of weeds. Queen Victoria 
never had. It was different for Millicent; Millicent was a 
much younger woman; she was only thirty-six: it was very 
sad to be a widow at thirty-six. And there wasn’t much chance 
of her marrying again. Kathleen wasn’t very likely to marry 
now, she was thirty-five; last time Millicent and Harold had 
come home she had suggested that they should have Kathleen 
to stay with them; Harold had seemed willing enough, but 
Millicent said it wouldn't do. Mrs. Skinner di dnt know why 
not. It would give her a chance Of course they didn’t want 
to get rid of her, but а girl ought to marry, and somehow all 
the men they knew at home were married already. Millicent 
said the climate was trying. It was true she was a bad colour. 
No one would think now that Millicent had been the prettier 
of the two. Kathleen had fined down as she grew older; 
of course some people said she was too thin, but now that she 
had cut her hair, with her cheeks red from playing golf in all 
weathers, Mrs. Skinner thought her quite pretty. No one 
could say that of poor Millicent; she had lost her figure 
romp letely; she had never been tall, and now that she had 
filled out she looked stocky. She was a good deal too fat; 
Mrs. Skinner supposed it was due to the tropical heat that 
prevented her from taking exercise. Her skin was sallow and 
muddy; and her blue eyes, which had been her best feature, 
had gone quite pale. 

“ She ought to do something about her neck," Mrs. Skinner 
reflected. “ She's becoming dreadfully jowly.” 

She had spoken of it once or twice to her husband. He 
remarked that Millicent wasn’t as young as she was; that might 
be, but she needn’t let herself go altogether. Mrs. Skinner 
made up her mind to talk to her daughter seriously, but of 
course she must respect her grief, and ци would wait till the 
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year was up. She was just as glad to have this reason to put off 
а conversation the thought of which made her slightly nervous. 
For Millicent was certainly changed. "There was something 
sullen in her face which made her mother not quite at home 
with her. Mrs. Skinner liked to say aloud all the thoughts that 
passed through her head, but Millicent when you made a 
remark (just to say something, you know) had an awkward 
habit of not answering, so that you wondered whether she had 
heard. Sometimes Mrs. Skinner found it so irritating, that 
not to be quie sharp with Millicent she had to remind herself 
that poor Harold had only been dead eight months. 

Тһе light from the window fell on the widow's heavy face 
as she advanced silently, but Kathleen stood with her back 
toit. She watched her sister for a moment. 

“ Millicent, there's something I want to say to you,” she said. 
“ ፲ was playing golf with Gladys Heywood this morning.” 

“ Did you beat her? ” asked Millicent. 

Gladys Heywood was the Canon’s only unmarried daughter. 

“ She told me something about you which I think you ought 
to know.” 

Millicent’s eyes passed beyond her sister to the little girl 
watering flowers in the garden. 

“Have you told Annie to give Joan her tea in the 
kitchen, mother? ” she said. 

“ Yes, she'll have it when the servants have theirs.” 

Kathleen looked at her sister coolly. 

“The Bishop spent two or three days at Singapore on his 
way home,” sh е went on. “ He's very fond of travelling. 
He's been to Borneo, and he knows a good many of the people 
that you know." 

** He'll be interested to see you, dear?” said Mrs. Skinner. 
“ Did he know poor Harold? ” 

“ Yes, he met him at Kuala Solor. Не remembers him very 
well. He says he was shocked to hear of his death.” 

Millicent sat down and began to put on her black gloves. It 
scemed strange to Mrs. Skinner that she received these remarks 
with complete silence. 

“ Oh, Millicent,” she said, “ Harold's photo has disappeared. 
Have you taken и?” 

“ Yes, I put it away.” 

** I shoul B have thought you'd like to have it out.” 

Once more Millicent said nothing. It really was an exas- 
perating habit. 

Kathleen turned ig htly in order to face her sister. 

“ Millicent, why did you tell us that Harold died of fever? ” 

"The widow made no gesture, she looked at Kathleen with 
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steady eyes, but her sallow skin darkened with a flush. She 
did not reply. 

“ What do you mean, Kathleen? ” asked Mr. Skinner, with 
surp rise. 

“Тһе Bishop says that Harold committed suicide.” 

Mrs. Skinner gave a startled cry, but her husband put out a 
deprecating hand. 

* Is it true, Millicent? ” 

“Tt is.” 

“ But why didn’t you tell us? ” 

Millicent paused br an instant. She fingered idly a рес 
of Brunei brass which stood оп Ше table by her side. That 
too had been a present from Harold. 

“І thought it better for Joan that her father should be 
thought to have died of fever. I didn't want her to know 
anything about it.” 

* You've put us in an awfully awkward position," said 
Kathleen, frowning а little. “ Gladys Heywood said she 
thought it rather nasty of me not to have told her the truth. 
I had the greatest difficulty in getting her to believe that I 
knew absolutely nothing about it. She said her father was 
rather put out. He says, after all the years we've known one 
another, and considering that he married you, and the terms 
we've been on, and all that, he docs think we might have had 
confidence in him. Апа at all events, if we didn't want to tell 
him the truth we needn't have told him a lie." 

“ I must say I sympathise with him there,” said Mr. Skinner, 
acidly: ` 
“ Of course I told Gladys that we weren't to blame. We 
only told them what you told us.” 

“І hope it didn’t put you off your game,” said Millicent. 

“Really, my dear, I think that is a most improper observa- 
tion," exclaimed her father. 

He rose from his chair, walked over to the empty fireplace, and 
from force of habit stood in front of it with parted coat-tails. 

“It was my business," said Millicent, “ and if I chose to 
keep itto myself I didn't see why I shouldn't." 

“It doesn't look as if you had any affection for your mother 
if mi didn't even tell her," said Mrs. Skinner. 

illicent shru; geed her shoulders. 

“ You might have known it was bound to come out,” said 
Kathleen. 

“Why? Ididn't expect that two gossiping old parsons would 
have nothing else to talk about than me." 

“ When the Bishop said he’d been to Borneo it’s only natural 
that the Heywoods should ask him if he knew you and Harold.” 
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“ All that’s neither here nor there,” said Mr. Skinner. “I 
think you should certainly have told us the truth, and we 
could have decided what was the best thing to do. As a 
solicitor I can tell you that in the long run it only makes things 
worse if you attempt to hide them.” 

** Poor Harold!” said Mrs. Skinner, and the tears beg an to 
trickle down her raddled cheeks. “ It seems dreadful. He was 
always a good son-in-law tome. Whatever induced him to do 
such а dreadful thing? ” 

“ The climate.” 

“ I think you'd better give us all the facts, Millicent,” said 
her father. 

“ Ка сеп will tell you.” 

Kathleen hesitated. What she had to say really was rather 
dreadful. It seemed terrible that such things should happen 
to a family like theirs. 

“ The Bishop says he cut his throat.” 

Mrs. Skinner gasped and she went impulsively up to her 
Lereaved daughter. She wanted to fold her in her arms. 

** My poor child," she sobbed. 

But Millicent withdrew herself, 

“ Please don’t fuss me, mother. I really can’t stand being 
mauled about.” 

“ Really, Millicent,” said Mr. Skinner, with a frown. 

He did not think she was behaving very nicely. 

Mrs. Skinner dabbed her eyes carefully with her handkerchief 
and with a sigh and a little shake of the head returned to her 
chair. Kathleen fidgeted with the long chain she wore round 
her neck. 

** [t does seem rather absurd that I should have to be told 
the details of my brother-in-law’s death by a friend. It makes 
us all look such fools. The Bishop wants very much to see 
you, Millicent; he wants to tell you how much he feels for 
you.” She paused, but Millicent did not speak. “ He says 
that Millicent had been away with Joan and when she came 
back she found poor Harold lying dead on his bed.” 

“ It must have been a great shock,” said Mr. Skinner. 

Mrs. Skinner began to cry again, but Kathleen put her hand 
gently on her shoulder. 

“ Don't cry, mother,” she said. “ІРІ make your eyes red 
and people will think it so funny.” 

They were all silent while Mrs. Skinner, drying her eyes, 
made a successful effort to control herself. It seemed very 
strange to her that at this very moment she should be wearing 
in her toque the ospreys that poor Harold had given her. 

“ There's something else I ought to tell you,” said Kathleen. 
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Millicent looked at her sister again, without haste, and her 
eyes were steady, but watchful. She had the look of a person 
who is waiting га а sound which he is afraid of missing. 

“ I don't want to say anything to wound you, dear,” Kath- 
leen went on, “ but there's something else, and I think you 
ought to know it. The Bishop says that Harold drank.” 

“ Oh, my dear, how dreadful! " cried Mrs. Skinner. “ What 
a shocking thing to say! Did Gladys Heywood tell you? 
What did you say? 

“1I said it was entirely untrue.” 

“ This is what comes of making secrets of things," said Mr. 
Skinner, irritably. “Its always the same. If you try and 
hush a thing up, all sorts of rumours get about which are ten 
times worse than the truth.” 

“ They told the Візһо) р іп Singapore that Harold had killed 
himself while he was suffering from delirium tremens. I think 
for all our sakes you ought to deny that, Millicent.” 

“It’s such a dreadful thing to have said about anyone who's 
dead," said Mrs. Skinner. “ And itll be so bad for Joan 
when she grows пр.” 

“ But what is the foundation of this story, Millicent? ” asked 
her father. “ Harold was always very abstemious.”” 

“Неге,” said the widow. 

“ Did he drink? ” 

“ Like a fish.” 

‘The answer was so unexpected, and the tone so sardonic, 
that all three of them were startled. 

“ Millicent, how can you talk like that of your husband when 
he's dead?” cricd her mother, clasping her neatly gloved 
hands. “I can’t understand you. You've been so strange 
since you came back. I could never have believed that a girl 
of mine could take her husband's death like that.” 

“ Never mind about that, mother,” said Mr. Skinner. “ We 
can go into all that later.” 

He walked to the window and looked out at the sunny little 
garden, and then walked back into the room. He took his 
pince-nez out of his pocket and, though he had no intention of 

potting them on, wiped them with his handkerchief. Millicent 

ked at him, and in her eyes, unmistakably, was a look of irony 
which was quite cynical. Mr. Skinner was vexed. He had 
finished his week's work and he was a free man till Monday 
morning. Though he had told his wife that this garden-party 
was a great nuisance and he would much sooner have tea 
quen in his own garden, he had been looking forward to it. 

е did not care very much about Chinese missions, but it 
would be interesting to meet the Bishop. And now this! 
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It was not the kind of thing he cared to be mixed up in; it 
was most unpleasant to be told on a sudden that his son-in-law 
was a drunkard and a suicide. Millicent was thoughtfully 
smoothing her white cuffs. Her coolness irritated him; but 
instead of addressing her he spoke to his younger daughter. 

“Why don't you sit down, Kathleen? Surely there are 
plenty of chairs in the room.” 

Kathleen drew forward a chair and without a word seated 
herself. Mr. Skinner stopped in front of Millicent and faced her. 

“ Of course I see why you told us Harold had died of fever. 
I think it was a mistake, because that sort of thing is bound to 
come out sooner or later. I don’t know how far what the 
Bishop has told the Heywoods coincides with the facts, but if 
you will take my advice you will tell us everything as circum- 
stantially as you can, then we can see. We can’t hope that it 
will go no further now that Canon Heywood and Gladys know. 
In a place like this people are bound to talk. It will make it 
easier for all of us if we at all events know the exact 
truth.” 

Mrs. Skinner and Kathleen thought he put the matter very 
well. They waited for Millicent’s reply. She had listened 
with an impassive face; that sudden flush had disappeared 
and it was once more, as usual, pasty and sallow. 

“I don't think you'll much like the truth if I tell it you,” she 
said, 

“You must know that you can count on our sympathy and 
understanding,” said Kathleen gravely. 

Millicent gave her a glance and the shadow of a smile 
flickered across her set mouth. She looked slowly at the 
three of them. Mrs. Skinner had an uneasy impression that 
she looked at them as though they were mannequins at a dress- 
maker’s. She seemed to live in a different world from theirs 
and to have no connection with them. 

“You know I wasn't in love with Harold when I married 
him," she said reflectively. 

Mrs. Skinner was on the point of making an exclamation 
when a rapid gesture of her husband, barely indicated, but 
after so many years of married life perfectly significant, stopped 
her. Millicent went on. She spoke with a level voice, slowly, 
and there was little change of expression in her tone. 

“I was twenty-seven, and по one else seemed to want to 
marry ше. It’s true he was forty-four, and it seemed rather old, 
but he had a very good position, hadn’t he? 1 wasn’t likely 
to get a better chance.” 

Mrs. Skinner felt inclined to cry again, but she remembered 
the party. 
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“ Of course I see now why you took his photograph away,” 
she said dolefully. 

** Don't, mother," exclaimed Kathleen. 

It had been taken when he was спра ed to Millicent, and 
was a very good photograph of Harold. Mrs. Skinner had 
always thought him quite a fine man. Не was heavily built, 
tall and perhaps a little too fat, but he held himself well, and 
his presence was imposing. He was inclined to be bald, even 
then, but men did go bald very early nowadays, and he said 
that topees—sun-helmets, you know—were very bad for the 
hair. He had a small dark moustache, and his face was deeply 
burned by the sun. Of course his best feature was his eyes; 
they were brown and large, like Joan’s. His conversation was 
interesting. Kathleen said he was pompous, but Mrs. Skinner 
didn't think him so, she didn't mind it if a man laid down the 
law; and when she saw, as she very soon did, that he was 
attracted by Millicent, she began to like him very much. He 
was always very attentive to Mrs. Skinner, and she listened as 
though she were really interested when he spoke of his district, 
and told her of the big game he had killed. Kathleen said he 
had a pretty good o pinion of himself, but Mrs. Skinner came of 
a generation which accepted without question the good 
opinion that men had of themselves. Millicent saw very soon 
which way the wind blew, and hong h she said nothing to her 
mother, her mother knew that if Harold asked her she was 
going to accept him. 

Harold was staying with some people who had been thirty 
years in Borneo, and they spoke well of the country. There 
was no reason why a woman shouldn't live there comfortably; 
of course the children had to come home when they were 
seven; but Mrs. Skinner thought it unnecessary to trouble 
about that yet. She asked Harold to dine, and she told him 
they were always in to tea. He seemed to be at a loose end, 
and when his visit to his old friends was drawing to a close, she 
told him they would be very much pleased if he would come 
and P end a fortnight with them. È was towards the end of 
this that Harold and Millicent became engaged. They had a 
very pretty wedding, they went to Venice for their honeymoon, 
and then they started for the East. Millicent wrote from 
various ports at which the ship touched. She seemed happy. 

“ Ῥοο] оре were very пісе to me at Kuala Solor," she said. 
Kuala Solor was the chief town of the state of Sembulu. “ We 
stayed with the Resident and everyone asked us to dinner. 
Once or twice I heard men ask Harold to have a drink, but he 
refused; he said he had turned over a new leaf now he was a 
married man. I didn’t know why they laughed. Mrs. Gray, 
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the Resident’s wife, told me they were all so glad Harold was 
married. She said it was drea fully lonely for a bachelor on 
one of the outstations. When we left Kuala Solor Mrs. Gray 
said good-bye to mc so funnily that I was quite surprised. It 
was as if she was solemnly putting Harold in my charge." 

They listened to her in silence. Kathleen never took her 
eyes off her sister’s impassive face; but Mr. Skinner stared 
straight in front of him at the Malay arms, krises and parangs, 
which hung on the wall above the sofa on which his wife sat. 

“ It wasn’t till I went back to Kuala Solor a year and a half 
later, that I found out why their manner had seemed so odd.” 
Millicent gave a дисег little sound like the echo of a scornful 
laugh. “I knew then a good deal that I hadn't known before. 
Harold came to England that time in order to marry. He 
didn't much mind who it was. Do you remember how we 
spread ourselves out to catch him, mother? We needn't have 
taken so much trouble.” 

“1 don't know what you mean, Millicent,” said Mrs. 
Skinner, not without acerbity, for the insinuation of scheming 
did not please her. “ I saw he was attracted by you." 

Millicent shrugged her heavy shoulders. 

“Не was а confirmed drunkard. Не used to go to bed 
every night with a bottle of whisky and empty it before morning. 
The Chief. Secretary told him he'd have to resign unless he 
stopped drinking. He said he'd give him one more chance. 
He could take his leave then and go to Eng land. 
He advised him to marry so that when he got back he’d have 
someone to look after him. Harold married me because he 
wanted a keeper. They took bets in Kuala Solor on how long 
I'd make him stay sober.” 

“ But he was in love with you,” Mrs. Skinner interrupted. 
“ You don’t know how he used to speak to me about you, and 
ut the time you're speaking of, when you went to Kuala Solor 
to have Joan, he wrote me such a charming letter about you.” 

Millicent looked at her mother again and a deep colour 
dyed her sallow skin. Her hands, lying on her lap, began to 
tremble a little. She thought of those first months of her 
12arried Ше. The Government launch took them to the mouth 
of the river, and they spent the night at the bung alow which 
Harold said jokingly was their seaside residence. Next day they 
went up-steam in a prahu. From the novels she had read she 
expected the rivers of Borneo to be dark and strangely sinister, 
but the sky was blue, dappled with little white clouds, an 
the. green of the mangroya and the nipahs, washed by the 
flowing water, glistened in the sun. Оп each side stretched the 
pathless jungle, and in the distance, silhouetted against the sky, 
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was the rugged outline of a mountain. The air in the early 
morning was fresh and buoyant. She seemed to enter upon 
a friendly, fertile land, and she had a sense of spacious freedom. 
‘They watched the banks for monkeys sitting on the branches of 
the tangled trees, and once Harold pointed out something that 
looked jo a log and said it was a crocodile. The Assistant 
Resident, in ducks and a topee, was at the landing -stage to 
meet them, and a dozen trim little soldiers were lined up to do 
them honour. The Assistant Resident was introduced to her. 
His name was Simpson. 

** By Jove, sir," he said to Harold, “ I'm glad to see you back. 
It’s been deuced lonely without you.” 

Тһе Resident’s bungalow, surrounded by a garden in which 
grew wildly all manner of gay flowers, stood on the top of a 
low hill. L was a trifle shabby and the furniture was sparse, 

but the rooms were cool and of generous size. 

“ The kampong is down there,” said Harold, pointing. 

Her eyes followed his gesture, and from among the coconut 
trees rose the beating of a gong. It gave her a queer little 
sensation in the heart. 

Though she had nothing much to do the days passed easily 
enough. At dawn a boy brought them their tea and they 
lounged about the verandah, enjoying the fragrance of the 
morning (Harold in a singlet and a sarong, she in a dressing- 
gown) till it was time to dress for breakfast. Then Harold 
went to his office and she spent an hour or two learning Malay. 
After tiffin he went back to his office while she slept. А cup of 
tea revived them both, and they went for a walk or played 
golf on the ninc-hole links which Harold had made on a level 
piece of cleared jungle below the bungalow. Night fell at six 
and Mr. Simpson came along to have a drink. They chatted 
till their late dinner hour, and sometimes Harold and Mr. 
Simpson played chess. The balmy evenings were enchanting. 
The fireflies turned the bushes just below the verandah into 
coldly sj parking tremulous beacons, and flowering trees 
scented the air with sweet odours. After dinner they read the 
papers which had left London six weeks before and presently 
went to bed. Millicent enjoyed being a married woman, wit 
a house of her own, and she was pleased with the native servants, 
in their gay sarongs, who went about the bungalow; with bare 
feet, silent but በጠል] . It gave her a pleasant sense of 
importance to be the wife of the Resident. Harold impressed 
her by the fluency with which he spoke the language, by his air 
of command, and by his dignity. She went into the court- 
house now and then to hear him try cases. The multifarious- 
ness of his duties and the competent way in which he performed 
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them aroused her respect. Mr. Simpson told her that Harold 
understood the natives as well as any man in the country. Hc 
had the combination of firmness, tact and good humour, which 
was essential in dealing with that timid, revengeful and 
suspicious race. Millicent began to feel a certain admiration 
for her husband. 

They had been married nearly a year when two English 
naturalists came to stay with them for a few days on their 
way to the interior. They brought a pressing recommendation 
from the Governor, and Harold said he wanted to do them 
proud. Their arrival was an agreeable change. Millicent 
asked Mr. Simpson to dinner (he lived at the Fort and only 
dined with them on Sunday nights) and after dinner the men 
sat down to play bridge. Millicent left them presently and 
went to bed, but they were so noisy that for some time she 
could not get to sleep. She did not know at what hour she 
was awakened by Harold staggering into the room. She kept 
silent. He made up his mind to have a bath before getting into 
bed; the bath-house was just below their room, and he went 
down the steps that led to и. Apparently he slipped, for there 
was a great clatter, and he began to swear. Then he was 
violently sick. She heard him sluice the buckets of water over 
himself and in a little while, walking very cautiously this time, 
he crawled up the stairs and slipped into bed. Millicent 

retended to be asleep. She was disgusted. Harold was 
ш: She made up her mind to speak about it to him 
in the morning. What would the naturalists think of him? 
But in the morning Harold was so dignified that she hadn't 

uite the determination to refer to the matter. At eight 

arold and she, with their two guests, sat down to breakfast. 
Harold looked round the table. 

“ Porridge,” he said. “ Millicent, your guests might 
manage a little Worcester Sauce for break: fist but I don’t think 
they'll much fancy anything else. Personally I shall content 
m sell wick a whisky and soda.” 

‘he naturalists laughed, but shamefacedly. 

** Your husband's a terror,” said one of them. 

“Т should not think I had properly performed the duties of 
hospitality if I sent you sober to bed on the first night of your 
visit,” said Harold, with his round, stately way of putting 


things ፻ 
illicent, smiling acidly, was relieved to think that her guests 
had been as drunk as her husband. The next evening she sat 
up with them and the pa arty broke up at а reasonable hour. But 
с was glad when strangers went on with their јоштеу 2 
"Their Ше resumed Из placid course. Some months later Harold 
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went on a tour of inspection of his district and came back with a 
bad attack of malaria. This was the first time she had seen 
the disease of which she had heard so much, and when he 
recovered it did not seem strange to her that Harold was very 
shaky. She found his manner peculiar. He would come bac! 
from the office and stare at her with glazed eyes; he would 
stand on the verandah, swaying slightly, but still dignified, and 
make long harangues about the political situation in England; 
losing the thread of his discourse, he would look at her with 
an archness which his natural stateliness made somewhat 
disconcerting and say: 

“ Pulls you down dreadfully, this confounded malaria. Ah, 
little woman, you little know the strain it puts upon a man to 
be an empire-builder.”” 

She thought that Mr. Simpson be; ап to look worried, and 
once or twice when they wcre alone, he seemed on the point of 
saying something to her which his shyness at the last moment 
prevented. The feeling grew so strong that it made her nervous, 
and one evening when Harold, she knew not why, had remained 
later than usual at the office she tackled him. 

** What have you got to say to me, Mr. Simpson? ” she broke 
out suddenly. 

He blushed and hesitated. 

“Nothing. What makes you think I have anything in 
particular to say to you? ” 

„ Mr. Simpson was a thin, weedy youth of four-and-twenty, 
with a fine head of waving hair which he took great pains to 
plaster down very flat. His wrists were swollen and 
scarred with mosquito bites. Millicent looked at him 
steadily. 

“If it’s something to do with Harold don't you think it 
would be kinder to tell me frankly? ” 

He grew scarlet now. He shuffled uneasily on his rattan 
Chair. She insisted. 

“I'm afraid you'll think it awful cheek,” he said at last. 
“105 rotten of me to say anything about my chief behind his 
back. Malaria's a rotten thing, and after one's had a bout of 
it one feels awfully down and out." 

He hesitated again. The corners of his mouth sagged as if 
he were going to cry. To Millicent he seemed like a little 


2 ГП be as silent as the grave,” she said with a smile, trying 
to conceal her apprehension. “ Do tell me.” 

“I think it's a pity your husband keeps a bottle of whisky at 
the m He's apt to take a nip more often than he otherwise 
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Mr. Simpson’s voice was hoarse with agitation. Millicent 
felt a sudden coldness shiver through her. She controlled her- 
self, for she knew that she must not frighten the boy if she were 
to get out of him all there was to tell. He was unwilling to 
P сак. She pressed him, wheedling, appealing to his sense of 

шу, and at last she began to cry. Then he told her that 
Harold had been drunk more or less for the last fortnight, the 
natives were talking about it, and they said that soon he would 
be as bad as he had been before his marriage. He had been in 
the habit of drinking a good deal too much then, but details 
of that time, notwithstanding all her attempts, Mr. Simpson 
resolutely declined to give her. 

“ Do you think he’s drinking now? ” she asked. 

** I don't know.” 

Millicent felt hersclf on a sudden hot with shame and anger. 
The Fort, as it was called because the rifles and the ammunition 
were kept there, was also the court-house. It stood opposite 
the Resident’s bungalow in a garden of its own, The sun was 
just about to set and she did not need a hat. She got up and 
walked across. She found Harold sitting in the office behind 
the large hall in which he administered justice. There was а 
bottle of whisky in front of him. He was smoking cigarettes 
and talking to three or four Many s who stood in front of him 
listening with obsequious and at the same time scornful smiles. 

«His face was red. 

The natives vanished. 2% 

“I came to see what you were doing,” she said. 

He rose, for he always treated her with elaborate politeness, 
andlurched. Feeling himself unsteady he assumed an elaborate 
stateliness of demeanour. 

“ Таке a seat, my dear, take a seat. I was detained by press 
of work." 

She looked at him with angry eyes. 

“ You're drunk,” she said. 

He stared at her, his eyes bulging a little, and a haughty 
look gradually traversed his large and fleshy face. 

“ I haven't the remotest idea what you mean,” he said. 

She had been ready with a flow of wrathful expostulation, 
but suddenly she burst into tears. She sank into a chair and 
hid her face. Harold looked at her for an instant, then the 
tears Бер: an to trickle down his own cheeks; he came towards 
her with outstretched arms and fell heavily on his knees. 
Sobbing, he clasped her to him. Ἴ 1 

“ Forgive me, forgive me," he said. (prone you it shall 
not happen again. It was that damned malaria.” 

“ It's so humiliating,” she moaned. 
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He wept like a child. There was something very touching 
in Ше self-abasement of that big dignified man. Presently 
Millicent looked up. Ніз eyes, appealing and contrite, sought 
hers. 

“Will you give me your word of honour that you'll never 
touch liquor again? ” 

“Yes, yes. I hate it.” 

It was then she told him that she was with child. He was 
overjoy L 

“ That is the one thing I wanted. That'll keep me straight.” 

They went back to the bungalow. Harold bathed himself 
and had a nap. After dinner they talked long and quietly d 
He admitted that beforc he married her he had occasionally 
drunk more than was good for him; in outstations it was easy 
to fall into bad habits. He agreed to everything that Millicent 
asked. And during the months before it was necessary for her 
to go to Kuala Solor for her confinement, Harold was an excel- 
lent husband, tender, thoughtful, proud and affectionate; he 
was irreproachable. A launch came to fetch her, she was to 
leave him for six weeks, and he promised faithfully to drink 
nothing during her absence. He put his hands on her shoulders. 

“I never break a promise," he said in his dignified way. 
* But even without it, can you imagine that while you are going 
through so much, Í should do anything to increase your 
troubles? ” 

oan was born. Millicent stayed at the Resident's and 

M ης Gray, his wife, a kindly creature of middle age, was very 
ood to her. The two women had little to do during the long 
jours they were alone but to talk, and in course of time Milli- 
cent learnt суета thing there was to know of her husband's 
alcoholic past. Тһе fact which she found most difficult to 
reconcile herself to, was that Harold had been told that the 
only condition upon which he would be allowed to keep his 
post was that he should bring back a wife. It caused in her a 
dull feeling of resentment. And when she discovered what a 
Ves гипкаг4 he had been, she felt vaguely uneasy. She 

d a horrid fear that during her absence he would not have 
been able to resist the craving. She went home with her baby 
and a nurse. She spent a night at the mouth of the river and 
sent a messenger in a canoe to announce her arrival. She 
scanned the landing -stage anxiously as the launch approached 
it. Harold and на Simpson were stan: ding there The trim 

little soldiers were lined up. Her heart sank, for Harold was 
swaying slightly, like a man who seeks to keep his balance on a 
rolling ship, and she knew he was drunk. 

It wasn't a very pleasant home-coming. She had almost 
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forgotten her mother and father and her sister who sat there 
silently listening to her. Now she roused herself and became 
once more aware of their presence. All that she spoke ofseemed 
very far away. 

“° I knew that I hated him then,” she said. “I could have 
killed him.” 

“ Oh, Millicent, don’t say that,” cried her mother. “ Don’t 
forget that he’s dead, poor man.” 

Millicent looked at her mother, and for a moment a scowl 
darkened her impassive face. Mr. Skinner moved uneasily. 

“Go on,” said Kathleen. 

“ When he found out that I knew all about him he didn't 
bother very much more. In three months he had another 
attack of d.t.’s.” 

** Why didn’t you leave him? ” said Kathleen. 

“What would have been the good of that? He would 
have been dismissed from the service in a fortnight. Who was 
to kecp me and Joan? I had to v . And when he was 
sober Thad nothing to complain of. He wasn’t in the least in 
love with me, but he was Bnd of me; I hadn't married him 
because І was in love with him, but because І wanted to be 
married. I did everything I could to keep liquor from him; 
I managed to get Mr. Gray to prevent whisky being sent from 
Kuala Solor, but he got it from the Chinese. I watched him as 

ха cat watches a mouse. He was too cunning for me. In a 
little while he had another outbreak. Не negl fected his duties, 
I was afraid complaints would be made. We were two days 
from Kuala Solor and that was our safeguard but I suppose 
something was said, for Mr. Gray wrote a private letter of 
warning to me. I showed it to Harold. He stormed and 
blustered, but I saw he was frightened, and for two or three 
months he was quite sober. Then he began again. And so it 
went on till our leave became due. 

“ Before we came to stay here I begged and prayed him to 
be careful. I didn't want any of you to know what sort of a 
man I had married. All the time he was in England he was all 
right and before we sailed I warned him. He'd grown to be 
уау fond of Joan, and у roud of her, and she was devoted 
to him. She always liked fim better than she liked me. I 
asked him if he wanted to have his child grow up, knowing that 
he was a drunkard, and I found out that at last I’d got a hold 
on him. The thought terrified him. I told him that J 
wouldn’t allow it, and if he ever let Joan see him drunk I’d 
take her away from him at once. Do you know, he eg quite 

gs when I said it. I fellon my knees that night and thanked 
|, because I'd found a way of saving my husband. 
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“Не told me that if I would stand by him he would have 
another try. We made up our minds to fight the thing to- 
gether. And he tried so hard. When he felt as though he 
must drink he came to те. You know he was inclined to be 
rather pompous; with me he was so humble, he was like a 
child; he depended on me. Perhaps he didn’t love me when 
he married me, but he loved me then, me and Joan. I'd 
hated him, because of the humiliation, because when he was 
drunk and tried to be dignified and impressive he was loath- 
some; but now I got a strange feeling in my heart. It wasn't 
love, but it was a queer, shy tenderness. He was somethin; 
more than my husband, he was like a child that Га carrie 
under my heart for long and weary months. Не was so proud 
of me and, you know, I was proud too. His long specches 
didn’t irritate me any more, and I only thought his stately 
ways rather funny and charming. At last we won. For two 

yen he never touched a drop. He lost his craving entirely. 
le was even able to joke about it. 

“ Мг. Simpson had left us then and we had another young 
man called Prancis. 

**Im a reformed drunkard, you know, Francis,’ Harold 
said to him once. “Пи hadn't been for my wife I'd have been 
sacked long ago. I've got the best wife in the world, Francis.’ 

“ You don’t know what it meant to me to hear him say that. 
I felt that all ГА gone through was worth while. I was so 
happy." 

S was silent. She thought of the broad, yellow and 
turbid river оп whose banks she had lived so long. The 
cgrets, white and gleaming in the tremulous sunset, flew down 
the stream in a flock, flew low and swift, and scattered. They 
were like a ripple of snowy notes, sweet and pure and spring- 
like, which an unseen hand drew forth, a divine arpeggio, 
from an unseen harp. They fluttered along between the green 
banks, wrapped in the shadows of evening, like the happy 
thoughts of a contented mind. ५ 

“Then Joan fell ill. For three weeks we were very anxious. 
"There was no doctor nearer than Kuala Solor and we had to 
put up with the treatment of a native dispenser. When she 
grew well again I took her down to the mouth of the river in 
order to give her a breath of sea air. We stayed there a week. 
It was the first time I had been separated from Harold since I 
went away to have Joan. There was a fishing village, on 
piles, not far from us, but really we were quite alone. I 
thought a great deal about Harold, so tenderly, and all at once 
I knew that I loved him. I was so glad when the prahu 
came to fetch us back, because I wanted to tell him. I thought 

р (мов) 
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it would mean a good deal to him. І can’t tell you how happy 
I was. As we rowed up-stream the head-man told me that 
Mr. Francis had had to go up county to arrest a woman who 
had murdered her husband. He had been gone a couple 
of days. 

“I was surprised that Harold was not on the landing-stage 
to meet me; he was always very punctilious about that 
sort of thing; he used to say that husband and wife should 
treat one another as politely as they treated acquaintances; 
and I could not ima, gine what business had prevented him. 
I walked up the little hill on which the bungalow stood. 
The ayah brought Joan behind me. The bungalow was 
strangely silent. There seemed to be no servants about, and 
I could not make it out; I wondered if Harold hadn’t expected 
me so soon and was out. I went up the steps. Joan was 
thirsty and the ayah took her to the servants’ quarters to give 
her something to drink. Harold was not in the sitting-room. 
I called him, but there was no answer. I was disappointed, 
because I should have liked him to be there. I went into our 
bedroom. Harold wasn’t out after all; he was lying on the 
bed asleep. I was really very much amused, because he 
always pretended he never slept in the afternoon. He said 
it was an unnecessary habit that we white people got into. 
I went up to the bed softly. I thought I would have a joke 
with him. I opened the mosquito curtains. He was lying 
on his back, with nothing on but a sarong, and there was an 
empty whisky bottle by his side. He was drunk. 

“Tt had begun again. All my struggles for so many years 
were wasted. My dream was shattered. It was all hopeless. 
I was seized with rage.” 

Millicent’s face grew once again darkly red and she clenched 
the arms of the chair she sat in. 

“ I took him by the shoulders and shook him with all my 
might. ‘You beast,’ I cried, ‘ you beast.’ I was so angry I 
don't know what I did, I don't know what I said. I kept on 
shaking him. You don't know how loathsome he looked, that 
large fat man, half naked; he hadn't shaved for days, and his 
face was bloated and purple. He was breathing heavily. 
I shouted at him, but he took no notice. I tried to drag him 
out of bed, but he was too heavy. He lay there like a log. 
* Open your 3 es,’ Iscreamed. I shook him again. I hated him. 
I hated him all the more because for a week фа loved him with 
all my heart. He'd let me down. He'd let me down. I 
wanted to tell him what a filthy beast he was. I could make 
no im pression са Ыш. * You shall open your eyes,’ I cried. 
Iwas to make him look at me." 
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The widow licked her dry lips. Her breath seemed hurried. 
She was silent. 

“ If he was in that state I should have thought it best to have 
let him go on sleeping,” said Kathleen. 

“ There was a parang on the wall by the side of the bed. 
You know how fond Harold was of curios.” 

“ What's a parang? ” said Mrs. Skinner. 

“ Don’t be silly, mother,” her husband replied irritably. 
** There's one on the wall immediately behind you.” 

He pointed to the Malay sword on which for some reason 
his eyes had been unconsciously resting. Mrs. Skinner drew 
quickly into the corner of the sofa, with a little frightened 
gesture, as though she had been told that a snake lay curled 
up beside her. 

“ Suddenly the blood spurted out from Harold’s throat. 
There was a great red gash right across it." 

“ Millicent,” cried Kathleen, springing up and almost 
leaping towards her, “ what in God's name do you mean? ” 

Mrs. Skinner stood staring at her with wide startled eyes, 
her mouth open. 

* The parang wasn’t on the wall any more. It was on the 
bed. Then Harold opened his eyes. They were just like 

joan’s.” 
፲፪ I don't understand," said Mr. Skinner. “ How could he 
have committed suicide if he was in the state you describe? ” 

Kathleen took her sister's arm and shook her angrily. 

“ Millicent, for God's sake explain.” 

Millicent released herself. 

“Тһе parang was on the wall, I told you. I don't know 
what happened. There was all the blood, and Harold opened 
his eyes. He died almost at once. He never spoke, but he 
gave a sort of e 

At last Mr. Skinner found his voice. 

** But, you wretched woman, it was murder.” 

Millicent, her face mottled with red, gave him such a look of 
scornful hatred that he shrank back. Mrs. Skinner cried out: 

“ Millicent, you didn't do it, did you? ” 

Then Millicent did something that made them all feel as 
though h their blood were turned to ісе in their veins. She 
chuckled. 

“I don't know who else did," she said. 

“Му God," muttered Mr. Skinner. 

Kathleen had been standing bolt upright, with her hands 
to her heart, as though its beating were intolerable. 

“ And what happened then? ” she said. 

“I screamed. 1 went to the window and flung it open. 
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I called for the ayah. She came across the compound with 
Joan. ‘ Not J oan, І cried. ‘Don’t let her come.’ She called 
the cook and told him to take the child. I cried to her to 
hurry. And when she came I showed her Harold. ‘The 
Tuan's killed himself!’ I cried. She gave a scream and ran 
out of the house. 

** No one would come near. They were all frightened out 
of their wits. I wrote a letter to Mr. Francis, telling him what 
had happened and asking him to come at once.” 

** How do you mean you told him what had happened? ” 

“ I said, on my return from the mouth of the river, I'd found 
Harold with his throat cut. You know, in the tropics you have 
to bury people quickly. I got a Chinese coffin, and the soldiers 

ug a Eg. behind the Fort. When Mr. Francis came, 
Harold had been buried for nearly two дауз He was only а 
boy. Icould do anything I wanted with him. І told him Га 
found the arene in Harold’s hand and there was no doubt 
he'd killed Ris f in an attack of delirium tremens. I showed 
him the empty bottle. The servants said he'd been drinking 
hard ever since I left to go to the sea. I told the same story 
at Kuala Solor. Everyone was very kind to me, and the 
Government granted me a pension.” 

For a little while nobody spoke. At last, Mr. Skinner 
gathered himself together. 

“Таш a member of the legal profession. I’m a solicitor. 
I have certain duties. We've always had a most respectable 
practice. You've put me іп a monstrous position.” 

He fumbled, searching for the phrases that played at hide and 
seek in his scattered wits. Millicent looked at him with scorn. 

“ What are you going to do about it? ” 

“Tt was murder, that’s what it was; do you think I can 
possibly connive at it? ” 

“Don’t talk nonsense, father,” said Kathleen sharply. 
“You can't give up your own daughter.” 

“ You've put me іп a monstrous position,” he repeated. 

Millicent shrugged her shoulders again. 

“You made me tell you. And I’ve borne it long enough by 
myself. It was time that all of you bore it too.” 

At the moment the door was opened by the maid. 

“ Davis has brought the car round, sir,” she said. 

Kathleen had the presence of mind to say something, and 
the maid withdrew. 

“ We'd better be starting,” said Millicent. 

“I can't go to the party now,” cried Mrs. Skinner, with 
horror. “I'm far too upset. How can we face the Heywoods? 
And the Bishop will want to be introduced to you.” 
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Millicent made a gesture of indifference. Her eyes held their 
ironical expression. 

“ We must go, mother,” said Kathleen. “It would look 
so funny if we stayed away." She turned on Millicent furiously. 
“Оһ, Í think the whole thing is such frightfully bad form.” 

Mrs. Skinner looked helplessly at her husband. He went to 
her and gave her his hand to help her up from the sofa. 

“ [m afraid we must go, mother,” he said. 

** And me with the ospreys in my toque that Harold gave me 
with his own hands," she moaned. 

He led her out of the room, Kathleen followed close on their 
heels, and a step or two behind came Millicent. 

“You'll get used to it, you know,” she said quietly. “ At 
first I thought of it all the time, but now I forget it for two or 
three days together. It’s not as if there was any dan; 5 

They did not answer. They walked through the hall and 
out of the front door. The thrce ladies got into the back of 
the car and Mr. Skinner seated himself beside the driver. They 
had no self-starter; it was an old car, and Davis went to the 
bonnet to crank it up. Mr. Skinner turned round and looked 
pctulantly at Millicent. 

“I ought never to have been told,” he said.. “I think it 
was most selfish of you.” 

Davis took his seat and they drove off to the Canon’s 
garden-party. 


ROBERT BONTINE CUNNINGHAME 
GRAHAM 

pleo came of an old Scottish family, and was 

orn in eed: but he was brought up by a Spanish 

grandmother, and lived an adventurous life іп тапу 

different parts of the world. Ни varied and interesting life 

coloured all his work, and this story is typical of his style. 


AT SANCHIDRIAN 


г was full harvest-time throughout Castile. Тһе corn, 
short in the stalk and light, as is all corn that ripens 
early, stood ready to be reaped. Іп places it had been 
already cut, and lay in sheaves upon the ground. In others 
it was cut and carried, and again, between some patches, 
carts loaded high were creaking through the fields, if the word 
field can be applied to ground that has no hedges or divisions 
ible to any other eyes than those accustomed from their 
birth to the brown plains. Across the dusty, calcined steppe 
the Sud-Express had crawled since dayb break, stopping at 
every wayside station, Дон апа сг ing like a bullock 
wagon. The passengers had long ceased to look out, and sat 
perspiring in their darkened berths, for the Castilian ps 
in summer is not for eycs accustomed to see beauty only in 
places where even naturc puts on a sort of easy, meretricious 
dress, and decked in pine woods, set with hills and waterfalls, 
seems to invite the applause of travelling photoj graphic 
Castile only reveals ise. to those who know it under every 
aspect, wind-swept and drear in winter, sun-baked in summer, 
and at all times adust and stern, a mere wide steppe bounded 
by distant clearly cut hills, from which nothing 1s to be ex- 
pected but strange effects of light. 

On every side, right up to where it joined the distant hills, 
stretched the brown plain. The sun had scorched the very 
trunks of the trees till they appeared to suffer and to be about 
to burst, just as they crack and suffer in a frost. The only 
flowers left alive were a few yellow thistles and some clumps of 
artemisia, which reared their heads, as it were, in defiance 
of the sun. Long lines of men mounted on donkeys crossed 
between the fields of stubble and of corn. The Castilian 
summer had turned them black as Arabs, and their sad, high- 

itched songs, as they kept on their way indomitably in the 
Bery heat, seemed to com; nplete the likeness to the men from 
whom they had inherited all that they knew of agriculture. 

Over the steppe, the, narrow line of railway formed the 
connecting link with the outside world, the world of newspapers, 
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of motor-cars, of aviation, and of telephones. Срив 
bright іп the sun, like a steel ribbon, ran Ше line. It pass 
by little tile-roofed towns, each clustering round its church, 
brown and remote—towns where a sandy, unpaved street ran 
out until it lost itself in the great plain; towns only joined 
to one another by a narrow track meandering throu gh the 
corn fields, or the sparse round-topped pine woods, tracks that 
avoided all the obstacles, passing round, stony hills and follow- 
ing watercourses till they came on a shallow place to cross. 
Often the towns were only visible like ships hull down, the 
church towers seemingly hung in the air without foundations, 
they were so far off from the line. The train jogged on, 
passing by Ataquines, Palacios de Goda, Arévalo, Adanero 
and oth er little stations, where no one possibly could have got 
in or out since first the line was laid. It entered them and 
stopped under some dust-laden acacias or China-trees. A 
man emerged and called the station’s name, adding “a 
minute” or “ two minutes" as the case might be, although 
the train was just as likely to stop ten minutes or a quarter 
of an hour, whilst the electric bell twittered so (31801 par at 
times one was not sure if it was really an electric bell that 
sounded or only crickets in the sand chirping metallically. 
Sometimes a horse stood blinking in the sun tied to a post, 
a gun upon the heavy old-world saddle and a brown blanket 
hanging from the pommel, almost to the ground; sometimes. 
some charcoal-burners’ mules stood waiting to be unloaded, 
and generally some ragged-looking fowls, half buried in the 
sand, were squatted at the lee-side of the round, mud-topped 
oven, striving to dodge the heat. Occasionally a half-dressed 
woman peeped from a window, her blue-black hair wild as a 
pony's mane, holding the blind between her teeth as she looked. 
out upon the train. Such were the stations, mere islands in a 
sea ol brown; each one the faithful copy of the other, and every 
one of them cheaply constructed and sun-bleached till they had 
all become as much a part and parcel of the landscape as the 
mud houses with their red-tiled eaves. 

So from one little, ill-built point of contact with the world, 
to the next, as ill-built as the last, the train crept on, the heat 
increasing and the subtile air becoming more diaphanous, so 
that the distant mountains almost appeared to be transparent, 
and the dead haulms of fennel and of mullein to stand out so 
clearly that they looked like trees. 

Herds of black cattle stood by dried-up water-holes, occasion- 
ally a bullock licked the earth where it appeared almost like 
china, polished and glazed as it had dried and baked, and then 
stamping and bellowing, slowly walked back into the herd. 
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Brown shepherds stood immovable as posts, their shadows 
forming a refuge for their dogs, their бав all huddled in 
a ring, with their heads crouched low upon the ground, to 
escape their enemy, the sun. Nature stood silent in the violet 
haze, and as the train rattled across the ill-closed catch-points 
outside another little station, a porter called out in a long- 
drawn melody , “ Sanchidrian, five minutes," and the express 
came alongside the platform, the engine throbbing as if it were 
something living and glad to be at rest. A goods train stand- 
ing just outside the station bore the inscription, written with 
a piece of chalk, “ No water in Velayos," and the whole plain 
looked parched and suffering as if the rain of fire that fell from 
heaven upon it had burned into its heart. No passengers 
stood waiting, even the little groups of country people that 
generally throng Spanish stations, making the platform a 
public promenade, were missing, for Sanchidrian itself was 
distant Fom the line. 

The weary stationmaster in his gold-laced cap and uniform 
frock-coat was, with the porter who had called the station’s 
name, the only living thing except two nearly naked children, 
sitting by the draw-well, and a lean yellow dog. The five 
minutes that the train ought to have remained might just 
as well have been abridg ed to one, or, on the other hand, 
drawn out to twenty, and no one would have cared, had not, 
emerging from a cloud of dust, a rider come up to the hitching- 
post dismounted hurriedly, and holding in his hand his saddle- 

арз, walked quickly to the open door, at which the cooks 
and waiters of the dining-car stood trying to catch a little air. 
“ Friends,” he said, taking off his hat and passing his brown 
hand across his forehead, “ have m. any ice?" The 
stared at him as he stood in his short black jacket edged with 
imitation astrakhan, his tight, grey trousers Stapp ed inside the 
leg with the same cloth from which they had been made, 
his black serge sash showing beneath his waistcoat with its 
silver buckles, and his red-worsted saddle-bags, tasselled and 
fringed, thrown over his right shoulder and hanging down his 

ck. 


“Ice, why of course we have it," said Ше waiter. “ Who 
in this heat could live without it shut in the hot train?" 
answered the conductor, interested and glad to have the 
Opportunity of a chance word with anyone outside his little 
world. 

The horseman, who looked anxiously at the somnolent 
train out of the corner of his eye as if it were a colt that might 
spring forward at any minute and leave him in the lurch, 
began again: “ You could not live without ісе here in this 
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train, you say, eh? Му father cannot die without it. For 
days the fever has consumed him, and in the night, listening 
to every hour the watchman calls, he says * Miguel, that is 
my name—Miguel Martinez, at your service— I could dic 
easier if I had some ice . . . a little ice to put upon my fore- 
head and between my lips.’ Ice in Sanchidrian! As well 
go out to gather artichokes at sea. To-day he seemed just 
going, and the priest said to me, ‘ Miguel, saddle the Jerezano 
and go down and meet the train; there they have ice, for cer- 
tainly those who travel by it must drink cool.’ So I have 
come; say, can you spare me a lump of ice, for what I spoke 
about?” 

The electric bell stopped twittering, and the porter called 
“ Passengers aboard,” 56 still Ше train stood at Ше platform, 
although the en; ine driver had clambered slowly to his post. 
He whistled, and the couplings tightened with a Jerk, just as a 
waiter holding a lump of ice about as big as a large loaf came 
to the door, wrapping it, as he walked, in straw. Не gave 
it to the horseman, who stood waiting in the sun. “ А thousand 
thanks,” he said. “А son thanks you in his father’s name. 
What is the value of this piece of ice? " The man who gave 
it, and the little knot of cooks and waiters standing at the 
open door of the long dining-car as the train began to move, 
looked at each other, and onc said, “ Friend, we do not sell 
our ice, it is not ours to sell. Moreover, may it relieve your 
father.” Miguel, now walking swiftly by the moving train, 
said, “ Once again, a thousand thanks; take, then, this packet 
of cigars,” and handed to the last man he could reach one of 
those bundles of ill-rolled salitrose-looking parcels of cigars 
sold in the estancos of small Spanish towns. 

The train swung on and rumbled past him, leaving him 
standing for a moment in the heat, waving his hand to the white- 
clad cooks and waiters grouped on the platform of the dining- 
car. Miguel stood waiting till it had cleared the station, 
and then, walking outside to where his horse stood waiting, 
unhitched him and threw the saddle-bags across the saddle, 
then gathering his reins in his left hand he mounted in one 
motion, and settling himself, drew out an olive switch which 
he had left sticking ‘between the pommel and his horse’s back; 
then having felt the lump of ice with his right hand, touched 
his horse with the spur and set his face towards his home. 
Putting the butt-end of his cigarette behind his ear, Miguel 
struck out into the road. The thick, white dust lay on the 
narrow track like snow, dulling the horse’s footfalls and giving 
him the look of shuffling in his gait, Кош Һ Miguel, hol 
his reins high and a little to the near side of Мета Води Е 
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and with his spurs dangling behind the cinch, kept him up 
to the full stretch of the Castilian pace. 

His olive face, under his broad-brimmed, grey, felt hat with 
its straight brim, looked anxiously ahead, and when his little, 
nervous horse had got well warmed and the dried sweat 
melted again upon the skin, Miguel, pressing him with his legs, 
put him to a slow gallop, now and again putting his hand behind 
the saddle to feel how the precious lump of ice was standing 
the fierce sun. 

A constant dripping through the worsted saddle-bags 
warned him to hurry, so he pressed on, passing long lines of 
mules laden with charcoal or with great nets of straw, and 
men on donkeys, who looked at him with wonder as he flew 
past them at three-quarter speed upon the road. Some of 
them merely said “ Adios,” and ot! hers shouted inquiries as 
to his haste, but he in every case answered with a wave of 
his hand and pressed his spurs into the cinch. He passed 
through groves of olive trees, silvery, gnarled and sccular, 
under whose scanty shade men sat, eating their mid-day meal, 
their broad-brimmed hats lying beside them on the ground, 
their close-shaved heads wrapped in old-fashioned, blue- 
checked handkerchiefs, tied in a knot behind. 

As he passed in a cloud of dust, pointing to their olives and 
their bread and to their leathern skins of wines, they made the 
gesture of inviting him to eat, and he returned their courtesy 

уа movement of his hand, taking a pull upon his horse as the 
track grew steeper and stonier, as it ran through an aromatic 
waste of cistus and wild thyme. His heavy Arab stirrups 
brushed through the sticky cistus which grew on each side of 
the narrow, sandy path till they became all coated with their 
gum and everything stuck to them as if they had been smeared 
with birdlime. 

Butterflies hovered over the great white flowers, and 
lizards ran up tree-trunks, pausing and looking round just 
before they disappeared from view. From the recesses of the 
waste came an incessant hum of insects, and now and then a 
flight of locusts shot across the path, and plunged into the bushes, 
just as a school of flying fish sinks into a wave. 

The hot half-hour between the bushes, struggling through 
the sand, had told its tale upon Шер allant liti iie horse, whose 
heaving flanks, distended nostrils protruding eyes showed 
that he had almost had enough. When they emerged pun i 
into the plain and saw the little brown-roof ока town, only а 
short lea, gue away, Miguel dismounted for a moment, and ” 
after slackening his cinch anxiously secured his saddle-bags, 
from which large drops of moisture fell upon the ground. 
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Tightening his 8፡0) again, he mounted, and the Jerezana, who 
had stood head to wind, responding to the spur, struck into 
a short gallop, his rider holding him together and pressing 
him with both legs into his bit. 

They passed a threshing-floor, on which a troop of mares 
was being driven round to thresh the corn, followed by a man 
seated upon a hurdle laid on a heavy stone. The floor itself 
was white and shiny, and seemed as hard as marble, trodden 
by the horses’ feet. Near it some sun-burned men threw 

grain into the air with wooden spades to winnow it, and as 

iguel passed by upon the road they called out to him, 
giving him the time of day and asking how his father was; 
but to them all he only waved his hand and pressed his spurs 
into his horse's sides, which now were red with blood. 

Outside the town the track passed through the bed of a dry 
stream, and came out on the other bank on a paved causeway 
set with pebble-stones that led into the town. A heavy 
stumble on the stones showed him his horse was failing, and 
he pulled him back into a trot. Passing the straggling cottages, 
each with its corral for goats, he came into the little street, 
and as he rode by the church door he touched his hat and crossed 
himself as his horse slithered on the stones. Turning out of an 
angle of the dusty plaza with its stucco seats and dwarfed 
acacias, he came into a street in which the houses seemed of a 
richer sort of folk, his horse now beaten to a walk. As he 
neared one which had a roughly sculptured coat of arms over 
the doorway a sound of wailing fell upon his ears. He stopped, 
and getting off his horse, he threw the reins mechanical 
on the ground. A priest came out to meet him. “ Miguel,’ 7 
he said, “ your father, may God have pardoned him, has left 
this vale of tears more than an hour ago. The Lord in his great 
mercy, for the fever burned like fire in his veins, was pleased 
to make his parting easy, and for an hour before he died he 
murmured now and then, “ How cool the ice is! It stills the 
throbbing of my forehead and slakes my thirst—my son Miguel 
rode for it to the train,’ ” 

Miguel turned to his horse, and taking from the saddle- 
bags the lump of ice, now little bigger than an apple, followed 
the priest into the great bare room, where on his bed his 
father's body lay. Round it stood weeping women, and the 
children in a corner of the room holding each other’s hands 
gazed stolidly at the brown face that looked like walnut-wood 
against the linen of the bed. 

Falling upon his knees, Miguel kissed the thin hands crossed 
on the chest, and then after a prayer he rose and put the 
precious lump of ice first on his father’s forehead and then 
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upon his lips. Не crossed himself, and after having said some 
words of consolation to the women, went out again to where in 
the hot sandy street his horse stood waiting, with his le; 
stretched а little forward and his head hanging to the groun« ti 
The sweat had made a little pattern in the sand as it dropped 
from his belly and his flanks. Miguel slowly undid the girths, 
and taking off the bridle, led the horse into the stable, and 
after throwing hay upon the manger, went back into the room. 

The priest was praying, and the sobbing of the women 
sounded like surf upon a beach, whilst from outside the crickets’ 
chipi ing filled the air with its wild melody. Far to the south 
the Su EP ress still crept along its narrow ribbon of bright 
rails towards Madrid. 


ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 
(1850-1894). Handicapped all his life by the illness which 
closed his career at so pe ly ап age, Stevenson had pes опас 
Rus for adventure and a deep love ЖА beauty. le remains 
one of the great English stylists ; and his adventure novels— 
pre-eminently © Treasure Island,” “ Kidnapped” and 
** Catriona” —will never fail in their opp eal. “ТМ 
Physician and The Saratoga Trunk” is taken from “ The 
Suicide Club,” a series of short stories linked together in 
а continuous narrative. 


STORY OF THE PHYSICIAN AND 
THE SARATOGA TRUNK 


MR SILAS Q. SCUDDAMORE was a young American of 
a simple А5 harmless disposition, which was the more to 
his credit as he came from New England—a quarter of the New 
World not precisely famous for those qualities. Although he 
was exceedingly rich, he kept a note of all his expenses in a 
little paper ‘packet book and he had chosen to study the 
attractions of Paris from the seventh storey of what is called a 
furnished hotel, in the Latin Quarter. There was a great 
deal of habit in his penuriousness; and his virtue, which was 
very remarkable among his associates, was principally founded 
upon diffidence and youth. 

The next room to his was inhabited by a lady, very 
attractive in her air and very deg ant in toilette, whom, on 
his first arrival, he had taken for a countess. In course 
of time he had learned that she was known by the name of 
Madame Zéphyrine, and that whatever station she occupied 
in life it was not that of ре rson of title. Madame Zéphyrine, 
probably in the hope of enchanting the young American, 
used to flaunt by him on the stairs with a civil inclination, 
а word of course, and а knock-down look out of her black 
eyes, and disappear in a rustle of silk, and with the revelation 
of an admirable foot and ankle. But these advances, so far 
from encouraging Mr. Scuddamore, plunged him into the 
depths of depression and bashfulness. She had come to him 
several times for a light, or to apologise for the imaginary 
depredations of her poodle; but his mouth was closed in the 
presence of so superior a being, his French promptly left him, 
and he could only stare and stammer until she was gone. 
"The slenderness of their intercourse did not prevent him from 
throwing out insinuations of a very glorious order when he was 
safely alone with a few males. 
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The room on the other side of the American's—for there 
were three rooms on a floor in the hotel—was tenanted by an 
old English physician of rather doubtful reputation. Dr. Noel, 
for that was his name, had been forced to leave London, where 
he enjoyed a large and increasing practice; and it was hinted 
that the police had been the instigators of this change of scene. 
At least he, who had made something of a figure in earlier life, 
now dwelt in the Latin Quarter in great simplicity and 
solitude, and devoted much of his time to study. Mr. Scudda- 
more had made his acquaintance, and the pair would now and 
then dine together frugally in a restaurant across the street. 

Silas Q. Scuddamore had many little vices of the more 
respectable order, and was not restrained by delicacy from 
indulging them in many rather doubtful ways. Chief among 
his foibles stood curiosity. He was a born gossip; and Ше, 
and especially those pars of it in which he had no experience, 
interested him to the degree of passion. He was a pert, 
invincible questioner, pushing his inquiries with equal 
pertinacity and indiscretion : ie had been observed, when 

took a letter to the post, to weigh it in his hand, to turn it 
over and over, and study the address with care; and when he 
found a flaw in the partition between his room and Madame 
Zéphyrine's, instead of filling it up, he enlarged and improved 
E opening, and made use of it as a spy-hole on his neighbour's 
fairs. 

One day, in the end of March, his curiosity growing as 
it was indulged, he enlarged the hole a little further, so that 
he might command another corner of the room. That 
evening, when he went as usual to inspect Madame Zéphryine's 
movements, he was astonished to find the aperture obscured 
in an odd manner on the other side, and still more abashed 
when the obstacle was suddenly withdrawn and a titter of 
laughter reached his ears. Some of the plaster had evidently 
betrayed the secret of his spy-hole, and his neighbour had 
been returning the compliment in kind. Mr. Scuddamore 
was moved to a very acute feeling of annoyance; he con- 
demned Madame Zéphyrine unmercifully; he even blamed 
himself; but when he found, next day, that she had taken 
по means to baulk him of his favourite pastime, he continued. 
to profit by her carelessness, and gratify his idle curiosity. 

һе next day Madame Zéphyrine received a long visit 
from a tall, loosely built man of fifty or upwards, whom 
Silas had not hitherto seen. His tweed suit and coloured 
shirt, no m than his sh: side-whiskers, identified him 
as а Britisher, and his ди т prey eye affected Silas with a 
sense of cold. He kept screwing his month from side to side 
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and round and round during ще whole colloquy, which 
was carried on in whispers. More than once it seemed to 
the young New Englander as if their gestures indicated his 
own apartment; but the only thing definite he could gather 
by the most scrupulous attention was this remark made by 
the Englishman in a somewhat higher key, as if in answer 
to some reluctance or opposition : 

“I have studied his taste to a nicety, and I tell you again 
and again you are the only woman of the sort that I can lay 
my hands on." 

In answer to this, Madame Zéphyrine sig hed, and appeared 
by a gesture to resign herself, like one yielding to unqualified 
authority. 

That afternoon the observatory was finally blinded, a 
wardrobe having been drawn in front of it upon the other 
side; and while Silas was still lamenting over ti fis misfortune, 
which he attributed to the Britisher’s malign suggestion, the 
concierge brought him up a letter in a female handwriting. 
It was conceived in French of no very rigorous orthography, 
bore no signature, and in the most encouraging terms invited 
the young American to be present in a certain part of the Bullier 
Ball at eleven o'clock that night. Curiosity and timidity 
fought a Jong battle in his heart; sometimes he was all virtue, 
sometimes fire and daring; and the result of it was that, 
long before ten, Mr. Silas 0. Scuddamore presented himself in 
unimpeachable attire at the door of the Bullier Ball Rooms, and 
paid his entry money with a sense of reckless devilry that 
was not without its charm. 

It was Carnival time, and the Ball was very full and noisy. 
The lights and the crowd at first rather abashed our youn; 
adventurer, and then, mounting to his brain with a sort of 
intoxication, put him in ession of more than his own 
share of manhood. He à ready to face the devil, and 
strutted in the ballroom, with the swagger of a cavalier. 
While he was thus parading, he became aware of Madame 
Zéphyrine and her Britisher in conference behind a pillar. 
The cat-like spirit of сауездгор ping overcame him at once. 
He stole nearer and nearer on the couple from behind until 
he was within earshot. » 

“Тас is the man," the Britisher was saying; © there— 
with the long blond hair—s| peaking to a girl in green." 

Silas identified a very handsome young ello w of small 
ише who was plainly the object of this беш ation. 

“It is well,” said Madame Zéphyrine. “ Î shall do my ut- 
most. But, remember, the best of us may fail in such a matter.” 

“Tut!” returned her companion; “I answer for the result. 
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Have I not chosen you from thirty? Go; but be wary of the 
Prince. I cannot think what cursed accident has brought him 
here to-night. Ав if there were not a dozen balls in Paris 
better worth his notice than this riot of students and counter- 
jumpers! See him where he sits, more like a reigning Emperor 
at home than a Prince upon his holidays.” 

Silas was again lucky. He observed a person of rather a 
full build, strikingly handsome, and a үсү, stately and courteous 
demeanour, seated at table with another handsome young 
man, several years his junior, who addressed him with con- 
spicuous deference. The name of Prince struck gratefully on 
Silas’s Republican hearing, and the aspect of the person to 
whom that name was applied exercised its usual charm upon 
his mind. He left Madame Zephyrine and her Englishman 
to take care of each other, and threading his way through the 
assembly, арр roached the table which the Prince and his 
confidant had honoured with their choice. 

“T tell you, Geraldine,” the former was saying, “ the 
action is madness. Yourself (I am glad to remember it) chose 
your brother for this p erilous service, and ye are bound in 
duty to have a gui upon his conduct. He has consented 
to delay so many days in Paris; that was already an im- 
prudence, considering the character of the man he has to 
deal with; but now, when he is within eight-and-forty hours 
of his departure, when he is within two or three days of the 
decisive trial, I ask you, is this a place for him to spend his 
time? Не should be in a gallery at practice; he should be 
sleeping long hours and taking moderate exercise on foot; 
he should be on a rigorous diet, without white wines or 
brandy. Does the dog imagine we are all playing comedy? 
The thing is deadly earnest, Geraldine." 

“I know the lad too well to interfere,” replied Colonel 
Geraldine, “ and well enough not to be alarmed. Не is more 
cautious than you fancy, and of an indomitable spirit. If it 
had been a woman I should not зау so much, but I trust 
the President to him and the two valets without an instant's 
apprehension.” 

፻፲ am gratified to hear you say so," replied the Prince, 
“ but my mind is not at rest. These servants are well-trained 
Spies, and already has not this miscreant succeeded three 
times in eluding their observation and spending several hours 
on end in private, and most likely dangerous, affairs? 
amateur might have lost him by accident, but if Budol h and 
Jérome were thrown off the scent, it must have been done on 
purpose, and by a man who had a cogent reason and excep- 
tional resources.” 
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“I believe the question is now one between my brother 
and myself" replied Geraldine, with a shade of offence in 
his tone. 

“I permit it to be so, Colonel Geraldine,” returned Prince 
Florizel. “ Perhaps, for that very reason, you should be ай 
the more ready to accept my counsels. But enough. That 
girl in yellow dances well" 

And the talk veered into the ordinary topics of a Paris 
ballroom іп the Carnival. 

Silas remembered where he was, and that the hour was 
already near at hand when he ought to be upon the scene of 
his assignation. The more he reflected the fess he liked the 
prospect, and as at that moment an eddy in the crowd began 
to draw him in the direction of the door, he suffered it to carry 
him away without resistance. The eddy stranded him in a 
corner under the gallery, where his ear was immediately struck 
with the voice of Madame 24р hyrine. She was speaking in 
French with the young man of the blond locks who had been 
pointed out by the strange Britisher not half an hour before. 

“I have a character at stake," she said, “ог I would put 
no other condition than my heart recommends. But you 
have only to say so much to the porter, and he will let you 
go by without a word." 

“ But why this talk of debt? ” objected her companion. 

“ Heavens!” said she, “ do you think I do not understand 
my own hotel? ” 

And she went by, clinging affectionately to her companion’s 


arm. 

This put Silas in mind of his billet. 

“Теп minutes hence,” thought he, “ and I may be walking 
with as beautiful a woman as that, and even better dressed— 
perhaps a real lady, possibly a woman of title.” 

And then he remembered the spelling, and was a little 
downcast. 

“ But it may have been written by her maid," he imagined. 

The clock was only a few minutes from the hour, and 
this immediate proximity set his heart beating at a curious 
and rather disagreeable speed. He reflected with relief that 
he was in no way bound to put in an appearance. Virtue 
and cowardice were together, and he made once more for 
the door, but this time of his own accord, and battling against 
the stream of people which was now moving in a contrary 
direction. Perhaps this prolonged resistance wearied him, or 
perhaps he was in that frame of mind when merely to continue 
in the same detérmination for a certain number of minutes 
produces a reaction and a different purpose. Certainly, at 
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least, he whecled about for a third time, and did not stop until 
he had found a place of concealment within a few yards of the 
appointed place. 

еге he went through ап agony of зр irit, in which he 
several times prayed to God for help, for Silas had been 
devoutly educated. Не had now not the least inclination for 
the meeting; nothing kept him from flight but a silly fear 
lest he should be thought unmanly; but this was so powerful 
that it kept head against all other motives; and although 
it could not decide him to advance, prevented him from 
definitely running away. At last the clock indicated ten 
minutes past the hour. Young Scuddamore's spirit began 
to rise; he peered round the corner and saw no опе at the 
place of meeting; doubtless his unknown correspondent had 
wearied and gone away. Не became as bold as he had been 
formerly timid. It seemed to him that if he came at all to 
the appointment, however late, he was clear from the charge 
of cowardice. Nay, now he began to suspect a hoax, and 
actually complimented himself on his shrewdness in having 
suspected and out-manceuvred his mystifiers. So very idle а 
thing is a boy's mind! 

Armed with these reflections, he advanced boldly from his 
corner; but he had not taken above a couple of steps before 
а hand was laid upon his arm. He turned and beheld a 
lady cast in a very large mould and with somewhat stately 
features, but bearing no mark of severity in her looks. 

“I see that you are a very self-confident lady-killer," said 
she; “Юг you make y ourself expected. But I was deter- 
mined to meet you. еп a woman has once so far forgotten 

erself as to make the first advance, she has long ago left 
behind her all considerations «гра tty pride." 

Silas was overwhelmed by the size and attractions of his 
correspondent and the suddenness with which she had fallen 
upon Tim. But she soon set him at his ease. She was very 
towardly and lenient in her behaviour; she led him on to 
make pleasantries, and then applauded him to the echo; 
and in a very short time, between blandishments and a liberal 
exhibition ኮያ warm brandy, she had not only induced him to 
fancy himself in love, but to declare his passion with the 
greatest vehemence. р 

“ Alas!” she said; “I do not know whether I ought not 
to deplore this moment, great as is the pleasure you give me 
by your words. Hitherto I was alone to suffer; now, poor 
boy, there will be two. I am not my own mistress. I dare 
mot ask you to visit me at my own house, for I am watched 
by jealous eyes. Let me sce,” she added; “I am older than 
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you, althoug h so much weaker; and while I trust in your 
courage and determination, I must em, ploy my own knowledge 
of the world for our mutual benefit. here do you live? ” 

He told her that he lodged in a furnished hotel, and named 
the street and number. 

She seemed to reflect for some minutes, with an effort of 
mind. 

“I see," she said at last. “You will be faithful and 
obedient, will you not?” 

Silas assured her eagerly of his fidelity. 

“To-morrow night, then,” she continued, with an en- 
coura; ging smile, “ you must remain at home all the evening; 
and if any friends should visit you, dismiss them at once 
on any pretext that most readily presents itself. Your door 
is probably shut by ten? ” she aske d 

* By eleven," answered Silas. 

“ At a quarter-past eleven," pursued the lady, “leave the 
house. Merely cry for the door to be opened, and be sure you 
fall into no talk with the porter, as that might ruin everything. 
Go straight to the corner where the Luxembourg Gardens 
join the Boulevard; there you will find me waiting you. I 
trust you to follow my advice from point to point: and 
remember, if you fail me in only one particular, you will bring 
the sharpa t trouble on a woman whose only fault is to have 
seen and loved you.” 

“I cannot see the use of all these instructions,” said Silas. 

“1 believe you are already beginning to treat me as a 
master,” she cried, tapping him with her fan upon the arm. 
“ Patience, patience! that should come in time. A woman 
loves to be obeyed at first, although afterwards she finds 
her pleasure in obeying. Do as I ask you, for Heaven’s sake, 
or I will answer for nothing. Indeed, now I think of it,” she 
added, with the manner of one who has just seen further 
into a difficulty, “ I find a better plan of keeping importunate 
visitors away. Tell the porter to admit no one for you, except 
а person who may come that night to claim a debt; and speak 
with some feeling, as though you feared the interview, so that 
he may take your words in earnest." : 

“I think you may trust me to protect myself against 
intruders," he said, not without a little pique. 

“That is how I should prefer the thing arranged,” she 
answered coldly. “1 know you men; you think nothing of 
à woman's reputation." 

Silas blushed and somewhat hung his head; for the scheme 
he had in view had involved a little vain-glorying before his 
acquaintances, 
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“ Above all,” she added, “do not speak to the porter as 
you come out.” 

“And why?” said he. “ОҒ all your instructions, that 
seems to me the least important.” 

“You at first doubted the wisdom of some of the others, 
which you now see to be very necessary,” she replied. 
“ Believe me, this also has its uses; in time you will see 
them; and what am I to think of your affection, if you refuse 
me such trifles at our first interview?” 

Silas confounded himself in explanations and ар ologies ; 
jn the middle of these she looked up at the clock and clapped 
her hands together with a su ippressed Scream. 

“ Heavens!” she cried, “в it so late? I have not an 
instant to lose. Alas, we poor women, what slaves we are! 
What have I not risked for you already?” 

And after repeating her directions, which she artfully 
combined with caresses and the most abandoned looks, she 
bade him farewell and disappeared among the crowd. 

The whole of the next day Silas was filled with a sense of 
great importance; he was now sure she was a countess; 
and when evening came һе minutely obeyed her orders and 
was at the corner of the Luxembourg Gardens by the hour 
appointed. No one was there. He waited nearly half an 
hour, looking in the face of every one who passed or loitered 
near the spot; he even visited the neighbouring corners of 
the Boulevard and made a complete circuit of the garden 
railings; but there was no beauti! Im countess to throw herself 
into his arms. At last, and most reluctantly, he bagan to 
retrace his steps towards his hotel. On the way he remembered 
the words he had heard pass between Madame Zéphyrine and 
the blond young man, and they gave him an indefinite 
uneasiness. 

“ It appears," he reflected, “ that every one has to tell lies 
to our porter.” 

He rang the bell, the door opened before him, and the 
porter in his bed-clothes came to offer him a light. 

“Наз he g опе? " inquired the porter. 

“Не? Whom do you mean?" asked Silas, somewhat 
sharply, for he was irritated by his disappointment. 

“I did not notice him go out," continued the porter, 
“but I trust you paid him. We do not care, in this house, 
to have lodgers who cannot meet their liabilities.” 

“ What the devil do you mean? " demanded Silas rudely. 
“TI cannot understand a word of this farrago.” 

“ The short, blond young man who came for his debt,” 

the other. “Him it is I mean, Who ክር 
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should it be, when I heard your orders to admit no one 
else? 

“ Why, good God, of course he never came,” retorted Silas. 

“I believe what I believe," returned the porter, putting 
his tongue into his cheek with a most roguish air. 

“You are an insolent scoundrel,” cried Silas, and, feeling 
that he had made a ridiculous exhibition of asperity, and at 
the same time bewildered by a dozen alarms, he turned and 
began to run upstairs. 

“ Do you not want a light then? ” cried the porter. 

But Silas only hurried the faster, and did not pese until 
he had reached the seventh landing and stood in front of his 
own door. There he waited a moment to recover his breath, 
assailed by the worst forebodings and almost dreading to 
enter the room. 

When at last he did so he was relieved to find it dark and, 
to all appearance, untenanted. He drew a longi breath. Here 
he was, home again in safety, and this should be his last folly 
as certainly as it had been his first. The matches stood on a 
little table by the bed, and he began to grope his way in 
that direction. Аз he moved, his apprehensions grew upon 
him once more, and he was pleased, when his foot encountered 
an obstacle, to find it nothing more alarming than a chair. 
At last he touched curtains. From the position of the window, 
which was faintly visible, he knew he must be at the foot of 
the bed, and had only to feel his way along it in order to reach 
the table in question. 

He lowered his hand, but what it touched was not simply 
а counterpane—it was a counterpane with something un dos 
neath it like the outline of a human leg. Silas withdrew his 
arm and stood a moment petrified. 

“ What, what,” he thought, “ сап this betoken? ” 

He listened intently, but there was no sound of breathing. 
Once more, with a great effort, he reached out the end of 
his finger to the spot he had already touched; but this time 
he leaped back half a yard, and stood shivering and fixed 
with terror. There was something in his bed. What it was he 
knew not, but there was something there. 

It was some seconds before he could move. Then, guided 
by an instinct, he fell strai ght upon the matches, and keeping 
his back towards the bed lighted a candle. As soon as the 
flame had kindled, he turned slowly round and looked for 
what he feared to see. Sure enough, there was the worst 
of his imaginations realised. The coverlid was drawn care- 
ішу, "Poe over the pillow, but it moulded the outline of a human 

ing motionless; and when he dashed forward and 
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flung aside the sheets, he beheld the blond youn man whom 
he had seen in the Bullier Ball the night before, fis eyes open 
and without speculation, his face swollen and blackened, and a 
thin stream of blood trickling from his nostrils. 

Silas uttered a long, tremulous wail, dropped the candle, 
and fell on his knees beside the bed. 

Silas was awakened from the stupor into which his terrible 
discovery had plunged him by a prolonged but discreet 
tapping at the door. It took him some seconds to remember 
his position; and when he hastened to prevent any one from 
entering it was already too late. Dr. Noel, in a tall nightcap, 
carrying a lamp which lighted up his long white countenance, 
sidling in his gait, and peering and cocking his head like some 
sort of bird, pushed the door slowly open, and advanced into 
the middle of the room. 

“ I thought I heard a cry,” began the Doctor, “ and fearing 
you might be unwell I did not hesitate to offer this intrusion." 

Silas, with a flushed face and a fcarful beating heart, kept 
between the Doctor and the bed; but he found no voice to 
answer. 

“You are in the dark," pursued the Doctor; “and yet 
you have not even begun to prepare for rest. You will not 
easily persuade me against my own eyesight; and your 
face declares most eloquently that you require either a friend 
or a physician—which is it to be? Let me feel your pulse, 
for that is often a just reporter of the heart." 

He advanced to Silas, who still retreated before him back- 
wards, and sought to take him by the wrist; but the strain 
on the young American’s nerves had become too great for 
endurance. He avoided the Doctor with a febrile movement, 
and, throwing himself upon the floor, burst into a flood of 
weeping. 

As soon as Dr. Noel perceived the dead man in the bed his 
face darkened; and hurrying back to the door, which he had 
left ajar, he hastily closed and double-locked it. 

“Up!” he cried, addressing Silas in strident tones; “ this 
is no time for weeping. What have you done? How came this 
body in your room? Speak freely to one who may be helpful. 
Do you Dragi ine I would ruin you? Do you think this piece 
of dead on Mad pillow can alter in алу Чертее Ше 
sympathy with which you have inspired me? Credulous 
youth, horror with which blind and unjust law regards 
an action never attaches to the doer in the eyes of those who 
love him; and if I saw the friend of my heart return to me out 
of seas of blood he would be in no way, changed in my affection. 
Raise yourself,” he said; “ good ill are a chimera; there 
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is naught in life except destiny, and however you may be 
circumstanced there is one at your side who will help you to 
the last.” 

Thus encouraged, Silas gathered himself together, and in 
a broken voice, and helped out by the Doctor's interrogations, 
contrived at last to put him in possession of the facts. But 
the conversation. between the Prince and Geraldine he 
altogether omitted, as he had understood little of its purport, 
and had no idea that it was in any way related to his own 
misadventure. 

“Alas!” cried Dr. Noel, “I am much abused, or you 
have fallen innocently into the most dangerous hands in 
Europe. Poor boy, what a pit has been dug for your sim- 
plicity! into what a deadly peril have your unwary feet been 
conducted! This man,” he said, “ this Englishman, whom 
you twice saw, and whom I suspect to be the soul of the con- 
trivance, can you describe him? Was he young or old? 
tall or short? ” 

But Silas, who, for all his curiosity, had not a sexing: eye 
in his head, was able to supply nothing but meagre generalities, 
which it was impossible to recognise. 

“፲ would have it a piece of education in all schools!” 
cried the Doctor angrily. “ Where is the use of eyesight and 
articulate speech if a man cannot observe and recollect the 
features of his enemy? 1, who know all the gangs of Europe, 
might have identi fed him, and gained new weapons for 
your defence. Cultivate this art in future, my poor boy; 
you may find it of momentous service.” 

“ The future!” тер eated Silas. “ What future is there left 
for me except the gallows? ” 

“Youth is but a cowardly season," returned the Doctor; 
“and а man’s own troubles look blacker than they are. 1 
am old, and yet I never despair.” 

“ Can I tell such a story to the police? ” demanded Silas. 

“ Assuredly not,” replied the Doctor. “From what I see 
already of the machination in which you have been involved, 
your case is desperate upon that side; and for the narrow eye 
of the authorities you are infallibly the guilty person. And 
remember that we only know a portion of the plot; and the 
same infamous contrivers have doubtless arranged many other 
circumstances which would be elicited by a police inquiry, 
and help to fix the guilt more certainly upon your innocence.” 

“I am then lost, indeed! ” cried Silas. 

“1 have not said so," answered Dr. Noel, “for I am a 
cautious man.” 

“ But look at this!” objected Silas, pointing to the body. 
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** Here is this object in my bed; not to be explained, not to 
be flisposed of, not to be rej garded without horror.” 

€ 1” replied the Doctor. “Νο. When this sort of 
clock has run down, it is no more to me than an ingenious 

piece of mechanism, to be investigated with the bistoury. 

еп blood is once cold and stagnant, it is no longer human 
blood; when flesh is once dead, it is no longer that flesh 
which we desire in our lovers and respect in our friends. 
The grace, the attraction, the terror, have all gone from it with 
the animating spirit. Accustom yourself to look upon it with 
composure; for if my scheme is practicable you will have to 
live some days in constant proximity to that which now so 
greatly horrifies you.” 

“Your scheme?” cried Silas. “ What is that? Tell me 
speedily, Doctor; for I have scarcely courage enough to 
continue to exist.” 

Without replying, Dr. Noel turned towards the bed, and 
proceeded to examine the corpse. 

“ Quite dead,” he murmured. “ Yes, as I had supposed, 
the pockets empty. Yes, and the name cut off the shirt. Their 
work has been done thoroughly and well. Fortunately, he 
is of small stature.” 

Silas followed these words with an extreme anxiety. At 
last the Doctor, his autopsy completed, took a chair and 
addressed the young American with a smile. 

“Since I came into your room,” said he, “ although my 
ears and my tongue have been so busy, I have not suffered 
my eyes to remain idle. I noted a little while ago that you 
have there, in the corner, one of those monstrous constructions 
which your fellow-countrymen carry with them into all 

arters of the globe—in a word, a Saratoga trunk. Until 
this moment I have never been able to conceive the utility of 
these erections; but then I began to have a glimmer. Whether 
it was for convenience in the slave trade, or to obviate the 
results of too ready an employment of the bowie-knife, I cannot 
bring myself to decide. Bat one thing 1 see plainly—the object 
of such a box is to contain a human уг? 

“ Surely,” cried Silas, “ surely this is not a time for jesting.” 

d Although I may express myself with some degree of 
pleasantry," replied the Doctor, the purport of my words 
1 entirely serious. And the first thing we have to do, my 
young friend, is to empty your coffer of all that it contains.” 

Silas, obeying the authority of Dr. Noel, put himself at his 
disposition. с Saratoga trunk was soon 5 ተተ of its 
contents, whine made a considerable litter on the floor; and 
then—Silas taking the heels and the Doctor supporting the 
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shoulders—the body of the murdered man was carried from the 
bed, and, after some difficulty, doubled up and inserted whole 
into the empty box. With an effort on the part of both, the 
lid was forced down ы оп this unusual baggage, and the trunk 
was locked and corded by the Doctor's own hand, while 
Silas disposed of what had been taken out betwcen the closet 
and a chest of drawers. 

** Ком,” said the Doctor, “ the first step has been taken on 
the way to your deliverance. To-morrow, or rather to-day, 
it must be your task to allay the suspicions of your portcr, 
paying him all that you owe; while [ον may trust me to make 
the arrangements nccessary to a safe conclusion. Meantime, 
follow me to my room, where I shall give you a safe and power- 
ful opiate; for, whatever you do, you must have rest.” 

The next day was the longest in Silas’s memory; it seemed 
as if it would never be done. He denied himself to his friends, 
and sat in a corner with his eyes fixed upon the Saratoga 
trunk in dismal contemplation. His own former indis- 
cretions were now returned upon him in kind; for the 
observatory had been once more opened, and he was conscious 
of an almost continual study from Madame Zéphyrine’s 
apartment. So distressing did this become, that he was at 
last obliged to block up the spy-hole from his own side; and 
when he was thus secured from observation he spent a con- 
siderable portion of his time in contrite tears and prayer. 

Late in the evening Dr. Noel entered the room carrying 
in his hand a pair of sealed envelopes without address, one 
somewhat bulky, and the other so slim as to seem without 
enclosure. 

“ Silas,” he said, seating himself at the table, “ the time 
has now come for me to explain my plan for your salvation. 
To-morrow morning, at an early hour, Prince Florizel of 
Bohemia returns to London, after having diverted himself 
for a few days with the Parisian Carnival. It was my! fortune, 
a good while ago, to do Colonel Geraldine, his Master of 
the Horse, one of those services, so common in my profession, 
which are never for otten upon either side. I have no need 
to explain to you the nature of the obligation under which 
he was laid; suffice it to say that I knew him ready to serve 
ше in any practicable manner. Now, it was necessary for 
you to gain London with your trunk unopened. To this the 
Custom House seemed to oppose a fatal difficulty; but I 
bethought me that the baggage of so considerable a personal 
аз the Prince, is, as а matter of courtesy, sed without 
examination a by the officers of Custom. I app ied to Colonel 
Geraldine, succeeded in obtaining a favourable answer. 
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To-morrow, if you go before six to the hotel where the Prince 
lodges, your baggage will be passed over as а part of his, 
and you yourself will make the journey as a member of his 
suite.” 

“ It seems to me, as you speak, that I have already seen both 
the Prince and Colonel Geraldine; I even overheard some 
of their conversation the other evening at the Bullier Ball.” 

“It is probable enou; gh; for the Prince loves to mix with all 
societies? replied the Doctor. “ Once arrived in London,” 
he pursued, Е your task is nearly ended. In this more bulky 
envelope I have given you a letter which I dare not address; 
but in the other you will find the designation of the house to 
which you must carry it along with your box, which will there 
be taken from you and not trouble you any more.” 

“ Alas!” said Silas, “I have every wish to believe you; 
but how is it possible? You open up to me a bright prospect, 
but, I ask Y» is my mind capable of receiving so unlikely a 
solution? Be more generous, and let me further understand 
your meaning.” 

The Doctor seemed p ainfully impressed. 

“ Boy,” he answered, “ you do not know how hard a thing 
you ask of me. But be itso. Tam now inured to humiliation; 
and it would be strange if I refused you this, after having 
granted you so much. Know then, that although I now 
make so quiet an appearance—frugal, solitary, addicted to 
study—when I was younger my name was once a rallying-cry 
among the most astute and dangerous spirits of London; 
and while I was outwardly an object for respect and con- 
sideration, my true power resided in the most secret, terrible, 
and criminal relations. It is to one of the persons who then 
obeyed me that I now address myself to deliver you from your 
burden. ТІ hey were men of many different nations and 
dexterities, bound together by a formidable oath, and 
working to the same purpose; the trade of the association 
was in murder; and I who speak to you, innocent as I appear, 
was the chieftain of this redoubtable crew.” 

“What?” cried Silas. “А murderer? And one with 
whom murder was a trade? Can I take your hand? Ought 
I so much as to accept your services? Dark and criminal old 
man, would you make an accomplice of my youth and my 
distress? ” 

The Doctor bitterly laughed. 

“You are difficult to please, Mr. Scuddamore,” said he; 
“ but I now offer you your choice of company between the 
murdered man and (һе murderer. If your conscience is too 
nice to accept my aid, say so, and I will immediately leave 


THE PHYSICIAN AND THE SARATOGA TRUNK 129 


и. Thenceforward you can deal with your trunk and its 

longings as best suits your upright conscience." 

“I own myself wrong," replied Silas. “I should have 
remembered how generously Had offered to shield me, even 
before I had convinced you of my innocence, and I continue 
to listen to your counsels with gratitude.” 

“That is well," returned the Doctor; “ and I perceive 
you are beginning to learn some of the lessons of experience.” 

“At the same time," resumed the New En glander, “аз 
you confess yourself accustomed to this tragical business, and 
the people to whom you recommend me are yor own former 
associates and friends, could you not yourself undertake the 
transport of the box, and rid me at once of its detested 
presence? ” 

* Upon my word," replied the Doctor, “I admire 
cordia Йу, If you do not think I have already med diea 
sufficiently in your concerns, believe me, from my heart I 
think the contrary. Take or leave my services as I offer 
them; and trouble me with no more words of gratitude, for 
I value your consideration even more fig htly than I do your 
intellect. А time will come, if you should be spared to see a 
number of years in health of mind, when you will think 
differently of all this, and blush for your to-night's behaviour." 

So saying, the Doctor arose from his chair, repeated his 
directions briefly and clearly, and departed from the room 
without permitting Silas any time to answer. 

The next morning Silas presented himself at the hotel, where 
he was politely received by Colonel Geraldine, and relieved, 
from that moment, of all immediate alarm about his trunk 
and its grisly contents. The journey passed over without 
much incident, although the young man was horrified to 
overhear the sailors and railway porters complaining among 
themselves about the unusual weight of the Prince’s Baggage: 
Silas travelled in a carriage with the valets, for Prince Florizel 
chose to be alone with his Master of the Horse. On board 
the steamer, however, Silas attracted his Highness’s attention 
by the melancholy of his air and attitude as he stood gazing 
at the pile of baggage; for he was still full of disquietude about 
the future. 

“ There is a young man,” observed the Prince, “ who must 
have some cause for sorrow.” 

“That,” replied Geraldine, “is the American for whom 
I obtained permission to travel with your suite.” 

* You remind me that I have been remiss in courtesy,” 
said Prince Florizel, and advancing to Silas, he addressed 
bim with the most exquisite condescension in these words: 
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“I was charmed, young sir, to be able to gratify the desire 
yeu made known to me through Colonel Geraldine. 

emember, if you please, that I shall be glad at any future 
time to lay Has under a more serious obligation.” 

And he then put some questions as to the political condition 
of America, which Silas answered with sense and ргорпегу. 

“You are still a young man,” said the Prince; “Ъш I 
observe you to be ve serious for your years. Perhaps you 
allow your attention to be too much occupied with grave Studies. 
But perhaps, on the other hand, I am myself indiscreet and 
touch upon a painful subject.” 

“I have certainly cause to be the most miserable of men,” 
said Silas; “ never has a more innocent person been more 
dismally abused.” 

“I will not ask you for your confidence,” returned Prince 
Florizel. “But do not forget that Colonel Geraldine's 
recommendation is an unfailing passport; and that I am 
not only willing, but possibly more able than many others, 
to do you a service." 

Silas was delighted with the amiability of this great per- 
sonage; but his mind soon returned upon its gloomy рге- 
occupations; for not even the favour of a Prince to a 
Rep цЪНсап can discharge a brooding spirit of its cares. 

he train arrived at Charing Cross, where the officers of 
the Revenue respected the baggage of Prince Florizel in the 
usual manner. The most elegant equipages were in waiting; 
and Silas was driven, along with the rest, to the Prince’s 
residence. There Colonel Geraldine sought him out, and 
expressed himself pleased to have been of any service to a 
friend of the physician’s, for whom he professed a great 
consideration. 

“I hope," he added, “ that you will find none of your 
porcelain injured. Special orders were given along the line 
to deal tenderly with the Prince's effects.” 

And then, directing the servants to place one of the сага ges 
at the young gentleman's disposal, and at once to charge ге the 
Saratoga trunk upon the dickey, the Colonel shook hands 
and excused himself on account of his occupations in the 
princely household. 

Silas now broke the seal of the envelope containing the 
address, and directed the stately footman to drive him to 
Box Court, opening off the Strand. It seemed as if the place 
меге not at all unknown to the man, for he looked startled 
and begged а repetition of the order. It was with a heart 
full of , that Silas mounted into the luxurious vehicle, 
and was driven to his destination. The entrance to Box 
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Court was too narrow for the passage of a coach; it was a 
mere footway between railings, with a post at either end. 
On one of these posts was seated a man, who at once jumped 
down and exchanged a friendly sign with the driver, while 
the footman opened the door and in quired of Silas whether 
he should take down the Saratoga trunk, and to what number 
it should be carried. 

“ If you please,” said Silas. “ To number three.” 

The footman and the man who had been sitting on the 
post, even with the aid of Silas himself, had hard work to 
carry in the trunk; and before it was deposited at the door 
of the house in question, the young American was horrified 
to find a score of loiterers looking. on. But he knocked with 
as good a countenance as he could muster up, and presented 
the other envelope to him who opened. 

“ He is not at home,” said he, “ but if you will leave your 
letter and return to-morrow early, 1 shall be able to ini Drm 

ou whether and when he сап гсссіуе your visit. Would you 
Те to leave your box? " he added. 

“ Dearly,” cried Silas; and the next moment he repented 
his precipitation, and declared, with eu ual emphasis, that 
he would rather carry the box along with him to the hotel. 

The crowd jeered at his indecision and followed him to 
the саггіа; ge with insulting remarks; and Silas, covered with 
shame and terror, imp lored the servants to conduct him to 
some quiet and comfortable house of entertainment in the 
immediate neighbourhood. 

The Prince's equipage deposited Silas at the Craven Hotel 
in Craven Street, and immediately drove away, leaving him 
alone with the servants of the inn. The only vacant room, 
И appeared, was a little den up four pairs of stairs, and looking 
towards the back. То this hermitage, with infinite trouble 
and complaint, а pair of stout porters carried the Saratoga 
trunk. It is needless to mention that Silas kept closely at 
their heels throughout the ascent, and had his heart in his 
mouth at every corner. A single false step, he reflected, and 
the box might go over the banisters and land its fatal contents, 
plainly discovered, on the pavement of the hall. 

Arrived in the room, he sat down on the edge of his bed to 
recover from the agony that he had just endured; but he had 
hardly taken his position when he was recalled to a sense of his 
peril by the action of the boots, who had knelt beside the 
trunk, and was proceeding officiously to undo its elaborate 
fastenings. 

* Let it be!” cried Silas. “I shall want nothing from it 
while I stay here.” 
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ight have let it lie in the hall, then,” growled the 
man; “a g as big and heavy as a church. What you 
have inside I cannot fancy. If it is all money, you are a 
richer man than me.” 

“Money?” repeated Silas, in a sudden perturbation. 
“What do you mean by money? I have no money, and 
you are speaking like a fool.” 

“АП right, captain," retorted the boots with a wink. 
“ There's nobody will touch your lordship’s money. I’m as 
safe as the bank," he added; “ but as the box is heavy, I 
shouldn't mind drinking something to your lordship's health Ва 

Silas pressed two Napoleons upon his acceptance, apologising, 
at the same time, for being obliged to trouble him with foreigt n 
money, and pleading his recent arrival for excuse. And the 
man, grumbl fing with even greater fervour and looking con- 
temptuously from the money in his hand to the Saratoga 
trunk and back again from the one to the other, at last con- 
sented to withdraw. 

For nearly two days the dead body had been packed into 
Silas’s box; and as soon as he was alone the unfortunate 
New Englander nosed all the cracks and openings with the 
most passionate attention. But the weather was cool, and 
the trunk still managed to contain his shocking secret. 

He took a chair beside it, and buried his face in his hands, 
and his mind in the most profound reflection. If he were 
not speedily relieved, no question but he must be speedily 
discovered. Alone in a strange city, without friends or 
accomplices, if the Doctor’s introduction failed him, he was 
indubitably a lost New Englander. He reflected pathetically 
over his ambitious designs for the future; he should not now 
become the hero and spokesman of his native place of Bangor, 
Maine; he should not, as he had fondly anticipated, move on 
from office to office, from honour to honour; he mig ht as well 
divest himself at once of all hope of being acclaimed President 
of the United States, and leaving behind him a statue, in the 
worst posible style of art, to adorn the Capitol at Washington. 
Here ras, chained to a dead Englishman doubled пр inside 
a Saratoga trunk; whom he must get rid of, or perish from the 
rolls of national glory! 

I should be afraid to chronicle the language employed by this 

Е man to the Doctor, to the murdered man, to Madame 
ሃክ to the boots of the hotel, to the Prince's servants, 
|, in a word, to all who had been ever so remotely connected 

with his horrible misfortune. 

Не slunk down to dinmer about seven at night; but the 
yellow coffee-room appalled him, the eyes of the other diners 
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seemed to rest on his with suspicion, and his mind remained 
upstairs with the Saratoga trunk. When the waiter came to 
oker him cheese, his nerves were already so much on edge 
that he leaped half-way out of his chair and upset the remainder 
ofa pint of ale up оп the table-cloth. 

The fellow offered to show him to the smoking-room when 
he had done, and although he would have much preferred to 
return at once to his perilous treasure, he had not the courage 
to refuse, and was shown downstairs to the black, gas-lit cellar, 
which formed, and possibly still forms, the divan of the Craven 
Hotel. 

Two very sad betting men were playing billiards, attended 
by a moist, consumptive marker; and for the moment Silas 
imagined that these were the only occupants of the apartment. 
But at the next glance his eye fell upon a person smoking in the 
farthest corner, with lowered eyes and a most respectable and 
modest aspect. He knew at once that he had seen the face 
before; and, in spite of the entire change of clothes, recognised 
the man whom he had found seated on a post at the entrance 
to Box Court, and who had help ed him to carry the trunk to 
and from the carriage. The New Englander simply turned 
and ran, nor did he pause until he had locked and bolted 
himself into his bedroom. 

There, all night long, a prey to the most terrible ima; ginations, 
he watched beside the fatal boxful of dead flesh. The sug- 
gestion of the boots that his trunk was full of gold inspired him 
with all manner of new terrors, if he so much as dared to close 
an eye; and the presence in the smoking-room, and under an 
obvious disguise, of the loiterer from Box Court convinced him 
that he was once more the centre of obscure machinations. 

Midnight had sounded some time, when, impelled by 
uneasy suspicions, Silas opened his bedroom door and peered 
into the passage. 16 was dimly illuminated by a single jet of 
gas; and some distance off he perceived a man sleeping on 
the floor in the costume of an hotel under-servant. Silas 
drew near the man on tiptoe. He lay partly on his back, 
partly on his side, and his right forearm concealed his face 
rom recognition. Suddenly, while the American was still 
bending over him, the sleeper removed his arm and opened his 
eyes, and Silas found himself once more face to face with the 
loiterer of Box Court. 

“ Good night, sir,” said the man pleasantly. 

But Silas was too profoundy moved to find an answer, and 
тера ained his room in silence. 

'owards mornin; КА worn out by apprehension, he fell asleep 
on his chair, with his head forward on the trunk. Іп spite of 
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so constrained an attitude and such a grisly pillow, his slumber 
was sound and prolonged, and he was only awakened at a 
late hour by a sharp tapping at the door. 

He hurried to open, and found the boots without. 

“You are the gentleman who called yesterday at Box 
Court? " he asked. 

Silas, with a quiver, admitted that he had done so. 

“Then this note is for you,” added the servant, proffering 
a sealed envelope. 

Silas tore it open, and found inside the words: “ Twelve 
o'clock." 

He was punctual to the hour; the trunk was carried before 
him by several stout servants; and he was himself ushered 
into a room, where a man sat warming himself before the 
fire with his back towards the door. The sound of so many 
persons entering and leaving, and the scraping of the trunk 
as it was deposited upon the bare boards, were alike unable to 
attract the notice of the occupant; and Silas stood waiting, 
in an agony of fear, until he should deign to recognise his 
presence. 

Perhaps five minutes had elapsed before the man turned 
leisurely about, and disclosed the features of Prince Florizel 
of Bohemia. 

“ So, sir," he said, with great severity, “ this is the manner 
in which you abuse my politeness. You join yourself to 
persons of condition, I perceive, for no other purpose than 
to escape the consequences of your crimes; and I can readily 
understand your embarrassment when I addressed myself to 
you yesterday.” 

“ Indeed,” cried Silas, “ I am innocent of everything except 
misfortune.” 

And in a hurried voice, and with the greatest ingenuousness, 
he récounted to the Prince the whole history of his calamity. 

“I see I have been mistaken" said his Highness, when he 
had heard him to an end. “ You are no other than a victim, 
and since I am not to punish you may be sure I shall do my 
utmost to help. And now," he continued, “to business. 
Open your box at once, and let me see what it contains.” 

Silas changed colour. 

** I almost fear to look upon it,” he exclaimed. 

“Nay,” replied the Prince, “ have you not looked at it 
already? This is a form of sentimentality to be resisted. 
The sight of a sick man, whom we can still help, should appeal 
more pe to the feelings than that of a dead man who is 
equally beyond help or harm, love or hatred. . Nerve yourself, 

. Scuddamore," and then, seeing that Silas still hesitated, 
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“፲ do not desire to give another name to my request,” he 
added. Б я 

The young American awoke as if out of а dream, and 
with a shiver of repugnance addressed himself to loose the 
straps and open the lock of the Saratoga trunk. The Prince 
stood by, watching with a composed countenance and his 
hands behind his back. Тһе body was quite stiff, and it cost 
Silas a great effort, both moral and physical, to dislodge it 
from its position, and discover the face. 

Prince Florizel started back with an exclamation of painful 
surprise. 

“Alas,” he cried, “you little know, Mr. Scuddamore, 
what a cruel gift you have brought me. This is a youn 
man of my own suite, the brother of my trusted friend; an 
it was upon matters of my own service that he has thus perished 
at the hands of violent and treacherous men. Poor Geraldine," 
he went on, as if to himself, “іп what words am I to tell you 
of your brother’s fate? How can I excuse myself in your eyes, 
or in the eyes of God, for the presumptuous schemes that led 
him to this bloody and unnatural death? Ah, Florizel! 
Florizel! when will you learn the discretion that suits mortal 
life, and be no longer dazzled with the image of power at 

your disposal? Power!" he cried; “ who is mors ро werless? 
Tok upon this young man whom I have sacrificed, Mr. Scudda- 
more, and fee] how small a thing it is to be a Prince.” 

Silas was moved at the sight of his emotion. Не tried to 
murmur some consolatory words, and burst into tears. The 
Prince, touched by his obvious intention, came up to him and 
took him by the hand. 

“Command yourself,” said he. “ We have both much to 
learn, and we shall both be better men for to-day’s meeting.” 

Silas thanked him in silence with an affectionate look. 

“ Write me the address of Dr. Noel on this piece of paper,” 
continued the Prince, leading him towards the table; “ and 
let me recommend you, when you are again in Paris, to avoid 
the society of that dangerous man. Не has acted in this matter 
on a generous inspiration—that I must believe; had he been 
privy to young Geraldine's death he would never have dis- 
Patched the body to the care of the actual criminal.” 

“ The actual criminal!” repeated Silas in astonishment. 

b Even so," returned the Prince. “This letter, which the 
disposition of Almighty Providence has so strangely delivered 
into my hands, was addressed to no less a person than the 
Criminal himself, the infamous President of the Suicide Club. 
Seek to py no further in these perilous affairs, but content your- 
self wit 
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your own miraculous escape, and leave this house 
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at once. I have pressing affairs, and must arrange at once 
about this poor clay, which was so lately a gallant and hand- 
some youth.” 

Silas took a grateful and submissive leave of Prince Florizel, 
but he lingered in Box Court until he saw him depart in a 
splendid carriage on a visit to Colonel Henderson of the 

οσο. Republican as he was, the young American took off 

is hat with almost a sentiment of devotion to the retreating 
ος And the same night he started by гай on his return 
to Paris. 


Here (observes my Arabian author) is the end of the History 
OF THE PHYSICIAN AND THE SARATOGA TRUNK. Omitting 
some rare on the power of Providence, highly pertinent in the 
original, but little suited to our occidental taste, I shall only add that 
Mr. Scuddamore has already begun to mount the ladder of political 
Same, and by last advices was the Sheriff of his native town. 
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MARTHA 
1 


AT HERE are not many streets turning off Limehouse 
Causeway, but there are more of them than you would 
think; or see, unless you looked carefully. One of these is 
called Bird Court. It is a queer cobbled alley that crawls on 
its stomach under a low arch, and finally runs its head against 
the blank dock-wall. The bead-hung windows of Messrs Ti 
Fung & Co. look upon this court. Their doors open upon the 
West India Dock Road, but the Chinese in these parts never 
have windows opening upon the same street as the door 
does: for quite good reasons of their own. If the houses are 
so built, they board up the windows, or frost them over. 

Upon one side of the door in the Dock Road there is written, 
in large white letters, “ Ti Fung & Co., English and Chinese 
Restaurant.” On the other side is a sign in Chinese. Once 
inside, you will see no door upon the ground floor: only steep 
deal stairs. At the top of these stairs is the long, low room 
whose windows look on Bird Court; it is divided up by a few 
bead curtains and fringes of bits of painted glass. Other doors 
open off this room, but the signs upon them are all Chinese; 
and the ostensible business of the restaurant is carried on here 
at rows and rows of marble-top tables, where parties of young 
sailors sit eating curry-and-rice and other dishes that are not 
easy to diagnose. They are surprising, these young Chinamen, 
with their quiet, well-cut lounge suits and sleck black hair. 
You will hardly see better-dressed men in Piccadilly. 

Lottie was a waitress at Messrs. Ti Fung; for all the waitresses 
there are English. She was a tall, Blonde creature, with 
peroxided and scented hair, and covered in powder from head 
to foot, As she came down the gangway between the tables 
the Chinamen would one and all reach out and claw at her 
dress, trying to hold her back. Sometimes she would slap their 
hands; sometimes she stopped to laugh and talk, sitting 
generally on the table, while the Chinks would hold the ends 
of her apron-strings, stroking them or pressing them to their 

13: 
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Checks; and some would stroke the line of her arm with an 
approving fing er. Lottie was a favourite among the Chinese, 
but the few Europeans who came here for their meals would 
never look at her. Wonderful creature! She had “ waited " 
at Ti Fung's now for ten years, and had never once lost her 
temper. It was not her business to lose her temper. 

Presently she went out for an order for Chicken-chestnuts 
and Tea, and came back with a steaming dish in one hand, 
and with the other led Martha, Martha solemnly carried a 
small cracked tray, with the teapot and the little handleless 
cups. She was a very solemn child, with a thin wisp of dull, 
black, crinkly hair that was tied in a stiff pig-tail with a twist 
of striped flannclette. Otherwise she wore black satin, like 
her mother; a frock very short, and cotton-topped silk stock- 
ings full of holes and ladders. They had been meant for а 
longer skirt than Martha’s, for the cotton began well below the 
knee: and they had been meant for rounder legs. Her face 
was thin, too, with high check-bones, and large mouth, and 
narrow almond eyes that betrayed her paternity. Her 
expression was slow and seldom chang ed, though her move- 
ments were quick. Children in the East End do not shrink 
under a blow: either they fling themselves upon their attackers, 
biting and scratching like desperate things, or they wriggle 
Ше eels; and Martha's home-life had taught her a very great 

leal. 

She had come with her mother to Ti Fung's cver since she 
could remember: and before that too, when she used to ride 
in on her mother's shoulder and the Chinamen would beg to 
be allowed to dandle her in their arms for a minute: and 
brought her toys, and later would teach her strange little songs 
to dance to on the table-tops. When she appeared with the 
tea it was strange to see these Chinks change, to sce the in- 
scrutable, dreamy look that Lottie had banished come back 
into their eyes: they bowed gravely to her, and ordered pre- 
served ginger and lychees for her, and talked to her with all their 
politeness. And yet no one would have said the poor wizened 
ttle thing was an attractive child. She seemed listless, hardly 
to understand what they were saying. She made no response 
to their gentleness: even when some reeling Scandinavian 
blundered? by, and they crooked their arms to prevent him 
brushing against her clothes, she did not seem to notice it. 
But it was not necessary: enough that she was a child: more, 
that half her blood was yellow. Her mother, who underst 
Chinamen, was satisfi ed. When they gave her flowers, she 
would smile slowly, and let them try to stick them in her hair: 
but there was hardly enough to hold the stalks. 
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But she always began before long to beg for paper; and the 
yellow men, who understood her whim, used to save old sheets 
of it for her, folded in their pockets. When her pencil was 
all worn away, one of them brought her a whole stick of Chinese 
ink, with a little brush, and showed her how to mix it in a saucer: 
and she used it up so incredibly fast that she was always 
begging for more sticks of ink. А great deal of it got on her 
face, or on the floor, and there were always black splashes on 
the walls. А number of mothers would have condemned the 
practice аз“ messy ^; but Lottie was one of those large-minded 

eople who do not object todirt. Their room would have been 
ከ anyhow. But Lottie did object, on other grounds: she 
thought it “ queer.” 

“Гати 's if,” she used to confide to her cronies,—“ ’tain’t °з 
if the kid could draw for nuts: she can’t. Carlo’s Lotta, 
now- a 

Carlo’s Lotta was certainly an amazing child: at a very 
early age she had shown a wonderful power for caricature, and 
by the time she was fourteen she earned enough money to keep 

По and his wife in а state of drunkenness. She made it by 
going to all the prize-fights and drawing crude sketches for the 
sporting papers. But Martha couldn't do this: she very 
seldom drew people, and when she did there was never a 
shadow of likeness in her drawings: mainly she would pile up 
odd bundles of rubbish on a table, and draw them: beer- 
bottles, onions, and such-like: or she would draw things from 
unexpected angles, or make up things out of her head. As 
Lottie said, it was “ queer.” 

But Lottie soon gave in, for she decided that Martha was 
altogether a bit “ queer”: there was, therefore, nothing to be 
done, provided that the child did not become expensive, but to 
teach her to shop and fetch the beer, and rub plates round with 
newspaper. That, to Lottie, comprised the art of house- 
keeping: otherwise, if the child kept the Chinks amused, why, 
it did her no harm, and was good for business. 

So Presently Martha began as usual to beg for Paper, and 
'oung Shan Ting delighted pulled out a whole wad that he 
ad kept for her: some of it back-sheets of letters, Pape er bags— 

anything he could get. Martha smiled imperson: at the 
sight of it, without any attempt at thanks; but Shan Ti 

able to produce a pencil too, so Martha soon squatted down 
with the pieces on фе Яоог апа began to cover them over with 
her strani ቺ scrawls, The curious thing about her was that she 
hoarded her paper like gold until it was used; but in her 
drawings, once done, she took no interest whatever. Generally 
she left them, crumpled, wherever she happened to have done 
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with them. But Shan Ting and his friends crowded round her, 
for there was an Eastern quality in her notions of design that 
appealed to them rather than to Lottie; and yet her con- 
ventions were not in any strict sense Chinese, because her 
design was not entirely in the flat, but advanced and receded 
in a way they could not understand. 

Lottie flitted on to other tables, leaving Martha to entertain 
the group: which she presently did in her quiet way, saying 
little and smiling little. She was one of those difficult people 
who seem entirely oblivious whether they are caressed or beaten, 
but treat all folk alike with a complete detachedness. 

It was not usual for Europeans to take any interest in her: 
but presently one rose from the table where he was sitting 
over Ti Fung "s wonderful tea and sponge-cakes, and joined the 
group. Wal Henderson was a tall fellow, youngish, and 
Shabbily dressed, like all the Europeans of the quarter, wearing 
a tight “ choker ” round his unshaven throat. He had the 
sullen look of most East-enders, beaten yet provocative: it 
would not have been easy to recognise the Art Student of a 
few years back, so completely had he gone under. Не elbowed 
the Chinks aside like a true Britisher, stood scowling down at 
Martha: but she drew on wholly absorbed, entirely oblivious 
that anything out of the ordinary was happening. Presently 
he picked up one of the discarded drawings, looked at it almost 
with a sort of rage and thrust it into the pocket of his coat. 
Then he sat down again and lit a cigarette. Lottie came back 
and bore Martha away, and the group broke up. 


Lottie usually lay abed till late in the morning, fed by 
Martha on tea and kippers. She was surprised, therefore, to 
hear a bang at her door at about ten o’clock. 

** Oo's that?” she screamed. 

Something was answered in a bass voice. 

“ Well, yer can’t come in,” she called again, and added in an 
undertone: “ Со and see what Ше blighter wants, Martha, 
there's a dearie.” 

So Martha slipped out of the door, and found herself face to 
face with a sullen-looking man. Inquisitive young heads were 
peering at them from the stairs below. 

“ Wodjer wornt? ” she drawled, one hand on the door-knob. 
for quick retreat. 

“ Want your ma,” the man growled out. 

Martha half opened the door to shout this information through. 
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Lottie, recognising the inevitable, poked out a head bristling 
with curling-pins. 

It did not take Wal Henderson long to explain what he 
wanted: an ordinary enough request—someone to do for him. 
He lived in the next block of tenements, and thought Lottie 
mi ght have time to come round and “ swep ор” before going 
to Ti тирге: 

Lottie thought otherwise. She was too fond of her bed. 
But she stopped to gossip. 

“"Ὄν”ε Liz?” she asked. 

Wal shook his head slowly. “Gorn,” he said. “ Las’ 
топ?” 

** Well, I never,” commented Lottie. 

Wal threw his head back, sucking noisily, like one with a 
bottle. “ In the ’Firmary.” 

“ Well, I never," термей Тоше; “и did 'er quick." 

“ Merciful quick. But she was at it a long time afore I 
knew." 

Lottie wiped away a sentimental tear. 

“А nice girl, your Liz: pity she drank.” 

Wal felt something chol King in his throat, and exclaimed 
fiercely: “ I'm bloomin’ well aht of it.—But 1 ain't got no опе 
to do for me now: that’s why I looked you up. Well, зо long, 
miss.” 

Lottie stopped him with a gesture. 

“Ere,” she said, **'alf a mo’. What about the kid?” 

“Martha?” said Wal, looking up at her suddenly, but 
hiding his cunning. 

“Yes.” 

“ She ain't got no sense,” said Wal. 

“ She's more sense nor you think!" cried Lottie hotly. 
“ She'd do you all right." 

Wal appeared to ruminate. 

“ She might,” he admitted presently. 

And so it was fixed up that Martha should do for Wal 
Henderson for eighteen-pence a weck. 

Wal did not smile to himself as he went back to his room, 
because he had long given up the habit of smiling. But he 
felt a certain satisfaction. 

Presently he went to the chest of drawers that stood in the 
corner on one leg, like a naughty child, leaning against the wall. 
With a knife he opened the handleless top drawer and fished 
out various bits 21 paper, pieces of charcoal, and pencils: he 
walked thou shy about the room putting them here and 
there: stood back to watch the effect, and then went out. 

When Martha arrived in the morning she knew pretty well 
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what to do. Wal was still asleep, breathing stertorously, his 
lower lip drooping. Martha hunted around for the tin teapot, 
found it half full of stale tea, so put it on the gas-ring to heat up. 
There were some kippers wrapped up in newspaper; but she 
could not cook them till the tea was hot: and she did the tea 
first because she could see Henderson had been drinking the 
пі ght before. 

eanwhile there was nothing to do. Martha looked round 
and saw paper and pencil within reach. Almost without 
thinking she began to draw: a vague sea of melancholy Chinese 
faces, a memory of Ti Fung’s. Starting from the front, she 
drew them, one by one, growing smaller and more expression- 
less in the distance. If you had asked her why they were 
melancholy, she could not have told you. It did not matter 
to her, once they were drawn, whether they had laughed or 
cried.’ Wal’s snoring had suddenly ceased: but she was too 
absorbed to notice it. Presently she began to frame the faces 
round with a heavy black line. 

“Ere!” Wal shouted out. “ Drop that and get on with 
и!” 

Martha jumped towards the ring: the tea had been boiling 
some time. А cup of it strangely seemed to improve Wal's 
temper—or Perhaps s it was the smell of the frying kippers. 
But while he was drinking it she managed to finish the framing- 
line unnoticed. 

Wal had a damp cloth for “ washing up” instead of using 
newspaper: so Martha rubbed the cup and kipper-plate both 
with it, and left hurriedly to clean up her mother's breakfast. 
When she was gone, Wal carefully drew his legs out of bed, and 
ran a judicious thumb down his shins. They were rather badly 
bruised. Presently he lit his pipe, and then pulled on his 
trousers: tied his “ choker," tightened the canvas belt round 
his waist, and put on his waistcoat. Before putting on his 
boots he looked 555 and carefully at the drawing, and presently 
hid it away in a chest under his bed. 

So things went on for several weeks, and the pile of drawings 
in the chest under the bed grew. Once, when Martha had 

gone, Wal took paper and pencil and made a series of neat little 
sketches. Every now and then he stopped to admire his work, 
and then went on. When they were finished, he got out 
Martha’s latest drawing, a straggling and unfinished design of 
house-tops, and set it beside them, scowling more and more at 
the comparison. Тһе first thing he did was to scribble all across 
his own work; and the next was to feel a sort of jealousy, an 
absurd wish for revenge ; and to take out the little pile from 
the chest. He screwed the top one into a ball and flung it into 
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the corner. But һе repented and went after it. Не flattcned 
it out carefully, then damped it and went over the back with 
a hot iron, and put it back safely in the pile. 

Next day when Martha came she found him already up, 
and his breakfast eaten. Instead of setting her to clean up, 
he told her to sit on the edge of the bed, and made a rapid and 
теу flattering drawing of her profile on canvas. (This canvas 
had been an old landscape of his; but he had scraped it and 
covered it over days ago with ground-white, ready for this.) 
Before beginning to use any colour he called Martha over to 
sec it, and asked her if she liked it. 

She shook her head. 

Wal clenched his fists, but kept his voice in control. “ Ain’t 
it prey enough for you? " 

artha said it wasn't that. 

* You just don't like it? ” 

“ That's right," said Martha. 

“ Why don't you like it? ” 

“ Dunno.” 

Wal felt she was right, but his jealousy grew quite out of 
control, and he beat her soundly with a soft leather strap. 
She rushed to the door, but he was before her: finding retreat 
cut off, to his surprise she remained quite passive, hardly making 
a sound while he hit her: his jealous fit vanished, and left him 
in an abyss of misery. 

The rest of the morning he spent teaching her the use of oil- 
paints. She got herself covered in paint from head to foot, 
just like any other student. During the afternoon he took out 
all his stack of pictures from the bottom drawer, and in a sort 
of sublime melancholy set himself to scraping the canvases and 
cleaning them and prep aring them afresh. This was a very 
hard thing for Wal to do. 

The first hard thing that he had done in his life was coming 
to live in Poplar: but that was not so hard as he had expected. 
He came for two reasons. The first was that there was no 
other place where he could afford to live and devote himsclf to 
his art. The second was that Liz was a barmaid when he first 
met her, and that she would be happier there than among his 
friends. His love for Liz died slow] Ys and by the time that it 
was gone he was absolutely absorbed in the life of the quarter, 
and neither could nor wished to leave it. 

Тһе second hard thing that he had done was after he dis- 
covered that Liz had another husband, and that she drank. 
His love was by this time nearly gone. But he kept her with 
him and nursed her almost until she died. The daily battle 
with the disgustingness of life wore away the finer side of his 
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nature, hardened the vulgar side that had first admired Liz. 
Presently he realised that it was impossible for him ever to 
be the artist he had dreamed of being, and that it was impossible 
for him to leave the life he was living. 

These were two hard things for Wal Henderson to swallow: 
especially as the latter had come about through doing what he 
thought to be right, and through sticking to Liz. 

The third hard thing was when he destroycd his own paintings 
in order that Martha might paint on the canvases. 

Martha knew nothing of this, and used the materials he 
gave her without thought. She worked all day and worked hard 
at her painting. In the evening she murmured “ S'long " in a 
conventional way, and slipped out. 

“ She's all brain and no heart,” said Wal to himself. “Гуе 
thrashed her till she was sick, and I’ve given her a chance she 
has never had in her life before—and she doesn’t care for me 
either way, more than a doorp ost. 

“ S'long! ” she had said: just the same as the first day that 
she had fried his kippers. 

But meanwhile his sullen face danced before her all the way 
home, and she beat her clenched fists together to stop herself 
from crying. 

Wal began to dream of the day when he should take a few of 

her drawings to a gallery, and an exhibition should be аттап ged, 
and the whole world should go mad about this pearl he had 
found in the gutter. He saw himself in the róle of her guardian 
and protector—and, incidentally, her business manager. 
* He saw the honours due to a discoverer paid to him. And 
the memory of Martha's “ slong " interrupted him. She would 
throw him away like a worn shoe when she had no more 
necd of him, he felt: but his queerly devotional attitude to 
art rose up to comfort him. The latent passionateness and 
sensitiveness of his nature were in strange contrast to her 
impassivity. It was the merely artistic temperament in 
contrast to the temperament of a real artist, he decided. 

He took her canvases and set them carefully by the window 
to dry. 

ш 


One night Wal came home more drunk than usual. Не had 
met an old friend of the days when he had first begun to draw. 
They had but the vaguest memory of each other, for Wal 
had never been to an art school: they had only met occasionally 
in odd Bohemian attics, where penniless fellows talked wonder- 
fully of the pictures they were going to paint some day: and 
then had come soon the time when Wal went under, and his 
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friends saw him no more. But the fellow had resisted all Wal's 
attempts to escape him, and borne him off to a disreputable 
and so-called Bohemian gathering, where his own ар) pearance 
was in no way out of place. There they had made Wal very 
drunk, chiefly on Crême de Menthe: and when he stumbled 
into his bed the whole world seemed suddenly to reel out of his 
ken, and he slept like a log. He did not wake till very late: 
Martha was sitting by him with a cup of tea, watching him. 
When he woke she put down the tea and mixed him some salts. 
He drank them, and, because his head was so painful, cursed 
her: and she hurried away without doing any painting that 
day. Wal went to sleep again and slept until midday. 

At midday he woke a second time, and felt in his pockets for 
his pipe—for he was fully dressed—wanting badly to smoke. 
But instead of it his fingers closed on a bit of pasteboard. Не 
drew it out and examined it half-consciously : 


“ Edward Macyntire, The Surrey Galleries." 


Vague memories of the night before elbowed and jostled 
each other in his mind. Who was Масупше? He must 
have been that fair Jew fellow, with the weak moustache. 
They had been drinking port when the man arrived, but he had 
asked for beer: and so they had all had a pint to keep him 
company, and then a gin to settle it before going on to the 
Créme de Menthe. The others had got noisy during the 
evening, but Macyntire had sat quiet, and it was not till the 
[ану broke up that he had shown how very drunk he was. Не 

ad been sitting on a sofa, one arm hung caressingly over the 
end, apparently talking to himself: when he tried to stand his 
legs ES way, and he sat in the middle of the floor, laughin 
weakly. They bore him off; and Wal, who could still stan 
and had a few wits left, offered to see him home in a cab. 

Macyntire had insisted on giving him his card before they 
parted, someone having mentioned that Wal was an artist. 

Now he staggered out of bed and tried to collect his wits; 
could not, and spent a miserable afternoon loafing along the 
docks in the cool air. In the evening he came back and varnished 
some pictures, Не took the pasteboard carefully out of 
his pocket, cleaned it with india-rubber, and set it under a 
tobacco-box. The next day he felt more capable of dealing 
with things . 

He sai пы to Martha when she came; but after she had 
wiped the breakfast-things, told her that he was going to take 
her out of doors to paint. She made no objection, and he 
found her a quiet corner where she could sketch unmolested, 
а corner overlooking the Pool Іп the foreground was a 


140 RICHARD HUGHES 


Norwegian timber vessel, and the little police-boats were 
fussing in and out of the shipping. То his surprise, she 
steadily refused to draw. He was furious. He had found her 
a subject and taken all the trouble of brin, ging her there—but no, 
she would not: and, recognising the truth of the proverb about 
the horse and the water, he did not even hit her. 

Presently she moved a few yards, the obstinate little wretch, 
and sat down quite contentedly with her notebook to draw 
something else. 

As soon as she was thus settled, Wal went home and took 
the packet of ος from under his bed: chose out thc best 
of the oils and did them up in а parcel together. He put on 
his collar and took a bus for Oxford Street: stopped at the 
Surrey Galleries, and gave Macyntire’s card to the man at the 
door, with his own name scrawled across the back. The man 
looked at him doubtfully, but took the card: and p resently 
Wal Henderson found himself talking to Edward Macyntire, 
saying he hardly knew what. 

And so it was arranged that there should be an exhibition of 
drawings and paintings by Walter Henderson at the Surrey 
Galleries in the following January. 


Iv 


Wal staggered out into the sunshine, still slightly dazed from 
the night before the last. How had it happened? He did not 
know. Macyntire had taken it for granted that this was his 
own work: and, of course, Martha never bothered to sign 
things. It would not occur to her. Nor did she ever bother 
to inquire what became of her drawings after they were done. 
wa went home and found she had been making a carcful 
drawing of a blind PUPPY» » almost in one line; but neither а 
touch wasted nor a touc lacing ; and there was no back- 
ground whatever. Wal wrote “ W.H." in the corner: leaded 
is thumb, and set its mark above. Then he went through all 
the drawings and paintings, signing them with his initials and 
his thumb-mark. ‘The final step was taken: Һе was surprised to 
find how easy it was: when a thing had happened half by 
accident, the very idea of which in cold blood he would have 
dismissed, he felt no remorse whatever, no inclination to go back 
to Macyntire and explain his mistake. Fate gave him a shove 
and he slid smoothly. 

It was not long before Wal managed to get a cheque from 
Macyntire on account, and took to shaving again every day 
and wearing a collar. It was not Jong , either, before Lottie 
began to get restive, and wonder that Martha should be absent 
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all day, and never come with her to Ti Fung's, as she used. 
Young Shan Ting and his friends used to inqure after her; 
and when she still did not appear, neither did they come to 
Ti Fung's so often: for Lottie's own popularity was waning. 
It did not occur to her that anything might be amiss: for, after 
all, Martha was barely twelve years old. It was only that she 
thought Henderson was getting more than eighteen-pence worth 
of work out of her in the week: as, indeed, he was. But when 
she questioned the child, and Martha told her that Henderson 
let her sit in his room and draw, she grumbled at it as “ queer,” 
but did not think much more about the matter. 

А few days after that Mr. Ti Fung summoned her to his 
office: and she wondered why. Не loomed in front of her 
thrcateningly: a great dark mountain of a Chink, girt always 
with a blue baize apron. 

“ I hear,” said he slowly, “ that you аге eensolent.” 

Lottie did not protest. She knew it to be his invariable 
formula; that protest was hopeless. 

"ና im le do not stan’ eensolence. You are dismiss 
But Lottie hardly heard him. “ You are old," were the 
words ringing in her head as she crept out again. 

She was badly shaken, but a little crude rum made her feel 
better. She Бер an to think things over we assionately, and 
yet found it hard to admit that she was old. And yet it was true 
that her ascendancy over the Chinese had gone: she had to 
recognise that. Things were not the same as in the old days 
when Martha used to come with her to Ti Fung’s. Her mind 
clung to this explanation in despair: she hated to admit that 
she was old: she would not admit it, and put it all down 
absurdly to Martha. 

Lottie paid for her drink in a dazed fashion and stumbled 
home in her high-heeled, over-trodden shoes. When Martha 
came in she flung a torrent of abuse at her, of which Martha 
understood not one jot, blaming her for all the misfortunes 
that had ever befallen them. Then she ended up saying that 
she should go to Henderson’s no more; and that Martha 
understood: but said nothing. 

Lottie went to bed debating in her mind whether to send 
Martha toa factory or to try and find some other more lucrative 
fob for her. For Lottie had no intention of entering a factory 

erself. Presently she decided to try the factory, and then fell 
asleep. But when she awoke Martha was already dressed and 
gone. 

Gone? Lottie was in а gripi: rage . Gone without even 
petting her breakfast: that was a dutiful child. And when she 

ıd spent half the night scheming for her future, too! 
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Lottie jumped out of bed earlier than usual, and hurried 
through her toilet, preparatory to learning them both. 

Wal had been out late the night before, and slept late. He 
had been dining with Macyntire, and they discussed the 
exhibition, which was just about to open. Macyntire had made 
him feel a little uncomfortable. Macyntire was a master of 
the art of Boom, whereas of the other arts he was only a very 
shrewd critic. During the last month he had given many 
quiet dinners to really good fellows: fellows who edited papers, 
or wrote art criticisms, or were well known as collectors. 
Then, over the port, he would quite casually bring out a few of 
Мар sketches, and ask their о pinion ofthem; generally adding 
that they were never likely to be popular, of course . . . but— 
he would spread his hands with a shrug, implying that one had 
sometimes to run an шір opular exhibition ы art's sake, show- 
ing that he was a Good Fellow also. АП the real people, of 
course, would recognise their genius; and probably run the 
show down, so as to buy Henderson's work cheap. Then the 
other good fellows would protest, and say that they at lcast 
would stand by him, and expose any such wickedness. All 
through December, therefore, there were veiled references to 
the coming exhibition in the papers: dark hints about its 
excellences, darker hints about the characters of any who should 
dare to traduce it. 

All this Macyntire, contrary to his use, told Wal; for he was 
surprised to find him more sensible than the average Unknown 
Genius: a man after his own hcart. And he ended up by 
saying, half laughing: “ The only pity, Henderson, is that you 
aren't an Infant as well as a Genius. If you were a young 
gutter-snipe, now, it would just account for those queer im- 
maturities and unintentional crudities that I’m afraid of people 
falling foul of.” 

Wal, who was drinking his third glass of port, spilt it. 

And so he had come home late, and feeling a little uncom- 
fortable, and did not wake till he heard a terrific banging on the 
door. Martha was standing close by his pillow, pale and fright- 
ened, clutching hold of his blankct; and the door was locked. 

** Who's there?” һе shouted, and recognised Lottie’s voice 
in the words that followed. He jumped out of bed and pulled 
on his trousers: then opened the door, ра as angry as 
Lottie herself, Martha ran behind him and flung her arms 
tight round his waist. 

“ Come along out of that, you little devil, you! Didn't I 
telly оц you wasn't comin’ here any mo-er? ” 

1 could feel the child sobbing against the small of his back, 
and his veins ran with a queer pride. 
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** What you been doin’ to the kid? ” he clamoured. 

“ What've you been doin’ to her?” cried Lottie. “ That's 
what I want to know. Ain’t I 'er mother? ” 

“Fat lot of mother, you. What you been doin’ to ’er? 
ГП get you lock-up, I will, chasin’ the poor little thing till she 
thinks you're ready to murder ег!” 

Lottie answered slowly and dramatically. 
** *Oo's 'er mother, you or me? Tell me that, Mr. Hender- 


n. 

“ Who feeds her? Who looks after her all day? Who does 
she love? ” he added triumphantly, bending back an arm to 
touch the child's shoulder. 

Lottie stared weakly. 

“ Who's been father and mother to her both all this last 
month, while you were bluing yourself at Ti Fung's. Tell me 
that, miss. You say you're her mother: who was her father, 
then? Some sawny Chink? Tell me that, before you go 
hollering about your mother's rights!” 

“ Martha,” said Lottie impressively, “ I been a good mother 
to yer.” 

Martha sobbed louder. 

** Ain't you comin’ alang of your mother? ” 

Lottie clung to the word desperately, like a talisman. She 
wanted the child: according to her lights, she was a good 
mother. 

Martha clung tighter. 

“ No, she ain't," said Wal. “I don't know what you been 
doin’ to make a kid leave its own mar; but that’s what you 
done, and I guess it must 'ave been something terrible ’ard. 
Ain't you afraid of Hell for doin’ the dirty on a kid, you 
devil?” 

“ She ain't done nothin’,” said Martha. “ On’y she said I 
wasn’t coming "ere any mo-er,” she wailed. 

Lottie stood limply and pathetically, like a dog unreasonably 
beaten. 

“ Fur Gawd's sake,” she whispered, “ let me 'ave "er back 

“ No, I won't," said Wal. He felt so completely in the right, 
such a disinterested champion of defenceless childhood. 

Lottie sprang forward, babbling furiously. 

“ What you want ‘er for? What you been doin’ to 'er, you 
lousy, 259 I tell you it ain't right for a kid of ‘er age to be 
away from "er mar.” 

“ [ ain't done nothin’,” he said slowly, “ and I ain't a-goin’ 
to do nothin’, "xcep' I ain't a-goin’ to turn away a kid what 
comes to me for help: I ain't that sort of fellow, What you 
think I can get out of er? Why, nothin’! Only, I ain't a-goin" 
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to let 'er back to be bullied by you, not if it costs me every 
penny I got to feed "er! " 
“ You mean it?” 
“ That's right.” 
“ Martha, are you comin’ along ο) me, or along о’ Wal?” 
For reply Martha pressed her streaked face harder in Wal’s 


coat. 

Lottie rubbed desperately at her eyes, tottered a few steps 
towards them, then turned and began to stumble down the 
stairs. 

“ Oh, Gawd,” she was muttering. 

Martha relaxed her hold, and sank on to the bed, hiccough- 
ing from her long sobbing, her eyes red and puffed. She lay 
there lon; ging for Wal’s comfort, but he stood motionless in the 
middle of the floor, hating himself. Bit by bit things broke 
loose in his brain, each with a sudden sledge-hammer blow. 
Memories of the early past: then memories of all he had meant 
to do for Martha. Then the thought of that exhibition of 
pictures by Walter Henderson. Then the memory of Lottie 
stumbling, childless, blindly out on to the stairs. All the pains 
of Judas took hold of him. Не writhed as if he was caught in а 
net of cords, struggling to escape from what he had done. 
Suddenly he turned on Martha, and his face was livid as with 


rage. 
፪ Get out of this! ” he screamed. “ Out of it! Out of it!” 

Martha sprang (о her feet in terror. ‘‘ Out of it, damn 
you!" he cried. “ Go to your mother! You can't stay here, 
Itell you! Out of it, curse you!” 

He took her by the shoulders and half threw her out of the door, 
so that she fell al tf aspread on the landing. 

“ Hurry," he was saying, “ get a move on, you little devil! 
And take all this truck along of you!" He bundled up paints 
and brushes in a bit of sacking and flung them after her. 

She lay huddled and ungainly and pathetic on the landing, 
not even sobbing, the paints spilt all around her, and he half 
kicked her across to the top of the stairs. 

He slammed the door. “ She's free of me now,” he thought, 
“for ever.” Things had come to such a pass that he could 
wish her nothing better. 
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(1967 1918), was associated with the “ Manchester 
uardian” for thirty-five years of his life He served 
ην throughout the Great War, Φ. еле is hair to deceive 
the authorities about his age, and afierwards gave up 
Jjournalism—which he said had become too “ easy "—1lo 
devote himself entirely to writing. His brilliant short 
stories are chiefly descriptive of Irish village life. The 
one included here has some humorously cynical revelations as 
to the methods employed by his former professional colleagues, 


newspaper men “ on the job.” 


TWO OR THREE WITNESSES 


"THANKS to our spirited Press, the eyes and the ears of 
the English nation are everywhere. Still, there may 
be, at any one time, more of these organs on one patch of 
ground than another. In all Connaught there were, at the 
time I am telling of, only four pairs of each. They were set 
in the heads of four London journalists, now taking their ease 
in their inn, at the small town of Callow, after the labours of 
the day. 

These labours had ended at six. They had had to. The 
travelling Assistant Press Censor from Dublin had ordered 
it so: devil a word, he had said, would he take for the wire 
a moment later than six, and it Christmas Day in a week's 
time, and the girl at the post office having a long way to walk 
to her home in the darkness of the night. 

The doyen of the four correspondents was РеПан, who 
wrote for the “ Day." Pellatt liked to be called the doyen. 
His paper, he said, was the doyen of papers. When first he 
had heard of that absurd six o'clock ru Е Pellatt had taken 
ps upon its author—had gone at once to see him alone and 
t him know what was what. The whole of the great world, 
as Pellat explained, all the people who counted, read the 
“Day.” If any parcel of a country's history did not duly 
impinge at the time on the consciousness of the world, that 
parcel of history could hardly be said to exist: at most it had 
Only the shadowy, problematic existence of some orchid that 
might, or might not, have bloomed in some unexplored 
equatorial forest, with no one to see. Had the assistant 
censor no love of his country? 

At any rate, he had no vision. His mind was provincial. 
Weren’t there four of them in it, he asked, and not Pellatt 
only? Every dog had his “ Day." Once give a favour and 
soon there'd be copy pouring into the place till God knew 
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what hour, whereas any post-office clerk that you'd see was 
a human creature the like of ourselves. So six o'clock it had 
been on this the first day of the four pressmen's labours at 
Callow. 

It would be six to-morrow, as well. This was graver— 
to-morrow was going to be a big day. Thomas Curtayne, 
greatest of Irishmen, was to be buried in homely state at his 

irthplace, Kilmullen, a village some twenty miles off. Here 
was a sob-story chance, manifestly. The London papers 
were wanting to “feature” the rite: Curtayne’s historic 
manner of giving old England a fugitive dig, now in the back 
and now in the stomach, during the pre-Treaty years had 
caught the fancy of our dispassionate nation of amateurs of 
the ring. Every correspondent would have to be there. 
And then he would have to be copious and vivid, crisp and 
magnanimous, right up to six. 

Still, for the moment the four were at ease. Or three of 
them were. The fourth, Fane, the raw hand, was better off 
than at ease: his spirits were in a heavenly whirl. This was 
his first biggish job, and he thrilled with delight at everythin 
that it brought; every hurry or makeshift or jar or rebu: 
was adventure; merely to sit there and hear the tremendous 
shop talked by the three middle-aged men, who knew all, was 
initiation; it gave him the raptures of swift conscious growth. 

They were humane to him. Dinner, which they had 
allowed to be sound in the vital matters of claret and game, 
had been followed by bridge. “ Not bad bridge either, 
considerin; * Pellatt admitted after the last trick had 
fallen, while casting a disciplinary look at Fane from under 
his ponderous brows. Fane's failings were clearly the con- 
siderations referred to. Morris, his partner, had snubbed 
Fane's admissions and pleas, after each ill-starred flutter 
of their common cause, with repetitions of the formula “ Cor- 
rect mistakes and carry on," in tones of firm resignation. 
Fane felt that he had played like a conscript. But then he 
had been one—had only wanted, for his part, to look around 
Callow, to gorge himself with its quaint queerness. Still, 
everyone else’s escape from an evening of pain had seemed to 
depend on his cutting in. 

% he had played. But now, while Morris and Bute totted 
up, he would give himself without shame to the amusement of 
eyeing the room, so much more purely and deeply mid- 

ictorian in every colour and curve of its fittings and furniture 
than any room now to be easily found in inshion-following 
England. Odd that on rebel Ireland an older Eng 1 
should stamp her most durable image. Savoursome Tudor 
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idioms were constantly piquing one's ear in the rustic speech 
of these wilds. One never heard them now in England. 
And those ghost-like “ leaders " in Irish newspapers: up and 
down the badiy, printed columns walked the spectre of good 
Georgian London wit; here subsisted the ironies, coquetries, 
brecding and ease lost to England long since, when writers 
rew flustered and polysyllabic and shrill and forgot how it 
fit when Steele was most quiet. Ah, but of course we had 
character still! Our oaken English uprightness was not put 
away, out of use, in any lavendered drawer of this still-room in 
Ireland. Rugged integrity—that suit, at least, we were strong in. 

We must be, for Pellatt was saying it now. When Pellatt, 
with his short-curled grizzled hair and Jovian eyebrows and 
his frown, a very Elijah of Handel, positively said “Тіз зо” 
Fane could see it no otherwise. Pellatt was quoting some great 
person who had said that all our bother in Ireland had come 
of the desperate attempt of an honest and slow-witted race to 
overn a race of gulch уны scamps. “I'm not so sure,” 
ellatt judicially added, “ about the ‘ slow-witted.’ ^ 

The fleeting hour was genial—no hour in which to set 
bounds to the great love a man bears to country and self. 
On the three curvilinear waistcoats before him Fane counted 
eight buttons undone; it gave him an intimate joy; he was 
in at the spot where greatness unbent. Within the three 
middle-aged bosoms subjacent to those straining waistcoats a 
similar process of kindly expansion advanced at no meaner 
pace. t he three seasoned vessels began to confess, each 
after his kind, the severe morality of their professional conduct. 
Men are prone to do that when their bodies are deeply at 
ease; in that mellow condition the thought of the stern hold 
that you keep on yourself could move you to tears. In straight- 
flung words and few the handsome Bute acknowledged his 
creeds Don't let your, paper, down, over hats, good 
enough law and prophets for me.” Bute bit his lip on the last 
word, with a manly control of emotion—Fane saw it and Jooked 
away for a moment, res pecting it. Bute was a dear; Fane 
had already seen that; Bute's extremely kind and shy eyes, 
that dodged you behind shiny lasses, were always cre dentals 
enough to gain your goodwill. But now Bute the gentle 
concurrer with everyone else’s movements, Bute the averter 
ofall jolts and jars in your mind, the smoother of conversational 
ways and avoider of clashes and gloom, shone forth as more 
than a dear. And of course he was right: he had the key— 
Fane perceived it: have some one loyalty; be true to any 
one thing; all the rest follows. 

And now Morris found tongue. Morris the rough diamond, 
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the “sound practical journalist" of “ the old school,” the 
man who, when cross, would complain of Pellatt's “ racuous ” 
voice and of Bute's “ baynal ” old gobbets of Latin; Morris, 
who said a few minutes ago that the assistant press censor 
was clearly “а total stranger to the amnities of life.” Yet 
Morris surely knew a thing or two: he must. Morris worked 
for no single paper. He was the great News Agency man; 
his messages went to all papers, morning and evening; Morris’s 
stuff would be used by any paper that had no man of its own 
on the spot. Now he broke forth, as well as he could at this 
hour, about "the brotherhood of the craft”; journalists 
ought to be comrades faithful and true; news ought to be 

ooled; “scoops” and “ beats” and any dog's trick of the 

kind ought to be barred; any brother-craftsman attacked 
by the outer world ought to be backed to the death by the 
rest. “I mean to say, simply, the craft! Stick together, 
and stick to the craft!” As evenings wore on, Morris’s 
speech came more and more to be composed of many “I 
mean to say’s,” each followed by some new essay in verbal 
expression less effective than the last. He bulged with rich 
meaning, rather than uttered it. Still, Fane understood. 
A man might have honour and grit though he did not carry 
his drink to perfection. Burns, no doubt, was like that of an 
evening. Sheridan too. 

“ Oh, I'm absolutely with you there,” Bute was saying 
to Morris cordially. Pellatt was eyeing the weaker vessel 
with somewhat Olympian disdain, but Bute would not fail 
at doing the merciful thing: 

“ Wel fi” said Bute, in the first pause that came, “ Cras, I 
suppose, ing ens iterabimus aequor.” Bute had been a classical 
scholar at Corpus and seemed unashamed of the fact. “ Time 
I crept into my narrow bed.” 

Morris, as soon as the door had closed upon Bute, proved 
how fast events had been marching within Vim. “ Good ol’ 
Вшеу!” he gurgled. “ Mean t'shay, shafety first. Minnight 
oil, y'know. Mean t’shay, got to pump two'r three gallonsh— 
fill up spare tank before starting, y'know. Mean t'shay, 
good ol’ wise virgin, oP Вашу, , 28 what Í mean.” 

It was cry ptic to Fane, Pellatt was simpler. “Не might 
have waited a little,” said Pellatt, austerely. Bute had not 
left him a moment to sum the case up and put the thing in 
the с right light. All that Pellatt did now, with so meagre an 
audience to awe, was just to impart, in brief, what it was 
that had always kept him up to the mark. Just the one 
simple reflection: ^ Mind, he who writes for the ‘Day’ 
writes history. Не who writes history makes it.” 
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Pellatt took care to risk no anti-climax to this high-toned 
aphorism. He rose, and finished his glass. And Fane was 
equally willing to go and sleep on all the inspiring things he 
had heard. 

Lanterns were gleaming about the inn yard when the 
yawning waiter brought in their unloved early breakfast. 
Unconfirmed rumour had given out that their man would 
be buried at 10-50. Unconfirmed rumour! “ Good God!” 
Pellatt groaned, as he dourly and doggedly ate, “ is there апу 
other country in Europe would leave you in doubt?” 

So, to make safe, and to get a look at Kilmullen first, they 
must start a good deal before eight. All motors and petrol 
had lately been commandeered by the State: nothing for it 
but horsed jaunting-cars; so each of the four had chartered 
one of these for himself, to secure individual liberty. Just 
as they finished their eggs the scrape and slipping of hoofs 
on the rounded stones of the yard, as the first horse was led 
out of its stall, roused Pellatt once more: “ Horsed cars for 
the Press! Whatacountry! Savagery! Absolute savagery!” 

“ Тои needn’t grouse,” Morris snarled. “ Yowve not got 
to be back in this hole at 1-30 to wire your story for evening 

apers.” 
PE Гуе got to write a story fit to live," Pellatt growled. 

Bute rushed in to create a pacific diversion. He playfully 
wailed “ Quel métier! Quel métier! Up early, down late. 
Wise man, old Chaucer— Flee from the Presse and hold by 
Steadfastnesse.’” 

It seemed that laments were the fashion. So Fane did not 
let on how he inwardly chuckled and grinned with delight. 
The voices and flitting. lights in the yard, the big day's work 
afoot, with Charles's Wain still bright above a darkling gable, 
the sweet or sour tempers of men already in play before dawn— 
full of delicious differences—this was life, full-flavoured : 
the cup had strong wine in it. Heavenly, too, was the drive 
out from Callow; first through the murky pallor of failing 
night, growing haggard, and then the realist fight of a cloud- 
covered dawn, dreary, circumstantially blank. Frost quickens 
fires, and darkness gives beauty to flame: that bald, aghast 
oncome of day, without colour or stir, seemed to brace the 
delighted spirit in Fane to rally its stout garrison of inward 
cheer for a defiance to all enveloping forces of torpor and glum- 
ness. Оп each of the three cars ahead, back to back with 
its driver, was seated a stolid, immobile figure, immense with 
ድ Fane figured each of the three as а symbol of 

ination over investing armies of circumstance; each was 
2 lamp amid gloom, a fortress exultantly held, a hut with а 
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great fire in it and all the Arctic without. These and other 
picturesque images visited Fane's virgin mind all the way 
to Kilmullen. 

АП Kilmullen is built round “the Square "—an ор еп 
quadrangle of turf, mangy -looking with wear. Each of its 
sides is about a hundred yards long. The high road from 
Callow passes along one of these sides. The church stands 
on the opposide side, near its centre. Next to the church, 
the priest's house is on one side, the school on the other. No 
post office exists. Next to the high road, at the corner nearest 
to Callow, a grocers and general shop enjoys the blessing of 
a licence for beer and porter: Near it stands an old police 
barracks, now used by State troops. The rest of the village 
is white-washed mud cottages. 

The four drivers made for the grocer's large stable yard: 
there a man of infinite leisure came to receive the horses, and 
Pellatt was first to ቺ out Ше question next to all hearts. 
Was 10-30 really the hour? 

“ Tin-thirty! The funer’l!”” The ቁ man invigorated 
himself to give what was almost a hoot of derision. “ Tut! 
Not at all. Wan o'clock, or wan-thirty. An’ early at that, 
with His Grace the Archbishop driving a good twinty miles 
from Clong to this place." 

Pellatt’s face could be read like a book at that moment— 
a black-letter book. The Irish again! The untrustworthy 
Irish! The Irish all over! 

“That does it,” Morris said firmly. He turned to his driver: 
“You needn't take that horse out. I'm going back now.” 

The driver pleaded the frailty of horseflesh. 

“ Well "—Morris relented so far— give him a snack while 
I look at Ше church. In ten minutes we'll start.” He 
hurried off to the church, where the man of leisure said the 
coffin was lying now on the tallest bier that ever you saw. 

Тһе rest followed more slowly. They would have time to 
look round, in all conscience, between now and опе—“ or 
one-thirty." Three hours wasted, out of the five in which 
they might have been writing their шамсгри іесез at Callow, 
in front of a good bedroom fire apiece! Now—well, with 
luck, they might get to their writing by four instead of at one. 
Fane had to admit to himself that the cause had come a bit 
of a cropper. But Morris’s fate was the worst. Poor old 
Morris would see just nothing at all. “Why "—his thoughts 
broke out into speech—‘ Morris’s old evening papers won't 
get a word about the whole thing.” 

“No. Not if his horse falls down dead on the road,” 
Pellatt savagely grunted. 
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Fane stared. “ Oh, of course he could say how the place 
looked beforehand,” said Fane. 

pus murmured, “ О sancta simplicitas | ”—goodness knew 
why. 

Morris was speeding out of the church as they neared it. 
“ So long,” he said, valedictively. “ Back to my post. Fool 
I was ever to leave it.” 

“ The post office, you mean?” Pellatt jibed, with a stony 
glint in his eye. 

“ Absolutely,” said Morris. “ You one-paper artists may 
gad about, sniffing for atmospheres. I’ve got the whole of 
the Press to keep posted up on the facts, and I can’t play the 
fool any more. So—c’rect mistakes and carry on.” He sped 
off towards the grocer’s. 

“О these agency men!” Bute murmured mildly. At 
those ribald words about one-paper artists Pellatt had turned 
his back on the blasphemer. Fane marvelled. All was not 
clear. ' 

When the three had taken a good look at the inside of the 
church they trailed out into the square and strolled on its 
grass and presently sat and smoked on the low tubular rail 
that ran about it, and Pellatt and Bute sank into melancholy, 
crabbed or sympathetic—and so the vacant morning dragged 
on. It was now that Pellatt’s varicty first struck Fane аз 
being less infinite than Cleopatra’s. Pellatt returned on him- 
self. In what other country on God’s earth, he acidly asked 
of Bute, could you not find out to-day the hour fixed for the 
chief public event of to-morrow? Spaniards, Arabs, Hindoos, 
Kaffirs were all people of system, compared with this feckless 
breed. The Irish were "natives" really—just natives— 
could never get on without some firm, upright ruler above 
them, someone who did not babble but did get things done 
and knew his own mind and told the truth and stuck to it. 

Bute chimed oblig ከጻ] ly in with the other's mood of Ше 
moment. Bute recalled the saying of some clever person: 
ask a Greck a question and he will give the answer most likely 
to profit himself; ask an Arab, and he will give the answer 
that runs to the fewest words; ask an Irishman, and he will 

ive you for answer whatever might give you most pleasure. 
ut Relate first letting Bute know that alt this was a chest- 
nut—did not seem quite so sure about that disinterested desire 
to please. Anyhow, what an Irishman said was not evidence. 
“ Give me, for God’s sake, a country where eg med any 
rate, men like ourselves—are brought up to feel that lying is 
simply a thing that's not done." 
'ane felt he was idling; he ought to be marking the words 
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of the two senior experts in observation of life. But Fane was 
young: pleasure distracted him. It was delicious just to 
sit there and see the things that went on, the persona] life of 
the place, all its tranquil molecular movement, not hidden 
but only softeningly swathed in the light mist of that dull 
day. A tiny ass, drawing a tiny cart laden with peat, pensively 
picked its way, a wavy enigmatic way, along the road bounding 
one side of the square, its frail shanks and delicate feet moving 
daintily: near its head, but not intruding word or blow on 
the thoughts of the ass, an aged man meandered pensively 
too. Hither and thither over the turf of the square three 
mongrel dogs prosecuted together their race's old pursuits of 
love, war, and the chase, checked only when some lapse into 
pitched battle, or else a frenzied attempt to dig a rat out of 
the turfy bosom of the square, brought a shoutcd curse from 
a cottage door to remind the passionate creatures of the 
sovereignty of law. Presently chil dren surged out of the school- 
house, plunging with shrill cries of joy into the lessonless outer 
air as into a bath, and, this first ecstasy being spent, began to 
play soldiers and marched up and down, banging tin cans 
with extreme gravity. 

Oh, it was great, the low rhythm of this rustic world, like 
the pulse and breath of babies asleep, awaiting great days to 
come and amassing strength for them! Here in the castaway 
farms and the tiny towns with no street lamps—here was the 
forest in youth, the soil storing up richness for some such un- 
predictum le sowing of seed as impregnated Assisi and Stratford. 

inter held hushed in rest-giving arms the landscape that 
rose beyond the low roofs; in every hedge they had passed 
on the road the drugged sap slept its hardest, collecting in 
that semi-death the power to leap up straight at the sun and 
break into honeysuckle and rose. And here was a place 
kind as winter—really the noblest of seasons, the quiet creator 
with forward-looking eyes. 

Carried down the full stream of this reverie, Fane did not 
notice that Pellatt had now said all the things which the English 
commonly say of the Irish, when cross, except those which 
had been added in pure good nature by Bute, to keep Pellatt 
going. Fane was not disturbed at his revelling uli Bute’s 
voice made itself felt like the touch of a child’s propitiatory 
finger on a reading elder’s arm: 

* Mon dieu, mon dieu, la vie est là 
Douce et tranquille." 


Bute softly purred the much-quoted lines. АП lines that 
Bute quoted were much-quoted lines. And then Fane saw 


TWO OR THREE WITNESSES 153 


a thing clearly—that Bute's mind, released from the call to 
play up to Pellatt’s, instinctively sidled up to his, Fane's. To 
play up, to chime in, was Bute's way. But not to understand 
everything. Bute, like Fane, was now gazing gravely out at 
the life of Kilmullen; but Bute was audi ly bored, and 
assumed that Fane was. Verlaine had been quoted with 
irony. “ Yes, mon dieu!” Bute continued, “ tranquille à vous 
faire mourir. Imagine living in this sort of a hole—if it could 
be called ከፎ!” 

Fane did his best to be bored. He felt ashamed of his 
privy delight—if he knew better, if he were complete, if he 

ad mastered his craft of observation, no doubt he would see 
nothing but tedium and commonplace now. He honestly 
tried. But nature is stubborn. Behold! Kilmullen was all 
very good, incorrigibly good; he could not pump enjoyment 
out of his mind as fast as that unseaworthy vessel allowed the 
stuff to pour in. “ Where's Pellatt? " he asked. He had to 
say something, and now he noticed that Pellatt was gone. 

Bute shrug ged, without any harsh innuendo. “Gone to 
find someb lettered enough to be moved at the notion of 
having the ‘ Day’ in the place—should you think? " 

Fane laughed. Yes, their thunderous doyen had that little 
failing—quite amiable. So was Bute’s gentle touch on it. 

Noon struck on the villa; fe clock's cheap: tinny bell. They 
heard the strokes out, refilled pipes, and loafed again over 
the green. During the next half-hour momentous events 
did not abound. One of the mongrels, then sitting up on his 
haunches and quaffing the air with uplifted nose, suddenly 
turned his head round and saw with indignation a shiny 
black-beetle in the act of treading on his tail Тһе mongrel 
whipped round to avenge; the beetle hung on—an event, as 
events go in these haunts of peace, had come into the life of 
the place. Nobody else was in sight, yet Fane felt that the 
whirl of self-baffling pursuit which ensued was converting all 
Kilmullen’s front windows into so many convergent суез. 
Like a battalion formed in hollow square, Kilmullen gazed 
in on its centre. Fane felt its four frontages stir as the reeds 
round a pond wave very slightly whenever you throw a stone 
into its middle; the slow zipp! les presently break on the stems 
of the reeds and they stir and then stand still again. 

Eventlessness had re-settled thoroughly down on the place 
by 12-29. Tired with active bliss, the three mongrels slept 
on the turf. The increased smoke that harbia; ngas ег was 
streaming ор peacefully straight from many chimneys. Sud- 
denly Fane felt a convulsion run through the reeds round the 
pon d. A man, red with haste and looking important and 


154 C. E. MONTAGUE 


heavily fraught, arrived on a muddy push-bicycle out of the 
great world without. 

The stranger rode straight to the priest's dwellirg-house; 
he propped his clogged and spattered mount against the hedge 
and entered. During the minutes that followed Fane felt 
that the very smoke from the chimneys stood still to watch 
the priest’s door. One of the mongrels came to life, rose, 
sniffed, and gazed expectantly towards the same quarter, 
his flicking nostrils closely interrogating the intervening air. 
Ofa sudden he flopped an ear forward; the tip of his tail 
wagged a note of satisfaction. The priest had come out of 
his door. Behind him came Pellatt. 

“ Downy old fox! ” Bute chuckled, admiringly. 

The priest walked quickly across to the old barracks. He 
dropped a few words on the way to each of two men who came 
eagerly out from houses to intercept him. When he had 
spoken, each of the men fell away with an air, as Fane thought, 
of remitted tension; some strain of intent expcctation was off 
for the moment. O horror! 

Pellatt was walking across to them. Fane hardly needed 
to know what was coming as soon as Pellatt should speak. 
“We're for it!” said Pellatt. “It’s put off again!” 

“ Му God! ТШ what hour? " said Bute. 

“Three o’clock. The archbishop’s shay has gone phut on 
the road. А crazy horsed landau, in this year of grace! The 
worship of saints is modern beside it, Good God! What a 
Church!” 

“ You’ve made friends with the padre?” said Bute un- 
тер roachfully. 

ellatt looked at him share ly. “Т felt he would like,” 
Pellatt said, “ 10 know that the ‘Day’ would have a man 
here." This may have seemed to leave the two others cold. 
Pellatt added: “ Besides, I thought we might all be the better 
for knowing the order of the service. Do you people want 
it?” 

The two took down a few notes that he gave from his book. 
“I really don’t think that it would have done,” Pellatt ex- 
plained, "to have us all шоор in. Не isn't the easiest 
man to get on with. It takes the utmost tact to get anything 
from him at all.” 

Bute culated aloud, in his sociable way. “Three 
o'clock. “Finish 3-30. Beat the horse all the way back to his 
stable, to get in by six. Means—not a moment to write in.” 

Pellatt looked at him hard. “ The time has been,” Pellatt 
sturdily said, “ when а man could write on a car.” 

Bute looked at Pellatt as hard as such gentle eyes could. 


TWO OR THREE WITNESSES 155 


“ Nothing like pressure,” said Bute, “ for squeezing the best 
work out of a man.” 

Their gallantry rendered Fane almost glad that the blow 
had fallen. Неге was adventure made yet more adventurous; 
faced, too, along with stout comrades. What more couk 
you want? 

The tinny tinkle of the clock had just tolled one; the priest 
Һай reimmersed himself in his house; dinner-time had wh ойу 
depopulated the green; even the dogs had legged off to see 
what their several quartermasters could do. “ Anyhow, let 
us lunch,” said Pellatt, still in that tone of robust fortitude. 

There was no real inn to give meals. But life could just 
be sustained at the grocer’s on biscuits and stout. The shop 
had a cavernous further end, dim, smoky, and malty. Here, 
on two chairs and an up -ended barrel, the three ate and drank 
and two of them talked of the stern joys of duty done against 
odds, and the sunshine Gling, the mind that will do the dirty 
on nobody. Pipes and a further treatment of these topics 
followed Ше soldierly meal. Now and again one or another 
would step out to see that no novel turn of affairs was making 
history in the square. 

At rgo Pellatt went out in his turn. Ас 155 he had not 
returned. Bute looked at his watch and jumped up, looking 
appalled. “Му God!” he said, “ has he made a bolt for 
his stable?” He ran out. Half-way to the door he turned 
round and said compunctiously: “ Sorry, but if Pellatt goes 
I must go. It's a bad world. Look out for yourself.” а 
then he was gone. 

Fane, seated on his ря -ended barrel, was not much perturbed. 
Still, he marvelled. First Morris had fled from the diamond 
mine, empty-handed. Then Bute was in terror lest Pellatt 
should rob himself too. If he did, it seemed Bute would feel 
bound in horror to add the wreck of his own day’s job to those 
of the two others. Really, these points of professional honour 
were rather fine-drawn. Would he, Fane, be expected also 
to post back to Callow and wire to tell his paper that he had 
not stayed for the show and so could say nothing about it? 
te иче thick, that. But Oh! good! here was Bute coming 

ack. 

"The first consternation was gone from Bute's face. It was 
а worried face, though. “ He's not gone,” said Bute. “ His 
car's there. No doubt he'll turn up at the time, but I do 
wish he wouldn't fade into the landscape so freely." Ғапе 
pnt n OMEN 

М „ he’ uying а ,” Fane jocosely suggested. 

“Tt won't be a pup,” said Bute, almost Ен Не sat 
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down again and relaxed, or seemed to be trying to. Business 
permitting, the grocer would drift aft into the cavernous 
snuggery, drink a gift glass of his own merchandise, and 
fraternise warily with the alien. Borne by customers, news 
from the great world without would trickle at intervals into 
the shop, some of it overheard by Fane and his friend, some 
of it carried back to their lair by the grocer upon his next 
visitation. At 2-10 someone big and proud with poignant 
tidings came to buy starch and to tell the terrible shock it 
had given His Grace when the landau foundered, and he an 
old, aged man: but His Grace was the man with the courage, 
and he after fainting and shaken almost to bits; nothing 
would do him but get a new axle at Strones and then on to 
Kilmullen before the darkness of night. 

In truth it was darkening already. Midwinter days droop 
young if a monstrous wainscot of massy black cloud in the 
west be making a false horizon half-way up the sky. A 
cellarly gloom had begun to invest the snuggery, never well 
lit. Voices heard in it now were acquiring, for Fane, the 
romantic tone of all voices lifted in obscurity. Two-thirty 
arrived, and an elderly woman dead to the world, a true 
priest’s housekeeper, came to buy candles. Of this errand it 
seemed she was no whit enamoured. In sombre tones she 
explained its occasion to the grocer. Someone unnamed 
had invaded the house of the priest, “ Aye, like a wolf on the 
fold or a pack of locusts itself, taking all, and then ringing the 
bell for more to destroy.” She etched—like other etchers, 
not without acid—a portrait of this Tamburlaine of our days. 
“А brindle-haired man, and not a line on his face but it was 
the depth of a ditch, and a black scowl upon him would give 
you a right to engage he’s a judge.” Fane, in the semi-dark- 
ness, saw the profile of Bute go sharply round to attend. The 
artist’s indignation was waxing as she went on with her picture. 
“ Не to be sitting beyond in the parlour, poking the fire as 
bold as how-are-you, and writing the Divvil knows what on 
a packet of telegraph forms he'll have stolen, I seriously think, 
from Callow post office. And nothing to do him at last but 
complain of the li ght of the beautiful lamp that we have and 
ask for a candle ides from his геугепсе, that right soon 
would be begging his bread with resisting | not evil if I wasn’t 
there.” She snorted amain as she walked away with the 
auxiliary illuminants so reluctantly sought. 

It was growing too dim for Fane to see Bute’s expression: 
And yet Fane knew what it was. The cock of the head, the 
strain of the neck may tell a good deal: we are all cats, more 
of less; we can tell іп the dark. Yes, Pellatt was living well 
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on the country, and Bute's gentler spirit was taking off its 
hat to that robust and exacting domination. Pell 50 маз 
writing. Why, of course, he was describing the long wait, 
the atmosphere of Kilmullen, the lovely and wonderful things 
in which Fane had only wallowed or basked otiosely, all the 
fitting prelude to the dramatic poignancy of the coming event. 
Fool, Ват that Fane had been, not to work too while yet it 
was light! Could he start still? Too late—it was two-forty 
now. “ Shall we stroll round? ” said Bute, with some anxiety 
in his voice, but not consternation. Good old Bute, he was the 
man to be with; they were the two wise men of legend, at sea 
in a bowl, but the senior sage was not downhearted—only wary. 

In the square the premature twig ht was bringing a few 
lamp-lit windows into distinction. To one of these lighted 
panes, an uncurtained one in the house of the priest, the two 
men were drawn, moth-like. As they gazed, the light was 
strengthened within: an unshaded candle, borne in some 
unseen hand, crossed the square of yellow radiance and came 
to rest close to the head of one seated. He looked up. Yes, 
Pellatt, of course, and his face not genially grateful, so far as 
they saw. Bute chuckled; “Не thinks they ought to have 
put a shade on the candle. Hullo!” 

A faint stir in another part of the square had diverted their 
eyes. The cyclist, visibly armed with the prestige of one on 
whom much hung, was just setting off up the main road. Oh, 
of course, to sight the archbishop’s carriage and bring back 
the tip for the priest’s humble procession to turn out and 
meet the great man at the skirts of Kilmullen. 

The tin-voiced timepiece of the place never spoke without 
first clearing its throat: four or five minutes before striking 
an hour it rumbled or creaked and got ready. This hom ing 
and ha-ing had scarcely begun when the cyclist scorch 
back to the square, and the priest with his decent train of 
assistants set forth on foot for the rencounter. 

Now that he did come, God's viceroy on this patch of the 
earth was as punctual as a secular king. The voice of tin 
had not been thrice uplifted before the ancient prelate rose 
in the halted landau and shook out his travel-creased robes. 
But your men of eld cannot be rushed, least of all when eld 
has been pretty well shaken as well as wearied and cramped 
with a long, шу drive. Foot after foot must be lowered, 
painful inch by inch, to the ground, with stalwart aid from 
а domestic chaplain. And entries of state, to court or hamlet, 
have to be decently made. It was 3-8 before the first homage 
was paid and the first blessing given. Only at 3-14 did the 
churchward procession set out. 
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As all the eyes and ears of England marched abreast among 
the lay details of this procession Fane noticed Pellatt’s eyes 
fixed on a watch at his wrist, to the apparent neglect of all 
other objects of interest, sacred or prof Bhe, Pellatt was like 
a man timing a race. Fane glanced at Bute, and found 
Bute’s gaze fastened on Pellatt’s face as fixedly as Pellatt’s on 
the watch. But Fane could not look at them long. There 
was too much to see. 

At 3-20 the head of the little procession, marching in column 
of fours, arrived at the church. To file through the door 
they had to form two deep: Fane and Bute were now abreast; 
Pellatt had fallen back into the next file. Another two 
minutes, and Fane and Bute were kneeling side by side іп 
a pew, Bute next to the gangway. During the next three 
minutes Fane knew, with a different order of certitude from 
most of his cognitions of other people, that Bute, as well as 
he, had lost hold upon everything else, flooded out by the 
inrushing sense of living fellowship in the presence of the 
strange event of death. It was unprofessional. Still, it does 

appen. 

‘The first full force of this may have passed as they rose to 
their feet with the rest. And then, through the door that 
lay open behind them, there came, clear in the deep outer 
stillness of the windless afternoon in the dispeopled square 
the sounds of a cart put sharply in motion—the whipped 
horse’s scraping clutch at the ground, and the brutal scrunch 
of wheels on rough cobbles. In the seconds that followed 
the beat of hoofs REN rhythmic and swiftly diminished; and 
Bute, coming back to the world and glancing quickly about 
him, whispered to Fane, “Stolen away, by the Lord—the 
old fox!" And then, in another second, “ Young un, Pm 
going. Ain’t you?” 

The first tremendous hum of some droneful chant was just 
rolling out cumulus clouds of mystical awe from the Дер 
blent with the sensuous drug of the rolling incense. “ Gosh, 
no!” Fane whispered back. “ We'd miss the whole thing." 

“ Magnifique," he half heard Bute protesting, and then 
“ n'est pas la guerre, n'est pas la guerre, God help you!” And 
then he was aware of a vacant Jace at his side and of reverent 
slow steps suddenly breaking into a run on the flags outside 
the open church door. 

But а greater event was to dwarf even this. Тһе fugitive 
steps had not long passed out of hearing, the sounds of а. 
second car at some distance Paring and drivin away had 
only just passed, when, with a sl σος and a sudden еНесі of 
raw edges, the service broke off: first the chanting voices, 
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then the fortifying instrument—every thing. Voices rose which 
did not seem to belong to that place. One, collected and 
clear, asked aloud, “ Is there anny doctor here?” And then, 
“ Is there anny trained nurse? ”; and a sturdy young woman 
who looked like business 99 ed out of а pew and ran up 
straight towards the altar. Other voices, escapes for helpless 
emotion, squealed or bleated lamentations and random futilities : 
* Hold him up. , now, the way he can breathe"; “ Not at 
all. Lay His Grace on his back till you get the wine to him”; 
“ The Lord God help us all—is he dead? ” 

Fane caught a glimpse of a limp bundle of archiepiscopal 
vestments carried out to a door at one side of the chancel. 
The nurse followed, to minister. Then the dismayed con- 
gregation just waited, minute by minute, the scene a tragic 
counterpart to that interlude, comically empty, which comes 
while bridal parties sign in the vestry. Fane looked at his 
watch when the blank wait began. It was 3-34. Не ought 
to be on the road now, to make sure of getting his news on 
the wire. In ten minutes more the chance would be small. 
In twenty there would be pretty well none. Yet here was 
news in the making—an archbishop dead, it might be, in 
trying to bury the great layman. No, he must wait at all 
costs, see the thing through, and then do what he could. 
The minutes ebbed fast. Twenty had gone when the parish 

riest came out and hushed the general hum with an uplifted 
1:64. Thank God, he said, His Grace was in no danger at 
al. He had fainted, and what wonder at it? But now he 
was conscious; he would be perfectly well in the morning; 
so now let them all go quietly to their homes, and at ten 
o'clock in the morning the funeral would begin. Fane slipped 
out of the church ahead of the rest and ran to the groccr’s 

ага. 
y Four o'clock struck as he ran. Ni ght had fairly fallen; 
the first thing Fane saw in the yard was the lamps of his waiting 
car shining out on the flicking ears of the homesick horse 
ready in th е shafts. “ Is it possible we can be there before 
857? Fane hungrily asked as he jumped to his place. 

“ Before six!” ejaculated the man, as if scouting a scandalous 
десе of detraction. “ And it a blood horse!" This was a 
eartener for Fane. And the patrician horse certainly leapt 

out of the yard and along the hi gh-road like embodied desire. 
Indeed, the vibration caused by this first burst of speed gave a 
fantastically dissipated air to the handwriting of Fane as he 
scrawled on a telegraph form, by the aid of a flash-lamp, the 
short message he wanted to send to his paper—just the news of 
the postponement and of its cause—his legs doing unaided, 


160 С. Е. MONTAGUE 


the while, the work of adhesion to the bounding and bumping 
vehicle under him. 

Doubtless blood told while the horse was adding this minor 
hardship to the career of letters. But Fane's composition was 
only just finished before it became apparent that six furlongs 
rather than twenty miles was the racing distance of this 
particular thoroughbred. After five miles thc thought of 
ome seemed to recede from Ше animal's inconstant mind. 
Five o'clock came before the half-way village was reached. 
Two miles more and the beast insisted on walking for a short 
time on the flat. 

The irony of the business stuck pins into Fane—the thought 
of Morris, Pellatt, and Bute, one after the other, driving back 
along this road with easy time to send the news, and none to 
send; and then of him, Fane, trailing home with all the news 
to himself, only too late to send it. Oh, if the poor weary 
beast could but do miracles! But how on eartb, if any сһапсс 
did get him to Callow in time, was he to give the others the 
tip? The “ brotherhood of the craft"—last night he had 
thrilled to the words: it would be scrubby not to act on them 
now that a chance of giving, and not merely taking, had come 
to himself in his ap apprenticeship. Yet, yet—had he not thrilled 
too at Bute’s ideal of never letting his own paper down? Was 
not his sole ownership of this piece of news a thing that belonged 
not to him but to his paper, not a thing to be squandered bı 
him for his fine feeling’s sake, in standing treat to his friends 
Really, it was confoundedly hard—Launcelot Gobbo's case, 
only with no means of telling which counsellor was conscience 
and which was the fiend. Well, he would follow both—rush 
his own message off first of all and then tear round to tell the 
three others. 

Idle dream!—the spent horse was walking again, and 
Callow was seven miles off, and it was 5-21. He thought 
he would get out and run; then he put it off for a minute, 
hearing a cyclist’s bell ringing behind; and then a better 
thought came. He. hailed the cyclist, swiftly unfolded the 
crisis to him, and न μα a deal. The cyclist was open 
to that. He was a Callow man; he was the man who had 
done that dispatch-riding duty to-day at Kilmullen. He had 
had riding enough for one day. On getting security for the 
bike he was charmed to drive home on the car in Tanga pl lace, 
howbeit slowly. Fane mounted the bike and plunged into 
the darkness ahead. But it was almost 5-30 by now, and 
Callow was still all the seven miles off. 4 

Оп ап) strange p ush-bicycle, well clogged with mud, a 
pace of fourteen miles an hour on a greasy road at night is 
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harder to attain than many racers on cinder tracks might 
suppose. Besides, on a patch of slime at the outskirts of Callow 
Fane made an acrobatic side-slip, was well rolled in the mud, 
and had to spend four minutes in straightening the handle- 
bar. That made his lateness a doubly sure thing. It was a 
quarter past six when he jumped off at the censor’s and 
bounded up, three steps at a time, towards the lair of that 
dragon upon the first floor. The censor had once or twice 
given a few minutes’ grace. Possibly — 

Fane met his fate on the landing. The censor was coming 
away. He had just locked up for the night. “ Coul 
you-—?” said Fane, with ап agonised look. Не held out 
n itiful scrawl, like a child's or a drunkard's, that he had 
produced on the car. 

“No bon, me boy. Rien πε va plus,” said the censor, an 
amiable sportsman really, whom Monte Carlo had educated 
for the discharge of this delicate duty. He looked at the wild 
scrawl in Fane's hand and then at the mud on Fane’s coat. 
“Пай, but you've been at the wake," he concluded with 
sympathy. “ Left at the post be the whole of the field, and 
you only taking а glass. Tell me now, was the funer’l the great 
things they tell me? ” 

Fane gaped at him. “Funeral! Why, it’s all off. Put 
off. Till to-morrow.” 

The censor gaped now. Then he shut both his mouth and 
his eyes as a man might pull down the blinds to be quiet and 
think. At the end of some ruminant seconds he asked: 
“ Апа what about all the dull thud of the earth on the coffin? 
Aye, and the women's tears raining into the grave?" Не 
seemed to be mustering reminiscences. “ Aye, and one that 
drop ped a spray of winter jasmine in, and she the very spit 
and moral of Kathleen-ni-Houlihan, that all the English 
know of now, mourning her son?” 

“ To-morrow,” said Fane; “ To-morrow, Ten-thirty a.m.” 

The censor perceived. Fane was sober. “The three 
divvils!” muttered the censor. “ And not а man buried at 
all! Begob, their sins have discovered them.” There he 
paused [^ a moment; then asked, “ Was that all you were 
wishful to wire? ” 

“ Yes," said Fane, hope reviving. 

“ Mind what I say to you now,” said the censor. “We 
need the most stringent press censorship here. But we don’t 
poke our nose, any more than by way of a form, into any 

gentleman's private affairs. Now, have you ever a friend in 

ndon—a man with a private address? You have—well 
and good. Docs he know your editor's private name—and 
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do you? Well and good. Now, in five minutes from this 
the post office will close. But it's only two minutes from here, 
and you're young and you have a good gallop in you. Now, 
take this ”—the censor had been taking out of his pocket a 
telegraph form and now handed it over and Fane saw it was 
blank except that it bore at its foot the censor's signed name 
and his stamp“ and give me your word of honour you'll 
only write on it, to one private address: ‘Archbishop ill. 
Funeral postponed till to-morrow. Tell O'Flaherty—that, 
or whatever your editor's name is—at once.’ Then your 
own name." 

They shook hands on it. “ОЙ with you now,” said the 
censor. Fane leapt down the stairs with his unhoped-for 
treasure. An empty side-car was passing the street-door 
below. He gave the man five shillings to drive like the wind 
to the inn, not three hundred yards off, and tell the three 
English gentlemen there, from Fane, that the funeral was 
off—just ^ Funeral off. Archbishop ilL" Then he pedalled 
his best to the post office door. 

The male clerk of the place was already fingering fondly 
the steel outer gate, ready to catch the divine sound of a Сок 
striking the liberative half-hour. Within, the female clerk 
was buzzing off the tail end of some long message—Bute’s 
or Pellatt’s, perhaps s, Fane reflected—before taking in Fane's. 
When she read Fane’s she turned human and murmured, 
“Thank God! Now I can be there.” 

“That’s right,” Fane humanly said, and official reserve 
was the more completely suspended because the male clerk 
had now fastened the outer dei Fences and come in to join them; 
the three were insensibly leagued together by being alone in 
а fastness. 

The man heard the news. “Who was it at all, then,” he 
asked, “ that the archbishop buried to-day? ” 

“ No one,” said Fane. 

“And wasn’t he standing at all,” said the man, “ with his 
feet in „Ве slippery yellow clay thrown up from Ше open 

grave? 

ЕЧ And who told you that? ” Fane inquired. 

“ Amn't 1 just after putting the last of it on to the buzzer 
for London Ry" said the man, “ not ten minutes back? ” 

“ Aye, and Í at it too,” the girl intervened, “ till this minute. 
And earth thudding dull on the coffin and all.” 

“ Wasn't it all written out,” the man almost apu м 
two that had seen it happen at twenty to four е luri 
winter dusk going on at [^ time? ” 

“ And, the queerest of all,” said the girl, “ was I to be called 
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away from my dinner at twenty to two to wire to London the 
way the last rites were completed not long after one? ” 

So at last Fane perceived. One does perceive so. Up to 
some point or other no evidence, even the strongest, teaches 
you am thing. "Then, of a sudden, you see even more of the 
truth than is proved. In that moment Fane saw all that 
Pellatt had done at the priests, and that Bute had done in 
his bedroom last night, and that Morris had gone home to 
do. Each brother after his fashion, the brotherhood of the 
pen had been forging the news. The phrases of last night 
occurred to him now, framed in derisive inverted commas— 
“ writing history," “don’t let your paper down!" How it 
all stank! 

Like other forms of evaporation, that of a faith is chilling. 
The blank collapse in Fane's face may have refrigerated the 
clerks, for the deep reserve of their high calling seemed now 
to constrict them again. “That'll be one and twopence," 
the girl said with restored professional dryness. The way the 
man closed the steel outer gate after Fane had a sharply 
exclusive clang. 

As Fane stood on the pavement and tried to pull all this 
new ер erience together and make something of it, а quick, 
dry, rubbing sound approached: Bute, running in slippers, 
took shape out of the darkness, now turbid with mist. He 
viewed the locked gate with urbane dismay that seemed to 
acknowledge its own comic side. He did not strive nor cry, 
as Pellatt, Fane thought, would have done. “ Dis aliter 
visum," Bute said, almost lightly; and then, “ You did all 
that man could do for us. Unus homo nobis cunctando restituit 
rem. But Morris was out, running after vain things, when your 
messenger came, and Pellatt was in his hot bath. Ней be 
in hotter water to-morrow—that is, Ғ---” Не looked а 
rather wistful inquiry at Fane. 

“ Yes," said Fane, “ I've wired the news.” 

“You did quite right," said Bute. “ Ме asked for it. 
“Тһе gods are just, and of our pleasant vices Make whips 
to scourge us. ” 

'* I'm sorry,” said Fane. 

As they walked along towards the hotel Bute’s arm slipped 
under Fane’s. “ГИ tell you," said Bute, "the way I got 
started on lying. Some «5 [у yarn was going about that a wolf 
had appeared in the Lakes, and I was sent down by my paper 
to see. It was my first job; I was on trial. I toiled at the 
thing for two days, questioning farmers and shepherds until 
it was perfectly clear that the yarn was a hoax. I was just 
going back when my editor sent me a wire: * Time you were 
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seeing that wolf. Cannot afford waste like this.’ Well, I 
had been en; gaged for three years and was longing to marry. 
I simply couldn’t afford to be sacked. So I saw the wolf— 
with my little eye, I saw the wolf. That was the start. Obsta 
principis. But it’s devilish hard.” 

“Tm sorry,” said Fane. Не too was betrothed, and with 
him too the date was an affair of finance. 

Dinner opened in gloom. Not till after the fish did the 
‘ood claret do its kind office so far that Morris found tong ue: 
Е Stick together, boys—that's all there is to be done. ете 

all in it." 

“Tm not," Fane avowed. 

Pellatt glared at the tyro from under storm-laden brows. 
Morris jeered: “ Saved by unpunctuality, eh? ” 

“I was in time,” Fane con! fessed, Why the deuce had not 
Bute told the others and saved him, Fane, the beastly job 
of inflicting these punctures? 

Pellatt looked up with his eyes, without raising his head, 
like a hanging ju dee asking a question that’s sure to damn 
the accused. “You wired,” he asked, “the news of this 
incredible postponement? ” 

® Yes,” said Fane, with the rails of a dock seeming to sprout 
up all round him. 

“Good God!” said Pellatt—and it sounded like “ The 
Lord have mercy on your soul!” 

“I suppose,” said Morris, with vitriolic moderation, 
ж loyalty is like € thank God when you see it, but 
don't take it hard if there's none.” 

“ Perhaps "—Pellatt austerely ground out the words— 
“it had never occurred to Fane to consider all that is lost— 
I mean, of course, national loss—if an accident of the kind 
that has happened to-day is allowed to shake public faith in 
the Press—in the value, as I may say, ofthe authorised minutes 
of the nation's business as they are kep t by the “Рау?” 

Then Fane himself lost hold. “ How the deuce,” he ех- 
claimed, “could I know you were all playing this rotten 
trick? ” 

Pellatt straightened himself. “Trick!” he ejaculated, 
augustly. Оһ, it was far from being their pleasantest 
evening! 

But we are wondrously guided. On Fane’s return from 
the authentic interment next day he found in his room a long 
telegram from his editor. It was forbearing , but ominous, 
Due allowance was made for his youth. Still, there was to 
be no more missing of first-class events, no more rash ас- 
ceptance of unsifted rumours of postponements. Fortunately 
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the paper had had a good r фон from the News Agency man 
to du back on; otherwise the let-down would have been a 
disaster. Fane could imagine it all: first, the London even- 
ing papers spilling about the streets Morris’s tale of the burying, 
wired before two o’clock; then Fane’s own wired merane е 
coming roundabout in, over the "phone, and looking absurd; 
then, lest there be anything in it, telephone messages flying 
about, to make sure, and word arriving that all was quite 
right and the funeral certainly over—the “Day” man and 
somebody else had sent it in full; and then the pencilled notc 
of Fane's telephoned message going on to the spike in the 
editor's room, dismissed as the unpromising blunder of a 
be; ginner. 

hat good was it now to report the mere truth? It would 
not be printed. What paper liked giving the lie to itself ? 
Not Fane’s. He knew that, whatever else he did not know. 
And so he took a day off work, like the rest. 

That was their last night in Callow. Fane may have not 
been elate, but a deep contentment filled two of the others, 
and Bute never spoiled sport. Pellatt and he both received 
their editors’ felicitations ከሃ wire—Pellatt, “Best thanks— 
first-rate piece of work”; and Bute, “ Bravo—the chose vue 
in perfection.” All had seen Fane’s paper now, and in their 
relief were prepared, each after his fashion, to let Fane down 
lightly. “ For all the serious purposes of history," Pellatt 
impressively said in the genial last minutes before they all 
went to bed, “ this fellow Curtayne was buried yesterday. 
"Ten years from now he will have been buried yesterday.” 

“ I'm not so sure,” Morris put in. “ There are these God- 
forsaken Irish papers. They'd say anything." 

“ Мом, do you really often hear,” Pellatt impressively 
asked, “ of historians going down to the British Museum to 
check the file of the ‘Day’ by that of the ' Skibbereen 
Eagle'? History must have some sense of relative values in 
evidence." 

“No,” Bute admitted, “and yet—yet—do you know, I 
think there may be something in the ways of the Old Journalism 
after all." Fane felt he knew Bute now. The Butes of every 
age had been consenting to the stoning of the prophets, out 
of sheer niceness to the stoners. And yet—and yet all true- 
born Butes said now and then, while the stoning went merrily 
on: “Still, there may have been something in what the old 
buffer was saying.” They were as open-minded as that. 

“ Fane,” said Morris, holding up his last whisky before 
that last one of all which he always tried to carry upstairs in 
his hand, lest he perish of thirst in those upper wilds, “ here's 


166 C. E. MONTAGUE 


luck and forge oce Take care, thoug h, next time. Mean 
t'shay, trop de zèle scuttles the ship. Well, we're none of us 
too old—mean t’shay, too young to learn. C'rect mishtakes 
and carry оп. Goo'night." 

Fane had come to know poor Morris too. But that was 
easier. 
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(1878- ), succeeded to one of the oldest Baronies in 
the British Isles in 1899. He lives the typical life of the 
country gentleman deeply interested in sport and travel, 
and [^ an іо write out of some spontaneous urge within 
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WHERE THE TIDES EBB AND FLOW 


DREAMT that I had done a horrible thing, so that 

burial was to be denied me either in soil or sea, neither 
could there be any hell for me. 

I waited for some hours, knowing this. Then my friends 
came for me, and slew me secretly and with ancient rite, and 
lit great tapers, and carried me away. 

Е was al ft in London that the thing was done, and they went 
furtively at dead of night along grey streets and among mean 
houses until they came to the river. And the river and the 
tide of the sea were grappling with one another between the 
mud-banks, and both oF them were black and full of lights. 
A sudden wonder came into the eyes of each, as my friends 
came near to them with their glaring tape rs. All these things 
I saw as they carried me dead and stiffening, for ту soul was 
still among my bones, because there was no hell for it, and 
because Christian burial was denied me. 

They took me down a stairway that was gem with slimy 
things, and so came slowly to the terrible mud. There, in the 
territory of forsaken things, they dug a shallow grave. When 
they had finished they laid me in the grave, and suddenly they 
cast their tapers to the river. And when the water had 
quenched the flaring lights, the tapers looked pale and small 
as they bobbed upon the tide, and at once the glamour of the 
calamity was gone, and I noticed then the approach of the huge 
dawn; and my friends cast their cloaks over their faces, and 
the solemn procession was turned into many fugitives that 
furtively stole away. 

еп the mud came back wearily and covered all but m: 
face. There I lay along with quite forg otten thing s, wit] 
drifting things that the tides will take no farther, with useless 
things and lost things, and with the horrible, unnatural bricks 
that are neither stone nor soil. I was rid of feeling, because I 
had been killed, but perception and thought were in my 
unhappy soul. "The dawn widened, and I saw the desolate 
houses that crowded the marge of the river, and their dead 

167 


1 
168 LORD DUNSANY 


windows peered into my dead eyes: windows with bales 
behind them instead of human souls. I grew so weary looking 
at these forlorn things that I wanted to cry out, but could not, 
because I was dea ‘a Then I knew, as I had never known 
before, that for all the years that herd of desolate houses had 
wanted to cry out too, but, being dead, were dumb. And I 
knew then that it had yet been well with the forgotten drifting 
things if they had wept, but they were eyeless and without 
life: and I, too, tried to weep, but there were no tears in my 
dead eyes. And I knew then that the river might have cared 
for us, might have caressed us, might have sung to us, but he 
swept broadly onwards, thinking of nothing but the princely 


р s. 

t last the tide did what the river would not, and came and 
covered me over, and my soul had rest in the green water, and 
rejoiced and believed that it had the Burial of the Sea. But 
with the ebb the water fell again, and left me alone again with. 
the callous mud among the forgotten things that drift no morc, 
and with the sight of all those desolate houses, and with the 
knowledge among all of us that each was dead. 

In the mourn! ብ wall behind me hung with green weeds, 
forsaken of the sea, dark tunnels appeared, and secret narrow 
passages that were clamped and barred. From these at last 
the stealthy rats came down to nibble me away, and my soul 
rejoiced thereat, and believed that he would be free perforce 
from the accursed bones to which burial was refused. Very 
soon the rats ran away a little space and whispered among 
themselves. They never came any more. When I found that 
I was accursed even among the rats, I tried to weep again. 

"Then the tide came swinging back and covered the dreadful 
mud, and hid the desolate houses, and soothed the forgotten 
things, and my soul had ease for a while in the sepulture of the 
sea. And then the tide forsook me again. 

To and fro it came about me for many years. Then the 
County Council found me, and gave me decent burial. It was 
the first grave that I had ever slept in. That very night my 
friends came for me. They dug me up and put me ba 
again in the shallow hole in the mud. 

Again and again through the years my bones found burial, 
but always behind the funeral lurked one of those terrible men 
who, as soon as night fell, came and dug them up and carried 
them back again to the hole in the mud. 

And then опе day the last of those men died who once had 
done to me this terrible thing. I heard his soul go over the 
river at sunset. 

And again I hoped. 
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А few weeks afterwards I was found once more, and once 
more taken out of that restless place and given deep burial in 
sacred ground, where my soul Нор ed that it should rest. 

Almost at once men came with cloaks and tapers to give me 
back to the mud, for the thing had become a tradition and a 
rite. And all the forsaken things mocked me in their dumb 
hearts when they saw me carried back, for they were jealous of 
me because I had left the mud. It must be remembered that I 
could not weep. 

And the years went by seawards where the black Бат es go, 
and the great derelict centuries became lost at sea, an. sull 1 
lay there without any cause to hope, and daring not to hope 
without a cause, because of the terrible envy and the anger of 
the things that could drift no more. 

Once a great storm rode up, even as far as London, out of the 
sea from the South; and he came curving into the river with 
the fierce East wind. And he was mightier than the dreary 
tides, and went with great leaps over the listless mud. And 
all the sad forgotten things rejoiced, and mingled with things 
that were haughtier than they, and rode once more amongst 
the lordly shipping that was driven up and down. And out 
of their hideous home he took my bones, never again, I hoped, 
to be vexed with the ebb and flow. And with the fall of the 
tide he went riding down the river and turned to the south- 
wards, and so went to his home. And my bones he scattered 
among many isles and along the shores о! happy alien main- 
lands. And for a moment, while they were far asunder, my 
soul was almost free. 

Then there arose, at the will of the moon, the assiduous flow 
of the tide, and it undid at once the work of the ebb, and 

gathered my bones from the marge of sunny isles, and gleaned 

em all along the mainland’s shores, and went rocking 
northwards till it came to the mouth of the Thames, and there 
turned westwards its relentless face, and so went up the river 
and came to the hole in Ше mud, and into it dropped my bones; 
and partly the mud covered them and partly it left them white, 
for the mud cares not for its forsaken things. 

Then the ebb came, and I saw the dead eyes of the houses 
and the jealousy of the other forgotten things that the storm 
had not carried thence. 

And some more centuries passed over the ebb and flow and 
over the loneliness of things አወ. And I lay there all the 
while in the careless grip of the mud, never wholly covered, 
yet never able to go БР and І longed for the great caress of 
the warm Earth or the comfortable lap of the Sea. 

Sometimes men found my bones and buried them, but the 
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tradition never died, and my friends' successors always brought 
them back. At last the barges went no more, and there were 
fewer lights; shaped timbers no longer floated down the fair- 
way, and there came instead old wind-uprooted trees in all 
their natural simplicity. 

At last I was aware that somewhere near me a blade of grass 
was growing, and the moss beg ап to appear all over the dead 
houses. One day some thistledown went drifting over the 
river. 

For some years Г watched these signs attentively, until I 
became certain that London was passing away. Then I 
hoped once more, and all along both banks of the river there 
was anger among the lost things that anything should dare to 
hope upon the forsaken mud. Gradually the horrible houses 
crumbled, until the poor dead things that never had had life 
got decent burial among the weeds and moss. At last the may 
appeared and the convolvulus. Finally, the wild rose stood 
up over mounds that had been wharves and warehouses. 
Then I knew that the cause of Nature had triumphed, and 
London had passed away. 

The last man in London came to the wall by the river, in an 
ancient cloak that was one of those that once my friends had 
worn, and peered over the edge to sec that I still was there. 
Then he went, and I never saw men again: they had passed 
away with London. 

A few days after the last man had gone the birds came into 
London, all the birds that sing. When they first saw me they 
all looked sideways at me, then they went away a little and spoke 
among themselves. 

“Не only sinned against Man,” they said; “И is not our 
quarrel.” 

“ Let us be kind to him,” they said. 

Then they hopped nearer me and began to sin, E It was the 
time of the rising of the dawn, and from both banks of the river, 
and from the sky, and from the thickets that were once the 
streets, hundreds of birds were singing. As the light increased 
the birds sang more and more; they grew thicker and thicker 
in the air above my head, till there were thousands of them 
singing there, and then millions, and at last I could see nothin; 
but a host of flickering wings with the sunlight on them, an 
little gaps of sky. Then when there was nothing to be heard in 
London but the myriad notes of that exultant song, my soul 
rose up from the bones in the hole in the mud an began. to 
climb up the song heavenwards. And it seemed ta 
laneway opened among t the wings of the birds, and it went up 
and up, and one of the smaller gates of Paradise stood ajar 
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at the end of it. And then I knew by a sign that the mud 
should receive me по more, for sudden! ly I found that I could 
weep. 

Atthis moment I opened my eyes in bed in a house in London, 
and outside some sparrows were twittering in a tree in the light 
of the radiant morning; and there were tears still wet upon 
my face, for one's restraint із feeble while one sleeps. But I 
arose and opened the window wide, and, stretching my hands 
out over the little garden, І blessed the birds whose song had 
woken me up from the troubled and terrible centuries of 
my dream. 


LIAM O'FLAHERTY 

(7%7-, ), was дот in the Arran Islands, He was 
intended for the Church, but after serving in the Great War, 
he gave 4 the idea definitely. After 1918 he led an adven- 
turous life, working his way round the world аз deck-hand, 
farm labourer, porter, etc. Не returned to Ireland, and 
was engaged in communist activities. His novel, “ The 
Informer,” written as a oe won the James Тай 
Black Prize. Of all his brilliant short stories, his Nature- 
‘studies, like the one included here, have Ше greatest charm 
and appeal. 


HIS FIRST FLIGHT 

TE young seagull was alone on his ledge. His two brothers 

and his sister had already flown away the day before. 
He had been afraid to fly with them. Somehow when he 
had taken a little run forward to the brink of the ledge and 
attempted to flap his wings he became afraid. The great 
expanse of sea stretched down beneath, and it was such a lon; 
way down—miles down. Не felt certain that his wings woul 
never support him, so he bent his head and ran away back to 
the little hole under the ledge where he slept at night. Even 
when each of his brothers and his little sister, whose wings 
were far shorter than his own, ran to the brink, flapped their 
wings, and flew away he failed to muster up courage. to take 
that plunge which appeared to him so desperate. His father 
and mother had come around calling to him shrilly, up- 
braiding him, threatening to let him starve on his ledge 
unless he flew away. But for the life of him he could not 
move. 

That was twenty -four hours ago. Since then nobody had 
come near him. е day before, all day long, he had watched 
his parents flying about with his brothers and sister, perfecting 
them in the art of flight, қасына them how to skim the waves 
and how to dive for fish. Не had, in fact, seen his older brother 
catch his first herring and devour it, standing on a rock, while 
his parents circled around raising a proud cackle. And all the 
morning the whole family had walked about on the big plateau 
midway down the opposite cliff taunting him with his 
cowardice. 

The sun was now ascending the छः blazing warmly on 
his ledge that faced the south. Не felt the heat because he 
had not eaten since the previous स htfall. Then he had 
found a dried piece of mackerel’s tail at the far end of his 
ledge. Now there was not a single scrap of food left. He 
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had searched every inch, rooting among the rough, dirt-caked 
straw nest where he and his brothers and sister had been 
hatched. He even gnawed at the dried pieces of spotted 
eggshell. It was like eating part of himself. He then 
trotted back and forth from one end of the ledge to the other, 
his grey body the colour of the cliff, his long grey legs stepping 
daintily, trying to find some means of reaching his parents 
without having to fly. But on each side of him the ledge 
ended in a sheer fall of precipice, with the sea beneath. And 
between him and his parents there was a deep, wide сНазга. 
Surely he could reach them without fiy ing if he could only 
move northwards along the cliff face? But then on what could 
he walk? There was no ledge, and he was not a fly. And 
above him he could see nothing. The precipice was sheer, 
and the top of it was perhaps farther away than the sea 
beneath him. 

He stepped slowly out to the brink of the ledge, and, standing 
on one leg with the other leg hidden under his wing, he closed 
one eye, then the other, and pretended to be falling asleep. 
Still they took no notice of him. He saw his two brothers 
and his sister lying on the plateau dozing, with their heads 
sunk into their necks. His father was preening the feathers 
on his white back. Only his mother was looking at him. 
She was standing on a little high hump on the plateau, her 
white breast thrust forward. Now and again she tore at a 
piece of fish that lay at her feet, and then scraped each side 
of her beak on the rock. The sight of the food maddened 
him. How he loved to tear food that way, scraping his beak 
now and ΞΕ: ain to whet it! He uttered а low cackle. His 
mother cackled too, and looked over at him. 

“Са, ga, ва,” he cried, begging her to bring him over 
some food. “ Gaw-ool-ah," she screamed back derisively. 
But he kept calling plaintively, and after a minute or so 
he uttered a joyful scream. mother had picked up a 

іесе of the fish and was flying across to him with it. He 
Е out cagerly, tap ping the rock with his feet, trying to 
get nearer to her as she flew across. But when she was pst 
opposite to him, abreast of the ledge, she halted, her legs 
hanging limp, her wings motionless, the piece of fish in her 
beak almost within reach of his beak. He waited a moment in 
surprise, wondering why she did not come nearer, and then, 
maddened by hunger, he dived at the fish. With a loud 
scream he fell outwards and downwards into space. His 
mother had swooped upwards. As he passed beneath her he 
heard the swish oi Pier wings Then a monstrous terror seized 
him and his heart stood still. He could hear nothing. But it 
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only lasted a moment. Тһе next moment he felt his wings 
spread outwards. The wind rushed against his breast feathers, 
then under his stomach and against his wings. Не could feel 
the tips of his wings cutting through the air. He was not 
falling headlong now. He was soaring gradually downwards 
and outwards. Не was no longer afraid. Не just felt a bit 
dizzy. Then he flapped his wings once and he soared upwards. 
He uttered a joyous scream and flapped them again. He 
soared higher. He raised his breast and banked ag ainst the 
wind. “ Са, ра, ға. Ga, ga, ва. Gaw-ool-ah.” His mother 
swooped past him, her wings making а loud позе. Heanswered 
her with another scream. Then his father flew over him 
screaming. Then he saw his two brothers and his sister flying 
around him curveting and banking and soaring and diving. 

Then he compi letely forgot that he had not always been 
able to fly, and commenced himself to dive and soar and 
curvet, shricking shrilly. 

Не was near the sea now, flying straight over it, facin, 
straight out over the ocean. He saw a vast green sea beneath 
him, with little ridges moving over it, and he turned his beak 
sideways and crowed amusedly. His parents and his brothers 
and sister had landed on this green floor in front of him. 
They were beckoning to him, call ing shrilly. Не dropped his 
legs to stand on the green sea. His legs sank into it. He 
screamed with fright and attempted to rise again, flapping his 
wings. But he was tired and weak with hunger and he could 
not rise, exhausted by the trang с exercise. His feet sank into 
the green sea, and then his belly touched it and he sank no 
farther. He was floating on it. And around him his family 
was screaming, Praising him, and their beaks were offering 


him scraps of 1008 б 
Не had made his first flight. 


MULK RAJ ANAND 

(1907- ) was born in Peshawar. In 1925 he won a 
research. scholarship and studied philosophy in London and 
Cambridge, obtaining а Doctor’s degree. Apart from his 
written work as an art critic, his two most important novels 
are “ Untouchable” and “ The Coolie,” which deal with 
social problems, in which he is deeply interested. His short 
stories are comparatively few, but this exquisitely drawn 
picture of a lost child is one of his best known. 


THE LOST CHILD 

T was the festival of Spring. From the ተሪ shades of 

narrow lanes and alleys emerged а gaily clad humanity, 
thick as a crowd of brig! ht-coloured rabbits issuing from a 
warren, and entering the flooded sea of sparkling silver sunshine 
outside the city gates, sped towards the fair. Some walked, 
some rode on horses, others sat, being carried in bamboo and 
bullock-carts. One little boy ran between his parent's legs, 
brimming over with life and laughter, as the joyous, smiling 
morning, with its open ΑΕ and unashamed invitations to 
come away into the fields, full of flowers and songs. 

“ Соте, child, come," called his parents, as he lagged 
behind, arrested by the toys in the shops that lined the way. 

He hurried towards his parents, his feet obedient to their call, 
his eyes still lingering on the receding toys. As he came to 
where they had stopped to wait for him, he could not suppress 
the desire of his heart, even though he well knew the old, cold 
stare of refusal in their eyes. 

“ I want that toy,” he pleaded. 

His father looked at him red-eyed in his familiar tyrant’s 
way. His mother, melted by the free зр irit of the day, was 
tender, and giving him her finger to catch, said: 

“ Look, child, what is before you.” 

The faint disgu st of the child's unfulfilled desire had 
hardly been quelled in the heavy, pouting sob of a breath, 
“ M—o—th—e—r," when the pleasure of what was before him 
filled hiseagereyes. They had left the dusty road on which they 
had walked so far to wend its weary way circuitously to the 
north, and had entered a footpath in a field. 

It was a flowering used ει eld, pale, pale, like melting gold, 
as it swe] Rt across miles and miles of even land, a river of К? low 
light, ebbing and falling with each fresh eddy of wild wind, 
and straying at places into broad, rich tributary streams, yet 
running in a constant sunny sweep towards the dis tant mirage 
of an ocean of silver light. Where it ended, on a side stood a 
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dense group of low, mudwalled houses put into relief both by 

the lower ከ6 of a denser crowd of yellow-robed men and 

women and by high-pitched sequence of whistling, creaking, 

squeaking, roaring, humming noises that rose from it, across the 
groves, to the blue-throated sky like the weird, strange sound of 
iva's mad laughter. 

The child looked up to his father and mother, saturated 
with the shrill joy and wonder of this vast glory, and feeling 
that they, too, wore the evidence of this pure delight in their 
faces, left the footpath and plunged headlong into the field, 
prancing like a young colt, his small feet chiming with the 

tful gusts of wind that came winnowing from the fragrance of 
more distant fields. 

A group of dragon-flies were bustling about on their gauzy, 
Ре? е wings, intercepting the flight of a lone black bee ог 

utterfly in search of sweet perfume from the hearts of flowers. 
The child followed them in the air, with his gaze, till one of 
them would fold its wings and sit down, and he would try to 
catch it. But it would go, fluttering, flapping, hovering in the 
air, when he had almost caught it in Е hands. One bold 
black bee, having evaded capture, sought to tempt him by 
whining round his ear, and nearly settled on his lips, when his 
mother made a cautionary сай: 

“ Come, child, come; come on the footpath.” 

He went towards his parents gaily, and walked abreast 
of them for a while, being, however, soon left behind, attracted 
by the little insects and worms along the footpath that were 
coming out teeming from their hiding-places to enjoy the 
sunshine. 

“ Come, child, come,” his parents called from the shade of a 
grove where they had seated themselves on the edge of a well. 
He ran towards them. 

An old banyan here outstretched its powerful arms over the 
blossoming jack and jaman and neem and champak and 
serisha, and cast its shadows across beds of golden cassis and 
crimson gulmohur, as an old grandmother spreads her skirts 
over her young ones. The blushing blossoms freely offered 
their adoration to the Sun, however, in spite of their protecting 
chape ron, by half uncovering themsel ke: and the sweet 
регішпе of their pollen mingled with the soft, cool breeze that 
came and went in little puffs, only to be wafted aloft by a 
stronger gush. 

A shower of young flowers fell upon the child as he entered 
the grove, and, forgetting his parents, he began to gather the 
raining petals in his „ but lo! he heard the cooing of the 
doves and ran towards his parents, shouting: “ The dove! 
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The dove!" The raining petals dropped from his forgotten 
hands. A curious look was in his parents’ faces, till a koel 
struck out a note of love and released their pent-up souls. 

“ Соте, child, come," they called to the child, who had 
now gone running in a wild caper round the banyan tree and, 

thering him, they took the narrow, winding footpath which 
fea to the fair from the mustard-fields. 

As they neared the village, the child could see many other 
footpaths full of throngs, converging to the whirlpool of the 
fair, and felt at once repelled and fascinated by the confusion 
of the world he was entering. 

А sweetmeat-seller hawked, “ Gulab-jaman, rasgula, burfi, 
jalebi,” at the corner of the entrance, and a crowd pressed 
round his counter at the foot of an architecture of many- 
coloured sweets, decorated with leaves of silver and gold. The 
child stared open-eyed, and his mouth watered for the burfi - 
that was his favourite sweet. “I want that burfi,” he slow; 
murmured. But he half knew as he made the request that it 
would not be heeded, because his parents would say he was 
greedy. So, without waiting for an answer, he moved on. 

A flower-seller hawked, “А garland of gulmohur, a garland 
of gulmohur.” The child seemed irresistibly drawn by the 
implacable sweetness of the scents that came floating on the 
wings of the lan; guid air. He went towards the basket where 
the flowers lay heaped and half murmured, “I want that 

garland,” but he well knew his parents would refuse to buy 

im these flowers because they would say they were cheap. 
So, without waiting for an answer, he moved on. 

А man stood holding a pole with yellow, red, green and 
purple balloons flying from it. The child was simply carried 
away by the rainbow glory of their silken colours, and he was 
резене by ап overwhelming desire to possess them all. But 

ο well knew his parents would never buy him the balloons, 
because they would say he was too old to play with such toys. 
So he walked on farther. 

A [डः ler stood playing a flute to a snake which coiled itself 
ina et, its head raised in a graceful bend like the neck of a 
swan, while the music stole into its invisible ears like the ge ntle 
rippling of a miniature water-fall. The child went towards the 
juggler. But knowing his parents had forbidden him to hear 
such coarse music as the jugglers play, he proceeded farther, 

There was a roundabout in full swing. Men, women and 
children, carried in a whirling motion, shrieked and cried with 
dizzy laughter. The child watched them intently going 
round and round, a pink blush of a smile on his face, his еуеҙ 
rippling with the same movement, his lips half parted in amaze, 
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till he felt he himself was being carried round. The ring 
seemed to ደ fiercely at first, then gradually it began to move 
less fast. Presently, the child, rapt, his finger in his mouth, 
beheld it stop. This time, before his over-powering love of his 
anticipated sensation of movement had been chilled by the 
fact of his parents’ eternal denial, he made a bold request: 
“I want to go on the roundabout, please, father, mother.” 

There was no reply. He turned to look at his parents. 
They were not there, ahead of him. Не turned to look on the 
side. They were not there. He looked behind. There was 
no sign of them. 

A full, deep cry arose within his dry throat, and with a 
sudden jerk of his body he ran from where he stood, crying in 
red fear, “ Mother, father.” Tears rained down from his 
eyes, heavy and fierce, his flushed face was convulsed with 
fear. Panic-stricken, he ran to one side first, then to the other, 
before and aft in all directions, knowing not where to go. 
“ Mother, father," he wailed, with a moist, shrill breath now, 
his throat being wet with the swallowing of his spittle. His 
yellow turban came untied, and his clothes, wet with per- 
spiration, became muddy where the dust had mixed with the 
sweat of his body. His light frame seemed heavy as a mass 
of lead. 

Having run to and fro in a sheer rage of running for a while, 
he stood defeated, his cries suppressed into sobs. At little 
distances on the green grass he could see, through his filmy 
eyes, men and women talking. He tried to look intensively 
among the patches of bright ycllow clothes, but there was no 
sign of his father and mother among these people, who seemed 
to laugh and talk just for the sake of laughing and talking. 
He ran hotly a again, this time to a shrine to which people seemed 
to be crowding. Every little inch of space here was congested 
with men, but he ran through people's legs, his little sob 
lingering, “ Mother, father.” Near the entrance of the temple, 
however, the crowd became very thick: men jostled each 
other, ayya men, with flashing, murderous eyes and hefty 
shoulders. е poor child struggled to carve a way between 
their feet, but, knocked to and by their bonal paws, he 
might have been trampled underfoot, had he nót shrieked at the 
highest pitch of his voice, “F—ather, mother А man in the 
surgin crowd heard his groan, and, stooping with very great 
dii ty, lifted him up in his arms. 

“ Ном did you get here, child? Whose baby are you?” 
the man asked as he steered clear of the mass. 

The child wept more bitterly than ever now and only cried, 
“ 1 want my mother, I want my father.” 
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The man tried to soothe him by taking him up to the round- 
about. “ Will you have a lift on the horses?" he gently 
asked as he approached the ring. 

The child's throat tore into a thousand shrill sobs and he only 
shouted, I want my mother, I want my father." 

The man headed towards the place where the juggler still 
played on the flute to the dancing cobra. 

“ Listen to that nice music, chil 8.7 he pleaded. 

But the child shut his ears with his fingers and shouted his 
double-pitched strain, “ I want my mother, I want my father.” 

The man took “him near the balloons, thinking the bright 
colours of the balls would distract the child’s attention and 
quieten him. “ Would you like a rainbow-coloured balloon?” 
he persuasively asked. 

Bat the child turned his eyes from the ЇЇ lying balloons and just 
sobbed, “ I want my mother, I want my father.” 

The man, still importunate in his kindly desire to make the 
child happy, bore him to the gate where the flower-seller stood. 
“Тоок! dan you smell these nice flowers, child? Would 
you like a garland to put round your neck?” 

The child turned his nose away from the basket and reiterated 
his sob, “ І want my mother, I want my father.” 

Thinking to humour his disconsolate find by a gift of sweets, 
the man took him to the counter of the sweet-shop. “ What 
sweets would you like, child? ” he asked. 

The child turned his face from the sweet-shop and only 
sobbed, “ I want my mother, I want my father.” 


OLIVE SCHREINER 
(1862-1920) was born in Basutoland. She was, during her 
Ишт, а staunch upholder of the Boer point of view in S. 
Africa, and also a loyal feminist. Her f^ successful novel, 
“Story of an African Farm,” is probably still her best-known 
work. 


THE BUDDHIST PRIEST’S WIFE 


Coe her up! How still it lies! You can see the 
joutline under the white. You would think she was 
asleep. Let the sunshine come in; it loved it so. She that 
had travelled so far, in so many lands, and done so much and 
seen so much, how she must like rest now! Did she ever love 
anything absolutely, this woman whom so many men loved, 
and so many women; who gave so much sympathy and never 
asked for Sy | in return! did she ever need a love she 
could not have? Was she never obliged to unclasp her fingers 
from anything to which they clung? Was she really so strong 
as she looked? Did she never wake up in the night cryin; 

for that which she could not have? Were thought and travel 
enough for her? Did she go about for long days with a weight 
that crushed her to earth? Cover her up! I do not think 
she would have liked us to look at her. tn one way she was 
alone all her life; she would have liked to be alone now! . . . 
Life must have been very beautiful to her, or she would not 
look so young now. Cover her up! Let us go! 


Many years ago in a London room, тр long flights of stairs, 
a fire burnt up in a grate. It showed the marks on the walls 
where pictures had been taken down, and the little blue 
flowers in the ай pap er and the blue felt carpet on the floor, 
and a woman sat by the fire in a chair at one side. 

Presently the door opened, and the old woman came in 
who took care of the entrance hall downstairs. 

“Do you not want anything to-night? ” she said. 

* No, I am only waiting for a visitor; when they have 
been, I shall go." 

“ Have you got all your things taken away already?” 

“ Yes, only these I am leaving." 

The old woman went down again, but presently came up 
with a cup of tea in her hand. 

“You must drink that; it's good for one. Nothing helps 
one like tea when one's been packing all day.’ 

The young woman at the fire did not thank her, but she ran 


her hand over the old woman's from the wrist to the fingers. 
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“ТЇЇ say good-bye to you when I go out.” 

The woman poked the fire, put the last coals on, and went. 

When she had gone the young one did not drink the tea 
but drew her little silver cigarette-case from her pocket and 
lighted a cigarette. For a while she sat smoking by the fire; 
then she stood up and walked the room. 

When she had paced for a while she sat down again beside 
the fire. She threw the end of her cigarette away into the 
fire, and then began to walk again with her hands behind her. 
Then she went back to her seat and lit another cigarette, and 

aced again. Presently she sat down, and looked into the 
re; she pressed the palms of her hands together, and then 
sat quietly staring into it. 

Then there was a sound of feet on the stairs and someone 
knocked at the door. 

She rose and threw the end into the fire and said without 
moving, “ Come іп.” 

Тһе door opened and a man stood there in evening dress. 
He had a great-coat on, open in front. 

“Мау I come in? I couldn't get rid of this downstairs; 
I didn't see where to leave it!” He took his coat off. “ How 
are you? This is a real bird's nest!” 

She motioned to a chair. 

“I hope you did not mind my asking you to соте?” 

“Oh no, I am delighted. I only found your note at my 
club twenty minutes ago.” 

He sat down on a chair before the fire. 

“So you really are going to India? How delightful! 
But what are you to do there? I think it was Grey told me 
six weeks ago you were going, but regarded it as one of those 
mythical stories which don't deserve credence. Yet I'm sure 
I don't know! Why, nothing would surprise me." 

He looked at her in a hall amused, half-interested way. 

“ What a long time it is since we met! Six months, eight? " 

“ Seven,” she said. 

“I really thought you were trying to avoid me. What 
have you been doing with yourself all this time? ” 
` “Qh, been busy. Won't you have a cigarette?” 

She held out the little case to him. 

“ Won't. dos take one yourself? I know you object to 
smoking with men, but you can make an exception in my сазе!” 

“ Thank you.” She lit her own and passed him the matches. 

* But really, what have you been doing with yourself all 
this time? You've entirel disappeared fro m civilised life. 
When I was down at the Grahams’ in the spring, they said 
you were coming down there, and then at the last moment 
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cried off. We were all quite disappointed. What із takin; 
you to India now? Going to preach the doctrine of soci: 

and intellectual сану to the Hindu women and incite 
them to revolt? some old Buddhist priest, build a 
little cottage on the top of the Himalayas and live there, 
discuss philosophy and meditate? I believe that’s what you'd 
like. I really shouldn't wonder if I heard you'd done it!” 

She laughed and took out her cigarette-case. 

She smoked slowly. 

“ I've been here a long time, four years, and I want change. 
I was glad to sec how well you succeeded in that election,” 
she said,‘ You were much interested in it, were you not?" 

“ Oh, yes. We had a stiff fight. It tells in my favour, 
you know, though it was not exactly a personal matter. But 
it was a great worry.” 

“Don’t you think," she said, “ you were wrong in sending 
that letter to the papers? It would have strengthened your 
position to have remained silent." 

“Yes, perhaps so; I think so now, but I did it under advice. 
However, we’ve won, so it’s all right.” He leaned back in 
the chair. 

“ Are you pretty fit? ” 

“Oh, yes; pretty well; bored, you know. One doesn't 
know what all this working and striving is for sometimes." 

“ Where are you going for your holiday this year? ” 

“ Oh, Scotland, I suppose; I always do; the old quarters.” 

“ Why don't you go to Norway? It would be more change for 
you and rest you more. Did you get a book on sport in Norway?” 

“Did you send it me? How kind of you! I read it with 
much interest. I was almost inclined to start off there and 
then. I suppose it is the kind of vis inertie that cr сер» оуег 
опе as one grows older that sends опе back to Ше old place. 
А change would be much better." 

“ There's a list at the end of the book,” she said, “ of exactly 
the things 3 one needs to take. I thought it would save trouble; 
m could just give it to your man, and let him get them all. 

ave you still got him?" 

“ ОБ, yes. Не’ as faithful to me аз а dog. I think nothing 
would induce him to leave me. He won't allow me to go 
out hunting since I sprained my foot last autumn. I have to 
do it surreptitiously. Не thinks I can’t keep my seat with a 
sprained ankle; but he’s a very good fellow; takes care of 
me like a mother.” He smoked quietly with the firelight 
glowing on his black coat. “ But what are you going to 

a for? Do you know anyone there?" 
“No,” she said. “I think it will be so splendid. I’ve 
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always been a great deal interested in the East. It's a complex, 
interesting life.” 

He turned and looked at her. 

“ Going to seek for more experience, you'll say, I suppose. 
I never knew a woman throw herself away as you do; а 
woman with your brilliant parts and attractions, to let the 
whole of life slip through your hands, and make nothing of it. 
You ought to be the most successful woman in London. Оһ, 
x I know what you are going to say: ‘You don't care." 

ከ308 just it; you don’t. You are always going to gct 
experience, going to get everything, and you never do. You 
are always going to write when you know enough, and you 
are never satisfied that you do. You ought to be making 
your two thousand a year, but you don't care. Thats just 
и! Living, burying yourself here with a lot of old frumps. 
You will never do anything. You could have everything and 
you let it slip." 

“ΟΠ, my Ше is very full," she said. “There are only 
two things that are absolute realities, love and knowledge, 
and you can't escape them.” 

She had thrown her cigarette-end away and was looking 
into the fire, smiling. 

“ Гус let these rooms to a woman friend of mine.” She 
glanced round the room, sealing: “She doesn’t know Pm 

ing to leave these things here for her. She'll like them because 

were mine, The world’s very beautiful, I think—delicious.” 

“б, yes. But what do you do with it? What до you 
make of it? You ought to settle down and marry like other 
women, not go wandering about the world to India and 
China and Italy, and God knows where. You are simply 
шарир. a mess of your life. You're always surrounding 
yourself with all sorts of extraordinary people. If I hear 
апу man or woman is a great friend of yours, Г always say: 
* What's the matter? Lost his money? Lost his character? 
Got an incurable disease?’ I believe the only way in which 
anyone becomes interesting to you is by having some complaint 
of mind or body. I paler уо и worship rags. To come and 
shut yourself up in a place like this away from everybody and 
een ing! It’s a mistake; it's idiotic, you know.” 

“I'm very happy,” she said. “ You see,” she said, leaning 
towards the fire with her hands on her knees, “ what matters 
is that something should need you. It isn’t a question of 
love. What's the use of being near a thing if other people 
could serve it as well as you can. If they could serve it ег, 
its pure selfishness. It's the need of one thing for another 
that makes the organic bond of union. You love mountains 
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and horses, but they don't need you; so what's the use of 
saying anything about it! I sup pose Ше most absolutely 
delicious thing in life is to feel a thing needs you, and to give 
at the moment it needs. Things that don’t need you, you 
must love from a distance.” 

“Оһ, but a woman like you ought to marry, ought to have 
children. You go squandering yourself on every old beggar 
or forlorn female or escaped criminal you meet; it may be 
мау nice for them, but it’s a mistake from your point of view.” 

е touched the ash gently with the tip of his litle finger 
and let it fall. 

“I intend to marry. It's a curious thing,” he said, resum- 
ing his pose with an elbow on one knee and his head bent 
forward on one side, so that she saw the brown hair with its 
close curls a little tinged with grey at the sides, “ that when a 
man reaches a certain age he wants to marry. He doesn’t 
fall in love; it’s not that he definitely plans anything; but he 
has a feeling that he ought to have a home and a wife and 
children. I suppose it is the same kind of feeling that makes 
a bird build nests at certain times of the year. It’s not love; 
it’s something else. When I was a young man I used to 
despise men for getting married; wondered what they did it 
for; they had everything to lose and nothing to gain. But 
when a man gets to be six-and-thirty his feeling changes. 
It’s not love, passion, he wants; it’s a home; it’s a wife and 
children. He may have a house and servants; it isn’t the same 
thing. I should have thought a woman would have felt it too." 

She was quiet for a minute, holding a cigarette between 
her fingers; then she said slowly: 

“ Yes, at times a woman has a curious longing to have a 
child, especially when she gets near to thirty or over it. It’s 
something distinct from love for any definite person. But 
it’s a thing one has to get over. For a woman, marriage is 
much more serious than for a man. She might pass her life 
without meeting a man whom she could possibly jen and, if 
she met him, it might not be right or possible. Marriage 
has become very complex now it has me so largely 
intellectual. Won't you have another?” 

She held out the case to him. “ You can light it from 
mine." She bent forward for him to light it. 

“You are а man who ощ ge to marry. You've no absorb- 
ing mental work with which the woman would interfere; it 
would com; ірісіе ou." She sat back, smoking serenely. 

“Yes,” he said, “ but Ше is too busy; I never find time 
to look for one, and I haven't a fancy for the pi ink-and-white 
prettiness so common and that some men like so. I need 
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something else. If I am to have a wife I shall have to go 
to America to look for one." 

“ Yes, an American would suit you best.” 

“Yes,” he said, “I don't want a woman to look after; 
she must be self-sustaining and she mustn't bore you. You 
know what I mean. Life is too full of cares to have a helpless 
child added to them." 

“ Yes," she said, standing up and leaning with her elbow 
against the fireplace. ‘ The kind of woman you want would 
be young and strong; she need not be excessively beautiful, 
but she must be attractive; she must have energy, but not 
too strongly marked an individuality; she must ፦ largely 
neutral; she need not give you too passionate or too deep а 
devotion, but she must second you in a thoroughly rational 
manner. She must have the same aims and tastes that you 
have. No woman has the right to marry a man if she has to 
bend herself out of shape for him. She might wish to, but 
she could never be to him with all her passionate endeavour 
what the other woman could be to him without trying. 
Character will dominate over all and will come out at last.” 

She looked down into the fire. 

“When you marry you mustn’t marry a woman who 
flatters you too much. Т is always а sign of falseness some- 
where. If a woman absolutely loves you as herself, she will 
criticise and understand you as herself. Two people who are 
to live through life together must be able to look into each 
other's eyes and ጀ cak the truth. That helps one through 
life. You would find many such women in America,” she 
said: “ women who would help you to succeed, who would 
not drag you down." 

“ Yes, that’s my idea. But how am I to obtain the ideal 
woman?” 

“Go and look for her. Go to America instead of Scotland 
this year. It is perfectly right. A man has a right to look 
for what he needs. With a woman it is different. That’s 
one of the radical differences between men and women.” 

She looked downwards into the fire. 

“ Тез a law of her nature and of sex relationship. There's 
nothing arbitrary or conventional about it any more than 
there is in her having to bear her child while the male does 
not. nen and 81, we may both be alike. I suppose if 
fifty men and sh women had to solve a mathematical 
problem, they would all do it in the same way; the more 
abstract and intellectual, the more alike we are. The nearer 
you approach to the personal and sexual, the more different 
we аге. If I were to represent men’s and women’s natures,” 
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she said, “ by a diagram, I would take two circular discs; 
the right side of each I should paint bright red; then I would 
shade the red away till in a ፻ ot on the left edge it became 
blue in the one and green in the other. That spot represents 
scx, and the nearer you come to it, the more the two discs 
differ in colour. Well then, if you turn them so that the red 
sides touch, they seem to be exactly alike, but if you turn 
them so that the green and blue paint form their point of 
contact, they will seem to be entirely unlike. Thats why 
you notice the brutal, sensual men invariably believe women 
are entirely different from men, another species of creature; 
and very cultured, intellectual men sometimes believe we are 
exactly alike. You see, sex love in its substance may be the 
same in both of us; in the form of its expression it must differ. 
It is not man’s fault; it is nature's. If a man loves a woman, 
he has a right to try to make her love him because he can do 
it openly, directly, without bending. There need be no 
subtlety, no indirectness. With a woman it’s not so; she 
can take no love that is not laid openly, simply, at her feet. 
Nature ordains that she should never show what she feels; 
the woman who had told a man she loved him would have 
р between them a barrier once and for ever Ша! could not 
crossed; and if she subtly drew him towards her, using 
the woman's means—silence, finesse, the dropped handker- 
chief, the шы rise visit, the gentle assertion she had not thought 
to see him when she had come a long way to mect him, then 
she would be damned; she would hold the love, but she 
would have desecrated it by subtlety; it would have no value. 
Therefore she must always go with her arms folded sexually; 
only the love which lays itself down at her feet and implores 
of her to accept it is love she can ever rightly take up. That 
is the true difference between a man and a woman. You 
may seek for love because you can do it openly; we cannot 
because we must do it subtly. A woman should always walk 
with her arms folded. Of course friendship is different. 
You are on a perfect equality with man then; you can ask 
him to come and see you as I asked you. That’s the beauty 
of the intellect and intellectual life to a woman, that she drops 
her shackles a little; and that is why she shrinks from sex so. 
If she were dying perhaps , or doing something equal to death, 
she might... . Death means so much more to a woman 
than a man; when you knew you were dyin, D» to look round 
on the world and feel the bond of sex that broken and 
crushed you all your life gone, nothing but the human left, 
no woman any more, to meet አመሌ on perfectly even 
ground. There's no reason why you shouldn't go to America 
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and look for а wife p erfectly deliberately. You will have to 
tell no lies. Look till you find a woman that you absolutely 
love, that you have not the smallest doubt suits you apart 
from love, and then ask her to marry you. You must have 
children; the life of an old childless man is very sad.” 

“Yes, I should like to have children. I often feel now, 
what is it all for, this work, this striving, and no one to leave 
it to? It's a blank, suppose I succeed ...?” 

“ Suppose you get your title? ” 

“Yes; what is it all worth to me if I’ve no one to leave it 
to? Thats my feeling. It’s really very strange to be sitting 
and talking like this to you. But you are so different from 
other women. If all women were like you, all your theories 
of the equality of men and women would work. You're the 
only woman with whom I never realise that she is a woman.” 

“ Yes,” she said. 

She stood looking down into the fire. 

“ How long will you stay in India? ” 

“Оһ, I’m not coming back.” 

“Not coming back! That's impossible. You will be 
breaking the hearts of half the por fe here if you don't. I 
never knew a woman who had such power of entrapping 
men's hearts as you have in spite of that philosophy of yours. 
I don't know," he smiled, "that I should not have fallen 
into the snare myself—three years ago I almost thought I 
should—if you hadn't always attacked me so incontinently 
and persistently on all and every point and on each and every 
occasion. А man doesn't like pain. A succession of slaps 
damps him. But it doesn't scem to have that effect on other 


men. ... There was that fellow down in the country when 
I was there last year, perfectly ridiculous. You know his 
name . , .”—he moved his fingers to try and remember 


it—“ big, yellow moustache, a major, gone to the cast coast 
of Africa now; the ladies unearthed it that he was always 
сапуід ing about a photograph of yours in his pocket; and he 
used to take out little iy of things you printed and show 
them to people mysteriously. He a most had a duel with a 
man one nig ht after dinner because he mentioned you; he 
seemed to think there was something incongruous between 
your name and —" 

“I do not like to talk of any man who has loved me,” she 
said. “ However small and poor his nature may be, he has 
given еп me his best. There is nothing ridiculous in love. I 

ink a woman should feel that all the love men have given 
her which she has not been able to return is a kind of crown 
set up above her which she is always trying to grow tall enough 
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to wear. I can’t bear to think that all the love that has been 
given me has been wasted on something unworthy of it. 

еп have been very beautiful and greatly honoured me. I 
am grateful to them. If a man tells you he loves you,” she 
said, looking into the fire, “ with his breast uncovered before 
you for you to strike him if you will, the least you can do is 
to put out your hand and cover it up from other people's 
eyes. If I were a deer,” she said, “ and а stag got hurt follow- 
ing me, even though I could not have him for a companion, 
I would stand still and scrape the sand with my foot over the 
place where his blood had fallen; the rest of the herd should 
never know he had been hurt there following me. I would cover 
the blood up, if I were a deer,” she said, and then she was silent. 

Presently she sat down in her chair and said, with her hand 
before her: “ Yet, you know, I have not the ordinary feeling 
about love. I think the one who is loved confers the benefit 
on the one who loves, it’s been so great and beautiful that it 
should be loved. I think the man should be grateful to the 
woman or the woman to the man whom they have been able 
to love, whether they have been loved back or whether 
circumstances have divided them or not.” She stroked her 
knee softly with her hand. 

** Well, really, I must go now.” Не pulled out his watch. 
“ It’s so fascinating sitting here talking that I could stay all 
night, but I’ve sul two engagements.” He rose; she rose 
also and stood before him looking up at him for a moment. 

* How well you look! I think you have found the secret 
of perpetual youth. You don't look a day older than when 
I first saw you just four years ago. You always look as if you 
were on fire and being burnt u p, but you never are, you know.” 

He looked down at her with a kind of amused face as one 
does at an interesting child or a big Newfoundland dog. 

“ When shall we see you back? ” 

“Оһ, not at all! ” 

“Not at all! Oh, we must have you back; you belong 
here, you know. You'll get tired of your Buddhist and come 
back to из.” 

“You didn't mind шу asking you to come and say good- 
bye? ? she said in a childish manner unlike her determinate- 
ness when she discussed anything impersonal. “1 wanted 
to say good-bye to everyone. If one hasn’t said good-bye е 
опе restless and feels опе would have to come back. 
If one has said good-bye to all one's friends, then опе knows 
it is all ended." 

“ Oh, this isn't a final farewell! You must come in ten 
years’ time and we'll compare notes—you about your Buddhist 
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Priest, I about my fair ideal American; and we'll see who 
succeeded best.” 

She laughed. “I shall always see your movements chron- 
icled in the newspapers, so we shall not be quite sundered; 
and you will hear of me perhaps." 

** Yes, I hope you will be very successful. 

She was looking at him, with her eyes wide open, from head 
tofoot. He turned to the chair where his coat hung. 

** Can't I help you put it оп?” 

“ Oh, no, thank you." 

He put it on. 

** Button the throat," she said, “ the room is warm.” 

He turned to her in his great-coat and with his gloves. 
They were standing near the door. 

“Well, good-bye. I hope you will have a very pleasant time.” 

He stood looking down upon her, wrapped in his great-coat. 

She put up one hand a little in the air. “1 want to ask 
you something,” she said quickly. 

“ Well, what is и?” 

“Will you please kiss те?” 

For a moment he looked down at her, then he bent over her. 

In after years he could never tell certainly, but he always 
thought she pur up her hand and rested it on the crown of 
his head, with a curious soft caress, something like a mother’s 
touch when her child is asleep and she does not want to wake 
it. Then he looked round, and she was gone. The door 
had closed noiselessly. For a moment he stood motionless, 
then he walked to the fireplace and looked down into the fender 
at a little cig arette-end ying there, then he walked quickly 
back to the door and opened it. The stairs were in darkness 
and silence. He rang the bell violently. The old woman 
came up. He asked her where the lady was. She said she 
had gone out, she had a cab waiting. He asked when she 
would be back. The old woman said, “ Not at all”; she 
had left. He asked where she had gone. The woman said 
she did not know; she had left oi ders that all her letters 
should be kept for six or eight months till she wrote and sent 
her address. He asked whether she had no idea where he 
might find her. The woman said no. He walked up to a space 
in the wall where a picture had hung and stood staring at it as 
though the picture were still hanging there. Hedrewhis mouth 
as though he were emitting a long whistle, but no sound came. 
He gave the old woman ten shillings and went downstairs. 

TI fat was 61 ight years ago. 

MON beautiful life must have been to it that it looks so young 
still! 


КАТНЕКІМЕ МАКЗЕТЕТО 
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TAKING THE VEIL 


T seemed impossible that anyone should be unhappy, on 

such a beautiful morning. Nobody was, decided Edna, 
except herself. The windows were flung wide in the houses. 
From within there came the sound of pianos, little hands chased 
after each other and ran away from each other, practising 
scales. The trees fluttered in the sunny gardens, all bright 
with spring flowers. Street-boys whistled, a little dog barked; 
people passed by, walking so lightly, so swiftly, they looked as 
though they wanted to break into a run. Now she actually 
saw in the distance a parasol, peach-coloured, the first parasol 
of the year. 

Perhaps even Edna did not look quite as unhappy as she felt. 
It is not easy to look tragic at eighte when you are extremely 
pep with the checks and lips and shining eyes of perfect 

са В. Above all, when you are wearing a French blue frock 
and your new spring hat trimmed with cornflowers. True, 
she carried under her arm a book bound in horrid black leather. 
Perhaps the book provided a gloomy note, but only by accident; 
it was the ordinary Library bin ding. For Edna had made 
going to the Library an excuse for gettin out of the house to 
think, to realise what had happened, to decide somehow what 
was to be done now. 

An awful thing had happened. Quite suddenly, at the 
theatre last night, when she and Jimmy were seated side by 
side in the dress-circle, without a moment’s warning—in fact, 
she had just finished a chocolate almond and passed the box to 
hift again—she had fallen in love with an actor. But—fallen— 
in—love . .. 

que feeling was unlike anythin ing ihe hid ever imagined 
before. It wasn’t in the least pleasant. It was hardly ing. 
Unless you can call the most dreadful sensation of Берден 


after, while Jimmy was fetching their cab, she would follow 
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him to the ends of the earth, at a nod, at a sign, without giving 
another thought to Jimmy or her father and mother or her 
Һа) ру home and countless friends again . . . 

T е play had begun fairly cheerfully. That was at the 
chocolate-almond stage. Then the hero had gone blind. 
Terrible moment! Edna had cried so much she had to borrow 
Jimmy's folded, smooth-feeling handkerchicf as well. Not 
that crying mattered. Whole rows were in tears. Even the 
men blew their noses with a loud trumpeting noise and tried 
to peer at the programme instead of looking at the stage. 
Jimmy, most mercifully dry-eyed—for what would she have 
done without his handkerchief: Ege jueezed her free hand, and 
whispered “ Cheer up, darling giri!" And it was then she 
had taken a last chocolate almond to please him and passed 
the box again. Then there had been that ghastly scene with 
the hero alone on the stage in a deserted room at twilight, 
with a band playing outside and the sound of cheering coming 
from the street. He had tried—ah! how painfully, how piti- 
fully I—to grope his way to the window. Не had succeeded at 
last. There he stood holding the curtain while one beam of 
light, just one beam, shone full on his raised, sightless face, and 
the band faded away into the distance . . . 

It was—really, it was absolutely—oh, the most—it was 
simply—in fact, from that moment Edna knew that life could 
never be the same, She drew her hand away from Jimmy's, 
leaned back, and shut the chocolate box for ever. This at last 
was love! 

Edna and Jimmy were engaged. She had had her hair up 
for a year and a half; they had been publicly engaged for a 
year. But they had known they were going to marry each 
other ever since they walked in the Botanical Gardens with 
their nurses, and sat on the grass with a wine biscuit and a 
piece of barley-sugar each for their tea. It was so much an 
accepted thing that Edna had worn a wonderfully good imita- 
tion of an engagement-ring out of a cracker all the time she 
уо at school. And up till now they had been devoted to each 
other. 

But now it was over. It was so completely over that Edna 
found it difficult to believe that Jimmy did not realise it too. 
She smiled wisely, sadly, as she turned into the gardens of the 
Convent of the Sacred Heart and mounted the path that led 
through them to Hill Street. How much better to know it 
now than to wait until after they were married! Now it was 
possible that Jimmy would get over it. No, it was no use 
deceiving herself; he would never get over it! His life was 
wrecked, was ruined; that was inevitable. But he was young 
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«+. Time, people always said, Time might make a little, 
just a httle Qifference. n forty years, when he was an old 
man, he mi; ght be able to think of her calmly—perhaps. But 
she,—what did the future hold for her? 

Edna had reached the top of the path. There under a 
new-leafed tree, hung with Titte bunches of white flowers, 
she sat down on a green bench and looked over the Convent 
flower-beds. In the one nearest to her there grew tender 
stocks, with a border of blue, shell-like pansies, with at one 
corner a clump of creamy freezias, their шы spears of green 
criss-crossed over the flowers. The Convent pigeons were 
tumbling high in the air, and she could hear the voice of Sister 
Agnes, who was giving a sini ging lesson. АЁ-те, sounded the 
deep tones of the nun, and, Ah-me, they were echoed . . . 

If she did not marry Jimmy, of course she would marry 
nobody. The man she was in love with, the famous actor— 
Edna had far too much common-sense not to realise that would 
never be. It was very odd. She didn’t even want it to be. 
Her love was too intense for that. It had to be endured 
silently: it had to torment her. It was, she supposed, simply 
that kind of love. 

“But, Edna!” cried Jimmy. “Can you never change? 
Can I never hope again? ^ 

Oh, what sorrow to have to say it, but it must be said. “ No, 
Jimmy, I will never change.” 

Edna bowed her head: and a little flower fell on her lap, 
and the voice of Sister Agnes cried suddenly, Ah-no, and the 
echo came, Ah-no . . . 

At that moment the future was revealed. Edna saw it all. 
She was astonished; it took her breath away at first. But, after 
all, what could be more natural? She would go into a 
convent . . . Her father and mother do everything to dissuade 
her, in vain. As for Jimmy, his state of mind hardly bears 
thinking about. Why can’t they understand? How can they 
add to her suffering like this? The world is cruel, terribly 
cruel! After a last scene, when she gives away her jewellery 
and so on to her best friends—she so calm, they so broken- 
hearted—into a convent she goes. No, one moment. The 
very evening of her going is the act’s last evening at Port Willin. 
He receives by a strange messenger a box. It is full of white 
flowers. But there is no name, no card. Nothing? Yes, 
under the roses, wrapped in a white handkerchief, Edna’s last 
photograph with, written underneath: 


The world forgetting, by the world forgot. 
Edna sat very still under the trees; she clasped the black 
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book in her fingers as though it were her missal. She takes 
the name of Sister Angela. Snip! Snip! All her lovely hair 
is cut off. Will she be allowed to send one curl to Jimmy? 
It is contrived somehow. And in a blue gown with a white 
head-band Sister Angela goes from the convent to the chapel, 
from the chapel to the convent with something unearthly in 
her look, in her sorrowful eyes, and in the gentle smile with which 
they greet the little children who run to her. A saint! She 
hears it whispered as she paces the chill, wax-smelling corridors. 
A saint! And visitors to the chapel are told of the nun whose 
voice is heard above the other voices, of her youth, her beauty, 
of her tragic, tragic love. “ There is a man in this town whose 
life is ruined . . .” 

A big bee, a golden furry fellow, crept into a freezia, and the 
delicate flower leaned over, swung, shook; and when the bee 
flew ony it fluttered still as though it were laughing. Happy, 
careless flower! 

Sister Angela looked at it and said, “ Now it 15 winter.” 
One night, lying in her icy cell, she hears a cry. Some stray 
animal is out there in the garden, a kitten or a lamb or—well, 
whatever little animal might be there. Up rises the sleepless 
nun. All in white, shivering but fearless, she goes and brings 
itin. But next morning, when the Бей rings for matins, she 
is found tossing in high fever . . . in delirium . . . and she 
never recovers. In three days all is over. The service has 
been said in the chapel, and she is buried in the corner of the 
cemetery reserved for the nuns, where there are plain little 
crosses of wood. Rest in Peace, Sister Angela . . . 

Now it is evening. Two old people leaning on each other 
come slowly to the grave and kneel down sobbing, “ Our 
daughter! Our only daughter!" Now there comes another. 
He is all in black; he comes slowly. But when he is there and 
lifts his black hat, Edna sees, to her horror, his hair is snow- 
white. Jimmy! Too late, too late! The tears are running 
down his face; he is crying now. Too late, too late! The 
wind shakes the leafless trees in the churchyard. Не gives one 
awful bitter cry. 

Edna’s black book fell with a thud to the garden path. She 
jumped up, her heart beating. My darling! No, it’s not too 
ate. Its all been a mistake, a terrible dream. Oh, that 
white hair! How could she have done it? She has not done 
и. Oh, heavens! Oh, what вар piness! She is free, young, 
and nobody knows her secret. Everything is still possible for 
her and Jimmy. The house they have planned ша: уз be 
built, the little solemn boy with his hands behind his back 
watching them plant the standard roses may still be born. 

6 


194 KATHERINE MANSFIELD 


His baby sister . . . But when Edna got as far as his baby 
sister, she stretched out her arms as though the little love came 
flying through the air to her, and gazing at the garden, at the 
white sprays on the tree, at those darling pigeons blue against 
the blue, and the Convent with its narrow windows, she 
realised that now at last, for the first time in her life—she had 
never imagined any feeling like it before—she knew what it 
was to be in love, but—in—love! 


SIR CHARLES СЕОКСЕ DOUGLAS 
ROBERTS 
(1860- ) was born in New Brunswick, Canada, and 
educated at the University there. He came to London just 
before the Great War, having been a schoolmaster and a 
ersi lecturer. He is especially noted for his stories of 
animal life in the Canadian Wilds. The charming story 
included here is typical of his style. 


THE MOOSE AND RUSTY JONES 


ОТ within the memory of the oldest settlers had there been 

a winter so severe. All the country about the Ottanoonsis 
and Quahdavic waters was buried under an unprecedented 
depth of snow. _ Never before, it was said, had such implacable 
col ја fixed its grip upon the land. Storm piled upon the heels 
of bitter storm till landmarks were all but blotted out, and the 
little, lonely backwoods cabins were smothered to the eaves. 
"The scattered settlers gave up, before mid-winter had passed, 
all effort to keep their road open, and all their necessary 
travelling was done on snowshoes, tramping their trails seven, 
eight, nine, or ten feet above the hidden ground. The little 
trees were submerged from sight, forgotten. The taller 
spruce and fir towered in snowy domes and pinnacles, except 
where a rough wind had shaken their branches free of the 
intolerable burden, and left them standing sharply dark against 
the wide white desolation. 

For the wild creatures of the forest it was a prolonged 
tragedy, except for those which were so fortunate as to be 
hibernating, sleeping away the bitter time in their deep holes 
beneath the snow where the fiercest cold could not touch 
them. Among the chief sufferers were the moose. These 
heavy animals, accustomed to select a sheltered spot in the 
woods for their winter home, and emp out a maze of narrow 
pathways all about it leading to the thickets of young birch, 
poplar, and striped maple, whose twigs furnished them their 
d, early found it difficult to keep their paths open. Аз 
the winter progressed, they browsed away all the edible twigs 
and even the coarser branches of the thickets in their immediate 
ገ ላፉ መናጆ These consumed, they could only reach 
further supplies, and these all too scanty, by long and painful 
.flounderings through the илер depths of the snow. 
Some of these imprisoned moose families succeeded in getting 
enough forage to keep them alive, if barely. Others, less 
fortunately situated, slowly starved to death. 


196 SIR CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS 


And so that winter wore grimly on towards the late release 
of spring. 

At Brine's Corners, outside Smith's Store—which was also 
the settlement Post Office—young Rusty Jones, so called from 
the colour of his bristling shock head, was roping parcels, 
and an oat-bag, a big stone-ware molasses jug, and a kerosene 
oil tin, securely upon his toboggan. This done to his satisfac- 
tion, he pulled on his thick blue home-knit mittens, slipped his 
moccasined feet into the тоозе Че thongs of his snowshoes, 
waved farewell to the little group of loungers in the store, and 
set out on his four-mile tramp over the buried road to the 
farm. It was late, already just on sundown—an hour later 
than he had expected to be. He had waited to get the mail— 
for there was a story running in the weekly p aper (last weck's 
issue) which he was eager to get on with. Now, he thought of 
all the chores awaiting him at home, after supper, which would 
have to be cleared up before he could get to his reading. 

Half a mile down the road a new idea came to him. By 
striking away from the road, across the valley, on his left, 
he could save nearly a mile. In ordinary seasons this would 
have meant no saving, the intervening country being an almost 
impassable tangle of swamps and deadfalls and dense under- 
growth. But now, he reflected, it would be as easy travelli 
as by the road. Siy of him not to have thought of it before 
Dragging the loade toboggan easily behind him, he struck 
offata fong, lop ing stride through the forest. Boy though he 
was, he knew that his woodsman's sense of direction and his 
familiarity with the lay of the land would guide him straight 
to his destination. 

Threading his way through the silent corridors of towering 
spruce and hemlock, skirting the dense groups of tall, slim 
white birches, avoiding the snowy swells and mounds which 
meant, to his experienced е, traps for his snowshoes, Rusty 
Jones struck on across the valley till he was within less thana mile 
of his father's lonely little farm. Then, in the cold, blue-grey, 

hostly twilight, he checked himself on the brink of a deep 
follow in the snow, half overshadowed by a spreading hemlock, 
and found himself peering down upon a addled’ group of 
moose. He had never imagined there were Ded moose within 
a dozen miles of him. Yet here, іп the tangled recesses of the 
valley, a little moose family had chosen to “ yard up ” for the 


winter. 
In the gloom of the trodden and littered hollow he made out 
their forms—a gigantic greyish-brown bull, a dark, smallish 
cow, and two yearling calves. They were all lying down; 
but one of the calves, stretched awkwardly on its side, was 
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obviously dead and frozen stiff. The others were all staring up 
at him with pathetic, hopeless eyes, as if too despairing for 
fear. But presently the great bull staggered to his feet and 
stood in threatening attitude, ready to defend his charges to 
the last, even against the most terrible of all enemies, Man. 
Rusty Jones perceived that he was [кошу emaciated, the 
shaggy hide drooping in creases on his flanks. Rusty's kind 
grey eyes clouded with sympathy. “ Gee,” he muttered, 
г beggars, they're starving, that’s what they аге!” 

ጄ dro, pees the rope of his toboggan and started off on a 
run up the slope, remembering a thicket of birch saplings 
which he had passed a few hundred yards back. Here, with 
the aid of the long sheath-knife which he carried at his belt, he 

athered an armful of the aromatic branches, the favourite 
frag e of the moose. 

hen he threw his burden down into the hollow the great 
bull grunted eagerly, the cow and calf got to their feet as if new 
life already flowed in their veins, and all three fell hungrily 
to the feast. Rusty hastened to fetch them another armful. 

“There,” he panted, picking up his tobo; ggan rope once 
more, “I guess that'll do yous fer to-night. ΠῚ] bring yous some 
good hay to-morrow mornin’.” 

When the boy got home, very late, with his story, he found 
his father and mother sympathetic enough in regard to the 
cause of his lateness, but adamant as to his promise of the hay. 

“ We hain't got more’n enough hay to see our own critters 
through," said his mother, decidedly. “ But maybe father'll 
let you take some straw. Plenty good enough for them kind.” 

Bob Jones, a huge, lean backwoodsman, known throughout 
the settlements, for obvious reasons, as “ Red Bob,” laughed 
good-humouredly. 

“ Reckon уелі hev to chop birch an’ poplar for ет, Rusty," 

said he. “That's their natural fodder, anyways. But уете 
goin’ to hev yer work cut out fer yeh if ye're going to feed all 
the starvin’ critters in the woods this winter.” 
" “ That's all right,” said Rusty, cheerfully, helping himself 
iberally to molasses on his pile of hot buckwheat pancakes. 
“ΠῚ take "em a bundle ο’ straw in the mornin’, an’ after that 
ГИ chop for ‘em. Don’t worry. ГИ see "em through, all 
right. If you two had seen how pitiful them poor beasts 
looked, you'd feel jest as I do about it. But of course you're 
right about the hay. We Ват! got none too much for 
ourselves." А 

Thereafter, for the next few weeks, regularly every other day 
would Rusty Jones betake himself to the hollow under the 
hemlock, axe in hand and dragging his toboggan, and leave 
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for his sombre protégés a two days" np ply of the twigs and 
branches which they Toved. He found that they preferred this 
rough fodder to the best cat straw, and even to the few wisps 
of choice timothy hay which he once brought them as an 
experiment. Ву his third visit the bull and the leggy ycarling 
had become so tame that they would come up and snatch the 
fodder from his hand with their long, prehensile muzzls. The 
dark cow, of a suspicious and jealous disposition, was slower 
to be won; but when won, showed herself more greedy and 
familiar than the others, pushing them rudely aside to try 
and вс! more than her share of the titbit which Rusty took to 
bringing them in his capacious pockets. Being something of a 
naturalist, and a keen reader of all the nature stories he could 
get hold of, Rusty liked to experiment on the tastes of the 
moose. He found that thcy liked bread, the staler and harder 
the better—and corn-cake—and even soggy, cold buckwheat 
pancakes; while the most tempting gingerbread was scornfully 
rejected. Sugar they would have none of, but salt they licked 
up enthusiastically, lowing him around for more. He tried 
them with a handful of grain—oats—on a tin plate; but the 
bull, after an inquiring sniff, blew into the plate a great, 
gusty breath from his wide nostrils, and the oats flew in every 
direction. Oats were scarce and precious, so Rusty did not 
try that experiment again. But the oats were not wasted; 
fora pair of saucy, smartly feathered “ Whiskey Jacks," or 
Canada jays—known to Rusty as “ Moose-birds "—who 
frequented the moose-yard, lost no time in picking them up, 
to the very last grain. Nothing was small enough to escape 
their bright, confiding, impudent eyes. 

Meanwhile the body of the dead calf, rigid and pathetic, had 
lain ignored in the very centre of the hollow. At last Rusty 
took notice of it, and decided that it was a blot upon the 
kindly scene. Не decided to get rid of it. Seizing it by the 
rigid hind legs he started to dus it to the side of the yard, 
intending to hoist it up over the edge. But the cow, seemin, 
suddenly to remember that this dead thing had been her calf, 
ran at him with an ап ዛሃ grunt. Startled and indignant, 
Rusty struck her a sharp Том across the muzzle, and shouted 
at her with that voice of assured authority which he used with 
the yoke of oxen on the farm. The stupid cow drew back, 
puzzled both by the blow and the shout. To add to her 

ewilderment the sagacious old bull, who had become as 
devoted to Rusty as a faithful dog, lunged at her so fiercely 
with his massive, unantlered head that she went sprawling 
half-way across the hollow. And there she stood, уға) geing her 
long ears in puzzled discomfiture, while Rusty laboriously 
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hoisted the awkward weight and pushed it forth upon the upper 
level of the snow. This accomplished, he dragged it a few 
yards away and left it behind а white-domed bush, where it 
would no longer offend his vision. Then he went down again 
into the hollow and stroked the big bull's muzzle, and scratched 
his ears, and talked to him, and finally gave him a generous 
portion of salt as a reward for his fidelity. Тһе calf crowded up 
appealingly and was granted a small lump; and then the cow, 
forgetting her resentment, came nosing in to claim her share. 
But Rusty, still indignant at her, wou jd only allow her to lick 
the last grain or two from his palm. 

“That'll larn yeh,” said he severely, “ not to be gittin’ 
зо fresh.” 

On Rusty’s next visit to the moose-yard, two days later, he 
was at first surprised to observe the numerous tracks of wild 
creatures on the surrounding snow. The neat footprints of 
foxes predominated, and the slender trails of the weasels. 
But there were also, standing out conspicuously, the broad, 
spreading pad-marks of a big lynx. Rusty examined them ай 
intently for a few moments, then stepped round behind the 
shrouded bush to look at the body of the dead calf. The news 
of a banquet had spread swiftly among the hungry wild folk, 
and the carcass was half gnawed away. Не scratched his red 
head thoughtfully, and peered about him to sce if he could 
catch sight of any of the banqueters. Some thirty or forty 

aces away the tops of a buried spruce sapling had been 
Jarred clear of its swathing and stood out sharply against the 
whiteness. He eyed it piercingly, understandingly—and 

resently, through the thick green, made out the form of a red 
fox, crouching motionless. 

Іп a few seconds the fox, perceiving that he was detected, 
stood up, and stared Rusty in the eyes with a fine assumption 
ofunconcern. Не yawned, scratched his ear with his hind paw, 
flicked his splendid, tawny brush, and trotted away with 
elaborate deliberation, as much as to say “ That, for you!” 
till he had gained cover. Rusty, who knew foxes, could 
picture the furry humbug throwing dignity to the winds 
and running for dear life as soon as he felt himself out of 
sight. 

„“ Gee," he muttered, “ that гей beggar's got a fine pelt on 
him!" He wondered how many doll lars it would be worth. 
He called to mind also those tracks of the big lynx, and won- 
dered what a m x pelt would fetch. He thought what a 
Scheme it would be to set traps around the dead calf. But 
this plan he threw overboard promptly with a t of distaste. 
He had always detested the idea of trapping. Fea he thought 
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of his gun—which he used chiefly against the marauding 
hawks when they came after his chickens. 

“ Easy enough to get a shot at that red varmin, he's so darn 
bold an’ sassy,” he mused, still dwelling on the price of that 
fine pelt. Then his thoughts turned to the owner of the pelt. 
He had rather liked the audacious insolence of the creature— 
such a brave piece of camouflage in the face of the enemy! 

“ After all" he murmured to himself, “I guess I won't 
bother. It don’t seem quite fair, when they’re all so starved, 
an’ Гус tricked ет all into comin’ round here by puttin’ out 
that there carcass. I better let ‘em all have a good time while 
it lasts. An’ besides, if I fired a gun here now it would scare 
my moose out ο’ their senses.” 

laving come to this decision he turned back to the moose- 
yard, thinking with a deprecating grin: “ But what a blame 
fool father would call me, if he knew! An’ maybe he'd be 
right!” 
уч last, at long last, the grip of that inexorable winter 
loosened suddenly, and fell away. As the snow shrank, 
assailed above by warm rains and ardent suns, mysteriously 
undermined beneath, the tangled undergrowth began to 
emerge, black and sodden, from its hiding, and the valley 
became more difficult to traverse. The moose were soon able 
to forage for themselves, and Rusty's visits to the hollow under 
the hemlock grew more and more infrequent. They were no 
longer πεεἆει 4 indeed; but һе had become so attached to his 
charges, and to the sagacious old bull in particular, that he 
hated to let them slip quite out of his life. It had to be, 
however; and in this fashion, finally, came it about. 

One morning, after an arduous struggle, he arrived, wet and 
exasperated, at the hollow under the hemlock, to find that the 
cow and the yearling had gone. But there, all expectant, was 
the faithful bull, who knew that this was Rusty’s usual hour of 
coming. Rusty had his pockets filled with dry corn-cake and 
salt, and these the bull devoured appreciatively, stopping now 
and then to nuzzle the boy lovingly with his long, sensitive 
upper lip. At last, with a shamefaced grin, Risty flung his 
arms about the great animal’s neck, and murmured: “ Good- 
bye, you old beggar. Take care о” yerself, ап” ἘΝ out ο’ the 
way ο) the hunters when next Fall comes ‘round. Gee, what a 
pair о’ horns you must have on that big head ο’ yourn! ” 

He turned awa: ater hurriedly, and started homeward on a 
longer but less o icted route than that by which he had 


come. 
He had not gone many paces, however, when he was 
startled to feel a long muzzle thrust over his shoulder, gently 
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brushing his neck.  Noiselessly as a cat the bull had followed 
him. Deeply touched, but somewhat embarrassed to know 
what to do with him, Rusty fondled the devoted beast affection- 
ately, and continued his journey. "The bull accompanied him 
right up to the edge of the open, in full view of the farmyard. 
1 he farmer was lowering his bucket into the well, and the 
sharp clanking of the chain rang on the still spring air. The 
big black and white farm-dog, barking loudly, came capering 
down the slope to grect Rusty. "The bull halted, waving his 
long ears. 

“Better quit now!" said Rusty. “ Good-bye, an’ take 
keer о” yersd E 

Not allowing himself to look round he trotted forward to 
meet the noisy dog; and the gaunt, dark form of the great 
moose faded back, soundlessly as a shadow, into the trees. 


VANCE PALMER 
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THE BIRTHDAY 


Τον was awakened before the sun, by the twins 

rushing in and bounding on to his bed, their arms full of 
the presents he had brought down the night before. They 
snuggled up on the quilt on either side of him, their shrill 
спе penetrating Ше mist of sleepiness that still hung about his 
rain. 

“I knew you'd come," said Tib. “I saw the lights of a 
car on the window-blind when I woke in the night." 

“ So did I,” chimed in Peter. 

“Оһ, you fibber!" said Tib. “ You didn't see anything. 
You were aslcep—sound as sound.” 

“I wasn't," asserted Peter; “I heard the door bang and 
someone talking. . . . Look, Dad! А gun that will really kill 
things." 

“Му до в eyes open and shut without you shoving them 
with your finger the weeniest bit," said Tib, “ and there are 
lots of other things. We woke in the real dark before you 
could see.” 

“I was awake first,” said Peter. “ Tib didn't know any- 
thing till she heard me crackling the brown paper." 

They disputed the question of who had been awake first, 
clutching at each other's pyjamas and rolling over among the 
tumbled blankets. The & fell across Darrow’s face. From 
the bed on the other side of the room their mother’s voice came 
with a drowsy petulance: 

“ That's enough, children! Go back to bed now. You'll 
be tired to death before the day’s out.” 

“Yes, you little ruffians, go back to bed now!” repeated 
Darrow. “Ive got something else for you at breakfast. 
Something alive.” 

“TI know,” said Tib. “А monkey.” 

“ Rubbish! Where would I get a monkey?” 

“А little baby brother, then? ” 

Darrow Md ed, looking across the dimness to the other 
bed. They swarmed about him with questions, sprawling 
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over his chest, but he turned over on his side and tipped them 
gently to the floor. 

“ Back to bed now,” he commanded; “ I’m not going to tell 
you anything till breakfast.” 

After they had pattered back along the veranda he sat up and 
lit a cigarette, looking out of the window at the blue stretch of 
water and the yellow sandbank. It was early, but the tops of 
the ti-trees were splashed with gold. Near the entrance of the 
passage a man was sitting fishing in a punt, a blob of black on 
the pale water. A little to the right, a row of gulls were 
arranged along the sand, still as shapes of glass. Magic! 

“I don’t think I'll get up for breakfast,” said Margaret 
across the room. “Sce that the children really eat some- 
thing. . . . Ugh, those cigarettes, Phil! 

** "They're the same as I always smoke,” he said, tossing the 
butt out of the window. “ What is it? Queasy?” 

“ I never feel right till near the end of the morning.” she told 
him. 

He remembered that it had been the same before the twins 
came. No need to worry! She was really well, and there was 
no reason why she should have a bad passage. Life was flood- 
ing through his veins, and he sang as he stripped for the shower- 
bath he had rigged up under the house. А grey thrush in the 
scrub at the back was moved by a like impulse, and its notes 
came fresh and clear as falling water, though the day was for it 
not a short respite snatched from briefs and conveyancing. 
From the back porch, where Jessie, the maid-of-all-work, was 
laying the breakfast, came a rattle of crockery, and then a 
shriek of joy echoed from the yard : 

“It's a dog! Alive puppy! . . . He said it was alive.” 

They had anticipated his surprise. When he dressed and 
came out, Peter was racing over the buffalo-grass in his bare 
ке the retriever-pup after him, and Tib was following in its 
wake. 

“Неге!” called out Darrow, “ where Ше deuce did you get 
that thing?” 

“ It was in a little box under the house,” replied Tib. “ You 
said it was for us. You know you did.” 

All the other presents were forgotten in their preoccupation 
with the retriever-pup. Peter's air-rifle lay somewhere among 
the wet buffalo- and Tib's doll spraw] led across the end of 
the veranda. Nothing like something alive, Darrow reflected, 
something they could exercise proprietary rights over! The 
irony of it was that the Pup was only an afterthought, fobbed on 
to him by the man next door, the morning before he left town. 
And he had spent time and thought on the other presents! 
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They insisted on having the pup on a chair beside them at 
breakfast, and fought about who should feed it. Darrow let 
them wrangle; it was their day. Тһе pup was a shapeless little 
thing, with flopping ears and a tongue that lolled out like a 
lump of pink wool, but it was alive! When they went out for a 
walk to the surfing-beach after breakfast it Tolicked beside 
them, getting between their legs and giving them tumbles in the 
sand. Darrow watched them tolerantly. 

“ Its more real to them than I am,” he thought, knowing the 
way they forgot him when the car turned the Tena among the 
ti-trees. 

It was a soft, gold mpning, ; and the summer visitors were out 
on the beach. A party of girls was coming down from the 
hotel, some in coloured jumpers, and P ots of blue and maroon 
showed on the white sand where children were hunting crabs. 
Voices came floating clearly over from thesandbank. Someone 
was calling across to the shore for a boat. By the side of the 
passage, half a dozen men were fishing silently, all with their 

ipes lit. 
P Ἂς they rounded the headland, they could see а knot of 
bathers gathered on Ше surfing-beach, and men standing at 
regular intervals in the sea. Peter, who was teaching the pup 
to dig out sand-crabs, commenced to run, his little round legs 
twinkling in the sunlight. 

“It’s the life-savers," he shouted. “ They're practising. 
Come оп!” 

They were a long way ahead of Darrow before he had 
covered half the distance, and the dog was panting to keep up 
with them. Darrow had a sense that something was wrong. 
Men were hurrying down the beach from all directions, and 
women were shouting and gesticulating as the dark figure at the 
end of the line was towed in. A hundred yards out, just 
beyond the line of surf, two seagulls were hovering. 

“ Someone’s gone out too far,” thought Darrow. “ Got a 
cramp, most likely.” 

He found himself running to keep up to the children, who 
had joined the crowd that looked like a swarm of ants on the 
white beach. А соц] ple of young men in coloured jerseys and 
Um ants tore past im. 

z t is it? ^ he called out to them. “ Just practising? ” 

But his voice was carried away on the air. The wet, sagging 
figure was being carried in, and a big man was waving the 
crowd back. Darrow heard a babble of. high-pitched voices as 
he drew near. A woman in a green bathing-suit was pointing 
out to sca. 

“ There it із!” she screamed; “I saw a black fin." 
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Darrow's first instinct was to get the children away. He 
sensed a calamity, and he feared the effect of it on their vivid 
little brains. Tib was standing on the outskirts with the pup in 
her arms, but Peter had dived in among a tangle of bare legs, 
and Darrow could only get a glimpse of his fair hair and red 
jersey. Fragments of broken talk flew about. A woman had 
fainted and was lying in the sand, her hair tumbled over her 
death-white face. 

“Stand back!" the big fellow was pleading. “ Give us a 
chance. For the love of God, let the man have some air.” 

Burrowing in among the crowd, Darrow grabbed Peter by 
the shoulder and dragged him out. He had a confused 
impression of seeing a man with dark, curly hair lying on his 
face in the sand, but all his thoughts were concentrated on 
getting the children away. If there was horror, they mustn’t 
come in contact with it! This was their birthday. 

“Come on,” he said, shepherding them doggedly. “ We'll 
go and play in the sand on the other side of the rocks.” 

They were unwilling to go, and he had to hustle them, 
picking up the dog and striding ahead. From the way they 
rattled on he could see they were impressed but not overawed 
by what had happened. 

“Tt was Con Delaney,” said Tib, “ I heard a woman say.” 

“Не was bit by a shark,” Peter confirmed. “ I saw blood. 
All down the side of his leg.” 

“ Соп Delaney, that works at the hotel,” chimed in Tib. 
“ He was out on a surf-board.” 

Darrow selected a warm spot behind the rocks that shut out 
the bathing-beach and sat down. When he tried to light a 
cigarette he found his hands were trembling, but from the 
Бе ginning he had seen the affair through the children’s eyes 
rather than his own. A dark, meaningless smudge on the soft 
gold of the morning! Con Delaney, he was reflecting. That 
tall, loose-limbed young fellow who was always hanging round 
the yard of the hotel. Wasn't he the son of the widow who 
used to keep the store when Margaret and he had come down 
there first? 

** How's the casualty? ” he asked a man who was passing. 
“ Better? ” 

τὰ No, right out to it,” was the response. “ They've taken 
him up to the hotel and rung up the ambulance.” 

It seemed as if the beach had suddenly become deserted. 
Tib and Peter were playing life-saving in the sand; Tib was 
lying flat on her back with her frock rucked up over her knees, 
and Peter restoring circulation in the way he had seen the men 
do. They were in dead earnest, and for once their babble had 
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ceased. With its head on опе side, the pup watched them 
curiously, its tongue lolling out of the corner of its mouth. 

When it was time to go, Darrow took them over the top of the 
cliffs, avoiding the surfing-beach. 

“They're fishing for the shark,” said Peter excitedly, 
watching а boat out at sea. “ Old Corney caught one last 
week, man-eater, he said it was! ” 

“Con Delaney comes round to sce Jessie,” said Tib. “He 
took her out once in Old Corney’s motor-boat. Jessie says she’s 
going back home after Christmas." 

Knots of people were standing round the store and the 
post-office, talking in a subdued way. Darrow had a sudden 
feeling that Margaret would get more of a shock than the 
children. And in her present state——! Before the twins 
came she had nearly со! ከ65 on secing a snake go under the 
veranda. 

But when the children began to babble disconnectedly about 
the disaster at lunch, he found her app ed in her own protec- 
tive thoughts as in a cocoon. She had not been outside the 
door for a fortnight, and nothing had any reality but the life 
within her. 

“Con Delaney?” she said, frowning slightly. “1 thought 
something would happen to that boy. He hasn’t done any 
work for wecks and he's always in the water. Lives in it, 
nearly.” 

And she went on to rebuke Peter for taking too much on his 
fork at a time. 

Darrow felt she had some obscure grudge against Delaney, 
and after lunch, while the youngsters were playing on the lawn, 
he pursued it to its source. Delaney was a bit of a Lothario, he 
found out. He had got more than one girl into trouble, and 
for some time he had been hanging round after Jessie. Waiting 
at the corner for her when she had her afternoon off! 

“ She's such a little empty-head, that ge said Margaret. 
“ I have to look after her like a mother. She stands dreaming, 
and things come apart in her hands." 

It was Darrow's turn to dream. Не had a vision of that 
black mop of wet hair, and bronzed men in bathing-suits, 
kneeling about the limp figure. Had the boy really been 
bitten by a shark before they brought him in? Or was the 
blood just a flash of Peter's imagination? Не had a feeling 
that he ought to go and find out all about the affair, but his 
strongest impulse was to protect the youngsters from any news 
that might spoil their birthday. Through the lazy afternoon, 
as he lolled in his canvas-chair, he heard them disputing on the 
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“ We'll call it Rover.” 

1 Νο, we won't. That'sahe-name. It’s a she. Jessie said 
“ Jessie don't know about dogs. They're all ‘he.’ Jus’ like 
horses." 

They were rolling over on the grass, letting the pup try its 
teeth on their hands. Except for their high-pitche voices, 
there was silence everywhere, for Jessie had gone out, and 
Margaret was lying down іп her room. Tea was early, and 
there was a cake with coloured candles, that had to be blown 
out with ceremony. When it was over, Darrow took his stick 
and went up the road to the hotel. 

There had seemed to be a hush ever since morning, and 
he had a sense of moving through a dream. On the lawn 
behind the boarding-house they were playing tennis, and a man 
and a girl were searching for balls in the dusk. Lights were 
beginning to appear in the little houses along the beach. 
Darrow was thinking of the mop of black hair, wet from the sea, 
and the way the children had played at life-saving in the sand. 
Had there really been anything between Con Delaney and 
Jessie? Апа Изо, oughtn’t they to have told the girl at once? 

At the hotel he made inquiries from a young fellow who was 
bending over his car in the yard. 

“ Passed out before they got him in,” he was told. “ The 
doctor came out to meet them.” 

Darrow dulled himself consciously against the shock. 

“ I thought Had he been badly mauled? ” 

“Νο, but he'd lost blood,” said the young fellow. “ Bitten 
in the thigh and back. There’s half a dozen lines out after 
the brute now.” Á 

Darrow stood for a while on the hill, looking at the rising 
moon across the water. He was in no hurry to go home. 
There would be questions, and he still had an impulse to 
protect Margaret and the twins from the shock that was 
p reading in a queer way through his own body. The lights 

апсед оп the water below, rendered pale and fugitive by the 
moon. There were three boats out, trying to hook that grey 
shape that hovered somewhere, shadowy and elusive, beyond 
the line of surf. 

“.,. And deliver us from evil" reflected Darrow, 
yisualising the twins mumbling their prayers by the side of 

е bed. 

When he came down the road, Margaret was waiting at the 
gate, a white apparition in the moonlight. She was distressed 
and on the verge of hysteria. 

“ Oh, Phil, what ever kept you? Гус been nearly out of my 
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mind. I thought Tib was going off into one of those convul- 
sions she used to have when she was three." 

He felt her quivering beneath his arm. 

“ Tib? " he said in dismay. “ What was the trouble?” 

“Both of them have been upset,” faltered Margaret. 
“ Horribly so! It was that pup. They took it out to play on 
the road and it got run over by a car. Such an unspeakable 
cvening Гуе had! Oh, Phil, you mustn't give them live 
things, again—ever.” 

She was shaken and unnerved, and Darrow felt her limp 
weight against his body as they went up the steps. There was 
an atmosphere of tragedy about the still house. А night-light 
was burning in the children’s room, and when he went in, he 
saw their two tousled heads on the one pillow, as if they had 
drawn close together in sympathy. They were asleep , but 
their ravaged faces showed signs of an emotion that had worn 
itselfout. Peter's arm was thrown over the quilt with the palm 
upturned, and Tib's eyelashes scemed glued to her sodden 
cheeks. As Darrow turned away she gave a little sob in her 
sleep, and a tear trickled slowly down her nose. 

“It’s all right now," he said assuringly to Margaret. 
“ They'll have forgotten all about it by the morning.” 

Later, when he was smoking a cigarette out in the moonlight, 
his eyes fell on a little dark blotch near the gate. It was the 
body of the pup, he discovered, bruised and shapcless. Better 
bury it, he reflected, so that the children would have nothing to 
remind them of the tragedy in the morning! Picking it up, he 
carried it to the back, stopping suddenly as he saw a figure by 
the fence in the shadow of the ti-tree. Jessie, leaning on the 
rail, with her head in her arms and her body as rigid and 
motionless as if it had been turned to stone! Moving away, 
Darrow began to feel emotion rise like a warm, expanding 
bubble in his brain, till it softly burst. 

“ Life! . . .” he thought vaguely, feeling for the spade in the 
darkness of the outhouse. 


GUY DE MAUPASSANT 


(1850-1893), French master of ihe short story, began his 
career as а civil servant. Не was a great friend of Flaubert’s, 
and at his house met most и, the outstanding literary men of. 
the day. He began himself to write encouraged by Flaubert, 
and in 1880 «ратай “ Boule de Suif,” still considered his 
greatest long short story. Maupassant was a man of abound- 
ing energy and vitality, but he undermined his health with 
excesses, and his life ended tragically in a private asylum. 


THE NECKLACE 


Sur was one of those pretty and charming girls who, by 
some freak of destiny, are born into families that have 
always held subordinate ‘appointments. Possessing neither 
dowry nor expectations, she had no hope of meeting some 
man of wealth and distinction, who would understand her, 
fall in love with her, and wed her. So she consented to marry 
а small clerk in the Ministry of Public Instruction. 

She dressed plainly, because she could not afford to be 
elegant, but she felt as unhappy as if she had married beneath 
her. Women are dependent neither on caste nor ancestry. 
With them, beauty, grace and charm take the place of birth 
and breeding. In their case, natural delicacy, instinctive 
refinement and adaptability constitute their claims to aristo- 
cracy and raise girls of the lower classes to an equality with the 
greatest of great ladies. She was eternally restive under the 
conviction that she had been born to enjoy every refinement 
and luxury. . Depressed by her humble surroundings, the 
sordid walls of her dwelling, its worn furniture and shabby 
hangings were a torment to her. Details which another woman 
of her class would scarcely have noticed, tortured her and filled 
her with resentment. The sight of her little Breton maid-of-all- 
work roused in her forlorn repinings and frantic yearnings. 
She pictured to herself silent antechambers, upholstered with 
Oriental tapestry, lighted by great bronze standard lamps, 
while two tall footmen in knee breeches slumbered in huge 
arm-chairs, overcome by the oppressive heat from the stove. 
She dreamed of spacious drawing-rooms with hangings of 
antique silk, and beautiful tables laden with priceless 
ornaments; of fragrant and coquettish boudoirs, exquisitely 
adapted for afternoon chats with intimate friends, men of note 
and distinction, whose attentions are coveted by every woman. 

She would sit down to dinner at the round table, its cloth 
already three days old, while her husband, seated opposite to 
her, removed the lid from the soup tureen and exclaimed, 
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“Рос au feu! How splendid! My favourite soup!” But 
her own thoughts were dallying with the idea of exquisite 
dinners and shining silver, in rooms whose tapestried walls 
were gay with antique figures and grotesque birds in fairy 
forests. She would dream of delicious dishes served on 
wonderful plate, of soft, whispered nothings, which evoke a 
sphinx-like smile, while one trifles with the pink flesh of a 
trout or the wing of a plump pullet. 

She had no pretty gowns, no jewels, nothing—and yet she 
cared for nothing else. She felt that it was for such things as 
these that she had been born. Whats joy it would have given 
her to attract, to charm, to be envicd by women, courted by 
men! She had a wealthy friend, who had been at school at 
the same convent, but after a time she refused to go and see 
her, because she suffered so acutely after each visit. She spent 
whole days in tears of grief, regret, despair and misery. 

One evening her husband returned home in triumph with a 
large envelope in his hand. 

“ Here is something for you,” he cried. 

Hastily she tore open the envelope and drew out a printed 
card with the following मल tion : 

“Тһе Minister of Public Instruction and Madame Gcorge 
Ramponneau have the honour to request the company of 
Monsieur and Madame Loisel at an At Home at the Education 
Office on Monday, January 18th.” 

Instead of being delighted, as her husband had hoped, she 
flun; ше invitation irritably оп Ше table, exclaiming: 

“ What good is that to me?” 

“ Why, my dear, I thought you would be pleased. You 
never go anywhere, and this із а really splen: da chance for 
you. I had по end of trouble in getting it. Every! body is 
trying to get an invitation. Its very select, and only a few 
invitations are issued to the clerks. You will see all the 
officials there.” 

She looked at him in exasperation, and exclaimed petulantly : 

“ What do you expect me to wear at a reception like that? ” 

He had not considered the matter, but he replied 
hesitatingly : 

“ Why, that dress you always wear to the theatre seems to 
me vay nice indeed .. .” 

He broke off. To his horror and consternation he saw 
that his wife was in tears. Two large drops were rolling 
slowly down her cheeks. 

“ What on earth is the matter? ” he gasped. 

With a violent effort she controlled her emotion, and drying 
her wet cheeks said in a calm voice: 
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“Nothing. Only I haven't a frock, and so I can't go to 
the reception. Give your invitation to some friend in your 
office, wl ose wife is better dressed than I am.” 

He was greatly distressed. 

“ Let us talk it over, Matilda. How much do you think a 
proper frock would cost, something quite simple that would 
come in useful for other occasions afterwards? ” 

She considered the matter for a few moments, busy with 
her calculations, and wondering how large a sum she might 
venture to name without shocking the little clerk’s instincts 
of economy and provoking a prompt refusal. 

“I hardly know,” she said at last, doubtfully, “ but I think 
I could manage with four hundred francs.” 

He turned a little pale. She had named the exact sum that 
he had saved for buying a gun and making up Sunday shooting 
parties the following summer with some Trends, who were 
going to shoot larks in the plain of Nanterre. 

But he replied : 

* Very well, ГРИ give you four hundred francs. But mind 
you buy a really handsome gown.” 


The day of the party drew near. But although her gown 
was finished, Madame Loisel seemed depressed and dissatisfied. 

“What is the matter?" asked her husband one evening. 
“You haven't been at all yourself the last three days.” 

She answered: “It vexes me to think that I haven't any 
jewellery to wear, not even a brooch. I shall fecl like a 
perfect pauper. I would almost rather not go to the party.” 

** You can wear some fresh flowers. They are very fashion- 
able this year. For ten francs you can get two or three 
splendid roses.” 

She was not convinced. 

“Νο, there is nothing more humiliating than to have an air 
of poverty among a crowd of rich women." 

“Ном silly you are!" exclaimed her husband. “ Why 
don't you ask your friend, Madame Forestier, to lend you some 
jewellery? You know her quite well enough for that.” 

She uttered a cry of joy. 

“ Yes, of course, it never occurred to me.” 

The next day she paid her friend a visit and explained her 
predicament. 

Madame Forestier went to her wardrobe, took out a large 
jewel-case and placed it open before her friend. 

“ Help yourself, my dear.” 

Madame Loisel saw some bracelets, a pearl necklace, a 
Venetian cross exquisitely worked in gold and jewels. She 
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tried on these ornaments in front of the mirror and hesitated, 
reluctant to take them off and give them back. 

“ Have you nothing else? ” she kept askin; ፍ 

“O yes, look for yourself. I don't know what you 
would prefer.” 

At length she discovered a black-satin case containing a 
superb diamond necklace, and her heart pega an to beat with 
frantic desire. With trembling hands she took it out, fastened 
it over her high-necked gown, and stood gazing at herself in 
raj рахе. 

‘hen in an agony of doubt, she said: 

** Will you lend me this? I shouldn't want anything else.” 

“ Yes, certainly.” 

She threw her arms round her friend’s neck, kissed her 
effusively, and then fled with her treasure. 

It was the night of the reception. Madame Loisel’s triumph 
was complete. All smiles and graciousness, in her exquisite 
gown, she was the prettiest woman in the room. Нег head 
was in a whirl of joy. The men stared at her and inquired 
her name and begged for an introduction, while the junior 
staff asked her for waltzes. She even attracted the attention 
of the minister himself. 

Carried away by her enjoyment, glorying in her beauty and 
her success, she threw herself ecstatically into the dance. She 
moved as in a beatific dream, wherein were mingled all the 
homage and admiration she had evoked, all the desires she had 
kindled, all that complete and perfect triumph so dear to a 
woman's heart. 

It was close on four before she could tear herself away. 
Ever since midnight her husband had been dozing in a little, 
deserted drawing-room together with three other men, whose 
wives were enjoying themselves immensely. 

He threw her outdoor wraps round her shoulders—un- 
pretentious, everyday garments, whose shabbiness contrasted 
strangely with the elegance of her ball dress. Conscious of 
the incongruity; she was eager to be gone, in order to escape 
the notice of the other women in their luxurious furs. Loisel 
tried to restrain her. 

“ Wait here while I fetch a cab. You will catch cold 
outside.” 

But she would not listen to him, and hurried down the 
staircase. They went out into the street, but there was no 
cab to be seen. They continued their search, vainly hailing 
drivers, whom they caught sight of in the distance. hivering 
with cold and in desperation, ар made their way 10 
the бешс. At last, on the quay, they found one of those old 
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vehicles which are only seen in Paris after nightfall, as if 
ashamed to display their shabbiness by dayli, ght: 

The cab took them to their door іп the Rue des Martyrs, 
and they gloomily climbed the stairs to their dwelling. 
was over for her. As for him, he was thinking that he would 
have to be in the office by ten o'clock. 

She took off her wraps in front of the mirror, for the sake 
of one last glance at herself in all her glory. But suddenly she 
uttered a cry. The diamonds were no longer round her neck. 

** What is the matter? ” asked her husband, who was already 
half undressed. 

She turned to him in horror. “I... I... have lost 
Madame Forestier's necklace." 

He started in dismay. “What? Lost the necklace? 
Impossible.” 

hey searched the pleats of the gown, the folds of the cloak 
and all the pockets, but in vain. 

“You are sure you had it on when you came away from 
the ከ31?” 
бё Yes, I remember feeling it in the lobby at the Education 

ርር.” 

“ But if you had lost it іп the street, we should have heard 
it ው . It must be in the cab.” 

“Yes. І expect it is. Did you take the number? ” 

“No. Did you?” 

“No.” 

They gazed at each other, utterly appalled. In the end, 
Loisel put on his clothes again. 

“I will go over the ground that we covered on foot and see 
if I cannot find it.” 

He left the house. Lacking the strength to go to bed, unable 
to think, she collapsed into a chair and remained there in her 
evening gown, without a fire. 

About seven o’clock her husband returned. He had not 
found the diamonds. 

He applied to the police; advertised a reward in the 
newspapers, made inquiries of all the hackney-cab offices; he 
visited every place that secmed to hold out a vestige of hope. 

His wife waited all day long in the same distracted condition, 
overwhelmed by this appalling calamity. 

Loisel returned home in the evening, pale and hollow- 
cheeked. His efforts had been in vain. 5 

“You must write to your friend,” he said, “ and tell her 
that you have broken the catch of the necklace and that you 
are having it mended. That will give us time to think 
things over.” 
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She wrote a letter to his dictation. 


After а week had elapsed, they gave up all hope. Loisel, 
who looked five years older, said: 

“ We must take steps to replace the diamonds.” 

On the following day they took the empty case to the 
jeweller, whose name was inside the lid. He consulted his books. 

“The necklace was not bought here, Madam; I can only 
have supplied the case.” 

They went from jeweller to jeweller, in an endeavour to find 
a necklace exactly like the one they had lost, comp aring their 
recollections. Both of them were ih with grief and despair. 

At last in a shop in the Palais Royal they found a diamond 
necklace, which seemed to them exactly like the other. Its 

rice was forty thousand francs. The jeweller agreed to sell 
it to them for thirty-six. They Бер ed him not to dispose of 
it for three days, and they stipulatec bor the right to sell it back 
for thirty-four thousand francs, if the original necklace was 
found before the end of E d 

Loisel had eighteen thousand francs left to him by his father. 
The balance of the sum he proposed to borrow. He raised 
loans in all quarters, а thousand francs from one man, five 
hundred from another, five louis here, three louis there. Не 
gave promissory notes, agreed to exorbitant terms, had исан 5 
with usurers, and with all the money-lending hordes. Не 
comp: romised his whole future, and had to risk his signature, 
hardly knowing if he would be able to honour it. Over- 
whelmed by the prospect of future suffering, the black misery 
which was about to come upon him, the physical privations 
and moral torments, he went to fetch the new necklace, 
and laid his thirty-six thousand francs down on the jeweller’s 
counter. 

When Madame Loisel brought back the necklace, Madame 
Forestier said reproachfully : 

* You ought to have returned it sooner; I might have 
wanted to wear it.” 

To Madame Loisel’s relief she did not open the case. 
Supposing she had noticed the exchange, what would she have 
thought? What would she have said? Perhaps she would 
have taken her for a thief. 


Madame Loisel now became acquainted with the horrors of 
extreme poverty. She made up her mind to it, and played her 
part heroically. This appalling debt had to be paid, and pay 
it she would. The maid. was dismissed; the flat was given u] р, 
and they moved to а garret. She undertook all the roug 
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household work and the odious duties of the kitchen. She 
washed up after meals and ruined her pink fing 'er-nails 
scrubbing greasy dishes and saucepans. She washed the linen, 
the shirts and the dusters, and hung them out on the line to 
dry. Every morning she carried down the sweepings to the 
street, and brought up the water, pausing for breath at each 
landing. Dressed like a working woman, she went with her 
basket on her arm to the greengrocer, the grocer and the 
butcher, bargaining, wrangling and fighting for every 
farthing. 

Each month some of: the promissory notes had to be redeemed, 
and others renewed, in order to gain time. 

Her husband spent his evenings working at some tradesman’s 
accounts, and at night he would often copy papers at five sous 
a ра с. 

iis existence went оп for ten years. 

At the end of that time they had paid off everything to the 
last penny, including the usurious rates and the accumulations 
of interest. 

Madame Loisel now looked an old woman. She had 
become the typical poor man's wife, rough, coarse, hard- 
bitten. Her hair was neglected; her skirts hung awry; and 
her hands were red. Her voice was no longer gentle, and 
she washed down the floors vigorously. But now and then, 
when her husband was at the office, she would sit by the 
window, and her thoughts would wander back to that far-away 
evening, the evening of her beauty and her triumph. 

What would have been the end of it if she had not lost 
the necklace? Who could say? Who could say? How 
strange, how variable are the chances of life! How small a 
thing can serve to save or ruin you! 

One Sunday she went for a stroll in the Champs Elysées, for 
the sake of relaxation after the week's work, and she caught 
sight of a lady with a child. She recognised Madame 
Forestier, who looked as young, as pretty, and as attractive 
as ever. Madame Loisel felt a thrill of emotion. Should 
she speak to her? Why not? Now that the debt was paid, 
why should she not tell her the whole story? She went 
up to her. 

“ Good morning, Jeanne.” 

Her friend did not recognise her and was surprised at being 
addressed so familiarly by this homely person. 

“I am afraid I do not know you—you must have made а 
mistake," she said hesitatingly. 

“No, I am Matilda Loisel.” 

Her friend uttered a cry. 
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«О my poor, dear Matilda, how you have changed ! ” 

“Yes, I have been through a very hard time since I saw you 
last, no end of trouble, and all through you.” 

“Through me? What do you mean?” 

“ You remember the diamond necklace you lent me to wear 
at the rece, pice at the Education Office? ” 

“Yes, Well?” 

“ Well, I lost it.” 

“Т don't understand; you brought it back to me.” 

“ What I brought you back was another one, exactly like it. 
And for the last ten years we have been paying for it. You 
will understand that it was not an easy matter for people 
like us, who hadn’t a penny. However, it’s all over now. 
I can’t tell you what a relief it is.” 

Madame Forestier stopped dead. 

“ You mean to say that you bought a diamond necklace to 
replace mine? ” 

κ Yes. And you never noticed it? They were certainly 
very much alike." 

She smiled with ingenuous pride and satisfaction. 

Madame Forestier seized both her hands in great distress. 

“ O my poor, dear Matilda. Why, mine were only imitation. 
At the most they were worth five hundred francs!” 


ANATOLE FRANCE 


(1844-1924), whose real name was Jacques Anatole 
bault, was the author of a long series of novels, essays and 
short stories written in limpid prose, These are character- 
бей by a detached irony that enlivens his iales of antiquity, but 
which reduces the vitality of his modern pieces. It is, kow- 
ever, exactly suited to such satires as “ Penguin Island” or 
“ The Revolt of the Angels,” which may be reckoned as 
among his finest work. 


THE PROCURATOR OF JUDÆA 


Т, JELIUS LAMIA, born in Italy of noble parents, was still 
+ only a boy when he went to study philosophy in the 
schools of Athens. Afterwards, in Rome, at his house on the 
Esquiline, he lived a life of debauchery with а company of 
young libertines. There he was accused, and found guilty, 
of illicit intercourse with Гер ida, wife of Sul pius Quirinus, 
a high consular official, and was exiled by Tiberius Cesar. 
He was then barely twenty-four years old. 

He was eighteen years in exile, and during this time he 
travelled in Syria, Cappadocia, Palestine and Armenia, and 
made long sojourns in Antioch, Сазагеа and Jerusalem. 
When Tiberius died and Caius became Emperor, Lamia was 
allowed to come home. He was even able to recover some of 
his property. 

Misfortune had made him wise. He shunned the women of 
his own class, kept clear of politics and place-secking and 
shut himself up in his house on the Esquiline. He spent his 
time in making a record of his travels, turning (as he put it) 
past pains into present pleasure. He was engaged quietly 
in this pursuit, and in reading the works of.Epicurus, when 
one day he realised, with some surprise and not a little sorrow, 
that he was an old man. 

In his sixty -second year, plagued by a cold which he could 
not shake off, he went to take the waters at Baie. This resort, 
where once the halcyons came to roost, was at that time 
frequented by wealthy, pleasure-loving Romans. Lamia 
had been there a week, alone and friendless amid the gay 
and fashionable throng, when one evening he took it into his 
head to climb the dunes which, дар ed with vine-leaves like 
bacchantes, overlooked the sea. He reached the summit 
and sat by the pathway in the shade of a terebinth, from thence 
letting ing his gaze wander over the beautiful countryside. On 
his left the bare and livid Phlegrean fields stretched to the ruins 
of Cuma; on his right Cape Misenum thrust its sharp spur 
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into the flank of the Tyrrhenian sea. Opulent Вай, beneath 
his feet, stretched westward over the curving coast, offering 
to his view a rich treasure of villas, gardens, statues, porticos 
and marble terraces fringed by blue waves in which the dolphins 
played. Beyond the bay lay Campania, where, painted a rich 

19 by the setting sun, shone the temples which crowned the 
faurel-groves of Posilippo. Far away on the horizon, Vesuvius 
caught the light. Lamia took from his robe a scroll which 
held the Treatise Upon Nature and, reclining at his ease, began 
to read. 

He was not there long before the voice of a slave disturbed 
him, asking him to make way for a litter which was coming 
along the narrow pathway between the vines. As it approached, 
Lamia was able to study the occupant, who had not troubled 
to close the curtains; he was an aged gentleman of vast corpu- 
lence, who reclined indolently upon the cushions, head in 
hand, and looked out with an air of weariness and disdain. 
His lips were clamped between a beak-like nose, square chin 
and powerful jaw. At once Lamia recognised that face, but, 
for an instant, the name escaped him; then suddenly he 
started forward with an expression of surprise and delight. 

“ Pontius Pilate! May the gods be praised that we meet 
again!” 

‘The other called his slaves to а halt and looked closely up at 
Lamia. 

“Pontius, my generous host!” the latter cried. “ Have 
twenty years so whitened my hair and lined my brow that 
you no longer remember Alius Lamia?” 

At that name, the portly gentleman clambered, with as 
much agility as his age and great size allowed, out of his litter. 

“Му dear friend!" he exclaimed, greeting Lamia with 
the warmest affection. “ How delighted I am to see you! 
How you bring back to me those days of long ago when Г was 
still in Syria, as Procurator of Judæa! It must be thirty years 
since we met for the first time; that was in Casarea, where 

ou came in exile. J was able to relieve your sufferings а 
Іше and, out of friendship, you came with me to that accursed 
Jerusalem, where the Jews filled my Ше with bitterness and 
disgust. Ten years we lived there together, managin to console 
ourselves with talk of Rome, so that, for a whi "1 was able 
to forget my office and you your exile.” 

Lamia pressed his hand warmly. 

“You are forgetting something, Pontius. You do not 
mention that you spoke well of me to Herod Antipas and 
loaned me sums of money from time to time.” 

“We will not discuss the question of money, since, оп 
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your return to Rome, you sent one of your freedmen to me 
with an amount that repaid all my loans with interest." 

“ Pontius, my friend, no money could discharge my debt 
to you. But let us talk about yourself. Have the gods been 
good to you? Have you all the happiness you so richly deserve? 
And your family, your health and your affairs—what about 
them?” 

“I have retired now, Lamia, and live on my estate in 
Sicily; grain-farming occupies most of my time, and my 
eldest daughter Pontia, who lost her husband not long ago, 
has come to keep house for me. I must thank the gods that 
I still have my mind and my strength unimpaired, but old 
age brings troubles and woes to all of us; in my case gout 
is the worst of them. It is gout that brings me here—on my 
way to the Phlegrzan fields to try out a remedy. At night, 
they say, the hot carth there gives off sulphurous vapour which 
loosens the joints and eases up the system. At least, so the 
doctors tell me.” 

“For your sake I hope they speak the truth. But apart 
from a few twinges of gout, you do not seem a day older 
I am, in spite of the fact that I must be ten years your junior. 
Certainly you seem more vigorous now than I ever was. It 
is wonderful to sec you looking so healthy! What made you 
give up your governorship? Why leave Judæa to bury your- 
self in Sicily? What happened to you after I left? ለ5 far 
as I can remember, you were preparing to crush a revolt of 
the Samaritans when I set out for Cappadocia with a scheme 
for making some money in breeding mules and horses. Was 
your expedition success ul? "Tell me all about it. Everything 
that concerns you is of interest to me.” 

Pontius Pilate made a weary movement of the head. 

“Tt is my nature,” he said, “ in whatever work I am con- 
cerned, not only to do it well, but also to make it a labour of 
love. I have put my heart into all that I have done, but it 
has availed me nothing. Jealousy and intrigue have dogged 
my footsteps, and hatred has poisoned the roots of every tree 
that I have planted. 

“You were asking me about the revolt of the Samaritans. 
Let us sit down here, and I will tell 259 about.it in a few 
words. Itisas fresh in my memory as if it happened yesterday. 

“ One of those fiery fanatics who spring up all too often 
from among the common people in Syria had persuaded 
the Samaritans to muster, fully armed, on Mount Gerizim, 
which they consider a sacred place in those parts. This fellow 
promised to reveal to them the sacred relics that one of their 
tribal gods or mythical heroes, called Moses, had buried 
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there in the times of Evander and our father Жпеаз. They 
believed him and started arming. I heard about their little 
scheme in time, and was able to pat a stop to it by drawing a 
cordon of infantry around the hill and postin, outlying pickets 
of cavalry to keep a watch in the neighbourh ood. І had no 
time for hesitation, since the rebels were already at Tyrathaba 
at the foot of Mount Gerizim. 

“ Аз it was, everything turned out beautifully; the revolt 
was nipped in the bud and the insurgents dispersed without 
bloodshed. Just to make an example of them, I had the ring- 
leaders tortured. 

“ Now, you know what a millstone around my neck was 
the proconsul Vitellius; you know how it seemed that he 
was governing Syria not for, but against Rome, treating 
the provinces of our mighty Empire as if they were gifts to be 
given to favourites. Well, the chiefs of the Samaritans went 
to this man, bemoaning their fate. To listen to them, you 
would think that nothing was farther from their thoughts 
than to disobey the laws of Cesar. I had started the trouble, 
according to them. They had gathered at Tyrathaba solely 
to resist my cowardly onslaught on their people. Vitellius 
heard everything they had to зау › then handed over the 
command in Juda to his friend Marcellus; me he sent back 
to Rome to plead my case before the Emperor. I set sail at 
once, my heart weighed down with grief and resentment and, 
barely had we reached the shores of Italy when we learned 
that Tiberius, worn out with age and the cares of the Empire, 
had just died at Misenum—on that very cape that we can 
sce from here, stretching into the mists of twill ght. 

“I threw myself on the mercy of Caius, his successor, а 
man of some intelligence who knew how things were going in 
Syria. Just as luck would have it, Caius had staying with fim 
in Rome at that moment the Jew А grippa, a companion of 
his childhood, his dearest friend. See how fate worked against 
me! Agri ippa favoured Vitellius because Vitellius was an 
enemy of Antipas, whom Agrippa loathed. Whoever gained 
the friendship of Agrippa was a friend of Caius. Не refused 
to see те. My luck was out. I had to bear the unmerited 
disgrace. Broken-hearted, nursing my rancour, I travelled 
home to Sicily, where shame and sorrow would have killed me 
had it not been for my dear Pontia, who came to comfort 
her old father. So now I am a farmer, sowing my wheat and 
harvesting the best crop in the province. My life is over. 
Posterity shall judge between Vitel fus and I.” 

“ Pontius, I do not need to be told that your dealings with 
the Samaritans were governed by what you conceived to be 
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the best interest of Rome, But in this instance were үші not 
letting your impetuous nature get the better of you? hen I 
was in Judæa, although younger and more hot-headed than 
you, it was often my part to counsel calm and gentleness.” 

“Gentleness towar + the Jews!” exclaimed Pilate. “It seems 
that your years amongst them have not taught you much about 
their nature. They are the worst enemies of the human race, 
a mixture of pride and servility, of shameless roguery and mule- 
like obstinacy. They are too vile for either love or hatred. 
My conduct, Lamia, is based on the maxims of the divine 
Augustus. When I was created Procurator of Judæa, the 
pax romana reigncd over the whole globe. No longer, as in 
the Civil Wars, did one see proconsuls feathering their nests 
at the expense of the Меден rovinces they were supposed to 
govern. I knew my duty. isdom and moderation were my 
watchwords—the gods are my witness to that. But what 
good came of my gentleness? You were there in the earl; 
days of my command, when the first revolt broke out. Do 
need to remind you of it? The garrison of Cæsarea had gone 
into winter quarters at Jerusal fem. Each standard of the 
legion bore a portrait of the Emperor, and, if you please, the 
Jews disliked τ] һе sight of them being carried on high through 
their am - They would not worship Cesar as a god, and could 
not see that, since one must obey, it is better to obey a god than 
a mere man. 

“ Their priests came to my headquarters to beg, with mock 
humility, that the standards should be left outside the walls. 
Natural aly I refused. Out of respect for the Empire and the 
divinity of Cesar, I could not do otherwise. When the mob 
heard this they started getting out of hand. I ordered the 
troops to pile arms at the Antonine tower and sent them into 
the rabble armed only with their cudgels, like so many lictors. 
But, do you know, rather than disperse, those insolent fools 
howled all the louder, letting themselves be beaten senscless 
rather than move a foot! You saw how I was humiliated, 
Lamia. By the order of Vitellius the standards were marched 
back to Casarea. That was something I had not deserved. 
By the almighty gods I swear that not once in my whole service 
have I offended against justice and the law. But I am an 
old man. My enemies and those who WE oke evil against me 
are dead. I shall die unrevenged. о wil defend my 
memory? ” 

He sighed deeply and was silent. 

Lamia spoke. “ You are right to have no hopes nor fears 
for a future that we cannot know. Does it matter what 
men will think of us in days to come? We witness our own 
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lives; we are the best judges of them. Be content that you 
and your friends are assured of the excellence of your’ zntions. 
Gentleness, indeed, is no weapon to govern теп. "i nç kindli- 
ness to our fellows that philosophy teaches has few counter- 
parts in the world of action.” 

“Let us leave that now, Lamia. These fumes of sulphur 
that are to cure my gout are more potent when the carth is 
still warm from the setting sun. I must hurry. ο ince we 
have met again, wc must not lose sight of each отоу this is 
an occasion to celebrate. Will you dine with me tgimorrow? 
My house is on the cliff, at the edge of the town as you go 
towards Misenum. You will know it by the painting on 
the porch of Orpheus charming the beasts with his lyre. I 
will expect you, then; we will Be able to talk of the old days 
in Judea. Farewell!” 

Pontius Pilate climbed into his litter and was borne away. 

The next day Lamia arrived at Pilate’s house in time for 
dinner. Places were laid for two, and the meal was modest 
but satisfying; beccaficos in honey, thrushes, oysters from 
Lake Lucrine and Sicilian lampreys were the main dishes, 
all served on silver plate. As they ate, the two old men 
discoursed upon their various bodily ailments—how, when 
and where the symptoms occurred and what remedies had been 
tried or recommended. Then, πας of how lucky a coinci- 
dence had been their meeting on the dunes at Ва, they 
praised the scenery of the coast and its invigorating climate. 

mia found particular pleasure in the exotically beautiful 
courtesans who paraded upon the water-front, bedecked with 
ornaments of gold and soft, transparent veils of {оге gn workman- 
ship. But the old procurator could not abide the thought of all 

that trumpery stuff being paid for in good Roman money, 

money that, as often as not, went straight into the hands of 

Rome’s worst enemies. Soon they came to speak of the 
great public-works schemes then being put on foot all over the 
country, of the monstrous bridge constructed by Caius between 
Puteoli and Baiæ, and of the canals that Augustus had planned 
to take water from the sea to Lakes Lucrine and Avernus. 

“In my time I too was interested in such works for the 

ood of the commonwealth,” Pontius Pilate said. “ When, 

ог my sins, I was appointed to Judæa, I mapped out the course 
of a huge aqueduct that should bring an abundant supply 
of fresh water to Jerusalem. I had gone into every detail 
with the gin ineers: elevation of the levels, capacity of each 
section, thickness of the brass tanks to which the pipes for dis- 
tribution should be fixed—all discussed and decided upon; 
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I had even drawn up regulations for policing the pipe-line so 
that it should not be tapped at any point by unauthorised 
individuals. Architects and labourers fad been engaged and 
the work begun; but the moment the Jews saw the preparations 
we were making to bring the scarce and precious gift of water 
into their parched city, they set up a howling tumult. The 
mob charged my workmen and tore up the foundation-stones, 
cursing their sacrilegious act in building upon hallowed ground. 
Can you conceive such an ungracious set of barbarians? 
Believe it or not, Vitellius agreed with their objections and 
ordered me to stop the work.” 

“It is a moot point,” murmured Lamia, “ whether one 
is entitled to do good to one’s fellow-men against their wishes.” 

Pilate seemed not to hear him. “ Refuse a water supply!” 
he exclaimed. “ What madness! But everything that comes 
from Rome is hateful to the Jews. To them we are unclean; 
our very presence in Jerusalem they regard as a profanation. 
You remember how they would not come into my council- 
chamber for fear of contaminating themselves; I was forced 
to hold courts of judgment in the open streets among the 
passers-by. 

“They hate us and fear us. But why? Every other 
nation we have conquered flourishes beneath our care. Peace 
and liberty have marched with our eagles to the ends of the 
earth. Wherever Rome rules, the people are treated as 
Romans; their customs are fostered and their laws respected. 
Is it not a fact that, since Pompey captured the country, Syria 
has enjoyed peace and prosperity for the first time in its long 
history of petty, bickering kings? And when we might fil 
our coffers by pillaging the temples of the foreign gods, do we 
do it? To reward ourselves for the trouble we have taken on 
their behalf, have we touched a single idol? The Mother- 
Goddess of Pessinus is untouched, the priceless shrines of 
Jupiter at Morimene and Cilicia have still their treasures, 
so has the Jewish god at Jerusalem. Antioch, Palmyra and 
Apamea, prosperous and safe, are no longer haunted by fear 
of the nomad Arab tribes; the 2 build temples to Ше genius 
of Rome and for the worship of Cesar. Only the Jews stand 
out against us. The taxes have to be dragged from them, and 
military service they will not до.” 

$e The Je ews,” Lamia interposed, “ cling to their ancient cus- 
toms. еу suspected you—without reason, I am sure—of 
wishing to change their way of life and abolish their laws. 
You must allow me to say, Pontius, that your behaviour 
there was not always calculated to set their fan at rest. In 
spite of yourself, I am convinced, you made them uneasy; 
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you found it difficult to disguise your impatience with their 
religious ceremonies and beliefs. You particularly vexed them 
by placing the robes and ceremonial ornaments of the high 
riest under a guard of legionaries in the Antonine tower. 
think we must allow that, although not educated like ourselves 
to the contemplation of divine truths, the Jews worship a god 
whose very роди deserves respect." 

Pilate shrugged his shoulders. 

“They have no exact knowledge of the nature of the gods," 
he said. “They worship Jupiter, but without naming him 
or building an idol in his likeness. They do not even bow 
down to him in the form of a stone, as do certain Asiatic 

eoples. They have never heard of Apollo, Neptune, Mars, 
Pluto, nor of any goddess. Nevertheless, it is my belief that 
Venus was once sacred to them, for even to-day their women 
take doves to the altar for sacrifice, and, as you know, dealers 
throng the forecourts of their temple offering these birds for 
sale. I was told on one occasion that some madman had 
come among them, upsetting their stalls and chasing them 
out of the ісіне . Their priests treated that as а most 
serious sacrilege. Тһе sacrifice of turtle-doves would certainly 
point to the cult of Venus, I think. But what are you laughing 
at, Lamia?” 

* Just a passing thought! It crossed my mind that you 
would be in trouble if the god of the Hebrews overheard 
you and were to follow you to Rome for his vengence! But 
seriously, why should their Jehovah not come here? In 
Rome they have temples for the cult of Isis, Anubis and 
many other Asiatic and African gods; the Bona Dea of the 
Syrians is borne on asses through the streets and into the fair- 
rounds, and (as I dare say you will have heard) when Ti- 
Белш was Emperor, a young rake disguised аз the horned 
deity of the Egyptians used this mask to enjoy the favours of a 
lady of quality. She was far too pious to re! fuse anything to a 

d! Beware, Pontius! One day the god of the Jews may 
апа at Ostia." 

A fleeting smile crossed the Procurator's face. Тһе idea 
that Judea might produce а god for Rome was too ludicrous 
for his consideration. 

“How could the Jews impose their religion on another 
people?" he asked. “ They themselves cannot agree even on 
its simplest points. You have seen them yourself, divided 
into bi гај sects, quring and spitting jn the public 
pace shal their sticks and pulling cach ‘other by the 

eard. You have seen them gathered on the steps of the е сюре 
tearing their filthy robes іп sign of desolation as they 
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some wretched fellow in prophetic delirium. It never enters 
their heads that sacred matters, veiled and uncertain as they 
are, should be discussed in serenity when the mind is at ease. 
The nature of the Immortals is hidden from us, and we г 
humans can only guess at what is true. Nevertheless I b: lieve 
they wish us well. The Jews, now, permit no diversity of 
opinion concerning their god, and they would torture to death 
any of their countrymen who might question one word of the 
holy writ. Since they have been under Roman rule, all capital 
sentences pronounced by their tribunal must be ratified 
by us, with the result that our magistrates are harried all day 
long with their cries for the death of someone. А hundred 
times I have seen them, rich and poor, priest and pauper to- 
gether, reconciled for one instant as they crowded about my 
chair to ask, to demand, the execution of some unhappy fellow 
whose crime I was unable to see and whom I thought no better 
nor worse than his accusers. Yet they would be pulling at 
my robe and clutching at my sandals in their haste to have 
away with him. Why do I say a hundred times? It happened, 
not every day, but every hour of every ау. And I was helpless 
in such matters, since, as Procurator of Judza, it was my place 
not to destroy, but to uphold their customs; I had the power 
of life and death over them, but the power had to be exercised 
as their laws should direct. 

“When I first took office I tried to reason with them, 
to spare one or two of their miserable victims; but this attempt 
at clemency infuriated them the more; they shrieked about 
me like vultures waiting (ር to swoop on their prey. Their 
priests sent messages to г that I was violating their laws, 
and their ap регі; backed by Vitellius, brought me a severe 
тер rimand. [ow many times have I not wished, in the words 
of the Greeks, to send accused and accusers both together 
to the crows! 

“Do not think that these are the senile mutterings of an 
impotent old man against a people who have embittered his 
Ше and destroyed for ever his peace of mind. I know what 
I am talking about, and I can see where we will end unless 
that whole nation is wiped out. Sooner or later, with their 
endless seditions and revolts, the Jews will rise against us with 
à fury beside which the wrath of the Numidians and the 
muttering of the Parthians will seem child's play. Those 
Hebrews are for ever planning and scheming, › intent upon our 
ruin, How can it be otherwise, since they believe in the coming 
of a prince of their blood who will reign over the whole world? 
They are dangerous in the extreme; they must be wiped out. 
Jerusalem should be razed to the ground. May gods 
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grant that I see the day when its walls will fall, when fire shall 
levour its houses and its inhabitants be put to the sword! The 
day when I see the plough cutting through the earth where 
once their temple stood, that day Í shall feel that justice has 
been done to Jewry!” 

Lamia endeavoured to change the conversation to a more 
peaceful subject. 

“ It is easy to understand, Pontius, that your experience of 
the Jewish ፻፳ le has пос endeared them to you; from your 
standpoint dislike and mistrust were the only possible sentiments. 
But Í lived in Jerusalem as а sightseer, and mixed daily with 
the common people; I was able to unearth much goodness 
and virtue in their lives that was necessarily hidden from you. 
I have known Jews of infinite kindness and charity, with simple 
minds and open hearts, like the famous sage of Sparta. And 
yourself, Pontius, you have seen men of the common people, 
who could not write their own names, cudgelled to death 
by your legionaries for what they considered to be the cause 
of truth. Such men deserve more than scorn. I mention 
this because, in all things, we should preserve some sense of 
proportion. Though I have never felt much enthusiasm for 
the Jews, I have, on the other hand, the warmest admiration 
for Jewesses. 

“I was a youth in those days, and all the women of Syria 
made me feel the same. Those warm, full lips, those moist, 
inviting eyes and the long looks they gave one; they were 
like burning irons to the flesh. Their faces were painted with 
care and cunning, and rare perfumes were used for heightening 
their charms. Such women were dishes for an epicure!” 

Pontius Pilate did not disguise his impatience with such talk. 

“I was not the sort of man to fall into the clutches of such 
birds of prey," he interrupted. “ And since we аге on the 
subject, Lamia, I must say that I have never approved of your 
incontinent behaviour with women. I did not mention to 
you before how gravely I viewed the fault for which you were 
exiled, because you were suffering the full penalty of your sin. 
Believe me, marriage is a sacred institution—particularly to 

cop le of our class, and on us the Roman Empire depends. 
К loes not matter, of course, if you кер your philanderin, 
restricted to slaves or foreign women; but even then suc 
volu] 58 pleasures should not become a habit. You must 
not offended when I say that, in my о) pinion, you are 
far too fond of sacrificing to the Venus of the Cross-roads; 
and your worst fault, in my eyes, is that you have not married 
and begotten children for the republic, as a man in your 
position should have done." 
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But the man whom Tiberius had exiled was deaf to the words 
of the magistrate. Не emptied ag lass of Falernian wine and 
smiled at some secret thought. ter a while he roused him- 
self and, in a voice that rose as he spoke, said: “ They dance 
with such langourous grace, the women of Syria! I knew а 
Ive once who used to dance in a little drinking-den, lit 

one smoky lamp and furnished with one ragged carpet. 
+ Her arms movcd like snakes as she clashed and tinkled the 
cymbals; her back arched and her head fell back as if the 
weight of the long, dark hair was dragging it to the ground; 
her eyes were liquid fire, and the suppleness of her hips would 
have made Cleopatra pale with envy. I adored those bar- 
baric dances, her low, hoarse singing-voice, the smell of incense, 
the half-sleep in which she seemed to live! I followed her 
wherever she went, mixing with the troopers, cheap-jacks and 
publicans who were her friends. One day she disappeared, 
and I never saw her again. I searched all the streets of easy 
virtue and all the taverns without success. She was more 
difficult to drive from one’s head than the fumes of Grecian 
wine. Айсг a few months of despair I heard that she had 
joined a little band of men and women who were following 
in the train of a young preacher from Galilee called Jesus the 
Nazarene. He was later crucified for some crime or other. 
Do you remember anything about him? ” 

Pontius Pilate searched his memory for a moment, passing a 
hand wearily across his brow. 

“ Jesus?” he murmured—“ Jesus, the Nazarene? No, I 
cannot remember him. The name means nothing to me.” 
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"Torture by Hope," taken from his “ Contes Cruelles,” is a 
classic among his short stories. s 


TORTURE BY HOPE 
“Oh for a voice to speak!"—E. A. Poe, The Pit and the Pendulum, 


FA beneath the cellars of the Official of Saragossa, the 
venerable Pedro Arbuez d'Espila, sixth prior of the Sego- 
vian Dominicans, third Grand Inquisitor of Spain, descended at 
the close of a day, long since passed. Followed by a fra 
redemptor {master-torturcr) and preceded by two familiars of 
the Holy Office holding lanterns, he made his way towards a 
hidden dungeon. 

The lock of a massive door creaked, and they entered a 
stifling in pace where the grudging light from above just 
revealed a blood-blackened whipping-horse, a chafing dish and 
a stone jug. On a heap of mouldering straw, fastened by 
fetters to the walls with an iron ring about his neck, squatted 
the figure of a man of uncertain age. He was dressed in rags, 
and his face was ghastly in its pallor. 

The prisoner was none other than the Rabbi Aser Abarbanel, 
a Jew of Arragon who, accused of usury and of an arrogant 
lack of charity towards the poor, had been tortured үөү дау 
for more than a year. Nevertheless, his “ stubbornness being 
as tough as his hide,” he had refused to abjure his faith. 

Proud of his thousand-fold relationships, glorying in the 
antiquity of his forbears—for every Jew worthy of the name is 
jealous of his blood—he was descended, according to the 
almud, from Othniel, and in consequence from Ipsiboe, 
wife of this last judge of Israel, a circumstance that had sustained 
his courage against the most awful of his incessant tortures. 

It was therefore with tears in his eyes at the thought of so 
staunch a soul excluded from salvation, that the venerable 
Pedro Arbuez ела pronounced these words аз he approached 
the trembling rabbi: 

“ My son, rejoice, for your present trials are nearly at an 
en f, in the face of so much obstinacy, I have had, un- 
on sly, to employ force, my task of brotherly correction has 
its limits. You аге the barren fig-tree, which, being found so 
often without fruit, is in danger of being withered at the 
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roots . . . but only God can pronounce upon your soul. 
Perhaps the Infinite Mercy may shine чро n you at the supreme 
instant. We must continue to hope.’ Your case is not without 
recedent. . . . So be it. Sleep, then, this evening in peace. 
Tomorrow you will асре art in the auto-da-f?—that is to say, 
you will suffer the quemadero, the premonitory symbol of the 
ternal Flame. Its heat, you know, is distant, my son, and 
death often takes two, and sometimes three hours to arrive, 
on account of the wet, frozen cloths with which we take care 
to wrap the foreheads and breasts of the ‘ offerings.’ There 
will be only forty-three of you. Bear in mind that, as you will 
be among the last, you will have enough time to invoke God 
and to offer up to Him this baptism of fire which is the Holy 
Spirit. Put your trust, therefore, іп the Light, and Ясер.” 
At the end of this speech, Dom Arbuez, who had signed for 
the unhappy man to be unchained, embraced him tenderly. 
Then it was the turn of the fra redemptor, who begged the Jew 
in a low voice to forgive him for everything he had had to 
make him suffer for his redemption; next came the two 
familiars, whose kiss under their hoods could not be heard. 
This ceremony comp leted, the captive was left in the shadows, 
solitary and doomed. 


With his mouth Фу and his features ravaged by suffering, 
the Rabbi Abarbanel pondered on the locked door, at first 
without serious application. “ Locked? . .." The word 
awoke a train of thought in the secret, innermost depths of 
himself, for he had spied for an instant the glimmer of the 
lantern through the crack between the door and its frame. А 
crazy hope, , born of his weakening brain, shot through his 
being. He dragged himself towards the incredible thing he 
had seen. And, very gently, with infinite precautions, slipping 
a finger into the rebate, he drew the door towards him. 
Amazing! By some extraordinary chance the familiar who 
had locked up had turned the key a little before the door was 
actually closed, so that, the tongue not having entered its 
groove, the door swung back into the cell. 

The rabbi risked a glance outside. 

By a sort of pale darkness he was able to distinguish, first of 
all, a semi-circle of earthy walls hollowed out by spiral stair- 
cases, and straight in front of him, commanding a flight of 
Six or seven stone steps, a kind of inky vestibule giving on to a 
vast corridor, of which it was only possible to glimpse the first 
few arches from below. 

Flattening himself against the wall, he crept to the level of 
this threshold. Yes, it was a corridor—but immeasurably 
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long! A faint light—a light as in а dream—illumined it: 
lamps suspended from the vaulted roof cast at intervals a pale 
blue radiance in the stagnant air. The far distance was lost 
in shadow. Not a single door in all its length! On one side 
only, to the left, ventilating holes, covered with grilles set into 
the depths of the wall, let through a feeble twilight, which 
must be from the evening sky, for red beams stained the flag- 
stones at long intervals, And what a terrifying silence! . . . 
Yet there, in the depths of the shadows, might lie a path to 
liberty. The wavering hopes of the Jew died hard, ра they 
were his last. 

Without further hesitation he ventured on to the flagstones, 
keeping close to the coping of the ventilators, striving to con- 
ceal himself as much as possible against the shadowy tones of 
the walls. He dragged himself along slowly, stifling a cry 
when a recently opened wound sent a sharp p ang through him. 

Suddenly the sound of a sandal echoed along the stone 
passage. А trembling seized him; he choked with anguish; 
his sight grew dim. This, then, was the end! He squeezed 
himself into a recess and waited, half dead with terror. 

It was a familiar hurrying along. In his hand he was 
carrying an iron claw for tearing out muscles, and his hood 
was thrown back. He passed rapidly and disappeared. The 
shock which the rabbi had just experienced had almost 

aralysed his powers of motion, and it was nearly an hour 
before he could move again. Born of a fcar of the increased 
torments if he were caught, the thought came to him of return- 
ing to his cell. But the former hope whispered in his soul— 
that divine Perhaps which comforts in the worst distresses. А. 
miracle had taken place. There was no room for further 
doubt. He began again to crawl towards the possible escape. 
Worn out by suffering and hunger, trembling with anguish, 
he went on—and the gloomy corridor scemed mysteriously to 
expand. But he, never pausing, stared into the darkness in 
front of him towards where there must surcly be a way of escape! 

Oh, here were footsteps again! But this time, slower and more 
solemn, The black-and-white shap es of two inquisitors, with 
their tall hoods with rolled-back edges, emerged into the faint 
light at the far end. They were talking in low voices, and 
seemed to be discussing something important, for their hands 
made gestures. 

At the sight of them the Rabbi Aser Abarbanel closed his 
eyes; his heart throbbed as if it would kill him; his rags 
were drenched in an icy sweat of agony. Motionless, gasping, 
һе lay in ше angie le of the wall, under the gleam from a lamp, 
praying to the of David. 
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When they reached him the two inquisitors stopped under 
the lamp, through a mere chance, no doubt, in their discussion. 
One of them, while listenin; 510 his interlocutor, looked straight 
at the rabbi! And under this gaze, whose преса expression 
he did not at first realise, the wretched man seemed to feel the 
hot pincers biting into his poor flesh. Once again he was to 
become a living wound, a living woe! Fainting, unable to 
breathe, his eyelids flickering, he shuddered as a cassock 
brushed him. But—at once strange and natural—the eyes 
of the inquisitor were those of a man deeply preoccupied by 
what he was about to reply, absorbed in what he was listening 
to—they were fixed—and seemed to gaze at the Jew without 
seeing him! 

And in fact, after a few minutes the two sinister conver- 
sationalists went slowly on their way, still talking in low tones, 
towards the direction from which the prisoner had come. 
They had not seen him ! For a moment, in the horrible con- 
fusion of his senses, the idea flashed across his brain: © Perhaps 
I am already dead, and so no one can see те?” A hideous 
impression jerked him from his lethargy. Gazing at the wall 
exactly opposite his face, he thought he saw two fierce eyes 
staring into his. He flung back his head in a blind, unreason- 
ing terror... but no! His hand felt forward along the 
stones. What he had seen was the reflection of the eyes of the 
inquisitor still imprinted upon his pupils which he had focused 
upon two spots on the wall. 

Forward! He must hasten towards the end where he 
imagined (crazily, no doubt) that deliverance might lie; 
towards those shadows from which he was distant, surely no 
more than thirty paces. He began again his grievous pilgrimage 
on hands and knees and stomach, and soon he was in the 
darkest part of this fearful corridor. 

Suddenly the wretch felt the sensation of cold upon his hands 
pressed on the flagstones: it was a strong дгаце! fe that came 

om bencath a little door at the very end of the passage. Oh, 
God! if only this door opened on the outer world! The 
whole being of the wretched captive whirled round in a sort 
of hopeful giddiness. He examined the door from top to 
bottom without being able to distin, quinti it completely on 
account of the darkness about him. He felt over it. Not a 
lock, not a bolt! А latch! . . . He got up: the latch yielded 
beneath his finger; the door slipped open noiselessly before him! 


_‘ Hallelujah!” murmured the rabbi, with а deep-drawn 
sigh for mercies received, as he gazed before him the 
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The door opened on to gardens, under a starry night—on to 
spring, liberty, Ше! The gardens gave access to the neighbour- 
ing country that stretcher away to the sierras, whose sinuous 
blue edges were silhouetted on the horizon. There lay liberty! 
Ob, to escape! He would wander all night under the lemon 
trees whose perfume he could smell. Once in the mountains, 
he would be safe. He breathed the good, the blessed air. 
The breeze refreshed him, his lungs revived. He heard in his 
expanding heart the “Lazarus, come forth!" and, to give 
thanks to God Who had granted him this mercy, he stretched 
out his arms to the firmament in an ecstasy. 

And then he thought he saw the shadows of his arms return- 
ing upon him; he seemed to feel those shadow arms surround, 
embrace him, and feel himself pressed tenderly against some 
breast. А tall figure was indeed opposite to him. Confidently 
he lowered his gaze upon this ater and stood gaspin, gs 
stupcfied, with staring eyes and open mouth slavering wi 
terror. 

Horror! He was in the arms of the Grand Inquisitor him- 
self, the venerable Pedro Arbuez d’Espila, who was gazing at 
him with eyes full of great tears, like a good shepherd who has 
found again his lost sheep. 

The solemn priest pressed him against his heart with such 
a transport of charity that the raw edges of his hair shirt ras 
against the chest of the Dominican under his cassock. ра 
while the Rabbi Aser Abarbanel, his eyes turned upwards 
under his eyelids, shook with anguish in the arms of the ascetic 
Dom Arbuez with the realisation that every bz of that dreadful 
evening had been a deliberate torture, a torture by Hope, the Grand 
Inquisitor, with a look of distress and in accents of poignant 
reproach, murmured in his ear with the burning breath of 
abstinence: 

“ What, my child! On the eve, perhaps, of salvation . . . 
were you thinking of leaving us? ” 


JACOB WASSERMANN 
(1879-1094) was born in Fürth, Bavaria, of Jewish parents. 
is first novel, published in 1894, won him instant recognition. 
When the Nazis came into power іп 1933 he was, as a Jew, 
deprived of his membership of the Prussian Academy, and kis 
books are banned in Germany. His famous book, € My Life 
as a German Jew,” appeared just afier his death in 1934. 


ADAM URBAS 


Gut JUSTICE DIESTERWEG, who died recently, was 
а shrewd, intelligent criminologist of the type of the great 
Anselm Feuerbach. It was in the papers he left that I came 
upon the following story: 


Late one evening in October a Franconian peasant named 
Adam Urbas appeared at the police station in Gunzenhausen 
and declared that on that very day, in his native village of 
Aha, he had cut the throat of his eighteen-year-old son, Simon. 
The boy lay dead in his room at home. Adam had brought 
with him, and produced, the knife with which he had com- 
mitted the crime. It was still stained with blood. 

This confession, made in a calm voice and with the fewest 
possible details, was duly taken down by the police. Urbas 
refused to add another word and to answer the questions put 
by the Commissioner of Police. Іп the course of the night, an 
official inspection was made of the scene of the crime, and 
Urbas’s deposition was found to be exact. His wife was at 
home, half mad with anguish and horror, surrounded by terri- 
fied farm-hands and dairymaids. 

Adam Urbas was locked up in the Ansbach jail. 

I was then almost at the outset of my legal career and had 
been appointed, a few weeks earlier, to this district seat. I 
welcomed the occasion to sit as examining magistrate on this 
case. 

In the beginning, the case seemed tan arently clear: a 

easant, intellectually circumscribed by the ignorance and 

rutishness of his caste, had quite simply rid himself of a 
degenerate son who had brought upon him nothing but shame 
and grief; in this way he had executed just punishment upon 
the lad and averted dep romise of further misery. 

The witnesses testified unanimously that Simon had been 
an altogether worthless fellow, a loafer who would not go to 
work, and a constant frequenter of all the taverns and fairs of 
the countryside. His idi le, disorderly mode of living had 
required a good deal of money, and when the money was not 
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forthcoming from his terrorised mother (whether because she 
would not or could not give it to him), he found other ways to 

rocure И. For example, in August he had gone to a Weissen- 

urg аш merchant, one Kohn, had extracted from the man 
eight hundred marks in payment of barley delivered by his 
father, and then dissipated the entire sum. In Nordlingen а 
prostitute got him into her clutches and announced herself 
with child by him. One day he lured her into a deserted 
place and attempted to strangle her. Passers-by heard the 
woman's screams and rescued her. This affair was still under 
Investiga don, when Adam Urbas exercised summary justice 
himself. 

The testimony further revealed habits and characteristics of 
Simon’s youth which displayed him in the worst possible 
light. His childhood was marked by a malicious and evil 
shrewdness of which no good ever transpired. Another 
example: one day the housemaid returned Eom town with 
six new linen shifts which she showed proudly to the farmer's 
wife. Vespers sounded, and the maid left the flower-white 
linen on the kitchen table while she went to church. When 
she returned, the garments lay there, so smeared with axle- 
grease as to Бс forever unwearable. Nobody doubted that it 
was Simon who had done this, but proof was never forthcoming 
in this instance any more than in the affair with Scharf, the 
drayman. Scharf had left his flour-laden wagon standing 
before the tavern. When he started to drive on, the flour 
poured in a white stream alon; E the road; some ten or twelve 
sacks had been slashed with a knife. Everybody knew it must 
have been Simon Urbas who had done this, yet there was no 

roof. 

Е То his meanness and thieving, Simon later added cheekiness 
and brutality. АП right-thinking people aj greed that а poison- 
ous weed was growing up, so high that no shears could reach its 
tip, and so firmly rooted, that no hoe was strong enough to 
dig it up. I did not really need more than a fraction of the 
evidence offered. There was here no problem at all, no 
complication, no mystery. So far as the dead lad was con- 
cerned, everything was clear, simple, pointing only in one 
direction. 

"The last act of this village tragedy opened at Gunzenhausen 
on a Sunday, during the county fair. Two peasants from 
Windbach had been sitting in the tavern at Aha, discussing 
the fact that a warrant had been issued for the arrest of Simon 
Urbas. They had not observed that Adam Urbas was seated 
ata neighbouring table. The others in the tap-room, landlord 
and guests, looked anxiously towards Adam and saw from the 
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fashion in which he set down his glass and stood up from his 
bench that he had, until that moment, heard nothing of the 
Nordlingen episode. As a matter of fact, Simon's outrages 
were always withheld from the old man’s knowledge as lon; 
as possible. His extraordinary, silent demeanour, his dignifiet 
bearing, and not least of all, the great affection in which he 
was held in the community and indeed in the entire region, 
had contributed to the erection of a kind of protective wall 
about him. Moreover, through all these years his wife had 
managed to intercept the slightest bad news and soften its 
harshness before it reached his ears. But people were mistaken 
who imagined that he was ignorant of what went on, or shut 
his eyes voluntarily to half the truth. He knew just how to 
leave them in doubt about what he saw and what went on in 
his mind. 

A chattering servant girl had told the farmer's wife, while 
she was churning butter, of the trouble in the air. When 
Urbas reached home, he moved over to a window so as not to 
be obliged to look into his wife's face. Evening had already 
fallen. Franz Schieferer, a bricklayer, came by. He called 
out to Urbas's wife that Simon was treating men and women 
to drink at the Hart Tavern in Gunzenhausen, and throwing 
money about in reckless fashion. Then he added with an 
excited laugh: “ But they'll clap your bird in а cage soon. 
The police are on their way now." This, it turned out later, 
was not so; even the news that a warrant had been issued was 
merely a rumour. 

All the servants had gone to the fair. The farmer’s wife let 
herself sink down upon a bench against the wall. Urbas tramped 
heavily back and forth in the room. Soon they heard clumsy 
мер s moving in from the road, and Ше ringing of the door 
1. Fists pounded on the massive wood, to the accompani- 
ment of curses. The woman sprang up and started out. 
Urbas raised his finger and pointed—nothing more. She 
stopped on the threshold. Now Simon's face appeared at the 
win ya discoloured with drink, an evil light in his eyes. 
His mother cried out and motioned him to go away. He 
vanished. There was silence for a time. Then noise in an 
adjoining room. Simon had come into the house through the 
farmyard door. It was dark, and he stumbled against the 
implements in the store-room. Something crashed. His 
mother tore gpa the door, and in the flood of lamplight she 
saw the drunken fellow raise himself heavily from the floor. 
He stretched out his arms towards his mother and father, and 
a stream of horrible language poured from his mouth. This 
was probably a decisive moment in Adam Urbas's Ше. ‘His 
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wife testified later that at that moment she had seen him 
shudder from head to foot. 

Simon, meantime, had groped his way to his room. Коаг- 
ing, he slammed the door behind him. There was silence 
again. Urbas started out into the threshing-shed. His wife 
stood behind him, her face buried in her apron. They re- 
mained thus for about five minutes. Then Urbas emerged 
and went across to the bedroom. Later, the farmer's wife 
said that she had realised and felt what was about to happen, 
but her limbs seemed frozen and she was powerless to stir. 
Whether Simon was so drunk that he slept fom the moment 
he threw himself across the bed, or whether there was any 
conversation between father and son, could therefore not be 
learned. Once she said that all had remained silent, and then 
again that they had talked together, even for a fairly long time. 
Both doors, however, were shut, and since by her own statement 
she was seated in the chimney-corner, the sound of voices—as 
was proved by numerous tests—could not possibly have reached 
her. It is to be observed, also, that her evidence concerning 
the length of time spent by Adam Urbas in his son's room was 
noticeably uncertain: once she said it could not have been 
more than fifteen minutes; another time, over an hour. The 
knife used had not belonged to Urbas but to his son. Whether 
the boy had carried it on his person, or whether it had been 
mi ing in the room was another detail which remained obscure. 

n this point, Urbas was obdurate in his silence, and, important 
as the circumstance was, no light was shed on it. 

I must say that in the beginning, despite their extraordinary 
character, these incidents did not greatly interest me. They 
were the p ical accompaniments of such a crime. The 
father, an inflexibly stubborn man, his peasant sense of honour 
outraged, his true peasant arrogance recognising no justice 
higher than himsell E the son, a scoundrel whose violent and 
untimely end one could scarcely deplore; the mother wavering 
between the two. It was the usual combination, and justice 
could take its course unhindered by, by obscurities. 

Gradually, however, after careful scrutiny of the past and of 
Adam Urbas’s character, my interest became more keen. 
Suppose yourself to be walking. along a wall which seems like 
any other wall in the world. Suddenly, you become aware of 
faint markings on the wall. As the inscriptions grow gradually 
clearer, the temptation to decipher them becomes more and 
more irresistible. You begin to make out one group after 
another until in a flash you have a revelation of the secret 
realm lying behind that wall. Something of this sort was 
happening to me. 
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For thirteen years, Urbas and his wife were childless. She 
had accepted this fact as ineluctable destiny; Urbas, on the 
other hand, was rebcllious to the decree of nature. He was 
the last of an ancient line of peasants; the name Urbas appears 
in Franconian chronicles as early as the fourteenth century; 
to be without an heir seemed to him disgraceful. What was 
the good of the working and the saving? What was the good 
of a house filled with well-laden chests, of the cattle in their 
stalls, the grain in the barn, the fields, the meadows, the mill, 
the river, and the woodland? 

But Urbas never complained, either to his wife or to others. 
His expression never Changed when; scodyersation. тиса oli 
this subject. No hard word, no curt question came from him 
the year round. 

But, once each month he would chance to look squarely at 
his wife, and from his eyes would emanate a force that would 
grow and wax independently of his will, to no apparent pur- 

ose. It might come over him in the fields: he would stop 
inding a sheaf of grain and gaze at his wife. Or the woman 
might waken in the night to find him propped up on his elbow, 
gazing at her. Or on the square before tl ከ5 church: she would 
stand talking with other women; suddenly she would become 
dumb, for there, three steps away, he would stand staring at 
her. Never any anger; never a threat; never a word of 
reproach; only a man who gazed searchingly at her, gazed 
long and silently, from under his shaggy y eyebrows. 
nce in every month it was expected to happen, was certain 
to happen. In the beginning, the woman remained unper- 
turbed by what she took to be a mere vagary, whose meaning 
she necd not bother to learn. She would laugh and try to 
say something checrful. Then came a time when she would 
turn away, try to dismiss it from her mind. But there came 
hours, and finally whole da: уз when she would ponder and 
wonder; and the question she dared not ask the peasant to 
his face, she would ask his haunting shadow. 

She would brood over it. Can't peo le speak to one another? 
Why has he a tenga е in his head, iF nor to speak his mind 
with? She decided to take the bull by the horns. Yet, when 
the moment came and she approached him, her courage 
evaporated. А sense of guilt grew in her; a voice clamoured 
for speech; the moment for speech did not come. She felt 
that she was not guilty, Something was guilty, however, and 
that something was within her. Тһе changing seasons and 
their varied activities forced the days back into their normal 
course, but the period of relief grew ever shorter. Dread of 
the peasant's steady glance paralysed her thoughts, penetrating 
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her as often as her beating blood signalled а deeper sense of 
guilt, From November to February, the walls and rafters of 
the house became more and more oppressive. The indoor air 
grew heavy; the sky came down against the window-panes; 
the evening clung like a wet sack about her body. Pale linen 
lay drying on the planks. The cows lay in a rosy stream, while 
in the path leading between the walls of snow to the byre, a 
lantern, swinging from the hand of a pregnant maid, sent forth 
wide rainbow-rings of light. 

She was conscious only of two things: her body and her fear. 
Twenty-eight days and nights passed without distraction. 
Urbas sat beside the stove, his pipe between his teeth; went to 
the inn and returned in the evening; sat again beside the stove 
and studied the newspaper; stood up when the pot of cabbage 
and dumplings was brought in; said grace; listened quictly 
while the others spoke. There was nothing secretive in his 
expression; no hint of gathering ill-will; only silence. 

And then the moment would come! Already the woman 
felt it in her bones; she felt it at the roots of her hair. A door 
opened, and there he stood. In the morning; late at night. 
In the parlour; in the threshing-shed. There he stood with 
that unfathomable look. No clearing of the throat; no 
፳=# по word; only that look wi hich said: Why not? 

hy all the others and not you, too? Why does your field lie 
barren? 

Twelve years went by in this way, and then the woman’s 
stren; gth gave out. She became morose. In the night she 
tossed sleeplessly. Through the darkness burned the eyes of 
the peasant; though he might be asleep, she felt them on her. 
During the day, she would creep at the sound of his tread into 
a corner of the barn and crouch there trembling until calls 
for her would resound from every side. She relaxed her grip 
on the household; the servants grew slack. 

She denied herself to him. She shuddered in his embrace. 
To her darkening senses it seemed that if she refused to give 
herself, the man could not demand anything of her. She 
grew cold at his touch and her blood ran chill. The woman 
In her froze. Then Urbas began to woo her, but in a new way, 
as she had never known him to woo before. Not with words 
did he woo, but rather with timid offerings. There was often 
a kind of agitation in his wooing, as if she had hidden herself 
away and he had to find her; as if he sought and was unable 
to find her. He was like a suffering animal. For a year ог 
more, this went on. Gradually the woman lost her dread of 
him as she realised that she was not, in his eyes, a mere down- 
trodden creature, to be fed and caressed when it has done his 
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bidding, otherwise to be beaten; but that she meant Something 
else to him, was worthy of his respect and esteem. She turn 
again to him with a willing heart. “Оле month later she was 
with child. 

When there was no further doubt about this, her being 
underwent a chang с. She moved about the house with youth- 
ful steps, drove the laggards at their work, took a hand in 
everyti hing that went on, became talkative, gay, and blooming. 
Everybody was amazed. Even Urbas marvelled. She did 
not wish to tell him point-blank what was in store; she wanted 
to make of it a festive occasion, for it was as if she were bringing 
him a precious gift. On Maund; τος , she donned her 
holiday dress and with it a long black head-dress fastened by 
silver clasps. Then she called Urbas upstairs into the room 
where, in their cupboards, stood the old silver and china, the 
heritage of centuries. She sat down solemnly in an arm- 
chair, folded her hands in her lap, and told him briefly and 
simply what there was to tell. 

A shudder ran through Urbas's powerful body. When she 
ቿ оке of this nineteen years later, picturing the scene and 

lescribing Urbas's shock, one could see that she was living 
over again the tremor of that moment.  Urbas's earth-brown 
face became as red asa poppy. He let forth a roar of laughter. 
Then tears streamed from his eyes. Не strode over to her and 
struck her so roughly on the shoulder that she cried out. Dis- 
mayed that she did not take as a caress what had been so 
intended, he stroked her back tenderly, devoutly, while a 
melodious growl hummed like an organ-tone in his throat. 

He ordered her peremptorily to be careful of herself. He 
went secretly to the doctor for advice. Ап extra serving maid 
was taken on to free his wife from all work. Не would watch 
over her, spring up to remove things from her path. Some- 
times, while the baby clothes were being sewn, he would sit 
by, staring with round eyes and nodding his heavy head. 
Events proceeded in their natural course, and the hour of birth 
arrived. For a long time, Urbas held in his arms the new-born 
babe, gazing at the puny, ill-favoured mass with mingled 
feelings of joy and apprehension. ii 

Simon grew раз other peasant children до. Nothing was 
made easier for him. Не was not allowed to learn how long 
and impatiently he had been awaited. What he was worth to 
his people had to be proved by his industry. Childhood dis- 
plays of tem] прег were dashed against the unyielding order of 
things; childhood illnesses were merely trials which served to 
answerthe question: Аге you worthy ог unworthy ? Through: 
out, a sharp observer might have perceived in Urbas a restless 
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suspense, as though he were listening to the very pulse-beat in 
the boy's body. This look of strained attentiveness remained 
in his features It etched lines into his face. However much 
he might seem unobservant of Simon's words and movements, 
such sceming was false. None about him could measure how 
accurately he saw everything that occurred. Eventually, I 
learned the truth, learned it in a way never to be forgotten, or, 
in fact, to be explained in words, wi lich are the only means at 
my disposal. 

An almost exalted conception of the ideal relations between 
father and son was fused with Urbas's very being. Не knew 
himself a peasant, which is to say a king . The earth was his 
earth; the farm-hand his farm-hand. Тһе seasons were made 
for him, for his fields, his harvests. Не was lord over the land. 
His еуе fixed its limits to the very boundary stone which had 
laid undisturbed since ancient times. Хо blade of grass came 
up but in his name. Property was of all things most sacred, 
and property mp lied a master who would guard it vi igilantly 
and inexorably, down to the last penny, the last grain of wheat. 
A son took it over from his father; a father passed it on to his 
son. Through the ages. This was the natural order of 
things; any other kind of world was unthinkable. 

But I am getting ahead of my story and losing its thread. 

The formal examination of Urbas, which it was my duty to 
make, revealed nothing of significance. His answers never 
varied, and he seemed fatigued and mystified by the need for 
repetition. He confined himself to the bare fact and would 
explain nothing. He scorned any defence, refused to hear of 
legal counsel, and was stubbornly indifferent to my advice and 
Suggestions, When I pointed out that a voluntary declaration 
of the motive of his crime would result in a considerably miti- 
gated sentence, he answered laconically: “ That is beside the 

oint.” I made up my mind to give up this fruitless question- 
ing, especially since the testimony of the witnesses, added to 
what I had learned about the victim and the accused, seemed 
to me to have forg ed an unbroken chain of motives. 

Nevertheless, there were two details upon which no light 
had been thrown. One was the coroner’s testimony to the 
effect that the body showed not the slightest trace of violence, 
either in the position of the stiffened limbs and the state of the 
clothing, or in the facial expression of the deceased. Had the 
peasant not accused himself, it would have been difficult to 
prove murder. The second debatable point concerned the 
undisputed fact that the knife had bel to Simon Urbas. 
The peasant asserted that it had been ΕΝ іп Simon's belt, 
and that he had simply drawn it out. Even to this statement 
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he committed himself only after continued pressure had been 
exercised. This had so patent an air of improbability that he 
retracted it the following day, saying the knife had lain open 
on a table, that Simon had cut bread with it that same morning. 
When I expressed surprise about his uncertainty on so important 
a point, he lowered his glance with some embarrassment. It 
was the only time I thought he seemed disconcerted in any way. 

То bring that silent tongue to speak became a compelling 
urge in me. I thought of him almost uninterruptedly. The 
рани clarity of the case, and the ος with which it 

aunted me, perturbed and annoyed me. ег and over а 
voice in me said: This man is no murderer. This is not the 
kind of man who cuts a human throat as casually as if he were 
slaughtering a chicken; who makes himself the horrible, brutal 
executioner of his own son. Yet, he had confessed the deed! 
What had really happened? Regarding the length of time 
3 pent in the room, he had remained silent, or at most had 
shrugged his shoulders. It was only during the final examina- 
tion that he confessed reluctantly that he might have been in 
the room a half-hour. What took place in that half-hour? 
He had guessed my thought, and his brow had clouded. 

1 saw that the only way I could put an end to my intolerable 
obsession would be to put off my professional attitude and con- 
front him man to man. It seemed to me I had won his 
confidence in a certain degree. I had tried to deal delicately 
with such disagreeable Points as arosc from time to time, and 
in these moments I had a sense of his gratitude. For a while 
I hesitated, fearing that his innately suspicious nature would 
arise to rebuff an intruder from a foreign sphere. I wondered, 
too, whether there existed a common ground on which our 
different natures could meet. But the thought of him drove 
such doubts from my mind. Adam Urbas was no ordinary 

casant. He belonged to our peasant aristocracy; his very 

earing betrayed intelligence and character. I hoped, there- 
fore, that my approach would not be made in vain. I weighed 
the matter no fonger. One evening in December I walked 
into the prison and entered Urbas’s cell. 

I had seen to his comfort during his custody. The cell was 
a livable place, decently furnished with washstand, bed, and 
mirror, and adequately heated. He was sitting with an open 
Bible before him in the light of a lamp. I greeted him, took 
oe my coat, hung it on a peg, seated myself opposite him at the 
table. 


Each time I saw him, his appearance struck me afresh. It 
did so now. Не was as massive as а bull. He had the round, 
brachycephalic head of the true native Franconian, but the 
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skull, particularly in the formation of the temples, showed 
signs of ancient breeding; the bones there were strikingly thin, 
and the skin was bluish-yellow and nearly transparent. His 
mouth was broad, with thin, firm lips; his nose aquiline and 
high-bridged. His carefully shaven face might have been that of 
ап old actor. His hands were the hands of a giant. His heavy- 
lidded eyes rarely opened more than a መል , but when they 
were wide open their gaze was amazingly piercing and difficult 
even for me to sustain. 

By way of creating an opening, I said that I had long felt 
the need of coming to see him. However, I had not come in 
my official capacity, but rather—if he had no objection—as a 
friend who happened to be privileged to visit him. Ав a matter 
of fact, he was my ward, and I was responsible for his well-being. 

He looked at me in silence. After a time he said: “ Very 
good of you.” 

I made a gesture of protest. “ That is not how I should 
like you to receive me,” I said. “I hope that you will cease 
to mistrust me now. One is naturally suspicious of a judge 
onthe bench. You say to yourself: ‘If he is not here officially, 
to complete his depositions, then he is here out of curiosity, to 
pry into my al 69: Neither is true. Тһе papers are 
practically all prepared. We аге ready now for the trial. I 

ave little reason to be curious, for it seems to me I have 
learned all there is to know. Why I have come, I scarcely 
know myself. I had to come. It seemed to me my duty.” 

Again Urbas was silent for a long time. At last he spoke: 
“I believe you.” 

I grasped at the thread. “ If you believe me,” I said, " we 
can talk in peace about what has happened, like two old 
acquaintances.” 

rbas reflected. Then he said: ‘ What is the use of saying 
anything? Bad enough that it had to happen.” 

“ That is just the question,” I exclaimed. “ Did it have to 
happen? Have to? 

Be raised his head, but his glance remained lowered. “ To 
doubt that would be sheer foolhardiness" he said. 

“ Not only does a doubt exist,” I persisted, “ but society 
rejects your deed and abhors и. If every man were to mete out 
justice in these cases according to his own lights, there would 

е no end of horrors, and we should live surrounded by savage 
beasts. How you plan to justify your deed to yourself and your 
highest Judge, I do not know. But you are still answerab| te to 
socie! 


ty. 
Urbas shook his head. “ What can talking do or undo?” 
he murmured indifferently. 
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І said: “ The slate must be wiped clean between you and 
society. So long as you continue your obdurate silence, the 
horror and the confusion remain." 

“ But what if a man lacks words to explain? ” 

“ Does he lack them, or merely withhold them out of pride 
and stubbornness? ” I retorted. “ Look into yourself! ” 

He said: “ Му tongue is clumsy. I am unaccustomed to 
speech." He wrinkled his forehead. I saw that I could 

press him no further. I waited. At last a rumble awoke in 

is breast: “ I made him." His gaze dropped. “ May I not 
also exterminate him?” he added with a strange, crafty 
expression. “ You may all contest that as much as you like: 
that which a man has made he may also exterminate, if it was 
only to do evil that the thing was made. I went after him 
myself; dug him out of his mother’s womb. Other women 
carry their fruit nine months. Of his mother it is true to say 
she carried him thirteen years. I insisted that she bear him; 
1 insisted that God send him. I determined everything about 
him before he was born. He shall be this to me, and this, I 
said to myself. Like a lump of clay you dig up out of the earth 
and mould and knead to your liking. Suddenly you see that 
you are holding mere mud in your hand. You throw it down 
on the earth out of which it came.” 

The crafty expression deepened. He scrutinised me through 
half-closed eyes. “ It was only little by little that you learned 
he was doomed to evil,” I suggested. 

He interrupted me with an imperious gesture. “Вай from 
the begi inning. Bad blood; I smelt it with my nose. Others, 
with far worse antecedents, grow 1р without much looking 
after and do not turn out wrong. They may bend themselves 
crooked in the beginning, but time straightens them out. 
With him, the crooked grew ever crookeder. Then I saw that 
much wrong would ensue. And soit was. Every day a grain 
of sand; finally, a mountain. There I stood, asking myself: 
* How will this end?’ When you rooted it up in one place, 
it grew twice as hig! h in another. When you sough ht to grasp 
it in your hand, it slipped through your fingers. еге was no 
help for it." 

“ But cannot defective seeds be made to thrive throng! h care- 
ful cultivation?” I asked. “ Did you try to awaken his 
conscience? Did you пу seriously to teach him?” 

For the first time, Urbas raised his heavy lids. He looked 

“ Sir,” he said abruptly, “ one cannot command the 
elements. I said to myself: ‘If the eye cannot see, then the 
tongue cannot help it to sight, If example does not suffice, 
then neither will the rod.’ far as speech goes, my wife did 
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her duty. Women understand these things better. If he 
could not hear my voice speaking in hers, what good. was it to 
him? If he could not hear what I, without speaking, gave 
him to understand, then the words of the prophet, even, would 
have been vain sounds to him. This I told myself. When I 
led, he could have followed. When I followed him, he could 
have turned round. He never saw me; he never heard me. 
It would go against my grain to scize a person and shout in 
his ear: ‘Man! be decent!’ What would be the use, if 
decency were not in his nature? The man who makes a scorn- 
ful face while others pray is a lost creature. Punishment avails 
only where the worm is not already gnawing at the root." 

“Were you really certain of all this? ” I asked, not without 
some diffidence, for his words and his voice rang with a sinister 
conviction. “Were you so firmly convinced of your own 
infallibility ? ” 

He stretched his arm across the table. His breath came 
heavily as he answered me. “ If my flesh and blood rises u] 
а: gainst me can I dispute with it as with a cheating tradesman? 
If the seed I sowed brings forth a brood of hissing vipers can I, 
like a schoolmaster, go ра them with а rod? There would be 
neither sense nor dignity in that. If the person on whom you 
have staked your whole future is a creature of evil, and causes 
nothing but evil, incessant evil, until house and farm are 
engulfed in slime, what аге you to do? Сап you break his 


bones and hope they'll grow another way? or breathe into him 


another brain and heart? 
His powerful face trembled and blazed. This man, who for 
so long—a life-time, no doubt—had confided in no one, was 
baring his soul before my eyes, finding words, images, and 
tones with which to awe and silence me. But I had suddenly 
the unshakable impression that he was talking to me, turning 
towards me, only in appearance; that in reality he was trying 
to ward off an unseen assailant, whose questions and reproaches 
he was not now hearing for the first time. It seemed to me 
that what he was telling me had long been fermenting in him, 
and was now gushing forth, pouring itself out; while he, unable 
to control the rush of his own terribly constrained and oppres- 
sive words, stood helplessly by, listening mutely in rage and 
pain to the sound of his own voice. 
With bowed head and squared jaw, he went on, his voice 
growing. m more tranquil. “ You might ask, ‘When did 
t realise? When did your hi Senin Ask the le; er when 
he first realised that his skin was beginning to fester. He knew 
it, of course, on the first day; but he only believed it when his 
leprosy forced him to take to bed. Night after night, I lay 


ADAM URBAS 245 


thinking and thinking. Thought about myself; thoug ht about 
him. Weighed this, and weighed that. Watched and watched 
the leprosy eating se way, in. Tortured my spirit with wonder- 
ing how to fight this evil. Discipline? Discipline is always 
one step behind, the misdeed always one step ahead. The 
club with which I might have beaten lim would have ቺ lintered. 
in my fist, and the welts on his back would merely have cal- 
loused him. Ought I to have laid down rules? What kind 
of rules? Where are the infallible ones? Should I have 
chained him up like а dog? Everything in him that I fastened 
on was myself. I the tree, he the branch; I the wick, he the 
flame; I the earth, he the spring. How can the tree quarrel 
with the branch? Тһе same sap runs through them. And 
the wick with the flame it nourishes? The earth with the 
spring that gushes forth from it? So much is true; but whence 
came this evil? There it is, spreading like a prairie-fire. But 
where does it come from? How cruelly it advances! First 
the petty lie, then the serious one; first the penny filched, 
then the pound; first the beast maltreated, then the human 
being; first the pocket picked, then all honour gone; first 
a rogue, then a procurer. No respect, no faith, no honesty, 
no love. Where did it all come from? From me? Obviously. 
And then І asked myself: Where, Urbas, and when, were 
your body and soul 50 scorched in Hell that you should bring 
forth such stench and foulness into the world? Is it possible 
that man is merely filth and vileness, reproducing only dith and 
vileness in his turn? ” 

He looked at me with his stolid gaze, like a beast of burden 
panting under its load. There was silence once more. With 

is coat-sleeve he wiped the moisture from his brow. I 
sympathised with his anguish; I shared it; but something 
in me that would not be silenced accused him of exaggeration. 
“ It seems to me that you take upon yourself more responsibility 
than any man has the right to assume,” I began. “When 
you exaggerate your notion of duty, you are bound to exagger- 
ate your idea oft the rights you ess. You have, as man and 
as father, been thinking only of T yourself: But what about the 
boy's mother, who has an equal, or even a greater, claim on her 
son? She will not sanction your reasoning, and even less the 
violent act which tore all family ties asunder.” 

“That is something we cannot discuss,” Urbas answered 
coldly. “ We have gone beyond the realm of reason. Whether 
she арр roves of my reasons І do not know. She has lost 
something, and so have І. Her ት 5 great, but ту 
damnation is greater. She has nothing left in Ше, but my life 
has been poisoned for many a year. Certainly, she deserves 
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more pity than І. Нег body seemed to give forth its fruit 
reluctantly; it has revenged itself upon my pride and my 
folly. Men ought merely to seck to un derstand nature; 
instead, we defy her, m to improve upon her, and butt like 
steers against the bolted door. No woman should have only 
one child; too much depends on it. My mother had nine. 
To be sure, seven of them died. My grandmother had sixteen, 
and of them also eight were early taken by death. There is 
nothing bitter about such death. Not all the seeds sown in 
the fields bring forth grain. One should never have an only 
child; the risk is too great. It is a lottery. No; the analogy 
is bad, for here we are dealing with a scorching flame that is 
blown back upon us and leaves its scars. A mother is doubtless 
fearful when her only offering is rejected by God and man, and 
her soul is filled with sorrow. She is his in time and eternity, 
so that even if he came towards her with uplifted axe, his life 
would still seem to her worth more than her own. To her, 
good and evil are meaningless; blood speaks in a louder voice 
than they. 
“ As for me, ‘Father!’ it cried out to me. What docs 
‘ Father!’ mean, I have wondered, striving to learn its deepest 
sense. Had I bedded with a serving-maid and begotten a son, 
he also would have called me father. Would it have been the 
same? It would not. He might have been decent, respectful, 
the son I desired. Why not have begotten him, then? Why 
the indecent one? But the law forbids, and the law is sacre: 
And would that servant have been my wife? Let me say thi 
a man's aspirations are both higher and deeper than a woman’s. 
And I will say this, too, that a father’s guilt gocs deeper than a 
mother’s. A mother sits at the hem of our Lord’s robe, and 
He will not let harm befall her. A father is called before the 
Seat and a reckoning demanded from him. He is the central 
link in the chain of his race, the link between his forebears and 
his descendants. He may not surrender to tenderness and 
caresses, for through the eyes of his son, his community , his 
King, , his ancestors, and all who come after him unto the fourth 
and the fifth generation, are watching him. The son is loaned 
to him as a kind of pledge, to be given back to the world when 
the time is ripe. Woe unto him who must come forward with 
empty hands and says: ‘I have betrayed my trust!’ " 
е looked fixedly into p ace, rose from his chair, and 
repeated: “I have betrayed my trust!" Then he sat down 


again. 

I dared not break in upon his absorption. Besides, I was 
secking in my mind a way that would lead us farther on. 
From one moment to the next I felt more sure of my theory, 
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but I was afraid. My certainty was such that conclusions 
which, until now, had been founded on mere assumption and 
circumstantial evidence, took on the bright colours of reality. 
One picture fitted into another with prophetic clearness. 
Undoubtedly the personal magnetism of the man seated 
ор posite me contributed both to my vision and my fear. 

espite а long career as lawyer and judge—or, rather, because 
of it—I have had too much experience of extraordinary 
telepathic communication to ridicule the idea ofthe transference 
of mental states. 

There was something solemnly impressive about this man. 
To rob him of his secret seemed to me almost dishonourable. 
I trembled. I could not find the proper opening. Finally, 
however, breaking the чер silence, I leaned far across the 
table and asked him: “And did you go into that room 
intending to end it all?” 

He did not answer. The firm lips refused to open. But 
the obstinate forehead burst open to my gaze. Е орепей 
like a book and 1 was able to read all that lay behind it. 

“You went into that room twice," I said suddenly at a 
venture—or perhaps not at a venture; perhaps my words 
were dictated by the burning inspiration of the moment. 
“ Twice!” I went on. “ And when you left the first time, 
Simon was still alive. When you went in the second time, 
he was already lying on the ber 4 а corpse!” 

Ishould never have thought that this peasant's face, normally 
as brown as stained wood, could grow so white, The pallor 
seemed to flow visibly out of his pores, coating his skin with a 
shimmer as of wet chalk. Не stared at me with wide open 
eyes; his cheeks quivered; he clutched at his throat with 
both hands. My uncertainty vanished. I forced myself to 
speak calmly, and continued: “ You went in to take him some 
money. You had none in the house on that Sunday, and 
borrowed, directly after dinner, two thousand marks from your 
neighbour, Stephen Buchner. Isn't that so? You were to 
rid yourself with this money of Simon. Не was to reach a sea- 
port that same evening and take ship to America. Isn't that 
зо? You offered him the money; оц explained your plan; 
and you expected him to obey without hesitation. But not 
only did he refuse to obey; he also refused the money. You 
questioned him, and then he began to par At first, what 
he said was confused and incoherent, for he was still befuddled 
with drink. Later, thoug ከ, his words became clear to you, 
terribly clear. You sí before him and said not a word. 
You were not even offended at his Wing on the bed and speak- 
ing into the air, for you knew if he to look you in the face, 
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he would never have the courage to speak out. You listened, 
simply listened, and out of the listening arose all that happened 
later. Is that so or пої?” 

Urbas did not take his frightened gaze from my face. “ You 
must have been a ghostly presence in the house,” Не stammered 
in his bewilderment. 

“No,” I said. “ There are simple conclusions drawn from 
verifiable facts. The most insignificant facts often leave 
behind them the most telling traces. There is no witchery or 
magic about this. Nature has ruled that a man’s actions shall 
always form links in an unbroken chain. It is as if you threw 
a stone into a pool: the ripples widen and vanish, but the 
vibration may still be felt iene after the eye has ceased to 
detect anything. Thus there is really no escape from the net 
of circumstance, which draws more closely about a man with 
each step taken, each touch of a finger, each exhalation of a 
breath. I had one clue to which in the beginning I attached 
little value; only as time passed did I become aware of its 
significance. Suddenly it clarified the whole situation. In 
Eichstadt lives a painter named Kiessling. He was a friend 
and boon companion of Simon. The fellow is a ne’er-do-well 
who has come down in the world, but is not without a crude 
kind of uprightness. He had a number of things to tell me. 
For instance: you will recall that last winter one of your 
antique, beautifully painted china jugs disappeared. You and 
your wife felt certain that Simon had abstracted it and sold it 
to a dealer in town, for it was a valuable piece. Your wife 
went so far as to express the suspicion that Kiessling had 
served as go-between in its disposal. Simon did, as a matter 
of fact, take the jug. It is also true that Kiesslin, раа а һала 
in the affair, and that he would not һауе been above sharing 
in the proceeds, although he now denies this. But things 
never went as far as that. Simon smashed the jug before the 
eyes of his friend. They were in the little shop on the Pleinfeld 
road. Simon had brought the jug. Kiessling held it in his 
hands, and was inspecting it expertly with approval, when 
Simon wrenched it from his grasp and dashed it with all his 
might to the ground, where, naturally, it broke into a hundred 
bits. Kiessling remonstrated angrily with him, but Simon, 
after brooding morosely for a moment, cried out of a sudden: 
“1 should like to do something that would really hurt him, 
something he would feel in the very marrow of his bones!’ 
Kiessling could not guess immediately ag ainst whom this rage 
was directed. His acquaintance with Simon was then still 
fresh. Later, he realised who was meant. He said he had 
never seen a son possessed of such a hatred for his father. 
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Similar outbursts succeeded one another from time to time. 
Ап impotent bitterness would come over Simon, an urge to 
destroy. These spells would alternate with a morbid joyless- 
ness, a clouded melancholy during which time he would brood 
silently. Often what he seemed to feel was not hate but fear; 
often not fear but something more unfathomable. Other 
people have testified that at various times he had been heard 
to say something like this: ‘I wish I could tell him everything 
right out to his face, just once; then I'd feel better.’ What 
could he have meant by this? Kiessling was not alone to 
speak in his favour; there were others who said he was not 
really wicked, at bottom, and most of these were people who 
had no reason to speak for him. They described him zs weak- 
willed, easily led astray, unstable, dissipating in order to numb 
himself, evading work like a man hunted and constantly in 
flight, vicious through heartsickness, but not fundamentally 
bad. ' This is the way I see him now myself. But by whom, 
exactly, did he feel himself hunted? Whom was he defying? 
What was he trying to numb within himself? It seems to me, 
Urbas, that you and I know the answers. Though the whole 
world cudgel its brains, we two know the truth. But you 
did not know it until that evening in the bedroom. You 
learned it then.” 

Urbas drew a long breath of relief. His face twitched as if 
he were wincing at blows from within. Apparently he was 
trying to summon words that would not come. But the lights 
and shadows in his bony, sensitive, honourable countenance 
were sufficiently eloquent. The gloomy amazement, the 
almost superstitious horror he had felt at the unveiling of what 
he had regarded as his inviolable, eternally buried secret, was 
gone. Now that he had no longer to guard his secret, his 
heart was relieved of a heavy burden. And so he sighed 
deeply with relief. 

I felt it my duty to help him through the last remaining 
difficulties, and went on. ደ If you look at it properly, you see 
that men are worse off in these matters than animals. Animals 
cannot misunderstand one another. Men misunderstand one 
another continually in deed and in thought; this is true of 
brothers, of friends, of fathers and sons. Each man dwells at 
the centre of his own incomprehension as in a black cave, and 
suffers from the extravagant delusion that his cave is a brilliantly 
lighted room. And the man who imagi ines that God has been 
at particular pains to select him as His mouthpiece on earth 
soon discovers that he has been the instrument of Satan. For 
thirteen years yo ur only thought was to have a son, and after 
he came it you eighteen years to discover what your son 
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was like; and then it was too late. Is not human wisdom a 
pretty sad thing? Why then, Urbas, should you go on assum- 
ing responsibility for a crime you did not commit? Why call 
yoursel F the murderer of him who chose his own way out of 
the world? Why do you insist upon cheating earthly justice? 
Why, man! Why?” 

“TI tell you the reason,” said Urbas, “ now that my game 
is completely up. But have patience with me; it is difficult.” 
He seemed to be searching within himself; his fingers twitched 
as if they too were seeking, with his thoughts, the most precise, 
the briefest word, the most truthworthy explanation. He 
began fumblingly: “ It is true that I went in to give him the 
money. 1 had not thought of America. Get him away, I said 
to myself, as quickly as possible, as far as possible, and be 
spared, at least, the sight of policemen in the house. I crossed 
over to the room. It was dark when I entered, and I had to 
light a candle. There he was, lying on the bed and staring at 
me. It is true that he did not accept the money. Не turned 
his face to the wall, gritted his teeth, and said that money could 
no longer help him. 1 stood beside the bed and said: ‘ Stand 
up in your father's presence!' He answered: ' Why should 
I stand in your presence when it is you who have flung me 
down?’ Му fists clenched of themselves and I said: ‘ What 
do you mean? How have I flung you down, you scoundrel!’ 
A single word came from his dips 5: ° You 1 Nothing else. 
*ኘ6ሁ----!" he said. I looked at him; he stared back at me; 
and after a pause he repeated: ' You !' In that word 
was so much spite and fury and venom, such a convulsive 
threat, that the saliva turned bitter in my mouth. ‘What do 
you mean by you?" I cried; * What do you mean by you?’ 

εως Jou!’ he said again between clenched teeth; 
“ the weight of you has been Tehing дома my chest from the 
day I was born.’ I was silent. * on standing there and 
glaring at me with those eyes of yours,’ he went on. * Із there 
never to be an end to your staring at me with those eyes? 
From the very first minute of my life it has been like this; you 
staring, staring, staring, saying never a word. Sitting at 
table, knowing everything there is to know about me, and 
never a word. A fine long road you have driven me with 
your staring and staring. Why have pu never called me by 
name and spoken to me? Why have I never had a word out 
of you? Small wonder I went to the dogs! Small wonder I 
turned to carousing and sought my pals in taverns. At least 

speak, they laugh, they have a good word for a fellow. 
ps least they say Whoa and Giddap, and you know where you 
stand with them. But you! Have I ever known where I 
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stood with you? I used to say to myself: There he is, lying in 
wait again. He's after you ap ain about something. When I 
was just a kid, if you came and stood in the doorway, whatever 
I was eating would stick in my throat. Hundreds and hundreds 
of times I have wanted to go to you, but I was afraid to take a 
step in your direction. I used to wonder what I had done 
that was wrong, and when I did something wrong I was happy, 
for then at least I knew that. And so I would be restless and 
nervous until I did something irreparable and aroused people's 
anger. Yes, I am bad, but I don’t know that I was born that 
way. Yes, I am a scoundrel, but that is no reason why you 
need play the Lord almighty with me. You ought to be 
worrying about how you failed in your duty towards me. I 
might have honoured you, as it says in the Ten Command- 
ments; I might have been as tame as a starling. 1 could 
have done it; it was in me; but you drove it out. I have 
become a scoundrel and I am sick of life and I am sick of human 
beings and boon companions, and nothing gives me pleasure 
any more.’ Не went on that way and said several other things 
which I have forgotten. Then he rolled over on the bed, 
ground his tecth, and whimpered. He laughed angrily, 
turned once more to the wall and fell silent again. I said to 
myself: Urbas, there is a soul gone to perdition, but yours is 
probably damned, too. But I could not utter a word. I was 
tonj кисе; What good would it have done to go whining to 
my Maker? І could not utter а word. I went out. I walk 
across the farmyard as far as the hedge. Everything was 
bathed in peace as on spring nights when the roots in the earth 
run with sap. I looked up to the stars. No help: there. I 
opened the stable door and sniffed the warm acrid air. One 
of the oxen raised its head and went on chewing its cud. 
Suddenly I was seized with horror and thought: You must go 
back into that room; even if words don’t come to you, some- 
thing must be done. I went back. When I entered the room 
he was alrcady lying in his blood. I stood still a long while. 
Then I said to myself: If this is what he has come to, then you 
are his murderer. If this is his charge against you, you must 
pay it. . . . Now I have told you everyth ing." 

He folded his hands over the Bible and then, in a milder 
tone and with a curiously veiled glance, he went on: “I want 
to tell you also about a dream I had the night before this 
Мар pened. А farm-hand stepped into the room and said: 
*Farmer, the horses аге harnessed. Let us start” I went 
out where the horses stood waiting in the deep snow, and got 
in to drive the wagon. АШ at once we were off the road and 
the horses were wading in snow up to their bellies. Suddenly 
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I turned around and there was the farm burning behind me, 
casting a red glow over the snow. The horses began to run, 
dragging me along beside them by the reins. I was losin 

my breath. I could not loose the reins. They were wount 

round my hand. We came down towards the old mill by the 
railway bridge, where the water is sixty ells across and more 
than ten deep. There the horses ran on still more wildly 
while the glowing blaze filled the whole sky. The river was 
frozen over апа 1 wondered fearfully if the ice would bear 
the weight of wagon and horses. The horses—heavy farm 
horses—rushed down the bank, but the ice held firm. On 
the opposite bank stood Simon, and as the horses raced over 
their frozen course I shouted across to him: ‘ Help, Simon!’ 
He answered: ‘I have to go home; the house is burning; the 
stable is burning.’ I could not swing myself back on to the 
wagon. The horses were dragging me along. I cried out in 
ре distress: “ Help, Simon! Come and loose Ше reins!’ 

e answered: ' You will have to loose them yourself. The 
ice will not hold the two of us? Then I shouted to him: 
«РИ give you сау thing for your own—horscs, wagon, every- 
thing; but help, for God's sake!’ Не turned back towards 
me, and as he turned the horses stopped. But at the first step 
Simon took the ice cracked, and as T seized the horses' bridle 
the ice broke, and wagon, horses, Simon, and I sank into the 
water. I was sinking when I awoke.” 

He was silent. He expected no comment from me, and I 
had none to make. I saw with astonishment how in the course 
of a few minutes he had aged: his chin was sharp, , his eyes 
were dull, his neck was thin, his hands had grown flabby, and 
his carriage was that of a feeble old man. The dominating, 
clear-headed, powerful man who had sat across from me had 
suddenly shrivelled. When I took my leave he did not look 
ар; he scarcely seemed to notice my going. Тһе silence in 
which the whole of his former life had been wrapped ቺ read 
itself once more about him, impenetrable, flowing into death. 
For, the next morning, when he was to have been arraigned, 
the jailer found him hanging from the window-beam. 


CARL STEPHENSON 


== ) was born in Vienna of German descent. 

le was first employed by a publishing house, and began to 
write, but his early efforts met with such little success that 
for six years he'made his living 17 driving a taxi. Now he is 
receiving recognition as one of the most promising of the 
younger school of writers. 
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“Т TNLESS they alter their course, and there's no reason why 
they should, they'll reach your plantation in two days at 
the latest.” 

Leiningen sucked placidly at a cigar about the size ofa corn- 
cob and for a fcw seconds gazed without answering at the 
agitated District Commissioner. Then he took the cob from 
his lips, and leaned slightly forward. With his bristling grey 
hair, bulky nose and lucid eyes, he had the look of an ageing and 
shabby eagle. 

“Decent of you,” he murmured, “ paddling all this way 
just to give me the Пр. But you're ‘pulling my leg, of course, 
when you say I must do a bunk. Why, even a herd of saurians 
couldn’t drive me from this plantation of mine.” 

The Brazilian official threw up lean and lanky arms and 
clawed the air with wildly distended fingers. “ Leiningen!” 
he shouted. “ You're insane! They're not creatures you can 
fight—they're an clemental—an ‘act of God’! Ten miles 
long, two miles wide—ants, nothing but ants! And every 
single one of them a fiend from hell; before you can spit three 
times they'll eat а full-grown buffalo to the bones. I tell you if 
you don't clear out at once there'll be nothing left of you but a 
skeleton picked as clean as your own plantation.” 

Leiningen grinned. “ Act of God, my eye! Anyway, I’m 
not an old woman; I’m not going to run for it just because an 
elemental's on the way. And don’t think I’m the kind of 
fathead who tries to fend off lightning with his fists, cither. I 
use my intelligence, old man. With me, the brain isn’t a 
second blind-gut; I know what it’s there for. When I began 
this model farm and plantation three years ago, I took into 
account all that could conceivably happen to it. And now Pm 
ready for any thi ing and everything—including your ants.” 

The Brazilian rose heavily to his feet. “ I've done my best," 
he gasped. “ Your obstinacy endangers not only yourself, 
but the lives of your four hundred workers. You don’t know 
these ants!” 

Leiningen accompanied him down to the river, where the 
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Government launch was moored. The vessel cast off. As it 
moved downstream, the exclamation mark neared the rail and 
began waving its arms frantically. Long after the launch had 
disappeared round the bend, Leiningen thought he could still 
hear that dimming, imploring voice. “ You don’t know them, 
I tell you! You don’t know Шет!” 

But the тер orted enemy was by по means unfamiliar to the 

lanter. ore he started work оп his settlement, he had lived 

5 enough in the country to see for himself the fearful 
devastations sometimes wrought by these ravenous insccts in 
their campaigns for food. But since then he had planned 
measures of defence accordingly, and these, he was convinced, 
were in every way adequate to withstand the approaching peril. 

Moreover, during his three years as a planter, Leiningen had 
met and defeated drought, flood, plague and all other “ acts 
of God" which had come against him—unlike his fellow- 
settlers in the district, who had made little or no resistance. 
"This unbroken success he attributed solely to the observance 
of his lifelong motto: The human brain needs only to become fully 
aware of its powers to conquer even the elements. Dullards reclcd 
senselessly and aimlessly into the abyss; cranks, however 
brilliant, lost their heads when circumstances suddenly altered 
or accelerated and ran into stone walls, sluggards drifted with 
the current until they were caught in whirlpools and dragged 
under. But such disasters, Leiningen contended, merely 
strengthened his argument that intelligence, directed aright, 
invariably makes man the master of his fate. 

Yes, Leiningen had always known how to grapple with life. 
Even here, in this Brazilian wilderness, his brain had triumphed 
over every difficulty and danger it had so far encountered. 
First he had vanquish ed primal forces by Сола and organisa- 
tion, then he had enlisted the resources of modern science to 
increase miraculously the yield of his plantation. And now he 
was sure he would prove more than a match for the 
“ irresistible " ants. 

That same evening, however, Leiningen assembled his 
workers. He had no intention of waiting till the news reached 
their ears from other sources. Most of them had been born in 
the district; the cry “ The ants are coming! ” was to them an 
imperative 81 goal for instant, panic-stricken flight, a sprint 
for life itself. But so great was the Indians’ trust in Leiningen, 
in Leiningen’s word, and in Leiningen’s wisdom, that they 
received his curt tidings, and his orders for the imminent 
struggle, with the calmness with which they were given. 
They waited, unafraid, alert, as if for the beginning of a 
new game or hunt which he had just described to them. The 
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ants were indeed mighty, but not so mighty as the boss. Let 
them come! 

They came at noon the second day. Their approach was 
announced by the wild unrest of the horses, scarcely con- 
trollable now either in stall or under rider, scenting from afar 
a vapour instinct with horror. 

It was announced by a stampede of animals, timid and 
savage, hurtling past each other; jaguars and pumas flashing 
by nimble stags of the pampas, bulky tapirs, no longer 
hunters, themselves hunted, outpacinj leet  kinkajous, 
maddened herds of cattle, heads lowered, nostrils snorting, 
rushing through tribes of loping monkeys, chattering in a 
dementia of terror; then followed the creeping and springing 
denizens of bush and steppe, big and little rodents, snakes, an 
lizards. 

Pell-mell the rabble swarmed down the hill to the plantation, 
scattered right and left before the barricr of the water-filled 
ditch, then sped onwards to the river, where, again hindered, 
they fled along its bank out of sight. 


This water-filled ditch was one of the defence measures which 
Leiningen had long since prepared against the advent of the 
ants. It encompassed three sides of the plantation like a huge 
horseshoe. Twelve feet across, but not very deep, when dry it 
could hardly be described as an obstacle to either man or beast. 
But the ends of the “ horseshoe” ran into the river which 
formed the northern boundary, and fourth side, of the planta- 
tion. And at the end nearer the house and outbuildings in the 
middle of the plantation, Leiningen had constructed a dam by 
means of which water from the river could be diverted into 
the ditch. 

So now, by opening the dam, he was able to fling an im- 
posing girdle of water, a huge quadrilateral with the river as its 

ase, completely around the plantation, like the moat en- 
areling a medieval city. Unless the ants were clever enough 
to build rafts, they had no hope of reaching the plantation, 
Leiningen concluded. 

The twelve-foot water-ditch seemed to afford in itself all the 
security needed. But while awaiting the arrival of the ants, 
Leiningen made a further imp rovement. The western section 
of the ditch ran along the edge of a tamarind wood, and the 
branches of some great trees reached over the water. Leinin- 
gen now had them lopped so that ants could not descend from 
them within the “ moat,” 

The women and children, then the herds of cattle, were 
escorted by peons on rafts over the river, to remain on the other 
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side in absolute safely until the plunderers had departed. 
Leiningen gave this instruction, not because he believed the 
non-combatants were in any danger, but in order to avoid 
hampering the efficiency of the defenders. “ Critical situa- 
tions first become crises,” he explained to his men, “ when 
oxen or women get excited.” 

Finally, he made a careful inspection of the “ inner moat "— 
a smaller ditch lined with concrete, which extended around the 
hill on which stood Ше ranch-housc, barns, stables and other 
buildings. Into this concrete ditch emptied the inflow pipes 
from three great petrol-tanks. If by some miracle the ants 
managed to cross the water and reach the plantation, this 
“rampart of petrol”? would be an absolutely impassable 
protection for the beseiged and their dwellings and stock. 
Such, at least, was Leiningen’s opinion. 

He stationed his men at irregular distances along the water- 
ditch, the first line of defence. Then he lay down in his 
hammock and puffed drowsily away at his pipe until a peon came 
with the report that the ants had been observed far away in 
the south. 

Leiningen mounted his horse, which at the feel of its master 
seemed to forget its uncasiness, and rode leisurely in the direc- 
tion of the threatening offensive. The southern stretch of 
ditch—the upper side of the quadrilateral—was nearly three 
miles long ; fom its centre one could survey the entire country- 
side. This was destined to be the scene of the outbreak of war 
between Leiningen’s brain and twenty square miles of life- 
destroying ants. 

It was a sight one could never forget. Over the range of 
hills, as far as eye could see, crept a darkening hem, ever 
longer and broader, until the shadow ቺ read across Ше slope 
Írom east to west, then downwards, downwards, uncannily 
swift, and all the green herbage of that wide vista was being 
mown as by a giant sickle, leaving only the vast moving shadow, 
extending, deepening, and moving rapidly nearer. 

When Leiningen’s men, behind their barrier of water, 
perceived the approach of the long-expected foe, they gave vent 
to their suspense in screams and imprecations. But as the 
distance began to lessen between the “ sons of hell ” and the 
water-ditch, they relapsed into silence. Before the advance of 
that awe-inspiring throng, their belief in the powers of the boss 
began to dwindle. 

ven Leiningen himself, who had ridden api just in time to 
restore their loss of Beart by by a display of unsh: le calm, even 
he could not free himself from a qualm of malaise. Yonder 
were thousands of millions of voracious jaws bearing down 
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upon him, and only a suddenly insignificant, narrow ditch lay 
between him and his men and being gnawed to the bones 
* before you can spit three times." 

Hadn't his brain for once taken on more than it could 
manage? If the blighters decided to rush the ditch, fill it to 
the brim with their corpses, there'd still be more than enough to 
destroy every trace of that cranium of his. The planter’s chin 
jutted; they hadn't got him yet, and he'd see to it they never 
would. While he could think at all, he'd flout both death and 
the devil. 


The hostile army was approaching in perfect formation; 
no human battalions, however well-drilled, could ever hope to 
rival the precision of that advance. Along a front that moved 
forward as uniformly as a straight line, the ants drew nearer 
and nearer to the water-ditch. Then, when they learned 
through their scouts the nature of the obstacle, the two outlyin, 
wings of the army detached themselves from the main body ጣሩ] 
marched down the western and eastern sides of the ditch. 

This surrounding manceuvre took rather more than an hour to 
accomplish; no doubt the ants expected that at some point 
they would find a crossing. 

During this outflanking movement by the wings, the army 
on the centre and southern front remained still. bs е besieged 
were therefore able to contemplate at their leisure the thumb- 
long, reddish-black, long-legged insects; some of the Indians 
believed they could see, too, intent on them, the brilliant, cold 
eyes, and the razor-edged mandibles, of this host of infinity. 

It is not easy for the average person to imagine that an animal, 
not to mention an insect, can think. But now both the European 
brains of Leiningen and the primitive brains of the In dians 
began to stir with the unpleasant forcboding that inside every 
single one of that deluge of insects dwelt a thought. And that 
thought was: Ditch or no ditch, we'll get to your flesh! 

Not until four o'clock did the wings reach Ше“ horseshoe ” 
ends of the ditch, only to find these ran into the great river. 
Through some kind of secret telegraphy, the report must then 
have flashed very swiftly indeed along the entire enemy line. 
And Leiningen, riding—no longer casually—along his side of 
the ditch, noticed by energetic and widespread movements of 
troops that, for some unknown reason, the news of the check 
had its greatest effect on the southern front, where the main 
ара), was massed. Perhaps the failure to find a way over the 
ditch was persuading the ants to withdraw from the plantation 
in search of spoils more easily attainable. 

He was soon disillusioned. Тһе shouts of outposts made him 

1 
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put spurs to his horse and ride smartly alon; ig the southern bank, 
until at length he pulled up before a sight that made him catch 
his breath. 


An immense flood of ants, about a hundred yards in width, 
was pouring in a glimmering black cataract down the far slope 
of the ditch. Мапу thousands were already drowning іп the 
sluggish, creep ing flow, but they were followed by troop after 
troop, who clambered over their sinking comrades, and then 
themselves served as dying bridges to the reserves hurrying on 
in their rear. 

Shoals of ants were being carried away by the current into 
the middle of the ditch, where gradually they broke asunder 
and then, exhausted by their struggles, vanished below the 
surface. Nevertheless, the wavering, floundering hundred- 
pa front was remorselessly if slowly advancing towards the 

esieged on theother bank. Leiningen had been wrong when he 
Supp osed the enemy would first have to fill the ditch with their 
bodies before they could cross; instead, they mercly needed to 
act as stepping-stones, as they swam and sank, to the hordes 
ever pressing onwards from behind. 

Near Leiningen a few mounted herdsmen awaited his orders. 
He sent one to the weir—the river must be dammed more 
strongly to increase the speed and power of the water coursing 
through the ditch. A second peon was dispatched to the out- 
houses to bring spades and petrol-sprinklers. A third rode 
away to summon to the zone of the offensive all the men, except 
the observation posts, on the nearby sections of the ditch, which 
were not yet actively threatened. 

The ants were getting across far more quickly than Leiningen 
would have deemed possible. Impclled by the mighty cascade 
behind them, they struggled nearer and nearer to the inner 
bank. The momentum of the attack was so great that neither 
the tardy flow of the stream nor its downward pull could exert 
its proper force; and into the gap left by every submerging 
insect hastened forward a dozen more. 

When reinforcements reached Leiningen, the invaders were 
half-way over. The planter had to admit to himself that it was 
only by a stroke of luck for him that the ants were REI 
the crossing on a relatively short front: had they assault 
simaltaneousiy along the entire len; gh of the ditch, the outlook 
for the defenders would have been black indeed. 

Even as it was, it could hardly be described as rosy, though the 
planter seemed quite unaware that death in a gruesome form 
was drawing closer and closer. As the war between his brain 
and the “ act of God ” reached its climax, the very shadow of 
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annihilation began to pale to Leiningen, who now felt like a 
champion in a new Olympic game, a gigantic and thrilling 
contest, from which he was determined to emerge victor. 
Such, indeed, was his aura of confidence that the Indians forgot 
their stupefied fear of the peril only a yard or two away; under 
the planter’s supervision, they began fervidly digging up the 
edge of the bank and throwing clods of earth and spadefuls of 
sand into thc midst of the hostile fleet. 

The petrol-sprinklers, hitherto used to destroy pests and 
blights on thc plantation, were also brought into action. 
Streams of Sv recking oil now soared and fell over an enemy 
already in disorder through the bombardment of earth and 
sand. 

The ants responded to these vigorous and successful measures 
of defence by further devclopments of their offensive. Entire 
clumps of huddling insects began to roll down the opposite 
bank into the water. At the same time, Leiningen noticed 
that the ants were now attacking along an ever-widening front. 
As the numbers both of his men and his petrol-sprinklers were 
severely limited, this rapid extension of the line of battle was 
becoming an overwhelming danger. 

To add to his difficulties, the very clods of earth they flung 
into that black floating сагр et often whirled fragments towards 
the defenders’ side, and here and there dark ribbons were 
already mounting the inner bank. Truc, wherever a man saw 
these they could still be driven back into the water by spadefuls 
of earth or jets of petrol. But the file of defenders was too 
sparse and scattered to hold off at all points these landing- 
patties, and though the peons toiled like madmen, their plight 

ссате momently morc perilous. 

One man struck with his spade at an enemy clump, did not 
draw it back quickly enough from the water; in a trice the 
wooden haft swarmed with upwards scurrying insects. With a 
curse, he dropped the 5 раде into the ditch; too late, they were 
already on his body. They lost no time; wherever they en- 
countered bare flesh they bit deeply; a few, bigger than the 
rest, carried in their hindquarters a sting which injected a 
burning and paralysing venom. Screaming, frantic with 
pain, the peon danced an twirled like a dervish. d 

ealising that another such casualty—yes, perhaps thi 
alone—might plunge his men into confusion and destroy their 
morale, Leiningen roared in a bellow louder than the yells of 
the victim: 4 jam the petrol, idiot! Douse your paws in the 
petrol!” Тһе dervish ceased his pirouette as if k 
then tore off his shirt and plunged his arm and the ants የፎም 
to it up to the shoulder іп one of the large open tins of ጃ 
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But even then the fierce mandibles did not slacken; another 
eon had to help him squash and detach each separate insect. 

Distracted by the episode, some defenders had turned away 
from the ditch. And now cries of fury , а thudding орар ades, 
and a wild trampling to and fro, showed that the ants had made 
full use of the interval, though luckily only a few had managed 
to getacros. Тһе men set to work again desperately with the 
barrage of earth and sand. Meanwhile an old Indian, who 
acted as medicine-man to the plantation workers, gave the 
bitten peon a drink he had prepared some hours before, which, 
he claimed, possessed the virtue of dissolving and weakening 
ants’ venom. 

Leiningen surveyed his position. A dispassionate observer 
would have estimated the odds against him at a thousand to опе, 
But, then, such an onlooker would have reckoned only by what 
he saw—the advance of myriad battalions of ants against the 
futile efforts of a few defen ders апа not by the unseen activity 
that can go on in а man's brain. 

For Leiningen had not erred when he decided he would fight 
elemental with elemental. The water in the ditch was bcgin- 
ning to rise; the stronger damming of the river was makin, 
itselfapparent. Visibly the swiftness and power of the masses οἱ 
water increased, swirling into quicker and quicker movement 
its living black surface, dispersing its pattern, carrying away 
more and more of it on the hastening current. 


Victory had been snatched from the very jaws of defeat. 
With an hysterical shout of 1% , the peons feverishly intensified 
their bombardment of earth-clods and sand. 

And now the wide cataract down the opposite bank was 
thinning and ceasing, as if the ants were becoming aware that 
they could not attain their aim. They were scurrying back 
up the slope to safety. 

All the troops so far hurled into the ditch had been sacrificed 
іп vain. Drowned and floundering insects eddied in thousands 
along the flow, while Indians running on the bank destroyed 
every swimmer that reached the side. 

Not until the ditch curved towards the east did the scattered 
ranks semble aga ain іп a coherent mass. And now, exhausted 
and half-numl they were in no condition to ascend the bank. 
Fusilades of clods drove them round the bend towards the 
mouth of the ditch and then into the river, wherein they 
vanished without leaving a trace. 

The news гап swiftly along the entire chain of ош „апа 
soon а Jong, scattered line of laughing men could be seen 
hastening along the ditch towards the scene of victory. For 
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once they seemed to have lost all their native reserve, for it was 
in wild abandon now they celebrated the triumph—as if 
there were no longer thousands of millions of merciless, cold 
and hungry eyes watching them from the opposite bank, 
watching and waiting. 

Тһе sun sank behind the rim of the tamarind wood and 
twilight deepened into night. It was not only hoped, but 
expected, that the ants would remain quiet until dawn. But 
to defeat any forlorn attempt at a crossing, the flow of water 
through the ditch was powerfully increased by opening the 
dam still further. 

In spite of this impregnable barrier, Leiningen was not yet 
altogether convinced that the ants would not venture another 
surprise attack. He ordered his men to camp along the bank 
over-night. He also detailed parties of them to patrol the ditch 
in two of his motor-cars and ceaselessly to illuminate the surface 
of the water with headlights and clectric torches. 

After having taken all the precautions he deemed necessary, 
the farmer ate his supper with considerable app etite and went 
to bed. Ніз slumbers were in no wise disturbed by the memory 
of the waiting live twenty square miles. 


Dawn found a thoroughly refreshed and active Leiningen 
riding along the edge of the ditch. The planter saw before him 
a motionless and unaltered throng of besicgers. He studied the 
wide belt of water between them and the plantation, and for a 
moment almost regretted that the fight had ended so soon and 
so simply. In the comforting, matter-of-fact light of morning, 
it seemed to him now that the ants hadn't the ghost of a chance 
to cross the ditch. Even if they plunged headlong into it on 
all three fronts at once, the force of the now powerful current 
would inevitably sweep them away. Не had got quite a thrill 
out of the fight—a pity it was already over. 

He rode along the eastern and southern sections of the ditch 
and found everything in order. Не reached the western section, 
opposite the tamarind wood, and here, contrary to the other 
battle-fronts, he found the enemy very busy indeed. The 
trunks and branches of the trees and the сгеерегз of the lianas, 
оп the far bank of the ditch, fairly swarmed with industrious 
insects. But instead of eating the leaves there and then, 
they were merely gnawing through the stalks, so that a thick 
green shower fell steadily to the ground. 

No doubt they were victualling columns sent out to obtain 
Provender for the rest of the army. The discovery did not 
surprise Leiningen. He did not need to be told that ants are 
intelligent, that certain species even use others as milch-cows, 
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watchdogs and slaves. Не was well aware of their power of 
adaptation, their sense of discipline, their marvellous talent for 
оц Fanisation. 

is belief that a foray to supply the army was in progress was 
strengthened when he saw the leaves that fell to the ground 
being dragged to the troops waiting outside the wood. Then 
all at once he realised the aim that rain of green was intended to 
serve. 

Each single leaf, pulled or pushed by dozens of toiling 
insects, was borne straight to the edge of the ditch. Even as 
Macbeth watched the approach of Birnam Wood in the hands 
of his enemies, Leiningen saw the tamarind wood move nearer 
and nearer in the mandibles of the ants. Unlike the fey Scot, 
however, he did not lose his nerve; no witches had prophesied 
his doom, and if they had he would have slept just as soundly. 
АП the same, he was forced to admit to himself that thc situa- 
tion was now far more ominous than that of the day before. 

He had thought it impossible for the ants to build rafts for 
themselves—wel fi, here they were, coming in thousands, more 
than enough to bridge the ditch. Leaves after leaves rustled 
down the slope into the water, where the current drew them 
away from the bank and carried them into midstream. And 
every single leaf carried several ants. This time the farmer 
did not trust to the alacrity of his messengers. He galloped 
away, leaning from his saddle and yelling orders as he rushed 
past outpost after outpost: ‘ Bring petrol umps to the south- 
west front! Issue spades to every man along the line facing 
the wood!" And arrived at the eastern and southern sections, 
he dispatched every man except the observation posts to the 
menaced west. 

Then, as he rode past the stretch where the ants had failed to 
cross the day before, he witnessed a brief but impressive scene. 
Down the slope of the distant hill there came towards him a 
singular being, writhing rather than running, an animal-like, 
blackened statue with a shapeless head and four quivering 
feet that knuckled under almost ceaselessly. When the 
creature reached the far bank of the ditch and collapsed opposite 
Leiningen, he recognised it as a pampas stag, covered over and 
over with ants. 

It had strayed near the zone of the army. Аз usual, they had 
attacked its eyes first. Blinded, it had reeled, in the madness of 
hideous torment, straight into the ranks of its persecutors, and 
now the beast swayed to and fro in its death agony. 

With a shot from his rifle Leiningen put it out of its misery. 
Then he р ulled out his watch. He hadn’t a second to lose, 
but for life itself he could not have denied his curiosity the 
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satisfaction of knowing how long the ants would take—for 
personal reasons, so to speak. After six minutes the white, 

olished bones alone remained. That's how he himself would 
fok before you can- Leiningen spat once, and put spurs 
to his horse. 

The sporting zest with which the excitement of the novel 
contest had inspired him the day before had now vanished; 
in its place was a cold and violent purpose. He would send 
these vermin back to the hell where they belonged, somehow, 
anyhow. Yes, but how was indeed the question: as thin 
stood at present it looked as if the devils would raze him and his 
men from the earth instead. He had under-estimated the 
might of the enemy; he really would have to bestir himself if 
he hoped to outwit them. 

The biggest danger now, he decided, was at the point where 
the western section of the ditch curved southwards. And, 
arrived there, he found his worst expectations justified. The 
very power of the current had hud dled the leaves and their 
crews of ants so close together at the bend that the bridge was 
almost ready. 

True, streams of petrol and clumps of earth still prevented a 
landing. But the number of floating leaves was increasing 
ever more swiftly. It could not be long now before a stretch 
of water a mile in length was decked by a green pontoon over 
which the ants could rush in millions. 

Leiningen galloped to the weir. The damming of the river 
was controlled by a whccl on its bank. The planter ordered 
the man at the wheel first to lower the water in the ditch almost 
to vanishing point, next to wait a moment, then suddenly to 
let the river in again. This manceuvre of lowering and raising 
the surface, of decreasing then increasing the flow of water 
through the ditch, was to be repeated over and over again until 
further notice. 

This tactic was at first successful. The water in the ditch 
sank, and with it the film of leaves. The green fleet nearly 
reached the bed and the troops on the far bank swarmed down 
the slope to и. Then a viol ent flow of water at the original 
depth raced through the ditch, overwhelming leaves and ants, 
and sweeping them along with it. 

This intermittent rapid flushing prevented just in time the 
almost completed fording of the 466. But it also flung here 
and there squads of the enemy vanguard simultaneously up 
the inner bank. These seemed to know their duty only too 
well, and lost no time accomplishing. it. The air rang with the 
curses of bitten Indians. ey had removed their shirts and 
pants to detect the quicker the upwards hastening insects; 
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when they saw one, they crushed it; and fortunately the on- 
slaught as yet was only by skirmishers. 

Again and again, the water sank and rose, carrying leaves and 
drowned ants away with it. It lowered once more nearly to its 
bed; but this time the exhausted defenders waited in vain for 
the flush of destruction. Leiningen sensed disaster; something 
must have gone wrong with the machinery of Ше дат. Тһеп а 
sweating peon tore up to him— 

“ They're over!” 


While the besieged were concentrating upon the defence of 
the stretch opposite Ше wood, the seemingly unaffected line 
beyond the wood had become the theatre of decisive action. 
Here the defenders’ front was sparse and scattered; everyone 
who could be spared had hurried away to the south. 

Just as the man at the weir had lowered the water almost to 
the bed of the ditch, the ants on a wide front began another 
attempt at a direct crossing like that ofthe preceding day. Into 
the emptied bed poured an irresistible throng. Rushing across 
the ditch, they attained the inner bank before the slow-witted 
Indians fully gape the situation. Their frantic screams 
dumbfounded the man at the weir. Before he could direct the 
river anew into the safeguarding bed he saw himself surrounded 
by raging ants. He ran like the others, ran for his life. 

When Leiningen heard this, he knew the plantation was 
doomed. He wasted no time bemoaning the inevitable. For 
as long as there was the slightest chance of success, he had stood 
his ground, and now any further resistance was both useless and 
dangerous. He fired three revolver shots into the air—the 

rearranged signal for his men to retreat instantly within the 

፻ inner moat." Then he rode towards the ranch-house. 

This was two miles from the point of invasion. There was 
therefore time enough to prepare the second line of defence 
against the advent of the ants. Of the three great petrol 
cisterns near the house, one had already been half emptied by 
the constant withdrawals needed for the pumps during the 
fight at the water-ditch. The remaining petrol in it was now 
drawn off through underground pipes into the concrete trench 
which encircled the ranch-house and its outbuildings. 

And there, drifting in twos and threes, Leiningen’s men 
reached him. Most of them were obviously trying to preserve 
an air of calm and indifference, belied, however, b their 
restless glances and knitted brows. One could see their belief 
in a favourable outcome of the strugg] le was already con- 
siderably shaken. The planter called his (мелі around him. 

4 , lads," he began, “ we've lost first round, But 
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we'll smash the beggars yet, don't you worry. Дау 'one who 
thinks otherwise can draw his pay here and now and push off. 
There are rafts enough and to spare on the river, and plenty of 
time still to reach ’em.” 

Not a man stirred. 

Leinin; gen acknowledged this silent vote of confidence with 
а laugh that was half a grunt. “ That's the stuff, lads. Too 
bad if you’d missed the rest of the show, ch? Well, the fun 
моп start till morning. Once these blighters turn tail, 
there'll be plenty of work for everyone and higher wages ай 
round. And now run along and get something to eat; you've 
earned it all right.” 

In the excitement of the fight the greater part of the day had 
passed without the men oace paming to snatch a bite. Now 
that the ants were for the time being out of sight, and the “ wall 
of petrol ” gave a stronger feeling of security, hungry stomachs 
began to assert their claims. 

The bridges over the concrete ditch were removed. Here 
and there solitary ants had reached the ditch; ша gazed at 
the petrol meditatively, then scurried back араш. Ápparently 
they had little interest at the moment for what lay ben ond the 
evil-reeking barrier; the abundant spoils of the plantation 
were the main attraction. Soon the trees, shrubs and beds for 
miles around were hulled with ants zealously gobbling the 
yield of long, weary months of strenuous toil. 

As twilight began to fall, a cordon of ants marched around 
the petrol trench, but as yet made no move towards its brink. 
Leiningen posted sentries with headlights and electric torches, 
then withdrew to his office, and began to reckon up his losses. 
He estimated these as large, but, in comparison with his bank 
balance, by no means unbearable. He worked out in some 
detail a scheme of intensive cultivation which would enable 
him, before very long, to more than compensate himself for 
the damage now being wrought to his crops. It was with a 
contented mind that he finally betook himself to bed, where he 
slept deeply until dawn, undisturbed by any thought that next 
day little more might be left of him than a glistening skeleton. 


He rose with the sun, and went out on the flat roof of his 
house. And a scene like one from Dante lay around him; 
for miles in сусу direction there was nothing but a black, 
plittering multitude, a multitude of rested, sated, but none the 
less voracious ants: yes, look as far as one might, one could see 
nothing but that rustling black throng, except in the north, 
where the great river drew a boundary they could not hope to 
pass. But even the high stone breakwater along the bank of the 

та 
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river, which Leiningen had built as a defence against inunda- 
tions, was, like the paths, the shorn trees and shrubs, the 
ground itself, black with ants. 

So their greed was not glutted in razing that vast plantation? 
Not by a long chalk; they were all the more eager now on a 
rich and certain booty—four hundred men, numerous horses, 
and bursting granaries. 

At first it seemed that the petrol trench would serve its 
purpose. The besiegers sensed the peril of swimming it, and 
made no move to plunge blindly over its brink. Instead they 
devised a better manceuvre; they began to collect shreds of 
bark, twigs and dried leaves and dropped these into the petrol. 
Everything green, which could have been similarly used, had 
long since been eaten. After a time, though, a long procession 
could be seen bringing from the west the tamarind leaves used 
as rafts the day before. 

Since the petrol, unlike the water in the outer ditch, was 
perfectly still, the refuse stayed where it was thrown. It was 
several hours before the ants succeeded in covering an appreci- 
able part of the surface. At length, however, they were ready 
to ро to a direct attack. 

ет storm-troops swarmed down the concrete side, 
scrambled over the supporting surface of twigs and leaves, and 
impelled these over the few remaining streaks of open petrol 
until they reached the other side. Then they began to climb 
up this to make straight for the helpless garrison. 

During the entire offensive, the planter sat peacefully, 
watching them with interest, but not stirring a muscle. Моге- 
over, he had ordered his men not to disturb in any way what- 
ever the advancing horde. бо they squatted listlessly along the 
bank of the ditch and waited for a sign from the Boss. 

The petrol was now covered with ants. А few had climbed 
the inner concrete wall and were scurrying towards the 
defenders. 

“ Everyone back from the ditch!” roared Leiningen. The 
men rushed away, without the slightest idea of his plan. He 
stooped forward and cautiously dropped into the ditch a stone 
which split the floating carpet and its living freight, to reveal a 
gleaming patch of petrol. A match spurted, sank down to the 
oily surface—Leiningen sprang back; in a flash a towering 
ramps art of fire encompassed the garrison. 

із spectacular and instant тер ulse threw the Indians into 
ecstasy. They applauded, yelled and stamped, like children 
at a pantomime. Had it not been for the awe in which they 
hendi the Boss, they would infallibly have carried him shoulder 
ig) 


LEINENGEN VERSUS THE ANTS 267 


It was some time before the petrol burned down to the bed 
of the ditch, and the wall of smoke and flame began to lower. 
Тһе ants had retreated іп a wide circle from the devastation, 
and innumerable charred fragments along the outer bank 
showed that the flames had spread from the holocaust in the 
ditch well into the ranks beyond, where they had wrought 
havoc far and wide. 

Yet the perseverance of the ants was by по mcans broken; 
indeed, each setback seemed only to whet it. The concrcte 
cooled, the flicker of the dying flames wavered and vanished, 
petrol from the second tank poured into the trench—and the 
ants marched forward anew to the attack. 

The foregoing scene repeated itself in every detail, except 
that on this occasion less time was needed to bridge the ditch, 
for the petrol was now already filmed by a layer of ash. Once 
again several thousand ants went up in flames. 

Once again they withdrew; once again petrol flowed into 
the ditch. Would the creatures never learn that their self- 
sacrifice was utterly senseless? It really was senseless, wasn’t 
it? Yes, of course it was senseless—provided the defenders had 
an unlimited supply of petrol. 

When Leiningen reached this stage of reasoning, he felt for 
the first time since the arrival of the ants that his confidence 
was deserting him. His skin began to creep; һе loosened his 
collar. Once the devils were over the trench there wasn’t a 
chance in hell for him and his men. God, what a prospect, to 
be eaten alive like that! 

For the third time the flames immolatcd the attacking troops, 
and burned down to extinction. Yet the ants were coming on 
again as if nothing had happened. And meanwhile Leiningen 
had made a discovery that chilled him to the bone—petrol was 
no longer flowing into the ditch. Something must be blockin 
the outflow pipe of the third and last cistern—a snake or a dea 
rat? Whatever it was, the ants could be held off no longer, 
unless petrol could by some method be led from the cistern into 
the ditch. 

Then Leiningen remembered that in an outhouse near by 
were two old disused fire-en gines, Spry as never before in 
their lives, the peons dragged them out of the shed, connected 
their pumps to the cistern, uncoiled and laid the hose. They 
were just in time to aim a stream of petrol at a column of ants 
that had already crossed and drive them back down the incline 
into the ditch. Once more an oly girdle surrounded the 
garrison, once more it was possible to hold the position—for the 
moment. 
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It was obvious, however, that this last resource meant only 
the postponement of defeat and death. A few of the peons 
fell on their knees and began to pray; others, shrieking insanely, 
fired their revolvers at the black, advancing masses, as if they 
felt their despair was pitiful enough to sway fate itself to mercy. 

At length two of the men's nerves broke: Leiningen saw а. 
naked Indian leap over the north side of the petrol trench, 
quickly followed by a second. They sprinted with incredible 
speed towards the river. But their fleetness did not save them; 
long before they could attain the rafts, the enemy covered their 
bo dies from head to foot. 

In the agony of their torment, both sprang blindly into the 
wide river, where enemies no less sinister awaited them. Wild 
screams of mortal anguish informed the breathless onlookers 
that crocodiles and sword-toothed pirayas were no less ravenous 
than ants, and even nimbler in reaching their prey. 

In spite of this bloody warning, more and more men showed 
they were making up their minds to run the blockade. Any- 
thing, even a fight midstream against alligators, seemed better 
than powerlessly waiting for death to come and slowly consume 
their living bodies. 

Leiningen flogged his brain till it reeled. Was there nothing 
on carth could sweep this devils’ spawn back into the hell from 
which it came? 

Then out of the inferno of his bewilderment rose a terrifying 
inspiration. Yes, one hope remained, and one alone. It 
might be possible to dam the great river completely, so that its 
waters would fill not only the water-ditch but overflow into 
the entire gigantic “saucer” of land in which lay the 
plantation. 

The far bank of the river was too kigh for the waters to aape 
that way. Тһе stone breakwater ran between the river and the 
plantation; its only қарз occurred where the “ horseshoe” 
ends of the water-ditch passed into the river. So its waters 
would not only be forced to inundate into the plantation, they 
would also be held there v the breakwater until they rose to 
its own high level. In half an hour, perhaps even earlier, the 
plantation and its hostile army of occupation would be flooded. 

The ranch-house and outbuildings stood upon rising ground. 
Their foundations were higher than the breakwater, so the 
flood would not reach them. And any remaining ants trying 
to ascend the slope o could be repulsed by petrol. 

It was possible—yes, if one could only get to the dam! 
А distance of nearly two miles Tay ben between the ranch-house and 
the weir—two miles of ants. Those two peons had managed 
only a fifth of that distance at the cost of their lives. Was there 
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an Indian daring enough after that to run the gauntlet five 
timesasfar? Hardly ሺ ely; and if there were, his prospect of 
getting back was almost nil. 

No, there was only one thing for it, he'd have to make the 
attempt himself; he might js as well be running as sitting 
still, anyway, when the ants finally got him. Besides, there was 
a bit ofa chance. Perhaps the ants weren't so pup uA after 
all; perhaps he had allowed the mass suggestion of that evil 
black throng to hypnotise him, just as a snake fascinates and 
overpowers. 

The ants were building their bridges. Leiningen got up on 
а chair. * Hey, lads, listen to me!” he cried. Slowly and 
listlessly, from all sides of the trench, the men began to shuffle 
towards him, the apathy of death already stamped on their 


сез. 

“ Listen, lads!" he shouted. “ You're frightened of those 
beggars, but you're a damn sight more frightened of me, and 
I'm proud of you. There's still a chance to save our lives—by 
floo: ding the plantation from the river. Now one of you might 
manage to get as far as the weir—but he'd never come back. 
Well, I’m not going to let you try it; if I did, I'd be worse 
than one of those ants. No, I called the tune, and now I'm 
going to pay the pips er. 

“The moment I’m over the ditch, set fire to the petrol. 
That'll allow time for the flood to do the trick. Then all you 
have to do is to wait here all snug and quiet till I'm back. 
Yes, I’m coming back, trust me "—he grinned—“ when Гус 
finished my slimming-cure.” 

He pulled on high leather boots, drew heavy gauntlets over 
his hands, and stuffed the spaces between breeches and boots, 

шев and arms, shirt and neck, with ne soaked in petrol. 

ith close-fitting mosquito goggles he shielded his eyes, know- 
ing too well the ants’ dodge of 86 robbing their victim of sight. 
Finally, he plugged his nostrils and cars with cotton-wool, and 
let the peons drench his clothes with petrol. 

He was about to set off, when the old Indian medicine-man 
came up to him; he had a wondrous salve, he said, prepared 
from a species of chafer whose odour was intolerable to ants. 
Yes, this одешр rotected these chafers from the attacks of even 
the most murderous ants. The Indian smeared the Boss's 
boots, his gauntlets, and his face over and over with the extract. 

Leiningen then remembered the paralysing effect of ants’ 
venom, and the Indian gave him a gourd full of the medicine 
he had administered to the bitten peon at the water-ditch. 
The planter drank it down without noticing its bitter taste; 
his mind was already at the weir. 
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He started off towards the north-west corner of the trench. 
With a bound he was over—and among the ants. 

The beleagured garrison had no opportunity to watch 
Leiningen's race against death. The ants were climbing the 
inner bank again—the lurid ring of petrol blazed aloft. For the 
fourth time that day the reflection from the fire shone on the 
sweating faces of the imprisoned men, and on the reddish-black 
cuirasses of their oppressors. The red and blue, dark-edged 
flames leaped vividly now, celebrating what? The funeral 
pyre of the four hundred, or of the hosts of destruction? 


Leiningen ran. Не ran in long, equal strides, with only one 
thought, one sensation, in his being—he mus! get through. He 
dodged all trees and shrubs; except for the split-seconds his 
soles touched the ground the ants should have no opportunity 
toalight on him. That they would get to him soon, despite the 
salve on his boots, the petrol in his clothes, he realised only too 
well, but he knew even more surely that he must, and would, 
get to the weir. 

Apparently the salve was some usc after all; not until he had 
reached hallway, did he feel ants under his clothes, and a few 
on his face. Mechanically, in his stride, he struck at them, 
scarcely conscious of thcir bites. He saw he was drawing 
appreciably nearer the weir—the distance grew less and less— 
sank to five hundred—three—two—one hundred yards. 

Then he was at the weir and grippi ing the ant-hulled wheel. 
Hardly had he scized it when a horde of infuriated ants flowed 
over his hands, arms and shoulders. He started the wheel— 
before it turned once on its axis the swarm covered his face. 
Leiningen straincd like а madman, his lips pressed tight; if 
he opened them to draw breath . . . 

He turned and turned; slowly the dam lowered until it 
reached the bed of the river. Already the water was overflow- 
ing the ditch. Another minute, and the river was pouring 
through the nearby gap in the breakwater. The flooding of 
the plantation had beg un. 

Leiningen let go the wheel. Now, for the first time, he 
realised he was coated from head to foot with a layer of ants. 
In spite of the petrol, his clothes were full of them, several had 
got to his body or were clinging to his face. Now that he had 
completed his task, he felt the smart raging over his flesh from 
the bites of sawing and piercing insects. 

, Frantic with pain, he SUE lunged into the river. To be 
ripped and slashed to shreds pirayas? Already he was 
running the return journey, ants from his gl loves and 
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jacket, brushing them from his bloodied face, squashing them 
to death under his clothes. 

One of the creatures bit him just below the rim of his goggles; 
he managed to tear it away, but the agony of the bite and its 
etching acid drilled into the eye-nerves; he saw now through 
circles of fire into a milky mist, then he ran for a time almost 
blinded, knowing that if he once tripped and fell . . . The 
old Indian's brew didn't seem much good; it weakened the 
poison a bit, but didn't get rid of it. His heart pounded as 
if it would burst; blood roared in his ears; a giant's fist 
battered his lungs. 

Then he could see again, but the burning girdle of petrol 
appeared infinitely far away; he could not last half that 
distance. Swift-changing pictures flashed through his head, 
episodes in his life, while in another part of his brain a cool and 
impartial onlooker informed this ant-blurred, gasping, exhausted 
bundle named Leiningen that such a rushing panorama of 
scenes from one’s past is seen only in the moment before death. 

A stone in the path . . . too weak to avoid и... Ше 
planter stumbled and collapsed. He tried to rise . . . he 
must be pinned under a rock . . . it was impossible . . . the 
slightest movement was impossible . . . 

hen all at once he saw, starkly clear and huge, and, right 
before his eyes, furred with ants, towering and swaying in its 
death-agony, the pampas stag. In six minutes—gnawed to 
the bones. God, he couldn't dic like that! And something out- 
side him seemed to drag him to his feet. He tottered. He 
began to stagger forward again. 

hrough the blazing ring hurtled an apparition which, as 
soon as it reached the ground on the inner side, fell full length 
and did not move. Leiningen, at the moment he made that 
leap through the flames, lost consciousness for the first time in 
his life. As he lay there, with glazing eyes and lacerated face, 
he appeared a man returned from the grave. The peons rushed 
to him, stripped off his clothes, tore away the ants ር а body 
that scemed almost опе open wound; in some places the bones 
were showing. They carried him into the ranch-house. 

As the curtain of flames lowered, one could see in place of the 
illimitable host of ants an extensive vista of water. Тһе 
thwarted river had swept over the plantation, carrying with it 
the entire army. The water had collected and mounted in the 

great “ saucer,” while the ants had in vain attempted to reach 

е hill on which stood the ranch-house. The girdle of flames 
held them back. 

And so, imprisoned between water and fire, they had been 
delivered unto the annihilation that was their род. And near 
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the farther mouth of the water-ditch, where the stone mole had 
its second gap, the ocean swept the lost battalions into the river, 
to vanish ፳ ever. 

The ring of fire dwindled as the water mounted to the petrol 
trench, and quenched the dimming flames. The inundation 
rose higher and higher: because its outflow was impeded by 
the timber and underbrush it had carried along with it, its 
surface required some time to reach the top of the high stone 
breakwater and discharge over it the rest of the shattered army. 

It swelled over Ana shrubs and bushes, until it 
washed against the foot of the knoll whereon the besieged had 
taken refuge. For a while an alluvial of ants tried again and 
again to attain this dry land, only to be repulsed by streams of 
petrol back into the merciless flood. 


Leiningen ley oh his bed, his body swathed from head to foot 
in bandages. With fomentations and salves, they had managed 
to stop the bleeding, and had dressed his many wounds. Now 
they thronged around him, one question in every face. Would 
he recover? “Не won’t die,” said the old man who had 
bandaged him, “ if he doesn't want to." 

e planter opened his eyes. “ Everything in order?” he 
asked. 

“ They're gone," said his nurse, “ to hell.” He held out 
to his master a gourd full of a powerful sleeping-draught. 
Leiningen gulped it down. 

“Т told you I'd come back,” he murmured, “ even if I am 
a bit streamlined.” Не grinned and shut his eyes. He slept. 


АКТНОК SCHNITZLER 
я was бот in Vienna, and wrote pre-eminently of 
Леппезе life. When he was thirty he made his first success 
with a serves of short play: з, and after that he wrote ἭΡΑ 
until his death. Though he wrote plays and novels as well, 
his short stories are generally regarded as his best work, 


DEAD GABRIEL 


SEE danced past him on the arm of a man whom he did 
mot know, nodded her head very slightly, and smiled. 
Ferdinand bowed more deeply than usual. So she is here, he 
thought to himself in surprise, and suddenly felt a new sense 
of freedom. ፲፻ Irene, only a month after Gabriel's death, could 
bring herself to wear a ball dress and glide round a brightly 
lit room with an aj тезше stranger, he felt he might cease 
reproaching himself for appearing at such a place of public 
gaicty. For the first time this evening, after а month's quiet 
seclusion, һе had been seized by the desire to go out into the 
world once morc. То his parents' pleasant surprise, who had 
scarcely been able to understand their son's deep depression 
over the death of a merely casual acquaintance, he had 
appeared at dinner in his evening cloth hes, announced his 
intention of going to the Law Students’ Ball, and soon departed 
with the comfortable sensation of having given the kind old 
people a small pleasure without much trouble to himself. 

In the cab that drove him to the Sophiensále he still felt a 
slight sinking at the heart. He thought of the night when he 
had looked down from Wilhelmine’s window and seen a dark 
form pacing up and down by the park railings: of the morning 
when, while still lying in bed, he had found the news of Gabriel’s 
suicide in the paper: of the moment when Wilhelmine had 
shown him the pathetic letter in which Gabriel, without a word 
of reproach, had taken eternal leave ofher. Even while he was 
going up the broad staircase, and in the ballroom itself, amid 
the din of the orchestra, he did not feel more cheerful: only 
Irene’s glance had put him into a brighter mood. 

He had known Tene now for several years without having 
taken any special interest in her, and to him, as to all frequenters 
of the house, her feelings for Gabriel had remained no secret. 
One evening when Ferdinand, shortly before Christmas, had 
been at her parents’ house, she had sung a few songs in her 
pleasant husky voice. Gabriel had accompanied her upon 
fhe piano, and Ferdinand particularly remembered asking 
himself why that worthy young man did not marry that 

charming, simple creature, instead of hanging on to the 
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magnificent Wilhelmine, who would be sure to betray him 
very soon. That he himself was designed by fate to fulfil this 
presentiment, Ferdinand, of course, had then not the least 
suspicion. So far as his share of the guilt of Gabriel’s death 
was concerned, Anastasius Treuenhof, who understood all 
things earthly and divine, had at once convinced him that his 

art in the whole situation had not been that of an individual 

ut of a social force, and that the matter was possibly one for 
mild regret but in no way an occasion for serious remorse. 
Still, it had been a painful moment for Ferdinand when he 
stood with Wilhelmine at Gabriel's grave, on which still lay 
the withered garlands, and his companion suddenly turned to 
him, as he stood there with the tears streaming down his cheeks, 
and, in the tone he had heard so often on the stage, “ Yes, you 
miserable creature, you may well weep now." Ап hour later, 
of course, she swore that better men than Gabriel had been 
willing to die for her sake, and in these last few days it often 
seemed to Ferdinand as though she had simply forgotten the 
whole tragic business. Treuenhof was also able to explain 
this singular circumstance by maintaining that women had 
more of the elemental in them than men, and from the beginning 
were created to bear with composure what cannot be changed. 

For the second time Irene danced past Ferdinand and again 
she smiled. But her smile seemed different this time; it was 
more friendly and more inviting, and her gaze remained fixed 
on Ferdinand as she glided off again and disappeared with her 
partner into the crowd. When the waltz had come to an 
end Ferdinand walked round the room, wondering what had 
decoyed him to such a place whcre the dignified melancholy 
of his existence, to which the passionate hours spent in Wilhel- 
mine’s arms now lent but the impress of a mournful charm, 
was bound to be disturbed by all the clamorous banalities of a 
public ball. And he was suddenly seized by a longing, not 
merely to leave the place, but very soon—possibly to-morrow— 
to leave Vienna and start on a journey to the south, to Sicily 
ог Е IRE He even reflected whether he should say good-bye 
to Wilhelmine—when Пепе suddenly stood before him. 
She inclined her head slightly and returned his greeting š 
he offered her his arm, led her through the throng in the 
ballroom, up the half-dozen steps to the broad dais, dotted 
with supper tables, that surrounded the dancing-floor. At 
that moment the music started again, and as the first chords 
rang out Irene said softly: “Не is dead, and we two аге 
here." Ferdinand felt a little alarmed, unconsciously hastened 
his step, and remarked: “ To-day is the first time I have come 
into such a large company.” 
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“Tt is the third time for me,” Irene replied in a clear voice. 
“I have been once to a theatre and once to an evening party." 

“ Was it amusing?” asked Ferdinand. 

“І don't know. Someone played the piano, someone else 
sang some comic songs, and then we danced,” 

“ Yes, it is always the same," remarked Ferdinand. 

They were standing by а door. “I am engaged for the 
quadrille,” said Irene, “ but I shall not dance. Let us escape 
to the gallery.” 

Ferdinand led Irene up the narrow, chilly, spiral staircase. 
He noticed a few scattered flecks of powder on Irene’s shoulders. 
She wore her dark hair in a heavy knot low down on her neck. 
Her arm lay lightly upon his. ‘The door to the gallery stood 
open, and a waiter, who was sitting іп the first box, hastily 


got up. 

“ I should like a glass of champagne,” said Irene. 

“Oh!” thought Ferdinand, “ perhaps she is going to be 
more interesting than I imagined. Or is it affectation?” 

He ordered the wine and then moved a chair back for her so 
that she could not be seen from below. 

“ You were a friend of his? ” asked Irene, and looked him 
straight in the eyes. 

“А friend? I can hardly say that, In any case in the last 
few years our relations were very slight." Апа he thought to 
himself: * How strangely she looks at me. I wonder if she 

esses that . . ." But he went on: “ Five or six years ago 

went to a few lectures with him at the University. As a 
matter of fact, we were both studying law in a casual sort of 
way. Then, three years ago, in the autumn, we went on a 
bicycling tour from Innsbruck, where we had met quite by 
chance, over the Brenner. We parted again in Verona: 
I returned to Vienna and he went on to Rome.” 

Irene nodded several times, as if she had just been listening 
to somebody that she knew quite well. 

“In Rome,” Ferdinand continued, “ he in fact wrote his 
first play, or rather his first that was produced.” 

E Tes said Irene. 

“ He did not have much luck,” remarked Ferdinand. 

The champagne stood on the table, and Ferdinand poured 
it out. They clinked glasses, and while they were drinking, 
they looked earnestly into each other's eyes as if the first glass 
was a toast to the memory of the departed. Then Irene put 
her glass down and said quietly, “ He killed himself over the 
Bischof womans аре alc’ 1 пана 

“So le say,” Ferdinand replied simply, and with a 
sense of Patisfaction that his expression did not betray him. 
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Тһе opening bar of the quadrille crashed out so furiously 
that the champagne glasses trembled. 

“ Do you know the Bischof personally? ” asked Irene. 

“Yes,” replied Ferdinand. Then she does not suspect, he 
thought. Of course not. Ifshe did, she would not be drinking 
champagne with me up here. Or perhaps she might all the 
more . ..? 

“1 saw the Bischof the other day аз Medea,” said Irene. 
“TI only went to the theatre on her account. Since the first 
performance of Gabriel's play last winter I had never seen her 
on the stage. Did the afl dir begin then?” 

Ferdinand shrugged his shoulders; he had no idea, “She 
is a great artist," he observed. 

“That is quite possible,” Irene replied; “but I don't 
think that gives her the right to . . ." 

“What right?" asked Ferdinand, as he filled the glasses 
once more. 

“ The right to drive a man to his death,” said Irene, finishing 
her sentence and staring into vacancy. 

“ Yes,” said Ferdinand thoughtfully, “ where the right begins 
on the one side and the responsibility on the other it is difficult 
to decide. And if one does not know the more intimate 
circumstances of the case, how сап one , . . In any case, 
Fraulein Bischof is one of those beings who —how shall I say? 
—seem to belong to a more primitive world than ours, and are 
not to be judged by our measure." 

Irene had laid her small old-fashioned ivory fan upon the 
table; she picked it up and drew it across her cheeks and 
forehead, as if to cool herself. Then she drank a glass of wine 
ata gulp, and said: “ That she wasn’t faithful to him—well, 
that I can understand. But why wasn't she straightforward 
with him? Why didn't she say to him: *It is all over: I 
love another, let us part, It would have hurt him very much, 
but it would not have driven him to his death.” 

“ Who knows? ” said Ferdinand slowly д 

* Of course it would not," repeated Irene sharply. “It 
was disgust that drove him to that—simply disgust. He 
must have thought to himself: the very same words she used 
to me, the very same endearments . . .” A shiver went through 
her body, her gaze wandered across the balustrade down into 
the hall, and she was silent. 

Ferdinand looked at her and could not understand how an 
man on earth could kill himself for Wilhelmine's sake when this 
gil was in love with him. At this moment he doubted more 

eply than ever whether Gabriel had ever had any talent. It 
was true that he only had the vaguest recollection of the piece 
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in which Wilhelmine had played the leading part the year 
before, and after the failure of which, as a sort of compensation, 
she had become Gabriel’s mistress. Then, with averted eyes, 
Irene said softly: “ Did you see nothing of him, then, these 
last few years? ” 

“Very little,” answered Ferdinand. “It was not until 
last autumn that we met again a few times. I ran into him 
once in the Ring. He was with the Bischof, and we all had 
supper together in the Volksgarten. It was a very pleasant 
evening. One could still sit іп the open air although it was 
already the end of October. Then we met a few times after 
that evening, once or twice actually in Fraulein Bischof’s flat. 
Yes, it might have seemed to some extent as though we had 
found each other again after along interval. But nothing came 
of it.” Ferdinand glanced at Irene and smiled. 

“Now I will tell you something,” said Irene. “I had 
intended to call on Fraulein Bischof.” 

** What! " cried Ferdinand, and looked at Irene's forehead, 
which was very white, and higher than girls' foreheads usually 


are. 
The quadrille was at an end, and the music stopped. A 
confused hum of voices surged up from below. A few in- 
different words rang out more clearly as though they had been 
strong enough to force their way through the din. 

“Thad really quite made up my mind,” said Irene, as she 
snapped her ivory fan to and fro, “ but—it was very childish 
of me, I know—my courage always failed me at the last 
moment." 

“ Why did you want to call on her?” asked Ferdinand. 

“Why? Surely that is very simple. I wanted to see her 
face to face, to hear her voice, I wanted to know how she 
speaks and moves in daily life, and ask her questions about all 
manner of ordinary things. Can't Ip understand that?" 
she added with sudden vehemence, laughed shortly, drank a 
mouthful of wine, and went on. “It is interesting to know 
what these women are really like, these secret creatures, that 
are to be judged by a different measure, in your opinion; these 
women for whom good men kill themselves, and who then 
ар pear on Ше stage three days later, tall and magnificent, as 
if nothing in the world were changed." 
we men sauntered past, stopped, turned, and stared at 

тепе. 

Ferdinand was annoyed, and decided, if this insolence 
lasted a second longer, to get up and call the two men to account, 
‘And he saw himself alrea dy exchanging cards, receiving 
seconds, driving through the Prater in the grey dawn, wound. 
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in the chest, sinking down on to the damp earth, and last of 
all Wilhelmine standing with some actor at his graveside. 
But before the second's grace had elapsed they had ceased to 
stare and walked on. And Ferdinand again heard Пепез 
voice. 

“1 should have the courage now,” she said, with a strange 
half-despairing smile. 

“ Courage for what? ” asked Ferdinand. 

“ Courage to go and see Fraulein Bischof.” 

“ Go and see Fraulein Bischof . . . now?” 

“Yes, now at once. What до you think? ” and she swayed 
her shoulders in time with the music. “ Or shall we dance 
а waltz?” 

“ After all, it isn't far off,” said Ferdinand. 

* Isn't it marvellous?” said Irene, with a merry look. 
“ What has changed since we have been sitting in this box 
and drinking champagne? Nothing. Not the least thing. 
And suddenly one realises that death is not so dreadful as one 
had usually imagined. Look: I feel quite prepared to throw 
myself down from here—or from the top of a tower. I should 
not mind in the least—really! And how well we have got to 
know each other! But you must thank Gabriel for that.” 

“I never imagined . . .” began Ferdinand, with a polite 
smile, and he noticed that his heart was throbbing slightly. 

The merry look had gone from Irene’s eyes: they were 
large, dark, and serious. “ And do you know what was in 
my mind? ” she said, without listening to him. “ І wanted to 
introduce myself as a budding actress or simply as an enthu- 
siastic admirer. ‘For a long time I've been longing to. . . 
Туе been so terribly anxious . . .’ that's how I should have 
begun. These women are all very vain, aren't they?” 

That is рат of their profession," replied Ferdinand. 

“АҺ, I should have flattered her so that she would have 
been simply enchanted, and would certainly have asked me 
to come again. . . . And I would have come many times, we 
should have become very intimate—friends, in fact; until one 
day—yes—I should have screamed into her face some time or 
other: * Do you know what you did? Do you know what you 
аге? А murderess, That's what you аге, Fraulein Bischot Ë Ы 

Ferdinand looked at her with astonishment, and again 
wondered what sort of a fool this Gabriel must have been. 

Тһе quadrille was over, a buzz and a clatter rose up from 
the room, and it all seemed to come from further away than 
before. ‘Two couples walked by, ; sat down not far away at a 
table by the wall, talking and laughing loudly. Then the 
orchestra crashed out into another dance, 
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“ Supposing I went to see her now? " asked Irene. 

“Now?” 

“ Do you think she would receive те?” 

“It would be an odd time to go,” said Ferdinand, with a 
smile. 

* Oh, well, it can't be nearly midnight yet, and she was 
acting to-day.” 

“ How do you know?” 

“ There's nothing surprising about that, it was in the paper, 
wasn’t it? She will just have come home. It would be the 
simplest thing in the world. We will send in our names, and 
tell any story you like, or just simply the truth. Yes; I was 
coming straight back from a ball—my longing to get to know 
her got the better of me—I wanted just to kiss her hand once 
. . „апа зо оп. The carriage will wait for us below, and we 
shall be back before the interval. No one will have noticed.” 

“If you really mean to go, Fraulein,” said Ferdinand, 
“then you must let me go with you.” 

Irene looked at him. There was a tense decided look on her 
face. “ Then you don't think that I really. . .” 

“ But have you the courage to jump off a tower, Fraulein? ” 

Irene stared into his eyes and suddenly got up. 

“ Come along, then," she said, and a dark shadow passed 
over her forchead. 

Ferdinand called the waiter, paid, gave Irene his arm, and 
led her down the two flights of stairs into the ante-room. 
Then he helped her into a light grey cloak: she turned up the 
fur collar and tied a lace scarf round her head. Without 
а word to each other, they went out through the door into the 
gateway. A carriage came up and they sped noisclessly to 
their destination over the snow-covered streets. 

From time to time Ferdinand threw a sidelong glance at 
Пепе. She sat motionless, and from her veiled face her eyes 
stared out into the darkness, When, after a few minutes, the 
camiage stopped in front of the house in the Park-ring Irene 
waited until Ferdinand had rung the bell and the door had 
opened. Ferdinand felt as though he had awakened from a 
dream, as the familiar parlour-maid stood before him and looked 
with astonishment at him and his companion. 

“ Please ask the Fräulein,” said Ferdinand, “ whether she 
will be so good as to receive us.” 

The girl smiled, said nothing, and showed the pair into the 
drawing-room. Under the light from the cand elabra, Ferdi- 
nand saw the semblances of himself and Irene hovering like two 
strange beings in the Venetian mirror that hung out from the 
wall over the black, gleaming grand piano. A sudden thought 
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came into his head. How if Irene had got him to introduce 
her so that she might murder Wilhelmine? Тһе idea vanished 
as soon as it had come: and yet the girl who stood at his side, 
and slowly unwound the scarf from her head, seemed to him 
entirely changed—almost like some strange creature whose 
voice he had never heard before 

A door opened, and Wilhelmine entered wearing a soft 
velvet indoor dress cut away from the neck, She gave a hand 
to Ferdinand, and looked at him and his companion with an air 
of welcome rather than of surprise. Ferdinand tried to give 
some facetious explanation of this nocturnal visit. He told 
Wilhelmine that during the dance his companion had talked 
of nothing but her admiration for Fraulein Bischof, and how, 
he, in a sort of carnival mood, had offered at this unearthly 
hour to go with her to her idol's house—at the risk of both being 
bundled downstairs again. 

“What nonsense,” replied Wilhelmine; “оп the contrary I 
am delighted,” and she gave a hand to Irene. “I must onl 
ask you to be kind enough to keep me company at supper—] 
have just come back from the theatre,” 

They all went into the next room where under а greenish 
crystal shade with little frosted lights a table stood, half of which 
was laid for supper. While Ferdinand took off his fur coat 
and threw it on to the divan, Wilhelmine herself took Irene's 
cloak from her shoulders and hung it over the back of a chair. 
Then she took some glasses from a sideboard, filled them with 
white wine, and set them before Ferdinand and Irene, after 
which she herself sat down, calmly helped herself to some cold 
meat, cut it up, said “ Excuse me,” and began to eat. From 
time to time she threw a friendly, faintly smiling glance at 
Irene and Ferdinand. 

“She naturally takes it as a matter of course,” thought 
Ferdinand, a little disappointed; “and if I had brought the 
Empress of China and announced my appointment as Man- 
darin, she would not have thought it strange. It is really 
rather а pity."—' For women who are never зшри rised never 
entirely verd to any шап” It was a remark of Treuenhof's 
which suddenly came into his mind. 

“ Did you have a good time at the ball? " asked Wilhelmine, 
Ferdinand answered that the room was too full, the people 
mostly detestable, and the music poor: and so he went оп, 
Wilhelmine glanced at him good-humouredly, and turning to 
Irene asked whether her companion were a good dancer. 
Irene nodded and smiled. Her “Yes” was almost 
inaudible, 

“ Did you play Feodora to-day, Fraulein?” asked Ferdinand 


DEAD GABRIEL 281 


80 as not to let the conversation drop. “ Was there a large 
audience?” 

“ Packed,” Wilhelmine replied. 

Irene then said: “ І am sorry to say I have never seen you 
as Feodora, Fraulein Bischof. But I saw you as Medea not so 
long ago. It was splendid. 

“Thank you very much,” answered Wilhelmine. 

After a few more words of admiration, Irene asked Wil- 
helmine which were her favourite pi arts, and seemed to listen 
to her answers with interest. еп they came upon the 
eternal question—whether the greater actor is the one who 
loses himself in the part he is presenting or the one who stands 
above it. Ferdinand mentioned that a young comedian he 
knew had told him that he had played a certain highly amusing 
part more effectively than ever on the very day of his father’s 

funeral 

“ Nice sort of friends you must have,” Wilhelmine observed, 
putting a section of orange into her mouth. 

“What on earth is all this? ” thought Ferdinand. “ Has 
Fraulein Irene forgotten that she wanted to call Wilhelmine a 
murderess to her face? And is Wilhelmine still aware 
that I am her lover, though I have called upon her in the 
middle of the night with a strange woman? . . 

You аге so keenly interested in the theatre, Fraulein, 
remarked Wilhelmine, “ I wonder if you have ever thought of 
taking up acting as a career. 

Irene shook her head. “ Alas, I have no talent!” 

“ Well, you may be thankful,” said Wilhelmine, “ stage life 
is a sink. 

And as she began to talk of all the humiliations that an 
actress has to endure, Ferdinand noticed that Irene was staring, 
as though bewitched, at a half-open door, through the crack of 
which a bluish glow was visible. And he noticed how Irene’s 
face, which had hitherto been motionless, began to stir slightly 
under its pallor, and how the silent lips began to quiver 
strangely. And he thought he could see in her wide-open eyes 
an evil longing to force her way into that bluish room and 
bury her face in the pillow on which Gabriel’s head had once 
rested. It then occurred to him that although Irene’s absence 
might until now have been unnoticed, if she stayed away any 

longer it might be awkward for her and for himself: and he 
ed back his chair. 

Irene turned towards him as though awakening from a 
dream. Wilhelmine’s last words still echoed in their ears, 

gh they had not heard them. 

is quite time for us to go," said Irene, and got up. 
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“I am very sorry that you can't stay longer," answered 
Wilhelmine. 

Irene gazed at her with a calm and searching look. 

“ Well, my child? ” asked Wilhelmine. 

“ It is strange, Fraulein,” said Irene, “ how you remind me of 
a picture we have at home of a Croat or Slovak peasant 
woman praying before a holy image at the side of à snowy 
country road.” 

Wilhelmine nodded thoughtfully, as if she clearly remembered 
the winter day on which she had knelt in the snow in Croatia 
before that holy image. Then she insisted on putting Irene’s 
cloak round her shoulders and accompanied her guests into the 
hall. “ Well, go back and have some more jolly dances,” 
she said; “ that is, if you really are going back to the ball.” 

Irene became deathly pale—but smiled. 

“ You need to be careful of him," added Wilhelmine, and 
threw a glance at Ferdinand—the first that held anything like 
a recollection of the past night. 

Ferdinand did not answer: he only felt how Irene covered 
Wilhelmine and himself with one and the same dark look. 

The maid appeared, Wilhelmine once more held out her 
hands to her guests, said she hoped the girl would come and 
see her again soon, and smiled at Ferdinand as though she 
had won а game against him—a game that they had both 
agreed to play. 

Accompanied by the maid carrying a s er, Ferdinand and 
Irene went down the stairs in silence. е outer door was 
soon shut behind them. Тһе driver stood by the carriage, 
Irene got in, and Ferdinand sat down beside her. The horses 
trotted through the noiseless snow. Suddenly a ray of light 
from a street lamp fell on Irene's face. Ferdinand saw that 
she was staring at him with parted lips. 

“50 was you,” she said softly, and her voice seemed to 
quiver with amazement, horror, and hate. And again they 
were in darkness. 

“If she had a dagger with her," thought Ferdinand, “I 
wonder would she stab me with it? . . . And yet, however 

ou look at the thing, I really shouldn’t deserve it. Surely 
I was a social force, not a...” And he fell to meditating 
whether he should not try and ex plain the affair to her. Not 
in the least to justify himself, but because this intelligent 
creature well deserved to be initiated into the deeper signi- 
ficances of the whole story. 

Suddenly he felt arms about him, and Irene’s lips on his— 
savage, hot, and sweet. It was a kiss such as he believed he had 
never felt before, so fragrant and mysterious, and he wished it 
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might not end. Mouth clung to mouth till the carriage 
stopped. 
erdinand got out and gave his hand to Irene. 

“You are not to follow me,” shé said harshly, and dis- 
appeared into the hall. Ferdinand stayed outside. It did 
not for a moment occur to him to disobey her command. He 
realised quite clearly, and with sudden sorrow, that it was over, 
and that this kiss could have no sequel. 

Three days later he related his adventure to Anastasius 
Treuenhof, to whom one could tell everything, for discretion 
in his company, would have been as childish as in the presence 
of the God. 

“It is a pity,” said Anastasius, after brief reflection, “ that 
she did not become your mistress. Your child would have 
interested me. We have enough children of Love, far too 
many children of Indifference, but of children of Hatred far 
too few. And yet it is not impossible that from them may come 
our salvation.” 

“ бо you think . . ." began Ferdinand. 

“ Come now, don't you flatter yourself," answered Anastasius 
sharply. 

Ferdinand hung his head and was silent. 

Besides, he had his sleeping-car ticket to Trieste in his pocket, 
and from there he went on to Alexandria, Cairo, Assouan. . . . 
Three days ago he too had realised that people may die of 
hopeless love—other people, of course—other people. 
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THE INVISIBLE COLLECTION 


AZ the first junction beyond Dresden, an elderly gentle- 
man entered our compartment, smiled genially to the 
company, and gave me a special nod, аз if to an old acquain. 
tance. Seeing that I was at а loss, he mentioned his name. ОҒ 
course I knew him! He was one of the most famous connois- 
seurs and art-dealers in Berlin. Before the war, I had often 
purchased autographs and rare books at his place. He took 
the vacant seat opposite me, and for a while we talked of 
matters not worth relating. Then, changing the conversation, 
he explained the object of the journey from which he was 
returning. It had, he said, been one of the strangest of his 
experiences in the thirty-seven years he had devoted to the occu- 
pation of art- podar nough introduction. I will let him tell 
the story in his own words, without using quote-marks—to 
avoid the complication of wheels within wheels. 


You know [he said] what has been going on in my trade 
since the value of money began to diffuse into the void like 

as. War-profiteers have developed a taste for old masters 
{Madonnas and so on), for incunabula, for ancient tapestries, 

t is difficult to satisfy their craving; and a man like myself, 
who prefers to keep the best for his own use and enjo yment, 
is hard put to it not to have his house stripped bare. If I let 
them, they would buy the cuff-links from "mp shirt and the 
lamp from my writing-table. Harder and ег to find wares 
to sell. I'm afraid the term “ wares” may grate upon you in 
this connection, but you must excuse me. I have picked it up 
from customers of the new sort. Evil communications . . . 
"Through use and wont I have come to look upon an invalu- 
able book from one of the early Venetian presses much as the 
philistine looks P оп an overcoat that cost so or so many hun- 
dred dollars, and upon a sketch by Guercino as animated by 
nothing more worthy of reverence than the transmigrated soul 
of a banknote for a few thousand francs. 

Impossible to resist the greed of these fellows with money 
toburn. AsIlooked round my place the other night, it seemed 
to me that there was so little left of any real value that I might 
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as well put up the shutters. Неге was a fine business which 
had come down to me from my father and my grandfather; 
but the shop was stocked with rubbish which, before 1914, a 
street-trader would have been ashamed to hawk upon a hand: 


cart. 

In this dilemma, it occurred to me to flutter the pages of our 
old ledgers. Perhaps I should be put on the track of for- 
mer customers who might be willing to resell what they had 
bought in prosperous days, True, such a list of sometime 
purchasers Tas considerable resemblance to a battlefield laden 
with the corpses of the slain; and in fact I soon realised that 
most of those who had purchased from the firm when the 
sun was shining were dead or would be in such low water 
that it was probable they must have sold anything of value 
among their possessions. However, I came across a bundle of 
letters from a man who was presumably the oldest yet alive 
—if he was alive. But he was so old that I had forgotten him, 
since he had Бош ei nothing after the great explosion in the 
summer of 1914. Yes, very, very old. The earliest letters were 
dated more than half a century back, when my grandfather 
was head of the business. Yet I could not recall having had 
any personal relationships with him during the thirty-seven 
years in which 1 had been an active worker in the establishment, 

All indications showed that he must have been one of those 
antediluvian eccentrics, & few of whom survive in German 
provincial towns, Н writing was copperplate, and every item 
in his orders was underlined in red ink. Each price was given 
in words as well as figures, so that there could be no mistake. 
These peculiarities, and his use of torn-out fly-leaves as writing 
paper, enclosed in a scratch assortment of envelopes, hint 
at the penuriousness of a confirmed backwoodsman. His sig- 
nature was always followed by his style and title in full: “ Forest 
Ranger and Economic Councillor, Retired; Lieutenant, 
Retired; Holder of the Iron Gross First Class.” Since he was 
obviously a veteran of the war of 1870-1871, he must by now 
be close on eighty. 

For all his cherse-paring and for all his eccentricities, he 
had manifested exceptional shrewdness, knowledge, and taste 
as collector of prints and engravings. A careful study of his 
orders, which had at first totalled very small sums indeed, dis- 
closed that in the days when a taler could still pay for a pile 
of lovely German woodcuts, this country bumpkin had got 

ether a collection of etchings and the like outrivalling the 
widely trumpeted acquisitions of war दी शाम Merely those 
which, in the course of decades, he bong ht from us for 
trifling sums would be worth a large amount of money to-day; 
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and I had no reason to suppose that he had failed to pick uj 
similar bargains elsewhere. Was his collection dispersed? 
was too familiar with what had been going on in the art trade 
since the date of his last purchase not to feel confident that 
such a collection could scarcely have changed hands entire 
without my getting wind of the event. If he was dead, his 
treasures had probably remained intact in the hands of his heirs. 

The affair secmed so interesting that I set forth next да: 
g esterday evening) оп a journey to one of the most ontok 
e-way towns in Saxony. When I left the tiny railway 
station and strolled along the main street, it seemed to me 
impossible that anyone inhabiting one of these gimcrack houses, 
furnished in a way with which you arc doubtless familiar, 
could possibly own a full set of magnificent Rembrandt etchings 
together with an unprecedented number of Dürer woodcuts 
and a complete collection of Mantegnas. However, I went 
to the post office to inquire, and was astonished to learn that 
a sometime Forest Ranger and Economic Councillor of the 
name I mentioned was still living. They told me how to find 
his house, and I will admit that my heart beat faster than 
usual as I made my way thither. It was well before noon. 

The connoisseur of whom I was in search lived on the second 
floor of one of those jerry-built houses which were run up in 
such numbers by speculators during the sixties of the last 
century. The first floor was occupied by a master tailor. 
On the second landing to the left was the name-plate of the 
manager of the local post office, while the porcelain shield on 
the right-hand door bore the name of my quarry. I had run 
him to earth! Му ring was promptly answered by a very old, 
white-haired woman wearing a black lace cap. І handed her 
my card and asked whether the master was at home. With 
an air of suspicion she glanced at me, at the card, and then 
back at my face once more. Іп this God-forsaken little town a 
visit from an inhabitant of the metropolis was a disturbing 
event. However, іп as friendly а tone as she could muster, she 
asked me to be good enough to wait a minute or two in the 
hall, and vanished through a doorway. I heard whispering, 
and then a loud, hearty, masculine voice: “ Herr Rackner from 
Berlin, you ау, the famous dealer іп antiquities? Of course I 
shall be delighted to see him.” Thereupon the old woman 
reappeared and invited me to enter. 

I took off my overcoat, and followed her. In the middle of 
the cheaply furnished room was a man standing up to receive 
me. Old Jd ut hale, he had a bushy moustache and was weari 
а semi-military fro, 55፡4 smoking-jacket. In the most cordial і 
way, he held out both hands towards те. But though this 
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gesture was spontaneous and nowise forced, it was in strange 
contrast with the stiffness of his attitude. Не did not advance 
to meet me, so that I was compelled (I must confess I was a 
trifle piqued) to walk right up to him before I could shake. 
Then I noticed that his hand, too, did not seek mine, but was 
waiting for mine to clasp it. At length I guessed what was 
amis. Не was blind. 

Ever since 1 was a child I have been uncomfortable in the 
presence of the blind. It embarrasses me, produces in me a 
sense of bewilderment and shame to encounter an pe who 
is thoroughly alive, and yet has not the full use of his senses. 
I feel as if I were taking ап unfair advantage, and I was 
keenly conscious of this sensation as I glanced into the fixed 
and sightless orbs beneath the bristling white eyebrows. The 
blind man, however, did not leave me time to dwell upon this 
discomfort. He exclaimed, laughing with boisterous delight: 

“ А red-letter day, indeed! Seems almost a miracle that one 
of the big men of Berlin should drop in as you have done. 
There's need for us provincials to be careful, you know, when 
a noted dealer such as yourself is on the war-path. We've a 
saying in this part of the world: “ Shut your doors and button 
up your pockets if there are gipsies about!’ I can guess why 
you've taken the trouble to call. Business doesn't thrive, I've 
gathered. Мо buyers or very few, so pcople аге looking up 
their old customers. I'm afraid you'll draw a blank. We pen- 
sioners are glad enough to find there's still some dry bread 
for dinner. I’ve been a collector іп my time, but now I’m out 
of the game. My buying days are over.” 

I hastened to tell him he was under a misapprehension, that 
Thad not called with any thought of effecting sales. Happening 
to be in the neighbourhood I felt loath to miss the chance 
of paying my respects to a long-standing customer who was 
at the same time one of the most famous among German 
collectors. Hardly had the phrase p my lips when a 
remarkable change took place in the old mars expression. He 
stood stiffly in the пида! Е of the room, but his face lighted up 
and his whole aspect was suffused with pride. He turned in 
in the direction where he fancied his wil е to be, and nodded 
as if to say, “ D'you hear that? ” Then, turning back to me, he 
resumed—having dropped the brusque, drill-sergeant tone he 
had previously used, and speaking in a gentle, nay, almost 
tender voice: 

“ How charming of you. . . . I should be sorry, however, if 
your visit were to result in nothing more than your таныр 
the personal acquaintanceship of an old buffer like myself. 
At any rate I've something worth while for you to see—more 
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worth while than you could find in Berlin, in the Albertina 
at Vienna, or even іп the Louvre (God's curse on Paris!). А 
man who has been a diligent collector for fifty years, with 
taste to guide him, gets hold of treasures that are not to be 
picked up at every street-corner. Lisbeth, give me the key of 
the cupboard, please.” 

Now a strange thing happened. His wife, who had been 
listening with a pleasant smile, was startled. She raised her 
hands towards me, clasped them imploringly, and shook her 
head. What these gestures signified was a puzzle to me. Next 
she went ‘up to her husband and touched his shoulder, saying : 

“ Franz, dear, you have forgotten to ask our visitor whether 
he may not have another appointment; and, anyhow, it is 
almost dinner-time.—l am sorry," she went on, looking to 
me, “ that we have not enough in the house for an unexpected 
guest. No doubt you will dine at the inn. If you will take a 
cup of coffee with us afterwards, my daughter Anna Maria 
vill be here, and she is much better acquainted than I am 
with the contents of the portfolios.” 

Once more she glanced piteously at me. It was plain that 
she wanted те to refuse the proposal to examine the collection 
there and then. Taking my cue, I said that in fact I had 
a dinner engagement at the Golden Stag, but should be only 
too delighted to return at three, when there would be plenty 
of time to examine an ying Herr Kronfeld wanted to show 
те. I was not leaving before six o'clock. 

The veteran was as pettish as a child deprived of a favourite 
to’ ү; 

“ Of course,” he growled, “ І know you mandarins from Berlin 
have extensive claims on your time. Still, I really think you 
will do well to spare me a few hours. It is not merely two 
or three prints I want to show you, but the contents of twenty- 
seven portfolios, one of each master, and all of them full to 
bursting. However, if you come at three sharp, I dare say we 
can get through by six.’ 

The wife saw me out. In the entrance hall, before she 
opened the front door, she whispered: 

“ Do you mind if Anna Maria comes to see you at the hotel 
before you return? It will be better for various reasons which 
І cannot explain just now.” 

“ Of course, of course, a great pleasure. Really, I am dining 
alone, and your daughter can come along directly you have 
finished your meal.” 

An hour later, when I had removed from the dining-room 
to the parlour of the Golden Stags Anna Maria Kronfeld 
arrived. An old maid, wizened diffident, plainly dressed, 
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she contemplated me with embarrassment. I did my best to 
put her at her case, and expressed my readiness to go back 
with her at once, if her father was impatient, though it was 
short of the appointed hour. Ас this she reddened, grew even 
more confused, and then stammered a request for a little talk 
before we set out. 

“ Please sit down," I answered. “1 am entirely at your 
service.” 

She found it difficult to begin. Нег hands and her lips 
trembled. At length: ፡ 

“ My mother sent me. We have to ask а favour of you. 
Directly you get back, Father will want to show you his соПес- 
tion; and the collection , . . the collection. Well, there's 
very little of it left.” 

She panted, almost sobbed, and went on breathlessly : 

“I must be frank. . . . You know what troublous times we 
are passing through, and I am sure you will understand. 
Soon after the war broke out, my father became completely 
blind. His sight had already beenfailing. A, gitation, perhaps, 
contributed. Though he was over seventy, he wanted to go 
to the front, Fence Dering the fight in which he had taken 

рап so long ago. Naturally there was no use for his services. 
en, when the advance of our armies was checked, he took 
the matter very much to heart, and the doctor thought that 
may have precipitated the oncoming of blindness. In other 
respects, as you will have noticed, he is vigorous. Down to 1914 
he could take long walks, and go out shooting. Since the failure 
of his eyes, his only pleasure is in his collection. He looks 
at it every day. ‘ Looks at it,’ I say, though he sees nothing. 
Each afternoon he has the portfolios on the table, and fingers 
the prints one by one, in the order which many years have 
rendered so familiar. Nothing else interests him. He makes 
me read reports of auctions; and the higher the prices, the 
more enthusiastic does he become. 

® There's the dreadful feature of the situation. Father knows 
nothing about the inflation; that we are ruined; that his 
monthly pension would not provide us with a day’s food. 
Then we have others to support. My sister’s husband was 
killed at Verdun, and there are four children. These money 
troubles have been kept from him. We cut down expenses as 
much as we can, but и is impossible to make ends meet. We 
began to sell things, trinkets and so on, without interfering 
with his beloved collection. There was very little to sell, since 
Father had always spent whatever he could scrape to; gether 
upon woodcuts, SR rplate ravings, and the Ше. The col- 
lector's mania! a, atl it was a question whether we 
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were to touch the collection or to let him starve. We didn't 
ask permission. What would have been the use? He hasn't 
the ghost of a notion how hard food is to come by, at any 
price; has never heard that Germany was defeated and 
surrendered Alsace-Lorraine. We don't read him items of that 
sort from the newspapers! 

** The first piece we sold was a very valuable one, a Rem- 
brandt etching, and the dealer paid us a long price, a good 
many thousand marks. We thought it would last us for years. 
But you know how money was ΠΗ ting away іп 1922 and 1923. 
After we had provided he our immediate needs, we put the 
rest in a bank. In two months it was gone! We had to 
sell another engraving, and then another. ‘That was during the 
worst days of inflation, and each time the dealer delayed 
settlement until the price was not worth a tenth or a hundredth 
of what he had promised to pay. We tried auction-rooms, and 
were cheated there too, though the bids were raised by millions. 
The million- or milliard-mark notes were waste-paper by the 
time we got them. Тһе collection was scattered to provide 
daily bread, and little of that. 

“That was why Mother was so much alarmed when you 
turned up to-day. Directly the portfolios are opened, our pious 
fraud will be disclosed. Не knows each item by touch. You 
see, every print we disposed of was immediate (А replaced by 
a sheet of blank cartridge-paper of the same size and thickness, 
so that he would notice no difference when he handled it. 
Feeling them one by one, and counting them, he derives almost 
as much pleasure as if he could actual ly see them. He never 
tries to show them to anyone here, where there is no con- 
noisseur, no one worthy to look at them; but he loves each of 
them so ardently that I think his heart would break if he knew 
they had been dispersed. The last time he asked someone 
to look at them, it was the curator of the copperplate engravings 
in Dresden, who died years ago. 

“I beseech you ”—her voice Ъгоке—“ not to shatter his 
illusion, not to undermine his faith, that the treasures he will 
describe to you are there for the seeing. He would not 
survive the knowledge of their loss. Perhaps we have wronged са 
him; yet what could we do? One must live. Orphaned chil- 
dren are more valuable than old prints. Besides, it has been life 
and happiness to him to spend three hours every afternoon going 
through his imaginary collection, and talking to cach ‘spect speci- 
men as if it were a friend. To-day may be the most ent ling 
experience since his sight failed. How he has longed for the 
chance of exhibiting his treasures to. an expert! you will 
lend yourself to the deception . . .” 
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In my cold recital, I cannot convey to you how poignant 
was this appeal. I have seen many а ordid. transaction in my 
business career; have had to look on supinely while persons 
ruined by inflation have been diddled out of cherished heirlooms 
which they were compelled to sacrifice for a crust. But my 
heart has not been utterly calloused, and this tale touched me 
to the quick. I need hardly tell you that I promised to play up. 

We went to her house together. On the way I was grieved 
(though not surprised) to learn for what preposterously small 
amounts these ignorant thou gh kind-hearted women had 
parted with prints many of which were extremely valuable 
and some of them unique. This confirmed my resolve to give 
all the help in my power. As we mounted the stairs we heard 
a jovial shout: “Come in! Come in!” With the keen 
hearing of the blind, he had recognised the footsteps for which 
he had been eagerly waiting. 

“Franz usually takes a siesta after dinner, but excitement 
kept him awake to-day,” said the old woman with a smile as 
she let us in. A glance at her daughter showed her that all 
was well. The stack of portfolios was on the table. The blind 
collector seized me by the arm and thrust me into a chair 
which was placed ready for me. 

“ Let's begin at once. There's a lot to see, and time presses, 
The first portfolio contains Durers. Nearly a full set, and 
you'll think each cut finer than the others. Magnificent 
specimens. use for yourself.” 

He opened the portfolio as he spoke, saying : 

“ We start with the Apocalypse series, of course.” 

Then, tenderly, delicately (as one handles fragile and pre- 
cious objects), he picked up the first of the blank sheets of 
cartridge-paper and held it admiringly before my sighted eyes 
and his blind ones. So enthusiastic was his gaze that it was 
difficult to believe he could not see. "Though I knew it to be 
fancy, I found it difficult to doubt that there was a glow of 
recognition in the wrinkled visage. 

id Have you ever come across a finer print? How sharp the 
impression. Every detail crystal-clear. I compared mine with 
the one at Dresden; a good one, no doubt, but ‘ fuzzy ' in соп- 
trast with the specimen you are looking at. Then I have the 
whole pedigree.” 

He turned the sheet over and pointed at the back so con- 
vincingly that involuntarily I leaned forward to read the non- 
existing inscriptions. ° 

“The stamp of the Nagler collection, followed by those of 
Remy and Esdaille. My famous predecessors never thought 
that their treasure would come to roost in this little room." 
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I shuddered as the unsuspecting enthusiast extolled the 
blank sheet of paper; my без В crept when he placed a finger- 
nail on the exact ቻ ot where the alleged im prins had been 
made by long-dead collectors. It was as ghostly as if the 
disembodied spirits of the men he named had risen from the 
tomb. Му tongue clave to the roof of my mouth—until once 
more I caught the sight of the distraught countenances of 
Kronfeld’s wife and daughter. Then I pulled myself together 
and resumed my róle. With forced heartiness, I exclaimed: 

“ Certainly you are right. This specimen is peerless.” 

He swelled with triumph. 

“ But that's nothing," he went оп. * Look at these two, the 
Melancholia, and the illuminated print of the Passion. The 
latter, beyond question, has no equal. The freshness of the 
tints! Your сойса gues in Berlin and the custodians of the 
public galleries would turn green with envy at the sight.” 

1 will not bore you with details. Thus it went on, a pæan, 
for more than two hours, as he ransacked portfolio after port- 
folio. An eerie business to watch the handling of these two or 
three hundred blanks, to chime in at appropriate moments 
with praise of merits which for the blind collector were so 
eminently real that again and again (this was my salvation) 
his faith kindled my own. 

Once only did disaster loom. He was “ showing ” me a first 
proof of Rembrandt’s Antiope, which must have been of in- 
estimable value and which had doubtless been sold for a song. 
Again he dilated on the sharpness of the print, but as 
he passed his fingers lightly over it the sensitive tips missed 
some familiar indentation. His face clouded, his mouth 
trembled, and he said : 

“ Surely, surely it's the id ? No one touches the wood- 
cuts and etchings but myself. How can it have got πρ laced?” 

“ Of course it's Ше Antiope, Herr Kronfeld,” f said, hastening 
to take the “print” from his hand and to expatiate upon 
various details which my own remembrance enabled me to 
conjure up upon the blank surface. 

is bewilderment faded. The more I praised, the more 
gratified he became, until at last he said exultantly to the two 
women: 

“ Here's a man who knows what's what! You have been 
inclined to ролше at my ‘squandering’ money ш роп the 
collection. It’s true that for half a century and more 1 denied 
myself beer, wine, tobacco, travelling, visits to the theatre, 
books, devoting all I could spare to these purchases you have 
despised. Well, Herr Rackner confirms my judgment, When 
I am dead and gone, you'll be richer than anyone in the town, 
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as wealthy as the wealthiest folk in Dresden, and you'll have 
good reason for cong: ratulating yourself on my ‘craze.’ But so 
long as I’m alive, the collection must be kept together. After 
Гуе been boxed and buried, this expert or another will help 
you to sell. You'll have to, since my pension dies with me." 

As he spoke, his fingers ‘caressed the despoiled portfolios. 
It was horrible and touching. Not for years, not since 1914, 
had I witnessed an expression of such unmitigated happiness 
on the face of a German. His wife and daughter watched him 
with tear-dimmed eyes, I ecstatically, like those women of 
old who—affrighted and rapturous—found the stone rolled 
away and the sepulchre empty in the garden outside the wall 
of Jerusalem. But the man could not have enough of my 
appreciation, He went on from portfolio to portfolio, from 
“print " to “ print," drinking in my words, until, outwearied, 
I was glad when the lying blanks were replaced in their cases 
and room was made to serve coffee on the table. 

My host, far from being tired, looked rejuvenated. Не had 
story after story to tell concerning the way he had chanced 
upon his multifarious treasures, wanting, in this connection, 
to take out each relevant piece once more. He grew peevish 
when I insisted, when his wife and daughter insisted, that I 
should miss my train if he delayed me any longer. . . . 

In the end he was reconciled to my going, and we said 
good-bye. His voice mellowed; he took both my hands in his 
and fondled them with the tactile appreciation of the blind. 

“ Your visit has given me immense pleasure," he said with 
а quaver іп his voice. “ What a joy to have been able at long 
last to show my collection to one competent to appreciate it. 
I can do something to prove my gratitude, to та ke your visit 
to a blind old man worth while. A codicil to my will shall 
stipulate that your firm, whose probity everyone knows, will 
be entrusted with the auctioning of my collection.” 

He laid a hand lovingly upon the pile of worthless portfolios. 

“Promise me they shall have a handsome catalogue. I 
could ask no better monument." 

I glanced at the two women, who were exercising the 
utmost control, fearful less the sound of their trembling should 
reach his keen ears. I promised the impossible, and he pressed 
my hand in response. eK 

Че and daughter accompanied me to the door. They did 
not venture to speak, but tears were flowing down their 
cheeks. I myself was in little better case. An art-dealer, I had 
come in search of bargains. Instead, as events turned out, I 
had been a sort of angel of good-luck, lying like a trooper in 
order to assist in a аа which kept an old man happy. 
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Ashamed of lying, I was glad that I had lied. At al 
had aroused an ectasy which seems foreign to this period d. 


sorrow and gloom. — 
As I stepped forth into the street, Т heard a window open, 


and my name called. Though the old fellow could not see me, 
he knew in which direction I should walk, and his sightless 
eyes were turned thither. Не leaned out so far that his anxious 
relatives put their arms round him lest he should fall. Waving 
a handkerchief, he shouted: 

“А pleasant journey to you, Herr Rackner.” 

His voice rang like a boy's. Never shall I forget that cheer- 
ful face, which contrasted so grimly with the careworn aspect 
of the passers-by in the street. The illusion I had helped to 
sustain made life good for him. Was it not Goethe who said: 
“ Collectors are happy creatures”? 


KAREL САРЕК, Ph.D. 

(1850 ἡ is best known to the English-speaking public as 
the author of “ R.U.R.” and “ The Insect Play." He 
started writing when still a student in Prague, and devoted 
himself сотр ራዕ to literature when he had completed his 
studies. After the Great War he took to writing and 
producing plays. Despite his fame as a dramatist, the 
‘short story has always been for him one of his best mediums 
of expression. 


THE SHIRTS 

HE wanted to think about other infinitely more important 

matters, but, do what he would, the unpleasant thought 
kept running through his mind: his housekeeper was robbing 
him. She had been with him so many years, and he had got 
quite out of the habit of keeping track of his personal belong- 
ings. There stood his linen-cupboard: in the morning he 
would open it and take a clean shirt from the top of the pile. 
From time to time, at irregular intervals, Mrs. Johanka would 
come and display before him a torn shirt, declaring that they 
were all in the same plight, and that master must buy new ones. 
Very good, master would then go out and buy half a dozen 
shirts at the first shop he came to, not, however, without a 
vague idea that he had gone through the same performance not 
very long before. It was the same with collars and ties, 
clothes and boots, soap, and the thousand and one other things 
which a man needs, even when he is a widower. Everything 
has to be renewed from time to time, but on an old man things 
all get somchow old and shabby at once, or goodness knows 
what happens to them; he was continually buying new things, 
only to be faced, when he opened his wardrobe, with a jumble 
of worn and faded garments made he could not tell when. 
But after all there was no need to bother about these things. 
Mrs. Johanka saw to everything. 

Now, for the first time after all these years, it was borne in on 
him that he was being systematically robbed. It happened 
like this: he had received that morning an invitation to go to a 
banquet given by some society or other. For years he had been 
nowhere at all; the narrow circle of his friends was so small 
that the unexpected invitation bewildered him altogether; he 
was delighted beyond measure, but rather scared. First of all, 
he began searching to see if he had any shirt splendid enough ; 
he pulled them all out of the cupboard, but there was not one 
which was not frayed at the cuffs or round the collar. He 
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called Johanka and asked her whether һе had not some more 
presentable linen. 

Mrs. J оһапка gulped, was silent for a moment, and then 
declared sharply that master must certainly buy new ones; it 
was useless for her to go on mending the old ones, they were 
regular cobwebs. He had, however, a vague impression that 
he had bought some not long before, but not being sure he was 
silent and at once began to put on his coat to go and buy them. 
But now, һе was once started on tidying up, he pulled some old 
papers out of his pockets to see if he should keep them or throw 
them away. Among them was the last bill for shirts, paid on 
such and such a date. Seven weeks ago. Seven weeks ago, 
half a dozen new shirts. That was his whole discove; 2 

He did not go and buy any others, but wandered about (һе 
room meditating. Не looked back upon years and years of 
solitude. Since his wife's death Johanka had kept house for 
him, and never for a moment had he felt the least suspicion or 
distrust; but now an uneasy feeling came over him that he was 
being robbed all that time. Не glanced about him; he could 
not say what was missing, but he suddenly perceived that the 
place was empty and desolate, and he tried to remember 
whether there used not to be more things about, a more intimate 
look, mo.e of everything. . .. Full of dismay, he ο pened the 
chest in which lay memorials of his wife: dresses, linen. A 
few shabby articles were there, but all breath of the past was 
gone from them; heavens! the number of things which his wife 

ad really left! What had become of them all? 

He closed the chest and forced himself to think of other things; 
for instance, the banquet that evening. But those past years 
returned insistently. They seemed now more desolate, bitter 
and miserable than when he was living through them; they 
appeared suddenly as if despoiled, and from them breathed an 
agony of desolation. Of course, at intervals he had been 
contented, lulled, as it were, to sleep; but now he was appalled 
to see the slumber of a lonely man whom strange hands robbed 
of even the pillow beneath his head; and he felt forlorn, 
suffering from a keen pain, greater than he had known since the 
day—the day when he returned from the funeral. He found 
Bine grown old and weary, as one to whom life had been too 
crucl. 

One thing, however, he could not make out: why should she 
steal my things? What would she do with them? Oh, I see, 
he remembered suddenly with a certain malicious satisfaction. 
Thats what it is! She has a nephew somewhere whom she 
loves with the foolish love of an infatuated aunt; have I not 
had to listen to innumerable babblings about that flower of 


THE SHIRTS 297 


men? Let me see, not long ago she actually showed me his 
photo: curly hair, snub nose, and a particul larly impertinent 
moustache; though she, for her part, wi] pod away tears of pride 
and emotion. So that's where all my things have strayed, he 
said to himself. He flew into a terrible rage at the thought; 
he ran to the kitchen and called out to Johanka something Tke 
“ You wretched old Бад!” and then bolted away again, leaving 
her fearfully and tearfully rolling her old goggle sheep's eyes. 

He did not speak to her again for the rest of that day; she 
sighed as though she had been insulted, and clattered things 
about whenever they came handy, not realising in the least 
what the cause of the trouble was. In the afternoon he 
embarked on a complete overhauling of his cupboards and 
drawers; it was terrible; he remembered first one thing and 
then another which he had at some time possessed; various 
family heirlooms, which now seemed to him particularly 
precious. And now there was nothing left, nothing—not one 
thing left of it all. It was just as though there had been a great 
fire. Не could have broken down and wept with rage and 
loneliness. 

He was sitting in the midst of open drawers, out of breath, 
covered with dust, and holding in his hand the one solitary 
relic which was left—his father’s purse, a bead bag with holes 
now at both ends. For how many years must she have been 
robbing him to have left nothing at all? He was almost beside 
himself with rage; if he had come across her at that moment he 
would have slapped her face. What shall I do with her? he 
said in emotion. Pack her off at once? Hand her over to the 
police? But who will cook for me to-morrow? 1 will go toa 
restaurant, he decided; but who will heat water and light the 
fire for me? With a supreme effort he drove these cares away. 
I will settle the matter to-morrow, he assured himself; some- 
thing will tum up. The idea that I am dependent upon her! 
Nevertheless, the problem weighed on him more heavily than 
he would admit; only the consciousness of wrong suffered and 
the necessity of punishment kep t up his courage. 

When it grew dusk he pulled himself together so far as to go 
to the kitchen and say to Johanka carelessly, You must go 
out somewhere or other,” and then he gave her some compli- 
cated and lengthy errands of a somewhat irrelevant nature, 
which he said must be done at once, and which he had devised 
with no small trouble. Mrs. „Johanka said nothing, but set 
about the business with the pained air of a martyr. 

At last the door slammed behind her and he was left alone. 
With beating heart he stole to the kitchen, and then hesitated 
with his hand on the latch; he was seized with panic as he felt 
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that he would never bring himself to the point of opening her 
cupboard: it seemed to him the act of a thief. But when he 
was already thinking of giving it up the thing came of itself; he 
opened the door and went in. 

The kitchen literall y shone with cleanliness. There stood 
Johanka's cupboard; but it was locked and no sign of a key. 

is discovery confirmed him in his purpose; he tried to force 
the cupboard with a kitchen knife, but he only hacked it about 
and did not succeed in opening it. He pulled out every drawer 
іп search of a key, tried every key of his own; but at last, after 
half an hour of raging, he found that the cupboard was not 
locked at all, and could be opened with a button-hook. 

Neatly arranged and ironed lay the linen on separate shelves. 
And just on the top were his six new shirts, still tied up with the 
blue ribbon from the shop. In a cardboard box was his wife’s 
brooch with the dark amethyst; his father’s mother-of-pearl 
cufflinks; his mother's portrait on ivory—goodness, had she a 
use even for that? He pulled everything out of the cupboard: 
he found his socks and collars, a box of р „ tooth-brushes, an 
old silk waistcoat, pillow-cases, an old officer’s pistol, and a 
smoke-stained and quite useless amber mouthpiece. These 
were indeed portions of his wardrobe; the greater part had 
evidently been made over long ago to the curly-headed nephew. 
The heat of passion subsided, but there remained the reproach- 
ful distress. So this is how it is. . . . Johanka, Johanka, how 
have I deserved this from you? 

One by one he removed his things to his own room and 
spread them out on the table; they formed an imposing 
exhibition of every imaginable article. Those which were 
honos property he threw back into the cupboard in the 

itchen; he even wanted to put them neatly in order, but after 
some attempts he retreated helplessly, leaving the cupboard 
gaping open as if after a robbery. And then he began to be 
afraid that Johanka would return, and that he would have to 
talk to her seriously. ... The idea disgusted him so much that 
he began to dress hurriedly. ‘To-morrow I will take her to task 
he said to himself; to-day it will be enough for her to realise 
that I have found out. He picked up one of the new shirts, 
which was as stiff as paper, so that with all his efforts he could 
not manage to fasten his stiff collar. And Johanka might come 
back at any moment. 

He dived. quickly into his old shirt, regardless of the fact that 
it was torn, and no sooner was he dressed than he slunk out like 
a thief, and for an hour loitered about the streets in the rain until 
it was time to go to the banquet. At the gathering he felt 
lonely; he tried to fall into intimate talk with old 
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acquaintances; but in some way, he did not know how, the 
years had come between him and other people; just imagine it, 
we can hardly understand each other. But һе had no grudge 
against anyone; he stood apart and smiled, dazzled by the 
glare of lights and the noise and movement . . . until for some 
unknown reason he was seized with fresh alarm—just think 
what I must look like! There are threads hanging from my 
shirt, a stain on my dress coat, and as for my boots, bless me! 
He wished he could sink into the ground, and looked round for 
a hiding-place, but on every side there shone brilliant shirt- 
fronts—where could he slip away unnoticed? Не was afraid 
to take a step towards the door lest every glance should suddenly 
be turned upon him. He perspired with embarrassment; he 
pretended to be standing motionless, but all the time he was 
shuffling with his fect so as to reach the door by inches, without 
being perceived. As ill-luck would have it an old acquaintance, 
a fellow-student of his at the High School, accosted him, which 
added to his embarrassment. He answered him confusedly, 
and very nearly offended him; he breathed a sigh of relief 
when he was once more alone, and measured his distance from 
the door. At length he escaped and fled home; it was not yet 
midnight. 

Оп the way Johanka came into his mind again. His brain 
became active with rapid walking, and he planned in his mind 
what he should say to her. With unaccustomed ease, long, 
forceful, dignified phrases strung themselves together; a 
lengthy discourse of severe condemnation and ultimate mercy. 
Yes, mercy; because in the end he would forgive her. He 
would not turn her into the street. Johanka would weep and 
implore, then promise to mend her ways; he would listen in 
silence, unmoved, and at last would say to her solemnly: 
“ Johanka, I will give you a chance to make amends for your 
ingratitude; be honest and loyal, I ask no more of you. Iam 
an old man and do not wish to be cruel.” 

He was so excited that before he realised it he found himself 
at home and had unlocked the door. A light was burning in 
[раша room. Не just peeped through ሕ е curtain into the 

tchen; good gracious, what was that? Johanka, her face 
flushed and swollen with weeping, was rushing about the 
kitchen and throwing her thin; ፳ into a trunk. Не was terribly 
alarmed. Why the trunk? He crept to his room on tiptoe, 
confused, oppressed, and quite bewildered. Was Johanka 
going away? 

There in front of him on the table lay all the things she had 
stolen from him. He fingered them, but felt not the smallest 
pleasure at their recovery. І see, he said to himself, Johanka 
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has discovered that I have found her guilty of thieving and 
expects to be sent off at once—that is why she is packing up. 
Very well, I will leave her with that idea—until to-morrow ; 
that will be sufficient punishment for her; yes, I will talk to her 
in the morning. But perhaps perhaps, even now she will 
come and ask my pardon. She will burst into tears before me, 
fall on her knees, and that sort of thing. That will do, Johanka, 
I don’t want to be harsh; you can stay. 

He sat down in his evening clothes to await developments. 
There was silence, unbroken silence in the house; he heard 
every step of Johanka’s in the kitchen, heard the angry slam- 
ming of a trunk lid, then again calm. What was that? He 
sprang up in alarm and listened: a prolonged, terrible howl, as 
of some creature not human; then it trailed off into a series of 
hysterical sobs; there followed the sound of knees sinking 
heavily to the floor, and subdued moaning. Johanka was 
weeping. He had certainly been prepared for something, but 
this was unexpected. With beating heart he stood and listened 
to what was going on in the kitchen. Nothing, only weeping. 
Presently Johanka will come to herself and ask for forgiveness. 

He paced the room in order to recover his firmness, but still 
Johan а did not come. At intervals he stopped and listened; 

er wailing changed into a monotonous series of unabated 
howls. This dreadful despair was distressing to him. I will 
go to her, he resolved, and just say: “ Now, let this be a lesson 
to you, Johanka, and stop crying. I will forget all about it, but 
be honest in future.” 

Suddenly a violent rush, the door burst open, and there stood 
Johanka on the threshold, howling; it was dreadful to see her 

се so swollen with weep ing. 

“ Johanka,” he gasped. 
“ Have—I—deserved this?" broke from Johanka. “ Nice 
thanks this—as if I were a thief—such a shame! ” 

“ But, Johanka,” he cried alarmed, “ but you have taken my 
things сай these, do you see? Did you take them or 
not 

But Johanka did not hear. “ What I have to put up with— 
such a shame—searching in my cupboard—as if—I was—some 
pilfering gipsy. To shame me so, me, indeed—you shouldn’t 

ave done it, sir—no right to—insult me—never—not to my 
dying day—would I have expected the like. Am I a thief 
indeed? 1—1 a thief, indeed?” She shrieked in passionate 
distress. “Am I really a thief? I, indeed, consi dering my 
family 1, That—that I never did expect—never deserved such a 


thing! 
Ж But, Johanka," he said, somewhat damped, “ just have 
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some sense. How did these things get into your cupboard? 
Ts this yours or mine? бау, my good woman, is this yours? ” 

“I don't want to hear anything,” sobbed Johanka. “ Good 
Lord, what a shame! Just as if—I was a gipsy—search my 
cupboard !—but this instant,” she cried, fearfully excited, 
“ this instant ГП be off. I shall not stop here till the morning. 

“ But look here,” he protested in alarm, “I don’t want to 
turn you out. You will stay on, Johanka. As for what has 
happened, well, heaven save us from anything worse. 1 have 
not yet said a word to you about it. So stop crying.” 

“ Engage someone else,” said Johanka, choking with tears. 
“I shall not stay here even till to-morrow morning. As if one 
were—a dog—to put up with anything—I won't," she 
ejaculated desperately, “ not if you paid me thousands. I 
would rather 3 pend the night on the pavement." 

“But why, Johanka,” he argued helplessly. “ Have I hurt 
your feelings, then? But still you cannot deny” 

“Νο, not hurt my feelings,” cried Johanka in a still more 
wounded tone, “ It is not hurting my feclings—searching my 
cupboard—as if I were a thief. That is nothing at all—that I 
have to put up with—no one ever did such a thing to me—such 
ashame. I am not—just a tramp,” she shricked with a con- 
vulsive burst of tears and rushed out, slamming the door. 

He was immensely perplexed. Instead of repentance, all 
this scene. What does и mean? She stcals like a раса по 
doubt of that, and feels insulted because І know about it; not 
ashamed of being a thief, but terribly hurt in her sensitiveness 
when put down asone. Is the woman out of her mind? 

But gradually he felt more and more sorry for her. You see, 
he said to himself, everyone has his weak spot, but you never 
offend him more than by remarking on it. Ah, what an 
unbounded moral sensitiveness man harbours even amid his 
faults! How painfully and tenderly susceptible even in his 
misdeeds! Just put your finger on his secret vice and you hear 
nothing but a cry of pain and indignation in reply. Do you not 
see that in judging the offender you are judging the offended? 

From the kitchen came the sound of weeping stifled by a 
feather bed. He wanted to go in, but the door was locked; he 
stood there trying to reason with her, upbraided her, and then 
attempted to sooth с her; but all the reply he met with was more 
violent and noisy sobbing. He went back to his room oppressed 
with helpless pity. There on the table lay the stolen articles: 
fine new shirts, a quantity of linen, mementos, and what not. 
He caressed them with his finger, but in the touch there was 
something sad and forlorn. 
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2.. TO-DAY it is very warm and we shall go and bathe in the 
Danube. We are not allowed to bathe in the Danube because 
it is dangerous but we know a spot where there is a bad smell 
because it is near a factory where they make leather from the 
hide of oxen. There the water is shallow and we can all stand 
up in the water. Jacob too can stand up though he is small 
but he is very wise and Andreas can swim and we all cling 
to the neck of Roka my dog. paced holds most of Roka’s 
neck although Roka is my dog but Jacob is very frightened 
of the Danube and he would be punished if he drowned, 
because his father told him so. His father із a man with a curly 
long black beard and apart from that he is also our grocer and 
he has black rings under his eyes. I don’t like Jacob’s father 
because he always pats me on the head and then my hair 
smells of cheese, and I must wash always although I have 
washed already. But I like Jacob because he is wise. I 
don’t know how but he is very wise. We all play at marbles 
after class and we all lose. But Jacob never plays because his 
father told him so. But he exchanges our bad marbles for 
better marbles and we buy them from him. Andreas says this is 
because Jacob is a Jew and his father told him so. I like 
Andreas but I think he is a liar. He told me the other day 
there is a dead mason hidden in the walls of every big house. 
The mason was alive when they walled him in but now he is 
dead. I don't believe it but I don’t like it. Andreas’ father 
is a gentleman who builds houses for others and he told him so. 

I am sure Andreas is a liar. Now when we have all come 
out of the water and were s ing ourselves in the grass so 
that nobody could tell we had been in the Danube and Roka 
sát down on our clothes and made them wet and we drove 
Roka away with stones although we all held his neck in the 
water, now Andreas was chewing a leaf of grass and told us he 
saw God yesterday early in the afternoon. 

“You are a liar,” І said to Andreas. Jacob said nothing 
but he smiled. He is very wise when he smiles. I saw that 
Jacob also thought that Andreas was a little liar. 
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“1 am not a liar. I came down to the river and I saw a 
big white cloud in the sky just like a feather-pillow and God 
flew out, dipped his feet in the water, smiled at me and flew 
back again.” 

So we looked up into the sky. We saw white clouds, fluffy 
like the mep in the village and not a bit like feather-pillows. 
I knew Andreas was a liar. And God simply couldn’t fly 
out of such a cloud. 

Still I was envious. I shall be ten years old after two years 
and I haven’t scen God yet. I thought maybe Jacob had more 
luck. So I asked him: “ Jacob, have you see God?” But 
Jacob looked frightened and he said he must not speak of God 

ecause his father told him so. Then I turned to Andreas 
again and said to him: “ Andreas, I know you are just lying. 
Look in my eyes and say again that you saw Сой!” And 
‘Andreas who was lying on his back turned round on his belly 
and looked at me. Andreas is very beautiful. He has long 
flaxen locks and his face is very white and his eyes are like 
brown fruit-drops when you have sucked them and taken 
them out of your mouth and then hold them in your hand to 
see how much is left. But I could not look into his eyes as 
mother looks into mine. His eyes were not in his face they 
were just like clouds in the sky. So I just said: “ Andreas, 
I believe you аге a liar.” Still I am not quite sure. And then 
we all went home, Jacob and Andreas and Roka and I and 
we never said another word. 


+ . . to-day Father eats the marrow-bone. When Father 
is away I eat the marrow-bone, when he is at home he gives 
me a bit of the marrow, on a bit of bread, salted and рер pered. 
I was waiting for my bit to-day but he forgot me. He often 
is like that. I said: “ Father—" because 1 am told to call 
him Father and not Daddie—“ Father, Andreas told me he 
saw God in the afternoon—do you think it is true?” But 
Father finished the marrow-bone and said I was a donkey. 
I looked sad and then Mother told Father “ don’t be rude to 
the child.” Then Father said that Mother spoils me. Then 
they quarrelled. Then I stop) ped sulking. I love Mother. 
All the boys love their Mothers but they respect their Fathers. 
But my Mother is very beautiful. She has long hair and big 
eyes and a big mouth and she is soft and plump. 

So we were all eating quietly in the garden under the mul- 
berry-tree and the пр e mulberries кер t dropping from Ше 
tree into my rice pud ling, so wonderful is nature. But still I 
wanted to know whether Andreas saw God. When Father 
left the table I asked Mother: “ Mother dear—do you think 
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Andreas really saw God?” But she looked tired because 
Father had not kissed her when he left the table because they 
quarrelled and she sighed. She said: “ Тһе questions you 
ask! How should I know?” And then she also left the table 
and followed Father into the house. 

Mother is very beautiful and plump but she never answers 
my questions, 1 shall ask Kate, our cook who В plumper 
than Mother but not so very beautiful. She has already told 
me where babies come from. She will know whether Andreas, 
the little liar, saw God or not. 


+ . » to-day I have not spoken to Andreas in school because 

I am not sure whether he is a liar or not. This is a warm 
morning. The sun is shining and we all wanted to laugh 
but we had no chance because our teacher Prunk sj pote only 
of serious things and had the birch in his hand. Jacob brought 
some old stamps and we are all collecting stamps because 
acob says it is the best way to learn the map of the world. 
lezak sits behind me and he is the son of our washer-woman, 
but he hates Jacob. But Slezak is very stupid and our teacher 
Prunk told him so. We аге all a little afraid of Slezak because 
he is very strong and hits us on the jaw. He says the English 
all hit each other on the jaw which makes them very strong. 
Jacob has many English stamps because he has an uncle there 
who sends them to him. His uncle hits nobody on the jaw 
but publishes books which others have written, and his father 
told him so. But when Slezak hit Jacob on the jaw, Jacob 
smiled mildly and asked him “ is this what you have learned 
from your Reverend Father and Jesus Christ?” And Slezak 
said Jacob crucified Jesus Christ and now he must be hit on 
the jaw. And we were all very excited and Prunk came in 
and birched Slezak and told the class we were all Hungarians 
and we must love each other because anyhow we are only few 
and our enemies are many. Then he read us a poem which 
said that the earth is the hat of God and Hungary is a bunch 
of flowers on the top of the hat. This was written by a great 
poet called Petófi, who fell in the battle when the Hungarians 
were just conquering the Russians. We Hungar rians have the 
habit of winning all the battles but this we lost because we were 
already tired by conquering the Austrians. The Russians 
and the Austrians are our enemies and so are others we haven’t 
yet learned about and Prunk says our enemies are many and 
our friends are few and we must prepare to be proud when the 
moment arrives when we shall die for Hungary. But we still 
have time and so we must learn Petofi’s poem by heart and 
we must not forget that now the Austrians are our friends 
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and our King Francis Joseph rules over them too but he loves 
only the Hungarians and he only rules over the Austrians 
because his father told him (о. Our King is hanging on the 
wall and he is very dignified and hairy, and he is now very old 
but he was young when he began to be a King. When we 
sing the National Anthem we all look at him and he looks 
back at us very dignified and hairy. 

We all read aloud what is called the poem and it was difficult 
to remember it because the lines all end the same way, but 
we were all very proud that we were so few and always con- 
quered our enemies who were many and Slezak wanted to go 
to the lavatory, which he always wants to do when we must 
learn something by heart. And Jacob stood up and asked our 
teacher how could the earth be the hat of God when he told 
us that the earth was round like a rubber-ball. Jacob is 
very wise and when we were reading the poem we had quite 
forg otten that Prunk told us the earth was round. We all 
looked at Prunk and we all saw clearly he could say, just 
nothing. But he was trying very hard. He said Petofi 
was a very great poet and very great poets are permitted to say 
sometimes what is not quite true. But we all thought that 
Jacob conquered Prunk. But perhaps Prunk told the truth. 
And perhaps Andreas is not a little liar but only a great poet? 


+ + » to-day grandma arrived from town. Grandma із а 
much older lady than Mother but this is only natural. She 
із small and she always smoothes her mouth with her fingers 
because her teeth are not natural. But she was sad to-day 
because my Uncle Berti came with her who is also her son 
and Uncle Berti is Ш. I don't know what is wrong with Uncle 
Berti they only say he is mad. I like Uncle Berti because he 
is so funny, and he sometimes pushes his spoon under his chin 
because he can’t find his mouth and pours the soup under his 
collar which is a good joke from a grown-up man but Grandma 
looks sad and kicks me under the table when I laugh. Uncle 
Berti worked in town and he was almost a bank-director 
but not quite but this was before he poured the soup under 
hiscollar. Now he lives with Grandma who is also his Mother. 
And he is very big and very silent but he likes to play with me 
when I play in the garden building castles from mudpies. 
And Mother and Grandma sat under the mulberry tree and 
watched us and we sat on the ground and when I turned 
round I think Mother and Grandma were blowing their noses 
and I think they wept although Uncle Berti made much better 
pp th ies than 1 did. And then they went into the house and 
If them to wash my hands and I heard them talk 
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although I did not want to listen but they had not seen me. 
And Mother was afraid Uncle Berti would get wild one day 
and wanted him to go to a place where he could get wild 
safely. But Grandma only мер t and cursed Uncle Berti's 
wife but he had two wives and this was unhealthy for him 
especially when they both loved him. Апа then І went to 
the kitchen and just heard Kate the cook say to the maid that 
Uncle Berti had water in his head but when they saw me they 
said no more. 

And so I went back to Uncle Berti and he was all right doin; 
well with mudpies. And I sat down next to Uncle Berti an 
looked in his eyes and they were blue but they were not there. 
And I thought he might perhaps know whether Andreas saw 
God, so 1 asked him. And he only said: “ Very-berry- 
mulberry " and then he smiled. And then he stood up and 
was very tall and his hair I saw was white and he said “let us 
go to Church I would like to pray.” So I took him by the hand 
and we went into the house and I said to Mother “ Uncle Berti 
and I want to go to Church.” And Mother looked frig htened 
but Grandma said it was all right. And so we walked out, I 
holding his hand and I took him to the Chapel although it 
was three o'clock in the afternoon and God is seldom at home 
atthathour. And it was very dark and cool in the chapel and 
candles burnt in the corners and I was not comfortable because 
Uncle Berti held my hand very tight. And I don’t go to Church 
because Father says he hates all the priests and if there is God 
there is only one who also hates the priests. But it is beautiful 
in our chapel it smells good not like near the river where they 
make leather from the hide of oxen. And the lady-saints 
were very beautiful and they all had flowers on the altar. 
We just stood in the middle of the chapel and we were quite 
alone and it was very silent. And Unc ра Berti whispered into 
my ear whether I could see a gentleman-saint because he 
would like to pray before a gentleman-saint and not before a 
lady-saint to- day. And I found him one in the right corner 
who was tied to a tree and he was very naked but there were 
arrows in him. And Uncle Berti let my hand go and fell on 
his knees and began to pray, but it seemed to have little sense 
and I wondered whether the saint would understand what he 
was saying. Then Uncle Berti wept and he wept very loud 
and I was afraid because it was very silent and we were alone 
and I had heard Mother say Uncle Berti might get wild. But 
it was not true because he stood up and was very quiet and 
stroked my hand and thanked me for taking him to the chapel. 
It was all right what he said, so I told him why did he let him. 
self be called mad. Then he laughed and he laughed just as 
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loud as he wept before, and I E frightened again. But he 
became quiet ag ain and we walked out of the p apel and he 
said he wanted to puy me something. So I took him to 
les father who is the grocer and І chose a box of green 
ards made of rubber-candy. And Jacob’s father made big 
eyes and forgot to pat me on the head which made me grate- 
ful. And Uncle Berti shook hands with Jacob’s father and forgot 
to рау and we all went back to Mother and Grandma. 

en Grandma and Uncle Berti went to the station and we 
accompanied them and Uncle Berti was so big and Grandma 
very small but she led him by the hand. And Uncle Berti 
was very pale and when he shook hands with me, my heart 
hurt because I was now sorry for him. I wished he had 
something better than water in his head. 


+ + + to-day we went to swim in the Danube again where 
it stinks but it is safe and I kept my head out of water because 
I was afraid water might get into my head through my ears 
as with Uncle Berti. We are friends again with Andreas 
and I always like Jacob because he is wise. And we went 
rather late and we rolled about naked and Jacob was different 
because he was taken into the bosom of Abraham that way 
and it happened when he was eight days old and his father 
told him so. Jacob has very thin legs and thin arms and 
Andreas is much more beautiful but Andreas rolled very close 
to me and I told him I didn't like it because we must only love 
girls and Kate the cook told me so. And so Andreas rolled 
on his belly and his bottom was turned towards me and it seemed 
beautiful but it was his bottom and bottoms are ugly because 
my Mother told me so and you must never show it except 
when you are alone and the doctor asks you to. I told this to 
Andreas but he laughed and then he lied again because he 
must always lie except when he is a foa oet. Andreas 
lied that children are made of marble an тече and they 
are beautiful everywhere and we only cover our bottoms 
because otherwise we would be too beautiful for our parents. 
So I called him a liar because I know babies are made by 
mothers and Slezak the son of our washer-woman brought me 
the cord which came out with him into the world and he found 
it in a drawer and it was wrapped in a paper and it was brown 
and horrid. And Jacob said we must not bother about this, 
but collect stamps in peace and learn the map of the world 
because his father told him so. 

But I still called Andreas a liar because I saw our dog 
Roka starting to make babies to his wife and Kate, the cool 
told me father was not different. Andreas did not answer but 
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smelt the daisies in the grass. Then he said he didn't care 
what we knew but he dreamt babies were made of marbles 
and rose-leaves. Now I knew he was lying again because I 
dreamt that uncle Berti came back and I broke a hole in his 
head with my hatchet and all the water flowed out and our 
teacher Prunk was drowned in the flood but it was not true 
because in the morning I saw that Prunk was still alive and 
teaching history. I wanted Jacob to be on my side against 
Andreas but Jacob is very wise and he only wants to collect 
stamps in peace. 

So I teased Andreas who was still smelling the daisies which 
I know have no smell and told him if he knew everything did 
he know what the stars were. Andreas said he knew but he 
couldn't say it because he didn't know Ше words. So I asked 
him did he know what the moon was. And Andreas said the 
moon is a pale woman who is looking for a lost world. And 
then I got frightened just like in the chapel when uncle Berti 
wept aloud and I thought perhaps water had got into the cars 
of Andreas because I also see ghosts in the dark but I know 
they are not there because my Mother told me so. So I asked 
him what the sun is and Andreas lifted his head and said the 
sun is an angry flame which wants to burn everything and the 
earth is running away from him because he is frightened. 
And Jacob and I were also frightened and it was now dark 
and Jacob said we must not ask more questions from Andreas 
because he is perhaps a prophet and we must be happy when 
prophets are silent because his father told him so. And we 
all walked home and said no more. 


. . . to-day I saw Kate the cook drinking rum in the 
kitchen but I shall not tell Mother because Kate is my friend 
and always answers my questions and Mother is more beautiful 
but she never answers my questions and Father is always angry. 
And Kate gave some rum to Рей the milkman who ама 
smells of what the cows leave when they don't behave proper! iy 
and who is waiting on the cows. And Peti the milkman 
started to be like Roka my dog when he domed his wife but 
Kate pushed him back and asked him whether he was not 
ashamed before the child which was me. And then I re- 
membered that Lola had her birthday and she had asked me to 
come and have some of her birthday cake and I had not asked 
Mother because now it was after dinner and I had to go to 
bed. So I asked Kate to let me in through the kitchen door 
when I came back and then I. went into the garden and picked 
white and red roses which she liked and walked to Lola's house. 
because I think I love Lola and I would like to marry Lola if she 
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could preserve herself till I grow up. Because Lola is already 
very big and her hair is perfumed when she kisses me and 
lives in a big house, with a big orchard where a brook flows 
through and she has many young men playing the piano with 
her which is very musical. And when I arrived she was play- 
ing but she stopped and kissed me again and her hair was 
again perfumed. And there were many people and they 
were eating sandwiches and Lola wore a long white dress 
and her arms were puffed but this was only her dress and not 
her arms. And everybody was very nice to me though they 
laughed and a fat man who played with Lola pinched my cheeks, 
and I told him I didn’t like that and I thought he was stupid. 
I said this because I saw him breathe down on Lola’s neck 
when she played the piano and I love Lola. And Lola saw 
that I was angry and she said we two will go out into the garden, 
and so we went out and we sat down under a cherry tree 
and we sat on the grass and I put my head оп Lola’s white 
neck and kissed it which Lola said I must not do. And Lola 
was sad and she looked up at the moon and she sighed. And 
she said “ do you see the moon?” And I said “ yes, I see 
the moon she is like a pale woman looking for a lost world.” 
And then I blushed because I remembered that I had heard 
this from Andreas, that little liar. But Lola did not remember 
it and she kissed me on the mouth and said that it was very 
beautiful and asked me whether I could say something else 
as beautiful. Then I said the sun is an angry flame which 
wants to burn every) thing and the earth is running away from 
him because he is frightened. Then I blushed again because 
I remembered that T heard this also from Andreas the little 
liar. But Lola kissed me on the mouth again and she said 
how poetic children are and I saw she thought of the fat man 
who was not so poetic and then she said I must come when I 
had something beautiful to say and that she would always kiss 
me. So we parted in the garden and I did not go back to the 
house with her because I didn’t like the fat man but Lola went 
back and I walked to my home. I was very happy and won- 
dered what the stars were but then Father was waiting for me 
in the kitchen and he said he would break my bones if I left 
the house without permission at night and he began doing so, 
but Mother came and told him not to be rude to the child and 
then they quarrelled and I hurried to my room before they 
had finished and I thought I hated to be beaten and I would 

kill whoever dares to beat me, only fathers unfortunately 
can’t be killed because my Mother told me so. So I went 
to bed and I dreamt of Lola but it was not true because I 
could not remember it in the morning. 
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. . . to-day Slezak was late for school because he said his 
mother had borne him a brother which is curious because 
Slezak has no father. But we did not ask questions because 
Prunk told us more about our History and he said we Hun- 
garians were somewhere else a thousand years ago and we had 
the habit of multiplying ourselves quickly so we went out to 
find another home so we came to Hungary which is where 
we now are and we conquered the people we found here because 
we had the habit of winning all the battles. But it was not easy 
to find Hungary because it was far from the place where we 
multiplied ourselves, but our very own Battle-god sent us a bird 
and he flew ahead of us and when we arrived he flew back 
to our very own Battle-god and so Prunk said we have been 
in Hungary now for over a thousand years and had much glory 
and we have fought against the Turks who also belonged to our 
enemies but we haven’t yet learnt about them and we have 
suffered much glory because we were only few and our enemies 
were many. And we were all very proud but then Jacob 
stood up and asked Prunk why we had so many enemies. 
Prunk knows much and has a big wart on his forehead but 
Jacob is wise and Prunk thought a little while and then said 
we are the bunch of flowers on God’s hat and our neighbours 
are all envious of us. Then we all stood up and sang the 
National Anthem and our King Francis Joseph hanging on the 
wall listened to us and he listened to our promise that we 
would all die here because we couldn’t go elsewhere. Then 
Prunk left us for half an hour to give us time to wash our hands 
and eat our bread and butter and we all stood round Slezak 
who was sad because now his mother can’t wash for a month 
and he did not want a brother because they are very poor 
and his father died when they hit him on the head with a bottle 
ofrum. Slezak said it was Peti the milkman who did it to his 
mother but he would buy a gun and shoot him. Then Andreas 

ulled me by the sleeve and we all left Slezak and whispered 

cause Andreas asked us to collect money for Slezak because 
he is very poor. And we all promised to give him our pocket 
money for the week and to ask our parents to give him money. 
Then Slezak had to go to Prunk’s room and he came back 
weeping because Prunk asked him to leave the school. And 
we all hated Prunk and called him an ugly wart which he had 
on his forehead. And when Prunk came back to teach history 
we all stood up and Jacob walked in front of us and asked 
Prunk in the name of the class to take back Slezak because 
Slezak is innocent because he did not tell Peti the milkman 
to do it to his mother. Then Prunk was very angy y and told 
Jacob to go back to his place and said we should not know 
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about such things and that Slezak was а bad influence. Then 
he taught us more about ourglorious past and how we conquered 
our enemies and how our Кіп) g helped us but I don’t remember 
because we did not listen because we thought of Slezak. 
And when the class was over Prunk saw that we were all sad 
and he said he would talk about Slezak to the headmaster. 
Then we all cheered and were proud again of our glorious past. 


... . to-day is Friday evening and I was permitted to go 
to Jacob's house and have dinner with them because I gave 
some old stamps to Jacob and he was grateful. And it was 
very warm in the room and we all kept our hats on our heads 
because Jacobs God likes that and also we were more than 
thirteen because otherwise Jacob's God is not present. And 
fees father was vey clean and he had a white stole on 

is neck and he prayed loud and we all murmurcd and then 
we had soup with big dump lings in it and we had roast goose 
with much stuffings. And Jacob’s relatives were there and 
they had beards but the women were only fat. Jacob has 
no mother but his aunt cooks for him and she is called Hannah 
and she is only half-witted but she cooks well. Jacob says 
ews are wise, but when they are not they are very stupid. 
t was very hot and we were not happy because Jacob's God 
really lives in Palestine and only comes for a short visit to our 
village. And I said to Jacob now we will go to my garden 
and eat fruit from the trees. 

And then we walked home which is not far because our 
villa; е issmall. And Jacob was sad because he had no mother 
and Friday night he always remembers her. So I told him 
stories to amuse him how the Austrian villagers carry ladders 
sideways through the forest and cut down the trees to make 
way. But Jacob was still sad and I looked up at the stars and 
wondered what they were and whether Andreas the little 
liar had found the words for them. Then I told Jacob about 
Lola and that I was going to marry her if she can preserve 
herself until I grow up but Jacob only smiled and he said I 
would forget her when I grew up. I know Jacob is very wise 
but I don't believe what he said. But when we turned into 
my garden we could not eat fruit because we found Kate the 
Cook wee; ping under the mulberry t tree and Father came out 
and told her she must go away, because she wanted to push 
the carving knife into Peti the milkman because Peti did it to 
Slezak’s mother and he also did it to Kate, and Peti also had 
a wife. Peti must be very healthy because now he has three 
wives and has no water in his head and uncle Berti had only 
two wives and his head was full of water. But Mother came 
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out and she is very kind and she patted Kate on the cheek 
and told her to stay and she sent Father back into the house. 
And then a policeman came because Kate had just scratched 
Peti with the carving knife and the policeman wanted Kate to 
go with him but Father said everything was all right and gave 
a cigar to the policeman and then Peti came with his head 
bandaged and said it was all a misunderstanding and Kate 
remained with us but we shall get milk elsewhere. And 
Father said to Рей that he would break his bones if he ever 
dared to come to our house again but Mother said don't be 
rude to the poor fellow and sent Father into the house. Then 
Kate went to bed weeping and Peti and the policeman left 
and I took Jacob to the garden gate because it was now late. 
And Jacob who is so wise said to me it is much better to collect 
stamps іп peace. He said love is very unhappy always because 
his father told him so. 


... to-day when Father was eating my marrow-bone I 
asked him to give me money because we are collecting for 
Slezak in school. But Father said he had no money to throw 
away and I looked sad and Mother said to Father don’t be rude 
to the child. And then they quarrelled. And when we were 
left alone under the mulberry-tree Mother said she would give 
me money but I must be nicer to Father. And I said I am 
T nice to him but he never talks to me. Mother said 
Father works for us and he is tired and we must cheer him 
up. АШ fathers must be cheered up. They all work for their 
wives and children and when they don't they are not happy. 
So I must not forget to greet Father when I see him in the 
шоп which I always do. So I asked Mother why she 
married Father and she said the questions children ask and left 
me alone. Mother is plump and beautiful but I don’t under- 
stand her. I understand Kate much better who is now very 

lump. But I love Mother and she gave me money for Slezak. 
Biez is now back in school with us and he wanted to give me 
his cord which is'in a tissue paper because he is grateful 
because I collected for him but I did not want his cord because 
itis horrid. Slezak is very stupid and he hit Jacob on the jaw 
because he said it will make him strong because the English 
all hit each other on the jaw which makes them strong. But 
Jacob always says he hates violence because his father told him 


зо. 

Slezak is also very happy because the brother his mother bore 
him recently died уезегі dayand now Slezak is again his mother’s 
only orphan. And he d us to come and see him because 
he із now in а coffin over the washing-tub and candles burn. 
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And in the afternoon we all went to sce Slezak's brother, 
Jacob and Andreas and Roka and I but Roka had to wait 
outside in the p ard. And Slezak's brother was in a small 
white coffin and Slezak’s mother who is our washer-woman 
when she has no babies gave rum to her friends who came to 
see her and she wanted to give rum to us too but we did not 
want it. So we just stared at the candles and we were silent 
and Jacob was sad because he remembered his mother аз 
on Friday evenings and Andreas was very pale and he whispered 
something but Î could not hear it. Then we all coughed 
because we wanted to go out and Slezak’s mother thanked us 
for coming and thanked us for collecting money for Slezak 
who is only a silly bully. Then she wept and her checks were 
all very red like apples and when she wiped her tears I saw her 
hands were all red from washing. So we coughed again and 
blew our noses and went out into the courtyard because the 
room opens on a courtyard which is not clean. And Roka 
was chewing an old bone which he had found on the dustheap 
and we took it away from him. But Slezak only stood there 
leaning against the door and he looked on the ground and he 
forgot to hit Jacob on the jaw to make him strong which he 
always docs. 


. . » to-day we are very excited because Aunt Leonie arrived 
who is also my Mother’s sister. And she married an Austrian 
who lives in Vienna where also lives our King Francis Joseph 
when he rules over the Austrians. But Aunt Leonie married 
long ago and now she has children and she brought one called 
Pamper! which sounds silly but is Austrian because the Viennese 
are also Austrian. Aunt Leonie married Uncle Pepi because 
he was beautiful and he sang songs about Vienna which is 
also beautiful and he was very funny and because she thought 
Uncle Pepi was almost a bank-director but he was only a great 
traveller Ы business and he always was travelling when Aunt 
Leonie had the babies. So we all sat under the mulberry-tree 
and Aunt Leonie wept and she had anyhow. watery eyes and 
Father said why did she marry Uncle Pepi and she must go 
back to Uncle Pepi because now they had four children 
and then Aunt Leonie finished her cake and wept some more 
and Mother said to Father don’t be rude to my sister and then 
we were left alone. 2. 

"Then Mother asked Aunt Leonie what she intended to do 
and Aunt Leonie said the children should go for а walk. And 
Itook Pamperl by the hand which is very soft and we walked 
out and Pamper! who has a sallow face and a lace collar talked 
to me but it was Austrian or Viennese and it sounded funny 
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but I could not understand it. So we walked to the river and 
І led Pamper] through the dam where the water із yay wild 
and I thought it was a pity the Austrians were our friends 
now and our King Francis Joseph rules over them also, because 
otherwise I would push Pamperl into the water and then 
Uncle Pepi and Aunt Leonie would have only three children 
and we would all be happier. But I hurried through the dam 
and I took Pamperl to where we bathe and I wanted Pamperl 
to bathe in the river because I thought Pamperl might drown 
without my help and then we should have one enemy less when 
the Austrians will be our enemics again, because we are only 
few and our enemies are many. But Pamperl shrieked and 
so I walked back with him to our housc. And there we 
found Uncle Pepi who is very bald but has a lovely beard 
and a moustache like our King Francis Josep h but he 15 not so 
dignified because he always laughs. And Uncle Pepi followed 
my Aunt from Vienna because he thought now that he loved 
her better than Gullash and beer which he loves very much. 
And he took Pamperl on his knees and gave him beer and 
he sang a song about а Viennese cab which all Viennese 
sing and is also loved by our King Francis Josep h when he 
rules over the Austrians. Mother was sad and told Aunt 
Leonie that she must go back to Vicnna tomorrow. And 
we went to bed but I slept only little because Uncle Pepi sang 
about the Viennese cab all night long. 


. . . to-day Slezak hit the butcher’s son on the jaw who called 
him a bastard and then Slezak hit him again and Jacob asked 
Slezak whether he had learnt this from his Reverend Father 
and Jesus Christ our Saviour because Jacob hates violence and 
wants us all to collect stamps in peace. Slezak hit Jacob on 
the jaw but only to make him strong. But I stood up Slezak 
because he was called a bastard which was true but not үчү 
beautiful. Апа Slezak wanted to give me his cord again but 
did not want it because it is horrid. Then he wanted to give 
me holy pictures which he got from our Reverend Father 
becauseSlezak hasvery good marks in religion and the Reverend 
Father calls him a lost sheep who is now back with the flock. 
And the holy picture was very beautiful and the Virgin Mary 
on it looked like Lola whom I love only Lola has no baby. 
But I did not take the holy picture because if there is a God there 
is only one who hates the priests because my Father told me 
so. Then Slezak who is very grateful because I have also col- 
lected money for him said he would tell me a secret but I must 
swear not to tell it to anybody све. And he told me there із а 
house in our village which stands alone in a meadow and which 
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is always shut with green shutters during the day because the 
ladies who live there always sleep during the day and only 
wake up at night. And they are al very beautiful because they 
are all painted and perfumed and he knows one lady called 
Amanta who looks like the Virgin Mary on the picture only 
she is not a virgin although she has no baby. And they have 
many visitors during the night but they are all men who want 
no babies. And I thought Slezak was lying to me and I told 
him so but Slezak swore it was all true because his mother is 
washing for the ladics who sleep during the day and it is all 
very beautiful and full of mirrors and he went one day with his 
mother to help with the Jaundry and his mother told him not 
to look but he looked very much. And now I remembered I 
had seen the house with the grcen shutters alone in the meadow 
but I did not know ladies lived there who were sleeping during 
the day just like in the fairy-tales. So when I went home from 
school I asked mother to come with пас for a walk and she was 
happy because I always go with Jacob and Andreas. And 
then Í wanted to go where the house with the green shutters 
stood and we saw it stonding alone in the meadow. I told 
Mother to look what a beautiful house it was. But she blushed 
and said it was an ugly house and I must never go near it. 
And I said I thought и was the house of the Slecping Beauty 
which I read in the tales. But Mother said this was a very bad 
. house and I must promise never to go near it. Mother is 
pump and very beautiful but she never answers my questions. 
ate the cook always answers them. So I went to the kitchen 
to ask Kate about the fairy castle which stands alone in the 
meadow because I also dreamt of the fairies but I can't re- 
member. But Peti the milkman was there although my 
Father will break his bones because һе told him so. Рей 
still smells of cows but Kate our cook loves him аваш. Не 
also gave me a whistle which he brought for me but I will 
wash it because Рей made it wet with his mouth. And Kate is 
now very plump and she weeps but she says she loves Peti 
again because the baby died which Peti did to Slezak's mother 
and Peti's wife has also the dry rot and she will die soon and 
then Peti will marry Kate. And we were all very һар ру 
and Kate gave him goose-liver. And I wanted to ask Kate 
about the house but I thought she would not know because 
she is only a cook and she cooks well but she never told me a 
food fairy-tale. I think I shall not ask anyone about the 
louse standing alone іп the meadow because all the people 
I know sleep during the night and they would know nothing 
about the ladies who sleep during the day. 
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. . . to-day it is almost summer and now we know already 
how to add up and subtract and multiply and divide and we 
have learnt about most of our enemies and of our glorious past 
and how the Austrians have always swindled us after we have 
so often conquered them. And we have learned many poems 
and I think Petófi wrote better poems than the one about God's 
hat and I have learned some and I have won a prize for reading 
poetry. And now we sing the anthem in tune to our King 
who hangs on the wall. And soon school will be over and then 
Mother and I shall go to the Lake Balaton which is the most 
beautiful lake in the world where all the Hungarians go and the 
Jewish Hungarians live on one end and the Roman Catholic 
Hung: arians on the other and scattered in between are the rest. 
But Í am not very happy because Lola whom I love will marr: 
the fat man whom I ate and she will kiss the fat man wit 
the same mouth with which she kissed me and she will not 
wait for me and preserve herself. And I am sad because 
Grandma came and told us that Uncle Berti is now very wild 
and he wants to cat his collar-buttons with his breakfast 
and he will die because now he has more water in his head. 
So I went out with Roka and looked for Jacob and then we 
went to find Andreas to ask him to bathe with us in the Danube. 
Andreas lives ша big house called a villa and ከር sat in the garden 
with his mother who has very soft hands which I like. So 
we kissed her hands and Кока misbehaved on the flowers 
and we asked Andreas to come with из. And Andreas was 
reading a book of poems by a oct called Shelley who was 
also loved by our poet Petófi. idreas got the book to-day 
because he only wants to read poetry and he said Shelley died 
very young and he was English but very frail, but that was 
perhaps because they did not hit him on the jaw to make him 
strong. And the father of Andreas came out into the garden 
and smiled at us because he is very kind and he builds houses 
for others and when you do that you can build some for your- 
self. So we all went to the Danube where it smells but it is 
safe and we went into the water holding Roka’s neck. And I 
said the Danube was very beautiful this afternoon because the 
water was blue and green and when the leather did not stink 
the acacia-trees smelt sweet on the banks. But Andreas 
says the Danube is not very beautiful and the people who live 
along the Danube are all very unhappy. . Andreas has travelled 
much already because his father t: him along with him 
and he has seen high mountains and he told us stories of beautiful 
lakes in Italy. I was sad that the Danube was not very 
beautiful and we scampered back to the riverside to dry in 
the grass and I told Andreas to move away because we must 
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love only girls because Kate Ше cook told me во. And Jacob 
was also very sad because his father has a bad heart and that 
is why he has rings under his eyes and I thought of Lola who 
was not faithful to те. And we all ate grass and lay оп our 
bellies and I said when we grow up we shall also have гїп, 
under our eyes and bad hearts and perhaps water in our һеа 
like uncle Berti and how nice it would be to preserve ourselves. 
And Andreas rolled on his back and looked into the clouds which 
were swimming over the sky and he said everything passes 
away only the clouds pass and stay and I thought this was very 
beautiful and I could easily have told it to Lola and she would 
have kissed me on the mouth but now she has married the fat 
man who is not so poetic аз we are. And I also thought this 
Danube river comes from Vienna where Uncle Pepi and Pam- 
perl live and where our King Francis Joseph enjoys to hear the 
song of Uncle Pepi. But I got tired of thinking and I played 
with Roka who rolled on his back and watched Andreas who 
always looks into the clouds when he finds some in the sky, 
and І asked Andreas whether һе had seen God fly out again 
because perhaps he said the truth after all and Andreas said 
he wanted to fly with the wind and hold the whole world against 
his heart. And he said he hated to think that one day he 
must die and he said there were many Gods and most of them 
hated us and that is why we must die. But Jacob who is very 
wise said that he must not say such things and there is only one 
God who punishes those who call him names and we must 
all collect stamps in peace and learn the map of the world, 
because his father told him so. But Andreas was not listening 
to him because he still watched the clouds swimming in the 
blue sky and I pinched him to wake him up and then he rose 
and we all walked home very silent and said no more. 


LEO TOLSTOY 

(2826-1910) was of noble birth, and heir to great possessions, 
ut his own beliefs caused him to endeavour to renounce 
his wealth. The sincerity and power shown in his writing 
brought him almost immediate fame, and though the Govern- 
ment % Imperial Russia censored his books, they dared not 
touch him personaly He is considered the greatest of the 
Russian writers. is best known works are “ War and 
Реасе” and “ Anna Karenina.” 


HOW MUCH LAND DOES A MAN 
REQUIRE? 


Ах elder sister came from Ше town to visit a younger one. 
The elder one was married to a tradesman, and the 
younger to a peasant. Ав the two drank tea and talked the 
elder sister began to boast and make much of her life in town— 
how she lived and went about in ease and comfort, dressed 
her children well, had nice things to eat and drink, and went 
skating, walking, and to the theatre. 

"Тһе younger sister was vexed at this, and retorted by running 
down the life of a tradesman's wife and exalting her own 
country one. 

“For my part, I should not саге to exchange my life for 
yours,” she said. “ І grant you ours is an uneventful existence 
and that we know no excitement; yet you, on the other hand, 
with all your fine living, must either do a vey large trade 
indeed or be ruined. You know the proverb: ‘ Loss is Gain’s 
elder brother.’ Wall, you may be rich to-day, but to-morrow 
you may find yourself in the street. We have a better way 
than that, here in the country. The peasant’s stomach may 
be thin, but it is long. That is to say, he may never be rich, 
yet he will always have enough.” 

The elder sister took her up quickly. 

“* Enough, indeed ?" she retorted. “ * Enough '—with 
nothing but your wretched pigs and calves ? * Enough,’ with 
no fine dresses or company P Why, however hard your man 

ау work, you have to live іп mud, and will die there—yes, 
ant Ὅν children after you." 

“Oh, no,” replied the younger. “Its like this with us. 
Though we may live hardly, the land is at least our own, and 
we have no need to bow and scrape to anyone. But y οι in 
town—you live in an atmosphere of scandal. To-day all 
may be well with you, but to-morrow the evil eye may look 
upon you, and your husband find himself tempted away by 
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cards or wine, and you and yours find yourselves ruined. Is 
it not so?” 

Pakhom, the younger sister's husband, had been listening 
near the stove. 

“ That is true," he said. “I have been turning over our 
mother earth since childhood, so have had по time to get any 
foolishness into my head. Yet I have one grievance—too 
little land. Only give me land, and I fear no man—no, not 
even the Devil himself.” 

The two women finished their tea, chattered a little longer 
about dress, washed up the crockery, and went to bed. 

All this time the Devil had been sitting behind the stove, 
and had heard everything. He was delighted when the 
peasant’s wife led her husband on to brag—led him on to boast 
that, once given land, not even the Devil himself should take it 
from him. 

“ Splendid!" thought the Devil. “ I will try a fall with you. 
I will give you much land—and then take it away again.” 

Near these peasants there lived a lady landowner, with a small 
property of 120 dessiatins.1_ Formerly she had got on well with 
the peasants and in no way abused her rights; but she now 
took as overseer a retired soldier, who began to persecute the 
peasants with fines. No matter how careful Pakhom might be, 
one of his horses would get into the lady’s oats, or a cow stray 
into her garden, or the calves break into her meadows: and 
for all these things there would be fines levied. 

Pakhom paid up, and then beat and abused his household. 
Much trouble did he get into with the overseer for the doings 
of the summer, so that he felt devoutly thankful to have got 
his cattle standing in the straw-yard again. He regretted the 
cost of their keep there, yet it cost him less anxiety in other 
ways x 

‘hat winter a rumour went abroad that the Barina? was goin; 
to sell her land, and that the overseer was arranging to buy Бо! 
it and the highway rights attached. This rumour reached 
the peasants, and they were dismayed. 

“Tf” they thought, “the overseer gets the land he will 
worry us with fines even worse than he did under the Barina. 
We must get hold of the property somehow, as we all live 
round it in a circle." 

So a deputation from the Mir? went to sec the Barina, and 
besought her not to sell the land to the overseer, but to give 
them the refusal of it, and they would outbid their rival. To 

1 A dessiatin is an area of 2$ acres. 
+ Great Lady. 
з Village Commune. 
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this the Barina agreed, and the peasants set about аттап, ging 
for the Mir to purchase the whole of her estate. They held a 
meeting about it, and yet another one, but the matter did not 
go through. The fact was that the Unclean One always 
defeated their object by making them unable to agree. Then 
the peasants decided to try and buy the land in separate lots, 
cach man as much as he could; and to this also the Barina 
said she was agreeable. Pakhom heard one day that a neigh- 
bour had bought twenty dessiatins, and that the Barina had 
agreed to let half the purchase money stand over for a year. 
Pakhom grew envious. “If,” he thought, “ the others bu: 
up all the land, I shall feel left out in the cold.” So he tool 
counsel of his wife. “ Everybody is buying some,” he said, 
“so we too had better get hold of ten dessiatins. We can't 
make a living as things are now, for the overscer takes it all 
out of us in fines.” So they took thought how to effect the 
purchase. 

They had roo roubles laid by; so that by selling а foal and 
half their bees, in addition to putting out their son to service, 
they managed to raise half the money. 

Pakhom collected it all together, selected fifteen dessiatins 
and a small piece of timber land, and went to the Barina to 
arrange things. Тһе bargain struck, they shook hands upon it, 
and Pakhom paid a дєр ви. Then һе went to town, completed 
the сопуеуапсе (half the purchase moncy to be paid now, and 
half within two years' time)—and lo! Pakhom was a land- 
owner! He also borrowed a small sum of his brother-in-law, 
wherewith to purchase seed. This he duly sowed in his 
newly acquired property, and a fine crop came up; so that 
within a year he had repaid both the Barina and his brother- 
in-law. He was now an absolute prop rietor. It was his own 
land that he sowed, his own hay that he reaped, his own 
firewood that he cut, and his own cattle that he grazed. 
Whenever he rode out to his inalienable estate, either to plough 
or to inspect the crops and meadows, he felt overjoyed. The 
yay grass seemed to him different to other grass, the flowers 
to bloom differently. Once, when he had ridden over his 
land, it was just—land; but now, although still land, it was 
land with a difference, 

Thus did Pakhom live for a time, and was happy. Indeed, 
all would have been well if only the other peasants had left 
Pakhom’s corn and pasture alone. In vain did he make 
repeated remonstrances. Shepherds would turn their flocks 
out into his meadows, and horses would somehow get into 
the corn at pig ht. Again and again Pakhom drove them out 
and overlooked the matter, but at last he lost his temper and 
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laid a complaint before the district court. He knew that 
the peasants only did it from lack of land, not maliciously; yet it 
could not be allowed, since they were eating the place ир. He 
must teach them a lesson. 

So he taught first one of them a lesson in court, and then 
another; had one fined, and then a second. This aroused 
feeling against him, and his ncighbours now began, of set 
purpose, to steal his crops. One man got into the plantation 
at night, and supped the bark off no less than ten linden- 
trees. When Pakhom next rode that way and saw what had 
been done he turned pale. Не drew nearer, and perceived 
that bark had been stripped off and thrown about, and trunks 
uprooted. One tree only had the miscreant left, after lopping 
all its branches, but the rest he had cleared entirely in his evil 
progres. Pakhom was furious. “Ah!” he thought, “ if 
only I knew who had done this, I would soon get my own 
back on him!” Не wondered and wondered who it could be. 
If anyone in particular, it must be Semka. So he went to see 
Semka, but got nothing out of him except bad language: 
yet he felt more certain than ever now that it was Semka who 
had done it. He laid a complaint against him, and they were 
both of them summoned to attend the court. The magistrates 
sat and sat, and then dismissed the case for want of evidence. 
This enraged Pakhom still more. He abused both the starshina 1 
and the magistrates. “ You magistrates,” he said, “ аге in 
league with thieves. If you were honest men you would never 
have acquitted Semka.” Yes, there was по doubt that 
Pakhom was ill pleased both with the magistrates and with his 
neighbours. He began to live more and more apart on his 
land, and to have less and less to do with the Mir. 

At this time there arose a rumour that some of the peasantry 
thereabouts were thinking of emigrating. This made Pakhom 
think to himsclf: ** But there is no reason why I should leave 
my land. 1f some of the others go, why, it will make all the 
more room for me. I сап buy up their land, and so hedge 
myself in all round. I should live much more comfortably 
then. At present I am too cramped.” 

It happened soon afterwards that Pakhom was sitting at 
home one дау, when a travelling peasant dropped in. Pakhom 

gave him a night’s lodging and a meal, and then questioned 
im, in the course of conversation, as to whence in the name of 
God he had come. To this the pereant replied that he had 
come from lower down the river—from a spot beyond the Volga, 
where һе had been in service. Then he went on to relate how а 
settlement was being formed there, every settler being enrolled 
? Village headman. 
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in the Mir and allotted ten dessiatins of land. It was such land, 
too, he said, and grew such rye! Why, the straw of the rye 
was tall enough to hide a horse, and thick enough together to 
make a sheaf per бус handfuls! One peasant, he went on, 
who had arrived there a poor man and had had nothing but 
his two hands to work with now grew his fifty dessiatins of wheat. 
Indeed, during the past усаг that man had made 5000 roubles 
by his wheat alone! 
Pakhom’s soul was fired by this, and he thought to himself: 
“ Why should I stay here, poor and cramped up, when I 
might be making such a fine living as that? I will sell out 
here—both land and homestead—and go and build myself a 
new house and farm there with the money. Here, in this 
cramped-up spot, life is one long worry. At any rate, I might 
take a trip there and make in ците 
So when Ше summer came ot himself ready and set out. 
He took a steamer down the Volga to Samara, and thence 
tramped 400 устав! till he came to the place. It was all as 
had be described. The peasants lived splendidly, with ten 
dessiatins of free land to each soul, and he was assured of a 
welcome by the Mir. Moreover, he was told that anyone who 
came there with money could buy additional land—as much 
as ever he wanted—right out and in perpetuity. For three 
roubles a dessiatin a man could have the very finest land 
possible, and to any extent. 
this Pakhom learnt, and then returned home in the 
autumn. He began straightway to sell out, and succeeded in 
disposing both of land, buildings, and stock at a profit. Then 
he took his name off the Mir's books, waited for the spring, and 
departed to the pew p lace with his family. 
hey duly arrived at their destination, and Pakhom was 
forthwith enrolled in the Mir of the great settlement. (after 
moistening the elders’ throats, of course, and executing the 
necessary documents). Then they took him and assigned him 
dessiatins of land—ten for each soul of his family—in 
8 ferent parts of the estate, in addition to common pasturage. 
Pakhom built himself a homestead and stocked it, his allotted 
land alone being twice what he had formerly possessed in the 
old place. ፲ሺ was corn-bearing land, too. Altogether life was 
ten times better here than where he had come from, for he 
had at his disposal both arable and pasture land—sufficient 
of the latter always to keep аз many о cattle as he cared to have. 
At first, while building and ing, he th ought г hing 
began 


splendid. Later, when he had settled down a bit, he 
to feel cramped again. He wanted to grow white Turki 
з А verst is equal to 11663 linear yards. 
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wheat as several others did, but there was hardly aiy wheat- 
bearing land among his five allotments. Wheat needed to be 
grown on grass, new, or fallow land, and such land had to be 
sown one year and left fallow for two, in order that the grass 
might grow again. True, he had as much soft land as he 
wanted, but it would only bear rye. Wheat required hard 
land, and hard land found many applicants, and there was 
not enough at all. Moreover, such land gave rise to disputes. 
The richer peasants sowed their own, but the poorer had to 
mortgage theirs to merchants. The first year, Pakhom sowed 
his allotments with wheat, and got splendid crops. Then he 
wanted to sow them with wheat again, but they were not 
large enough to admit both of sowing new land and of leaving 
last year's land to lie fallow. Не must get hold of some more. 
So he went to a merchant, and took a year’s lease of some wheat 
land. He sowed as much of it as he could, and reaped a 
magnificent crop. Unfortunately, however, the land was a 
long way from the settlement—in fact, the crop had to be 
carted Been уегыз; so, as Pakhom had seen merchant 
farmers living in fine homesteads and growing rich in the 
district where the land lay, he thought to himself: “ How 
would it be if I took a longer lease of it and built a homestead 
there the same as they have done? Then I should be right 
ontheland." So he set about arranging to do so. 

Thus did Pakhom live for five years, continually taking up 
land and sowing it with wheat. All the years were good ones, 
the wheat thrived, and the money came in. Yet just to live 
and live was rather tedious, and Pakhom began to tire of leasing 
land Se year іп a strange district and removing his stoc! 
there. Wherever there was a particularly good plot of land 
there would be a rush made for it by the other peasants, and it 
would be divided up before he was ready to lease and sow it asa 
whole. Once he went shares with a merchant in leasing a 
plot of pasturage of some peasants, and ploughed it up. Then 
the peasants lost it in a law-suit, and his labour went for nothing. 
Ifonly it had been his own land, absolutely, he need have given 
in to no one and been put to no trouble. 

So he began to cast about where he could buy an estate 
outright. In this endeavour he fell in with a certain peasant 
who had ruined himself and was ready to let him have his 
property of ጄ dessiatins cheap. Pakhom entered into negotia- 
tions with him, and, after much discussion, closed, at. 1000 ај 


Ше oun, ма ball ta stand over ፲ 46. sta; . One day after 
ey had thus clinched the matter, a merchant drove up to 
Pakhom’s homestead to bait his horses. They drank a tea-pot 
empty and talked. The merchant said he had come a long, 
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long way—from the соли of the Bashkirs, in fact, where (so 
he said) he had just purchased 5000 dessiatins for only 1000 
roubles! Pakhom went оп to question him further, and the 
merchant to answer. “АП I did,” said the latter, “ was to 
make the elders there a few presents (khalats,) carpets, and a 
chest of tea), to distribute about a hundred roubles, and to 
stand vodka to anyone who felt inclined for it. In the result 
I got the land for twenty copecks? a dessiatin," and he showed 
Pakhom the deed. “ Тһе property,” he concluded, “ fronts 
upon a river, and is all of it open, grass, steppe land.” Pakhom 
questioned him still further. 

“You would not,” went on the merchant, “ find such land 
as that їп а year. The same with all the Bashkir land. More- 
over, the people there are as simple as sheep. You can get 
things out of them absolutely for nothing.” 

* Well,” thought Pakhom, “ what is the good of my giving 
1000 roubles for only 500 dessiatins, and still leaving a debt 
round my neck, when there I might become a proprietor 
indeed for the same money?” 

Pakhom inquired of the merchant as to how to reach the 
country of the Bashkirs, and as soon as his informant had 
departed, got ready for the journey. Leaving his wife at home, 
and taking with him only his workman, he set out first for the 
town, where he bought a chest of tea, vodka, and other gifts, 
as the merchant had advised. Then the two drove on and on 
until they had covered 500 versts, and on the seventh day 
arrived at the camp of the Bashkirs. Everything turned out 
to be as the merchant had said. The people there lived in 
hide-tilted wagons, which were drawn up by the side of a river 
running through the open steppe. They neither ploughed the 
land nor ate corn, while over the steppe wandered droves of 
cattle and Cossack horses, the foals being tied to the backs of 
the wagons and their dams driven up to them twice a day to 
give them milk. The chief sustenance of the people was mare’s 
milk, which the women made into a drink called kumiss, and 
then churned the kumiss into cheese. In fact, the only drink 
the Bashkirs knew was either kumiss or tea, their only sol lid food 
mutton, and their only amusement pipe-playing. Nevertheless 
they all of them looked sleek and cheerful, and kept holiday 
the whole year round. In education they were sadly deficient, 
and knew no Russian, but were kindly and attractive folk for 
all that. 

As soon as they caught sight of Pakhom they came out of 
their wagons and surrounded the guest. An interpreter was 


1 А Ελαία! is a sort of long coat. 
2 Farthings. 
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found, and Pakhom told him that he had come to buy land. 
At once the people were delighted, and, embracing Pakhom 
fervently, escorted him to a well-appointed wagon, where they 
made him sit down on a pile of rugs topped with soft cushions, 
and set about getting some tea and kumiss ready. A sheep was 
killed, and a meal served of the mutton, after which Pakhom 
produced the gifts from his farantass,! distributed them round, 
and shared out also the tea. Then the Bashkirs fell to talking 
among themselves for a while, and finally bade the interpreter 
speak. 

“I am to tell you,” said the interpreter, “ that they are 
greatly taken with you, and that it is our custom to meet the 
wishes of a guest in every possible way, in return for the presents 
given us. Since, therefore, you have given us presents, say 
now what there is of ours which you may desire, so that we 
may grant it you.” 

“What I Particularly desire,” replied Pakhom, “ is some of 
your land. here I come from,” he continued, “ there is not 
enough land, and what there is is ploughed out, whereas you have 
much land, and good land, such as I have never before beheld.” 

The interpreter translated, and the Bashkirs talked again 
among themselves. Although Pakhom could not understand 
what they were saying, he could see that they kept crying out 
something in merry tones and then bursting into laughter. At 
last they stopped and looked at Pakhom, while the interpreter 
spoke. 

“Таш to tell you,” he said, “ that in return for your kind- 
ness we are ready to sell you as much land as you may wish. 
Merely make a gesture with your hand to signify how much, 
and it shall be yours.” 

At this point, however, the people began to talk among 
themselves again, and to dispute about something. On 
Pakhom asking what it was, the interpreter told him: “ Some 
of them say that the Starshina ous ght to be asked first about the 
land, and that nothing should be done without him, while 
others say that that is not necessary." 

Suddenly, while the Bashkirs were thus disputing, there 
entered the wagon a man in a foxskin cap, at whose entry 
eem one rose, while the interpreter said to Pakhom: “ This is 
the Starshina himself.” At once Pakhom caught up the best 
khalat and offered it to the newcomer, as well as five pounds of 
tea. The Starshina duly accepted them, and then sat down 
in the place of honour, while the Bashkirs began to expound 
to him some matter or another. Не listened and listene d then 
gave a smile, and spoke to Pakhom in Russian. 

1 Light two-wheeled cart. 
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* Very well," he said, “ pray choose your land wheresoever 
it pleases you. We have much land." 

“бо I am to take as much as I want!” thought Pakhom to 
himself. “ Still, I must strengthen that bargain somehow. 
They might say, ‘The land is yours, and then take it away 
again.” 

“1 thank you,” he said aloud, “ for your kind speech. As 
pi say, you have much land, whereas I am in need of some. 

only desire to know precisely which of it is to be mine; 
wherefore it might be well to measure it off by some method 
and duly convey it to me. God only is lord of life and death, 
and, although you are good people who now give it to me, it 
might befall that your children would take it away again.” 

he Starshina smiled. 

“The conveyance,” he said, “із already executed. This 
present meeting is our mode of confirming it—and it could 
not be a surer one." 

“But,” said Pakhom, “I have been told that a merchant 
visited you recently, and that you sold him land and gave him 
a proper deed of conveyance. Pray, therefore, do the same 
with me." 

The Starshina understood now. 

“ Very well,” he replied, “ We have a writer here, and will 

to a town and procure the necessary seals.” 

“ But what is your price for the land?” asked Pakhom. 

A E price,” answered the Starshina, “ is only 1000 roubles 

er day." 
P Pakhom did not understand this day-rate at all. 

“ Ном many dessiatins would that include? ” he inquired 
presently. 

“ We do not reckon in that way,” said the Starshina. “ We 
sell only by the day . That із to say, as much land as you сап 
walk round in a day, that much land is yours. That is our 
measure, and the price is 1000 roubles.” 

Pakhom was astounded. 

Ἢ Why, а man might walk round a great deal in a day," һе 
said. 

The Starshina smiled again. 

“ Well, at all events,” he said, “ it will be yours. Only, there 
is one condition—namely, that if on that same day you do not 
return to the P ot whence you started, your money is forfeited.” 

** But how do you десі de upon that spot? " asked Pakhom. 

“ We take our stand," гері [еа the Starshina, “ upon what- 
soever spot you may select. I and my people remain here, 
while you start off and describe a circle. Behind you will ride 
some of our young men, to plant stakes wherever you may 
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desire that to be done. Thereafter а plough will be driven 
round those stakes. Describe what circle you wish; only, by 
the time of the setting of the sun you must have returned to 
Шер lace from which you started. Аз much land as you may 
circle, that much land will be yours.” 

So Pakhom accepted these terms, and it was agreed to make 
an carly start on the morrow. Then the company talked 
again, drank more kumiss, and ate more mutton, passing on 
thence to tea, and the ceremonies being prolonged until night- 
fall. At length Pakhom was led to a bed of down and the 
Bashkirs dispersed, after first promising to gather on the 
morrow beyond the river and ride out to the appointed spot 
before sunrise. 

Pakhom lay on his bed of down, but could not get a wink of 
sleep for thinking of the land which, as he said, “І am going 
to fim here." 

“For I mean to mark out a very large ‘ Promised Land’ 
to-morrow,” he continued to himself. “I can cover at least 
fifty versts in the day, and fifty versts should enclose somewhere 
about 10,000 dessiatins. Then I shall be under nobody’s thumb, 
and be able to afford a pair-ox plough and two labourers. I 
shall plough up the best land, and feed stock on the rest.” 

All that night Pakhom never closed his eyes, but dozed off 
for a short while just before dawn. The instant he did so he 
had a dream. He seemed to be lying in this identical wagon 
and listening to somebody laughing and talking outside. 
Wishing to see who it was that was laughing so much, he went 
outside, and saw the Starshina sitting on the ground and 
holding his sides as he rolled about in ecstasies of mirth, Then 
in his dream Pakhom walked up to him and asked him what 
the joke was—and immediately saw that it was not the Starshina 
at all, but the merchant who had so lately visited him to tell 
him about this land. Then again, he had scarcely so much 
as said to the merchant, “ Did I not see you at my home a 
little while ago? " when the merchant suddenly changed into 
the peasant from away down the Volga who had called at his 
farm in the old country. Finally Pakhom perceived that this 

ant was not a peasant at all, but the Devil himself, with 
forms and hoofs, and that he was gazing fixedly at something 
as he sat there and laughed. 85 Pakhom thought to 
himself: “ What is he looking at, and Y does he laugh so 
much?" And in his dream he stepped a little aside to look, 
and saw a man—barefooted, and clad only in a shirt and 
breeches k ing flat on his back, with his face as white as a 
sheet. And presently, looking yet more attentively at the 
man, Pakhom saw that the man was himself! 
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He gave a gasp and awoke—awoke fecling as if the dream 
were real. Then he looked to see if it were getting light yet, 
and saw that the dawn was near. 

“It is time to start," he thought. “Т must arouse these 
good people.” 

Pakhom arose, awakened his workman in the tarantass, and 
told him to put the horse in and go round to call the Bashkirs, 
since it was time to go out upon the steppe and measure off 
the land. So the Bashkirs arose and got themselves ready, 
and the Starshina also arrived. They breakfasted off kumiss, 
and were for giving Pakhom some tea, but he could not wait. 
“If we are to go, Ë us go,” he said. “It is fully time.” So 
the Bashkirs harnessed up and set out, some on horscback, and 
some in carts, while Pakhom drove in his tarantass with his 
workman. They came out upon the steppe just as the dawn 
was breaking, and proceeded towards a little knoll—called in 
the Bashkir dialect a shichan, There the people in carts 
alighted, and everyone collected together. The Starshina 
approached Pakhom and pointed all round with his hand. 
“ Whatsoever land you sec from here,” he said, “18 ours. 
Choose whichsocver direction you like." Pakhom's eyes 

lowed, for all the land was grass, level as the palm of his 
Rand, and black beneath the turf as a poppy-head. Only 
where there was a ravine was there a break in the grass—grass 
which was everywhere breast-high. The Starshina took off 
his foxskin cap, and laid it in the exact centre of the 
knoll. “ This,” he said, “ will be the mark. Lay you your 
money in it, and your servant shall remain beside it while 
you are gone. From this mark you will start, and to this mark 
you will return. As much land as you circle, all of it will be 

ours.” 

У Pakhom took out his money, and laid it in the сар. Then 
he divested himself of his cloak, stripped himself to fis waist- 
coat, tightened his belt round his stomach, thrust his wallet 
with some bread into his bosom, tied a flask of water to his 
shoulder-strap, pulled up his long boots, and prepared to start. 
He kept debating within himself which direction it would be 
best to take, for the land was so good everywhere. “ Oh, well, 
as it is all the same, I will walk towards the rising sun,” he 
decided at length. So he turned his face that way, and kept 
trying his limbs while waiting for the sun to appear. “ I must 
lose no time,” he thought, “ for I shall do my best walking 
while the air is yet cool.” 

Then the mounted Bashkirs also ascended the knoll, and 
stationed themselves behind Pakhom. No sooner had the sun 
shot his first rays above the horizon than Pakhom started 
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forward and walked out into the steppe, the mounted men 
riding behind them. 

He walked neither slowly nor hurriedly. After һе had gone 
about а verst he stopped, and had a stake put in, Then he 
went on again, He was losing his first stiffness and beginnin, 
to lengthen his stride. Presently he stopped again, and Һа 
another stake put in. He looked up at the sun—which was 
now lighting the knoll clearly, with the people standing there 
—and calculated that he had gone about five versts. Не was 
beginning to grow warm now, so he took off his waistcoat, and 
then fastened up his belt again. Then he went on another 
five versts, and stopped. It was growing really hot now. He 
looked at the sun ag: ain, and saw that it was breakfast time. 
“One stage done!" he thought. “But there are four of 
them in the day, and it is earl Е yet to change my direction. 
Nevertheless, I must take my boots off.” бо he sat down, took 
them off, and went on again. Walking was easier now. |“ 
soon as I have covered another five versts,” he reflected, “I 
will begin to bend round to the left. That spot was exceedingly 
well chosen. The farther I go, the better the land is.” So he 
kept straight on, although, when he looked round, the knoll 
was almost out of sight, and the people on it looked like little 
black ants. 

“ Ком,” he said to himself at length, “І have made the 
circle large enough, and must bend round.” He had sweated 
a good deal and was thirsty, so he raised the flask and took a 
drink. Then he had a stake put in at that point, and bent 
round sharply to the left. On he went and on, through the 
high grass and the burning heat. He was beginning to tire 
now, and, glancing at the sun, saw that it was dinner-time. 
“Now,” he thought to himself, “I might venture to take a 
rest.” So he stopped and ate some bread, though without 
sitting down, since he said to himself: “ If Í once sat down I 
should go on to Wing down, and so end by going off to sleep." 
He waited a little, therefore, till he felt rested, and then went 
on again. At first he found walking easy, for the meal had 
revived his strength, but presently the sun seemed to grow all 
the hotter as it began to slant towards evening. Pakhom was 
nearly worn out now, yet he merely thought to himself: “ Ап 
hour’s pain may a century gain.” 

He had traversed about ten versts of this lap of the circle, 
and was about to bend inwards again to the left, when he 
caught sight of an excellent bit of land round a dry ravine. 
It would be a pity to leave that out. “ Flax would grow so 
splendidly there! ” he thought. So he kept straight on until 
he had taken in the ravine, and, having had a stake planted 

12 
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at the spot, again wheeled inwards. Looking towards the 
knoll he could see that the people there were almost indis- 
tinguishable. They could not be less than fifteen versts away. 
“ Well,” he thought, “ I have covered the two long laps of the 
circuit, and must take this last one by the shortest cut possible.” 
So he started upon the last lap, and quickened his pace. Once 
again he looked at the sun. It was now drawing near to the 
time of the evening meal, and he had only covered two versts 
of the distance. The starting point was still thirteen versts 
away. “I must hurry straight along now,” he said to himself, 
“ however rough the country be. I must not take іп a single 
extra piece on the way. I have enclosed sufficient as it is.” 
And Pakhom headed straight for the knoll. 

He pressed on straight in its direction, yet found walkin; 
very dificult now. His fect were aching badly, for he ha 
chafed and bruised them, and they were beginning to totter 
under him. He would have given anything to have rested for 
a while, yet knew that he must not if he was ever to regain 
the knoll before sunset. The sun at least would not wait. 
Nay, it was like a driver ever lashing him on. From time to 
time he staggered. “ оле I have not miscalculated? " he 
thought to himself. “ Surely I have not taken in too much 
land ever to get back, however much I hurry? There is such 
а long way to go yet, and I am dead beat. It cannot be that 
all my money and toil have gone in vain? Ah, well, I must 
do my best.” 

Pakhom pulled himself together, and broke into a run. He 
had torn his feet till they were bleeding, yet he still ran on, 
ran on, ran further and further. Waistcoat, boots, flask, cap 
—he flung them all away. “АҺ!” was his thought, “ Í was 
too pleased with what I saw. Now everything is lost, and I 
shall never reach the mark before sunset.” His fears served 
to render him only the more breathless, but he still ran on, his 
shirt and breeches clinging to his limbs with sweat, and his 
mouth parched. In his breasts there were a pair of blacksmith’s 
bellows working. and in his heart a steam hammer, while his 
legs seemed to be breaking under him and to be no long er his 
own. He had lost all thought of the land now. All that he 
thought of was to avoid dying from exertion. Yet, although 
he was so afraid of dying, he could not stop. “ То have gone 
so far,” he thought, “and then to stop! Why, they would 
think me a fool!” By this time he could hear the Bashkirs 
cheering and shouting to him, and their cries stirred his heart 
with fresh spirit, On, on he ran with his last remaining 
strength, while the sun was just touching the horizon. Ah, 
but he was close to the spot now! He could see the people on 
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the knoll waving their hands to him and wi ing him оп. He 
could see the foxskin cap lying on the ground, the money in it, 
the Starshina sitting beside it with. his hands pressed to his 
sides. Suddenly Pakhom remembered his dream. “ Yet I 
have much land now,” he thought, “ if only God should bring 
me safe to live upon И. But my heart misgives me that I have 
killed myself.” Still he ran on. For the last time he looked 
at the sun. Lange е and red, it had touched the earth, and was 
beginning to sink below the horizon. Pakhom reached the 
knoll just as it set. “Ah!” he cried in his despair, for he 
thought that everything was lost. Suddenly, however, he 
remembered that he could not sce from below so well as could 
the people on the knoll above him, and that to them the sun 
would still seem not to have set. He rushed at the slope, and 
could see as he scrambled up it that the cap was still there. 
Then he stumbled and fell—yet in the very act of falling 
stretched out his hands towards the cap—and touched it! 

“ Ah, young man,” cried Ше Starshina, “ you have earned 
much land indeed! ig 

Pakhom’s servant ran to his master and tried to raise him, 
but blood was running from his mouth. Pakhom lay there 
dead. The servant cried out in consternation, but the Star- 
shina remained sitting on his haunches—laughing, and holding 
his hands to his sides. 

At length he got up, took a spade from the ground, and 
threw it to the servant. 

“ Bury him,” was all he said. 

The Bashkirs arose and departed. Only the servant 
remained. He dug a grave of the same length as Pakhom’s 
form from head to heels—three Russian ells—and buried him. 


ANTON СНЕНОУ 


(ይሁ was born the son of а tradesman and the 
grandson of serfs. He studied at Moscow University, and 
even in his student days began to write the short stories which 
brought him fame. Не shares with Gogol the reputation of 
being the greatest of the Russian humorous writers. His 
plays, the best known of which are “ The Cherry Orchard,” 
“ The Three Sisters,” and “ Uncle Vanya,” have been 
translated into many languages, and produced successfully in 
талу lands. 


THE KISS 


AZ eight o'clock in the evening of 20th May the six batteries 
of the “ U ” reserve агау оп Из way to camp stopped 
for the night in the village of Mestechko. During the bustle, 
when some officers were busy with the guns and others scattered 
over the square hearing the reports of the quartermasters, a 
horseman in civilian clothes appeared from behind the church 
on a curious, small light bay with a beautiful neck and a clipped 
tail, which ran sideways rather than straight, and threw out 
its legs in short frisky movements as though they were being 
lashed with a whip. The horseman drew up by a group of 
officers and, raising his hat, said : 

* His Excellency General von Rabbek, the squire here, 
would be glad if you gentlemen would come and take tea 
with him.” 

"The horse frisked and backed sideways; the horseman once 
more raised his hat and, turning, disappeared behind the 
church with his strange-looking animal. 

“Damn! ” some of the officers grumbled, departing to their 

uarters. “ A fellow wants to sleep, and here comes this von 
abbek with his tea! We know what that means!” 

And every officer in the six batteries vividly recalled an 
incident that had happened to them last year during manceuvres 
when, together with the officers of a certain Cossack regiment, 
they were invited to tea in this manner by a certain count 
and retired officer, and how the cordial, hosp itable count had 
entertained them royally and insisted on their spending the 
night in his house instead of at their quarters. It was all уау 
nice, of course, and nothing better could have been desired, 
only the count was overmuch pleased with the society of the 
young men. Until daybreak he wearied them with episodes 
of his own happy past, led them from room to room to show 
them his costly pictures, old engravings and rare pieces of 
armour; he even read them letters he received from various 
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celebrities, and the tired officers listened and looked, inwardly 
longing for their beds and yawning cautiously behind their 
palms; when at last their host released them it was too late 
to go to bed. 

Was von Rabbek by any chance such another? However, 
there was nothing to be done. The officers washed and dressed 
and set off together to find the squire’s house. 18 the square 
by the church they were told that they could cut down to 
the river by а path behind the church, and then along the 
bank till they came to the squire’s own garden, and the avenue 
would bring them to the door, or they could ride along the road 
that turned off half a verst up by the squire’s barns. The 
officers chose the latter. 

“Who is this von Rabbck? ” they asked each other on the 
way. “Із he the man who commanded the ‘U?’ cavalry 
division in Plevna?” 

“ No, that was not von Rabbck, but simply Rabbe, without 
the von.” 

“ What lovely weather it is!” 

At the first barn the road divided in two—the one straight 
ahead vanished into the evening darkness, the other to the 
right led to the squire’s house. The officers turned to the 
right and lowered their voices. On either side of the road 
stretched the stone barns with red roofs, massive and sombre, 
like the barracks of a provincial town. 

“А good sign, gentlemen,” one of the officers remarked. 
“ Our setter is in font, which means that he scents game! ” 

Ahead of us all was Lieutenant Lobitko, tall and broad- 
shouldered, with clean upper lip. He was twenty -five, though 
his full round face did not show it. He was famous in the 
brigade for his knack of sensing the presence of women in a 
place, even at a distance. Не turned round and said: 

“ Yes, I am sure there are women here; I feel it by instinct.” 

At the door of the house the officers were met by von Rabbek 
himself, a handsome old man of ич їп civilian clothes. 
Shaking hands with his guests, he said that he was pleased 
and happy to see them, but begged them to excuse him for 
not having invited them to stay the night; his two sisters and 
their children had come, as well as his brothers and some 
neighbours, and in consequence he had not a single spare 
room. 

The general was affability itself, but from the expression of 
his face it was obvious that he was not quite as overjoyed with 
his guests as the count of last year, and that he had invited 
them merely out of a sense of politeness. And this was made 
quite clear to them as they walked up the carpeted stairs, 
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listening to their host, and saw the footmen hurryin ing to light 
the lamps in the hall and on the staircase. They felt that they 
were a nuisance in the house. Under a roof where two sisters 
and brothers and neighbours had gathered together, perha 
for the celebration of some family event, how could the fami) ly 
be pleased with the presence of nineteen strangers? 

At the drawing-room door the guests were received by a 
tall, graceful old lady with an oval-shaped face and dark 
brows, who resembled the Empress Eugénie. With a gracious 
smile she welcomed them, apologising for not being able to 
ask them to stay the night. By the smile that disappeared 
from her face the moment she turned away, it was plain that 
the lady had seen many officers in her day and that she had 
no use for them now, and that if she had invited them to her 
house and was offering her excuses, it was only because her 
breeding and position demanded it of her. 

When the officers entered the dining-room about a dozen 
men and women, old and youn; 5 were sitting at one end of a 
long table having tea. Behind their chairs, enveloped in cigar 
smoke, was a group of men, in the midst of whom a thin youn; 
man with red mustachios was speaking in English in a lou: 
voice. Behind the group, through a door, was a view of a 
brightly lighted room with pale blue furniture. 

“Gentlemen, there are so many of you that it is impossible 
to introduce you all!" the general said aloud with an effort 

aiety. “ Please introduce yourselves іп а homely way.” 

‘he officers—some with solemn countenances, others with 
strained smiles, and all feeling extremely uncomfortable, 
bowed and seated themselves at the table. There was one 
among them who felt more uncomfortable than the rest—the 
staff officer Riabovitch, a round-shouldered little man іп 
spectacles. 

At the moment when some of his comrades put on a serious 
expression and others constrained themselves to smile, his face, 
Ime -like mustachios, spectacles and all, seemed to say, “І am 

е shyest, most modest, most colourless officer in the whole 
brigade!" When he first entered the room and sat down by 
the table he could not fix his attention on any one particular 
object or face—faces, garments, cut-glass decanters of cognac, 
the steam from the glasses, the stucco cornices—all mingled 
into a single impression that confused Riabovitch and aroused 
in him a desire to hide his head. Like a lecturer facing his 
audience for the first time, he saw the objects before his 25 
but seemed to comprehend nothing. (This condition, when 
а subject sees without comprehending, is known аша 
physiologists аз “ psychological blindness.”) Becoming 
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to his surroundings after a while, Riabovitch began to look 
about him. Being a shy man unused to society, he was first 
of all struck by the unusual courage of his new acquaintance— 
von Rabbek, is wife, two elderly ladies, a girl in а Шас dress, 
a young man with red whiskers, that turned out to be Rabbek’s 
youngest son, who had very ечен, as though they had 
rehearsed the thing beforehand, distributed themselves among 
the officers and begun an enthusiastic discussion in which the 
guests could not help but join. The lilac girl maintained 
warmly that life in the artillery was much easier than in tlie 
cavalry. or infantry, while Rabbck and one of the old ladies 
defended ап opp osite view. A cross-conversation arose. 
Riabovitch looked at the lilac girl discussing a subject she knew 
nothing about and that she was not the least interested in, 
and watched the artificial smiles playing over her face. 

Von Rabbek and his wife cleverly drew the officers into the 
discussion, keeping a careful eye meanwhile on their guests’ 

glasses and plates to sce that all were eating and drinking. 

he more Riabovitch looked and listened, the more he liked 
this insincere though excellently disciplined family. 

After tea the officers went into the drawing-room. Lieutenant 
Lobitko’s instinct had not failed him; there were many girls 
and young women in the room. The setter lieutenant stood 
near a fair young girl in a black dress, bending gallantly 
towards her as though he were leaning on an invisible sword. 
He smiled and moved his shoulders coquettishly. He must 
have been talking some interesting nonsense, no doubt, for 
the fair girl looked condescendingly at his round face and 
said indifferently, “Really?” Ву this apathetic “ really” 
the setter, had he been wise, might have known that she was 
not very much entertained. 

Someone began to play a melancholy valse on the piano; 
the sad air floating through the wide-open windows made 
everyone remember that it was May and that the weather was 
beautiful, and that the scent of liac and rose and young 
рој ከ8 was іп Ше air. 

iabovitch, who in addition to the music was under the 
influence of the cognac he had drunk, leant against the window, 
smiling. He began to follow the movements of the women, 
and it seemed to him that the scent of rose and lilac and 
poplar did not come from the garden but from their faces 
and dresses. 

Von Rabbek’s son invited а tall, thin girl to dance, and 
took two or three turns round the room. ЕН lided over 
the polished floor to the girl in lilac and whirled her away 
across the room. The dancing began. . . . Riabovitch stood 
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by the door among the non-dancing men and watched. He 
had never once danced in his life, nor had it ever fallen to his 
lot to put his arm around the waist of a respectable woman. 
The i dea that a man in the sight of all should take a strange 
young girl by the waist and offer his shoulder for her arm to 
rest on was vey pleasing to Riabovitch, but he could never 
imagine himself in the position of such a man. There had 
been a time when he had envied the courage and daring of 
his comrades, and his heart had sickened at the consciousness 
that he was shy and round-shouldered and colourless and that 
he had lynx-like mustachios, but with the years he became 
reconciled; as he now gazed at the dancing couples and at 
those talking in loud assured voices he no longer envied them, 
he was affected only by a fecling of sadness. 

When the quadrille was about to begin young von Rabbek 
came up to the non-dancing men and invited a соц ре of the 
officers to a game of billiards. Тһе officers followed him out 
of the drawing-room. Riabovitch, from want of somethin; 
to do and a desire to participate in some way in the general 
bustle, went after them. They walked through the drawing- 
room, then along a narrow glass corridor and into another 
room, where three sleepy footmen jumped up hastily from a 
couch at their appearance, and, passing through a host of 
other rooms, they at last entered the billiard-room. The 
game began. 

Riabovitch, who never played at anything but cards, stood 
by the table looking indifferently at the players, while they, 
coats unbuttoned, cues in hand, walked about joking and calling 
out incomprehensible words. The players took no notice of him, 
only now and again when someone accidentally hit him with 
an elbow or a cue they turned with a polite “ pardon!” The 
first game had scarcely finished when he grew tired of it, and 
it seemed to him that he was not wanted there and was in the 
way, Again he was drawn to the ballroom and went out. 

his way back he met with a little adventure. About 
half-way he observed that he was not going in the right 
direction. He remembered quite well that he should have 
assed through a room where there were three sleepy footmen, 
Бы he had gone through six rooms and Ше footmen seemed 
to have vanished. Seeing his mistake he went back a little 
way, and turning to the right entered a gua Ценев room 
which he did not remember to have seen on his way to the 
billiard-room; standing still for a moment, he ашчу 
opened the first door that met his gaze and found himsel 
ina dark room. In front of him through the cracks in a door 
a bright light shone through, and from behind the door came 
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the muffled strains of a sad melody. Here, as in the ball- 
room, the windows were wide open and there was a scent of 
poplar, lilac and rose. . . . 

iabovitch stopped in perplexity. At this moment he heard 
a hurried footstep and the rustle of a dress, a woman’s voice 
full of emotion whispered “ At last!” and two soft, fragrant 
arms, unmistakably a woman’s, were put around his neck; 
a warm cheek was laid against his own, and at the same 
moment there was the sound of a kiss. But instantly the 
woman gave a faint cry and, it scemed to Riabovitch, jumped 
away from him in horror. He, too, nearly cried out and 
made a rush towards the bright crack in the door. . . . 

When he returned to the ballroom his heart beat fast and 
his hands trembled so visibly that he hastily hid them behind 
his back. For the first few moments he was torn by shame 
and terror. It seemed to him that everyone in the room 
must know that he had just been embraced and kissed by a 
woman, and he cast an anxious glance around, but being 
convinced that all were dancing and chatting calmly as before, 
he abandoned himself to the enjoyment of the sensation 
experienced for the first time in his life. Something strange 
had Барр ened to him. . . . His neck, that had only just been 
encircled by two soft, fresh arms, scemed to him to be anointed 
with oil; on his check near the left ear, where the strange 
unknown had kissed him, was a pleasant sensation of cold as 
from peppermint drops, and the more he rubbed the spot the 
greater this sensation became; from the crown of his head to 
the soles of his feet he was filled with a new strange feeling that 

ew and grew. . . . He wanted to dance, to talk, to run out 
into the garden, to laugh aloud. . . . He had quite forgotten 
that he was round-shouldered and colourless, that his appear. 
ance “ was indefinite ” (as a lady of his acquaintance had said 
in a conversation with another woman, a conversation he 
happened to have overheard). When von Rabbek’s wife 
passed him, he gave her such a broad, kindly smile that she 
stopped and looked at him in шр rise. 

do like your house! ” he said, refixing his spectacles. 

Тһе gencral’s wife smiled and remarked that the house had 
belonged to her father, then she went on to ask him if his 
parents were alive, and how long he had been in the service, 
and why he was so thin, and so on. . . . After talking to him for 
a while she went on further, and Riabovitch began to smile still 
more broadly and kindly and to imagine that he was surrounded 
by the kindest of people. . . . 

At supper Riabovitch ate and drank mechanically every- 
thing that was placed before him. Не did not hear а word 
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that was being said and tried to puzzle out his recent adventure. 
The adventure was both mysterious and romantic, but not 
difficult to explain. Some girl or a married woman, perhaps, 
had arranged to meet some man in that dark room, and being 
in a state of nervous excitement because she had waited a 
long time, she had mistaken Riabovitch for her hero, par- 
ticularly as Riabovitch had stopped in uncertainty when he 
had entered the room, as though he, too, were expecting to 
meet someone. . . . In this way Riabovitch accounted for the 
kiss he had received. 

* But who is she? ” he thought, gazing round at the faces 
of the women. “ She must be young, for old women do not 
arrange meetings with men. And she must be intellectual; 
I felt it in the rustle of her dress, in the scent about her, in 
her voice. . . ." 

His gaze alighted on the girl in lilac and she seemed very 
attractive to him; she had beautiful shoulders and arms, an 
intelligent face, and а beautiful voice. Looking at her 
Riabovitch determined that she and none other should be 
his fair unknown. . . . But she smiled in an artificial way and 
screwed up her long nose, which made her seem old; then he 
removed his gaze to the fair girl іп the black dress. She was 
younger and simpler, had beautiful temples and a pretty 
manner of drinking out of her glass. Riabovitch now wanted 
her to be his unknown, but soon he found that her features 
werc too flat, and turned his attention to her neighbour. 

“ One can’t tell,” he thought musingly. “ If one could take 
the shoulders and arms of the girl in lilac and add the temples 
of the fair girl and the eyes of the one sitting on Lobitko’s Fe, 
then...” 

In imagination he modelled the form of the girl who had 
кеа him, a form that he desired but could not see at the 
table. 

After supper the guests, satisfied and a little the worse for 
drink, thanked their hosts and took their leave. Once more 
the general and his wife apologised for not being able to put 
them up for the night. 

“ Very glad to have met you, gentlemen! ” the general said, 
uite sincerely this time. (Departing guests are treated more 
fankly than arriving EN Very 42% I hope you will 

come and see us on your way back! Quite simply, os know. 
Which way are you going? Are you riding? If not, go 
down by the garden, it is much nearer.” 

The officers went out into the garden. After the bright 
light and the noise it seemed to them very dark and still in 
the garden. They walked to the gate without speaking. 
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They were half-drunk, merry and contented, but the darkness 
and stillness made them pensive for a moment. No doubt 
the same thous! ht had occurred. to them as to Riabovitch. 
Would they, like Rabbek, one day possess a big house, a 
family, a garden, and would they have the opportunity of 
entertaining guests, even insincerely, and of making them 
drunk and contented? 

Coming out of the gate, they began to talk all at once and 
to laugh without any cause. They were now walking along 
the path that led down to the river and ran along the water’s 
edge, winding round bushes and overhanging willows. The 
bank and the path were scarcely visible, and the opposite 
bank was comp [55 enveloped іп darkness. Неге and there 
in the dark water were the reflections of stars, and only by 
the way they trembled and swam asunder could one tell that 
the river was flowing swiftly. The air was still. Sleepy 
woodcocks called on the opposite bank, and on a bush a 
nightingale, disregarding the officers, poured out its song. 
One of them stopped Ey the bush and shook it, but the 
nightingale continued to sing. 

* What a brave beggar!” approving voices exclaimed. 
“Неге we are, standing near him, and he takes no notice of 
us, the rogue!” 

Towards the end the path Бер ап to ascend, and by the 
church it led out on to the road. Here the officers, out of 
breath with their walk uphill, sat down to smoke. А dim red 
light appeared on the opposite bank, and from want of some- 
thing to do they spent a long time in speculating whether it 
was a camp-fire, a lig ht in a window, or something else. . . . 
Riabovitch also gazed at the light, and it seemed to him that 
it smiled and winked at him, as though it knew about the kiss. 

Reaching his quarters, Riabovitch undressed quickly and 
went to bed. In the same hut were Lobitko and Lieutenant 
Mersliakov, the latter a quiet taciturn fellow, who was held to 
be a cultured man, and who always read The Messenger of 
Europe, which review he carried about with him everywhere. 
Lobitko undressed and paced the room from end to end with 
a dissatisfied air, then he sent the orderly for beer. Mersliakov 
get into bed, at the head of which he placed a candle, then 

uried himself in the pages of the review. 

“I wonder who she was?” Riabovitch thought, gazing at 
the grimy ceiling. 

His neck still seemed to be anointed with oil, and a sensation 
of cold as of peppermint was still about his mouth. His 
imagination conjured up images of the shoulders and arms of 
the girl in lilac, the temples of the fair girl in black, her waist, 
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garments, jewels. Не tried to fix his attention on these images, 
ut they danced before his eyes, appearing and disappearing. 8 
When, on shutting his eyes the images completely vanished, 
he could hear hasty footsteps, the rustle of a dress, the sound 
of a kiss, and a feeling of intense unreasoning. joy took possession 
ofhim. As he abandoned himself to this feelin; ና he heard the 
orderly return and say that no beer was to be had. Lobitko 
was much annoyed and again began to pace the room. 

** Isn't he an idiot? ” he said, stopping now Бу Riabovitch's 
bed, now by Mersliakov's. “ А man must be а dolt and a fool 
not to be able to get beer, what? Тһе rascal!” 

** Of course he can't get beer here," Mersliakov remarked, 
without looking up from the pages of his journal. 

“ Why do you think so? ” Lobitko persisted. “ГП bet you 
anything ГП find some beer, and women too! ГИ go this 
minute... . You can call me any names you like if Г don't 
find them!” 

He took a long time in dressing and pulling on his long 
boots, then he lighted a cigarette and went out without 
another word. 

“ Rabbek, Grabbek, Labbek,” he mumbled, stopping in 
the passage. “I don't feel like going alone, damn it! 
Riabovitch, won't you come for a stroll, eh?” 

Receiving no reply, he came back, undressed slowly, and 
went to bed. Mersliakov sighed, threw his journal aside, and 
blew out the candle. 

“ Yes" Lobitko muttered, smoking a cigarette in the 
darkness. 

Riabovitch pulled the bed-clothes over his head, and curling 
up began piecing together the disconnected images floating 
about in his brain, but he failed to obtain any result. He 
soon fell asleep, his last thought being that someone had 
caressed and made him happy. Some good, joyous thing had 
come into his life even though it was senseless. This thought 
did not leave him even in sleep. 

When he awoke the feeling of oil on his neck and the sensa- 
tion of cold as from peppermint around his lips had left him, 
but as yesterday a ‘caine ing of joy filled his heart. In ecstasy 
he gazed at the window-frames turned golden by the гізіп; 
sun, and listened to the noise in the street without. A lou 
conversation was going on under his үчү window. His 
battery-commander, Lebedetsky, who had only just caught up 
the brigade was talking to a sergeant at the top of his voice 
from force of habit, never speaking in any other tone of voice. 

“ Апа what else? " the commander cried. 

“ Golubushka was hurt when she was shod, your Honour; 
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the surg eon ар plied some clay and vinegar. And last night, 
your Honour, Mechanic Artiemev was drunk, and the lieu- 
tenant ordered him to be put on the reserve gun-carriage.” 

The sergeant informed him also that Кар ov had forgotten 
the new lanyards for the friction-tubes and the pegs for the 
tents, and that the officers had spent the evening at General 
von Rabbek’s. During the conversation Lebedetsky’s red 
beard ay рреагей at the window. His short-sighted eyes peered 
at the sleepy faces of the officers; he greeted them. 

“Is everything all right? ” he asked. 

“ The saddle-horse galled his withers with the new yoke,” 
Lobitko replied with a yawn. 
ai he commander sighed, deliberated for a while, then said 

loud : 

“TI was thinking of going to Alexandra Evgrafovna—I must 
pay her a visit. Good-bye. I will catch you up by the evening.” 

In a quarter of an hour the brigade had started on its way. 
When they had passed von Rabbek’s barns Riabovitch looked 
at the house. The blinds were still down. The inmates were 
doubtless asleep. And she, too, slept—the girl who had kissed 
Riabovitch yesterday. He tried to picture her sleeping. 
There was the wide-open window of her bedroom, the green 
branches peeping in, the fresh morning air, the scent of 
poplar, lilac and rose, the bed, a chair with the dress she had 
worn yesterday thrown over it, slippers, a watch on the table 
—all these objects he saw clearly and precisely, but the girl’s 
features, her sweet dreamy smile, the very thing he most 
desired to see, slipped his imagination as quicksilver slips 
through the fingers. About half a verst further on he turned 
round; the ycllow church, the house, the river and garden 
were bathed in light; the river looked beautiful with its bright 

ps banks, reflections of the sky, and silver patches of sun- 
ight. Once more Riabovitch looked at the village, and a 
feeling of sadness came over him, as though he were leaving 
something very near and dear to him behind. 

On the road, only the familiar scenes, void of interest, met 
theeye. To the right were fields of young rye and buckwheat 
and hopping rooks; in front, dust and the дар es of human 
necks; Мема, the same dust and faces. Ahead of the column 
marched four soldiers with guns—the vanguard. Next came 
the bandsmen. Vanguard and bandsmen, like mutes in a 
funeral procession, now and then ignoring the г egulation 
intervals, marched too far ahead. Riabovitch with the fifth 
battery could see four batteries in front of him. 

To a civilian, the marching brigade, long and cumbersome, 
presented a novel, interesting spectacle. It is hard to under- 
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stand why a single gun needs so many men, ог why so many 
strangely harnessed horses are needed to dra, Eb but to 
Riabovitch, who was familiar with all these things, it was 
extremely dull and uninteresting. He had learned years ago 
why a solid sergeant-major rides beside the officer in front of 
each battery and the drivers of leaders and wheelers behind 
them. Riabovitch knew why the near horses were called 
saddle-horses and the off horses led-horses, and he found it 
all intensely boring. Оп one of Ше wheelers rode a soldier, 
his back still covered with yesterday's dust and a clums 
ridiculous guard on his leg. Riabovitch knew the use of this 
guard and found it in no way ridiculous. The horsemen, every 
man of them, rode mechanically, with an occasional cry or 
flourish of the whip. The guns were not beautiful to look at. 
On the limbers were tarpadli іп sacks full of oats, and the guns 
themselves, hung round with teapots, the soldiers’ wallets and 
bags, looked like some harmless animals surrounded for some 
reason by horses and men. On the lee side of each gun, 
brandishing their arms, marched six gunners, and bel find 
came more leaders, wheclers and more guns, each as ugly 
and uninspiring as the one in front. Behind the second 
followed a third and then a fourth, by the fourth an officer, 
and so on. There were six batteries in the brigade, and each 
battery had four guns. The cavalcade stretched about half 
a verst along the road. At the end came a train of wagons, 
near which, with head bent in thought, walked the donkey 
Ulagar, who had been brought over from Turkey by a battery 
commander. 

Riabovitch gazed indifferently at the necks in front and 
the faces behind; another day he would have closed his eyes 
and tried to doze, but now he abandoned himself to his new 
and pleasant thoughts. When the brigade had first started he 
tried to convince himself that the incident of the kiss was only 
а funny little adventure that could not be taken seriously, but 
he soon waved logic aside and abandoned himself to his 
dreams. . . . He imagined himself іп the Rabbeks’ drawing- 
room, now by the side of a girl resembling the one in lilac and 
the fair girl in black, now, when he closed his eyes, by the side 
of a strange girl with vague, elusive features. In thought he 
spoke to her, caressed her, drew her to his breast. He imagined 
himself going to the wars and leaving her behind, then the 
return and the supper with his wife and children. 

“To the brakes!” rang the command before the descent 
of each hill. He too cried, “ То the brakes!” dreading each 
time that the ay would break the spell of his dream and bring 
him back to reality. 
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They passed a large country house. Riabovitch looked over 
the hedge into the garden. An avenue, long and straight as 
а rule, met the eye, strewn with. yellow gravel and planted 
with young birches. . . . With the ecstasy of a dreamer he 
pictured tiny feminine feet walking along the yellow path, 
and unexpected the image of the eid who had kissed him rose 
before his mind, the girl he had been unable to visualise 
yesterday at supper. This image became fixed in his brain 
and never afterwards left him. 

At midday a loud command was heard from the rear of the 
column: 

“ Attention! Eyes right! Officers!” 

Τη a carriage drawn by a pair of white horses was the brigade 
general. He stopped by the second battery and called out 
something that no one understood. Several officers rode up, 
Riabovitch among them. 

“Well, how gocs it?" the general asked, blinking his 
reddened eyes. “ Are there any sick?” 

Receiving a reply, the little general mused for a moment, 
then turned to onc of the officers: 

“ The driver of your third gun wheeler has taken off his leg- 
guard and hung it on the limber, the blackguard. Punish 
him.” He raised his eyes to Riabovitch and continued, 
“ And the breechings of your harness are too long.” 

After a few more tiresome remarks the general turned to 
Lobitko with a smile. 

* Why so sad to-day, Lieutenant Lobitko?" he asked. 
“ Are you sighing for Madame Lopukhova, eh? Gentlemen, 
Lobitko is hing for Madame Lopukhova! ” 

Madame Lopukhova was a tall, portly lady, well on the 
wrong side of forty. The general, who had a weakness for 
large women of any age, suspected his officers of a like taste. 
The officers smiled respectfully. The general, pleased with 
his amusing sally, laughed aloud, then touched the coachman's 
back and saluted. Тһе carriage rolled анау; 

“ Though it seems to me like the wildest И dreams, beyond 
the range of possibility, it is really а very commonplace thing.” 
Riabovitch mused, gazing at the cloud of dust raised by the 
general’s carriage. “ It is very usual and happens to every- 
one. . . . Take the general, for instance; he must have fallen 
in love; now he is married and has children of his own. 
Captain Bachter is also married and loved, no doubt, for all 
that he has an ugly neck and no waist; and Salmanov is a 
rough fellow, too much of the Tartar, yet he had a love affair 
that ended in marriage. I am just as other men, and sooner 
or later the same fate will befall me. . . .” 
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And the thought that he was ап ordinary man and that his 
life was ordinary rejoiced and encouraged him. He gave 
free rein to his imagination and pictured her and his future 
Һа) Wines as he would like it to be. 

en the brigade reached its destination and the officers 
rested in the tents, Riabovitch, Mersliakov and Lobitko were 
seated at supper round а box. Mersliakov ate slowly, readin, 
The Messenger Y. Europe lying on his knee. Lobitko talkeç 
incessantly and kept on filling his glass with beer, and Riabo- 
vitch, whose head was in a whirl with his long day-dreams, 
drank silently. After the third glass he grew tipsy and weak; 
an uncontrollable desire came over him to tell his colleagues 
of his new emotions. 

“А funny incident happened to me at those Rabbeks’,” he 
began, trying to give an indifferent, disdainful tone to his 
voice. “ I went into the billiard-room, you know.” . . . And 
he related the tale of the kiss in detail and was surprised that 
it took so little time in the telling—not more than a minute 
at most. It seemed to him that the story of the kiss would 
have taken at least till the morning in the telling. Lobitko, 
who was a confirmed liar, and thus believed no one else, 
looked at Riabovitch with an incredulous smile. Mersliakov 
raised his brows, and without looking up from his journal 
said : 

“А strange thing, to be sure! to throw hersclf on a man's 
neck without a word. Тһе girl must be neurotic, I should 
think." 

“Νο doubt," Riabovitch agreed. 

“ A similar incident once happened to me,” Lobitko began. 
“I was travelling to Kovna last year, second class. The car- 
riage was packed with people; to sleep was impossible. I 
gave the conductor half a rouble and he took up my luggage 
and led me into a sleeping car. I lay down and covered 
myself with a blanket. . . . It was quite dark, you know. 
Suddenly I felt someone touch me on the shoulder and breathe 
into my face. I put out my hand and felt an elbow. . . . I 
opened my eyes, and would you believe it—there was a 
woman! Black eyes, lips as red as a fine salmon, nostrils 
breathing passion, a bosom like a buffer. . . .” 

“I can understand about the bosom,” Mersliakov inter- 
raped, him calmly, “ but how could you see the lips in the 

rk?” 

Lobitko began to hedge and then to laugh at Mersliakov's 
lack of imagi mation. Riabovitch was offended; he walked 
away from the box, lay down and promised himself never to be 
communicative again. 
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The life of the camp began. Day followed day, each like 
every other. Riabovitch the whole time thought and felt 
and behaved like a man in love. Every morning, when the 
orderly brought his washing things and he poured the cold 
water over his head, he remembered that something sweet 
and precious had come into his life. 

Sometimes, when his comrades began to talk of love and 
women, he drew nearer, listening, his face assuming the 
expression of a soldier hearing the tale of a battle in which he 
had fought. And on evenings when the officers, at the instiga- 
tion of the setter, Lobitko, made Don Juan excursions into the 
village, Riabovitch, though he participated in them, was 
miserable and felt himself immeasurably to blame; in thought 
he asked forgiveness of her. . . . In leisure hours, or on sleep) fess 
nights, when the desire usually came over him to recall his 
childhood, his father, mother, all that was near and dear to 
him, he invariably thought of Mestechko, the curious horse, 
Rabbek, his wife who looked like the Empress Eugénie, the 
dark room, the bright crack in the door... . 

On the 31st of August he rcturned from camp, not with the 
whole brigade, but with two batteries only; the whole way 
he was strangely excited, as though he were going home to 
his native place. Once more he longed to sce the strange 
horse, the church, Rabbek’s affected (SES the dark room. 
An “inner voice" that so often deceives those in love told 
him that he would see her. And he began to wonder how he 
would greet her, what he would say to her. Had she forgotten 
about the kiss? If the worst were to happen and he did not 
see her at all, he would, at any rate, walk through the dark 
room and remember. . . . 

Towards the evening, the familiar church and white barns 
appeared on the horizon. Riabovitch’s heart beat fast. He 
did not hear what the officer who rode near him was saying, 
he forgot everything, and with a great longing gazed at the 
river sparkling in the distance, at the roof of the house, at the 
dovecot and circling doves, lighted up Бу the setting sun. 

They arrived at the church; he listened to the quarter- 
master’s report, expecting every moment to see the horseman 
appear who would invite them to the general’s to tea, but the 
quartermaster had finished, the officers hastened to the village 
and still the horseman did not come. . . . 

“ Rabbek will soon learn from the peasants that we are here 
and will send for us,” Riabovitch thought, entering the hut 
and failing to comprehend why his comrades had lighted the 
candles and why the orderlies were preparing the samovars. 

He felt depressed. He lay down, then got up and looked 
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out of the window to see if the horseman was coming. But 
no horseman was in sight. Once more he lay down, and 
unable to bear his anxiety, after a while he went out into the 
street and made his way to the church. The square by the 
church fence was dark and deserted. Three soldiers were 
standing together in silence at the crest of the hill. At sight 
of Riabovitch they started and gave the salute. Не saluted in 
turn and began to descend the hill along the familiar path. 

On the opposite bank the sky was a bright purple; 
the moon rose; two women, talking loudly, were pul fing 
cabbage leaves in a kitchen-garden: beyond the kitchen- 
garden were the dark outlines of several huts. . . . On this 
side it was the same as in May—there was the path, the bushes, 
the overhanging willows—only the song of the brave little 
ni ghtingale was missing and the scent of. poplar and young grass. 

iabovitch approached the garden and looked through the 
gate. It was dark and quiet within. The white trunks of 
the nearest birches were visible and a pat of the avenue, the 
rest was a darkened mass. Riabovitch listened intently and 
peered into the darkness, but after half an hour of waiting and 
watching, and hearing no sound and seeing no light, he 
turned back. 

He stopped by the river. Before him, gleaming in the 
darkness, was the general’s bathing-hut and a sheet hanging 
on the rail of the little bridge. Не went on to the bridge and 
without any reason put out his hand to touch the sheet. 
He gazed down into the water. . . . The river flowed quickly 
and made a faint murmur by the stakes of the bathing-hut. 
The moon, large and red, was reflected near the left bank; 
tiny waves floated across it, extending the reflection, breaking 
it to pieces, as though they wished to carry it away... . 

“ How senseless! how senseless!” Riabovitch thought, 
gazing at the quickly flowing water. “ How senseless it all is! ” 

Now that he no longer expected anything, the story of the 
kiss, his im} patience; s vague hopes and disillusionment 
appeared to him in a true light. It seemed no longer strange 
to him that the general’s horseman had not appeared and 
that he would never meet the girl who had kissed him in 
mistake for someone else; on the contrary it would have 
been strange if he had met her.... 

The water flew past him, whither and why no one knew. 
It had flown past in May. From a little stream it had poured 
into a great river, then into the sca; from the sea it had risen 
in mist, then come down in rain, and now perhaps the water 
fying put him wai. the (very sime ‘he; ከ60 ien 18 May, 

y? Wherefore? 
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And the whole world and life itself seemed to Riabovitch to 
be one great, incomprehensible, senseless jest. He raised his 
eyes from the water and looked up at the sky; once more he 
remembered how fate, in the form of an unknown women, 
had шор ectedly caressed him; he recalled his dreams and 
images of the summer, and his life appeared to him so poor, 
wretched and colourless. . . . 

When he returned to his quarters, not one of his οοἶ]εαι gues 
was there. The orderly informed him that the officers had all 
gone to General “ Fontrabkin,” who had sent a horseman for 
them. . . . A feeling of joy for a moment sprang into Ria- 
bovitch’s heart, but he instantly smothered it. As though 
to spite Fate, who had treated him so badly, he did not go to 
the general's, but went instead to bed. 


ALEXANDER SERGIVITCH PUSHKIN 


(099-1637); First national poet of Russia. Three of 
is works, “ Ruslan and Lu {ш “ Eugene Onegin” 
and “ Boris Godunov,” have inspired operas by Glinka, 
Tchaikowsky and Mossourgski, respectively, while his 
classic tale of horror, “ The Queen of Spades,” was recently 
dramatised and produced in England by Komisajewsby. 
His work is romantic, and literally Byronic, from his associa- 
tion with and admiration for that poet. 


THE PISTOL SHOT 
“We fired at each other.” —BARATINSKY. 


“ I swore to kill him by the law of duelling, and I held my shot in reserve 
for him."—Tnz Bivouac. 


E were stationed in the little town of ——. The life of an 

army officer is well known. In the morning—drill, the 
riding-school; dinner with the regimental commander or at an 
cating-house kept by a Jew; in the evening, punch and cards. 
11 — there was not a single open house, not one marriageable 
girl; we used to assemble at each other’s quarters, where we set 
eyes on nothing but our own uniforms. 

In our society there was only one fellow who was not a 
military man. He was about thirty-five years of age, and so we 
regarded him as practically an old man. Experience gave him 
many advantages over us, in addition to which his habitual 
moroseness, severe disposition and caustic tongue had a 
powerful influence over young men of our turn of mind. Some 
mystery or other enshrouded his destiny; he appeared to be a 
Russian, yet he bore a foreign name. At one time he had 
served in the hussars, and even with distinction. No one knew 
the reason that had induced him to leave the service and settle 
in a wretched little place where he lived poorly, though at the 
same time extravagantly. He invariably went out on foot, in 
a worn-out black overcoat, yet he kept an open table for all the 
officers of our regiment. True, his dinner consisted of only two 
or three courses, prepared by an old soldier, yet for all that there 
was champagne in abundance. No one knew his means or 
what his income was, and no one had dared to question him 
upon the subject. He had a number of books, for the most part 
military works and novels. He willingly lent them to people, 
without ever asking for them back; at the same time, he never 
returned to its owner any book which he had borrowed. His 
chief recreation was shooting with the pistol. The walls of his 
room were pitted all over with bullets, and were as full of holes 
аз а honeycomb. A splendid Collection of pistols was the sole 

5 


THE PISTOL SHOT 349 


item of luxury in the poor little plastered cottage in which he 
lived. The skill to which he had attained was incredible, and 
if he had offered to shoot off a pear from anybody's forage-cap, 
there was no one in our regiment who would have hesitated to 
lend his head for the experiment. 

Our conversation often turned upon duels; Silvio (for so I 
shall call him) never took part in it. On being asked whether 
he had cver fought, he answered dryly that he had done so, but 
he would not enter into details, and it was evident that such 
questions were distasteful to him. We concluded that upon his 
conscience there lay some unhappy victim of his dreadful skill. 
However, it never entered our heads to suspect in him anythin; 
approaching cowardice. There are people whose external 
appearance alone repels such suspicions. But something 
happened unexpectedly which amazed us all. 

пе evening about ten of our officers were dining with 
Silvio. We drank as much as usual—that is to say, a great deal. 
After dinner we began to persuade our host to hold the bank for 
us. For a long time he refused, for he scarcely ever played, but 
in the end he ordered cards to be brought, strewed out on the 
table a hundred and fifty roubles in gold, and sat down to deal. 
We gathered around him, and play began. Silvio was 
accustomed to preserve complete silence during play; he never 
entered into disputes or exp! Рапота. If the punter hapi pened 
to miscount, then he immediately either paid up the difference 
or noted down the surplus. We were aware of this, and allowed 
him to keep the reckoning in his own way; but among us there 
was an officer who had but recently been transferred to our 
regiment. During the game he absent-mindedly scored one 
point too many. Silvio took the chalk and corrected the score, 
according to his custom. ‘Thinking he had made a mistake, the 
officer began an explanation. Silvio went on dealing in silence. 
Losing patience, the officer seized the brush and rubbed out 
what seemed to him to have been marked down wrongly. 
Silvio picked up the chalk and wrote it down again. The 
officer, inflamed by wine, play and the laughter of his comrades, 
considered himself deeply insulted, and snatching up in his rage 
a brass candlestick from the table, he hurled it at Silvio, who 
barely managed to stoop and avoid the impact. We were 
struck with consternation, Silvio rose to his feet, pale with 
anger, and said with flashing eyes: 

My dear sir, kindly leave, and thank God that this has taken 
place in my house.” 

We were in no doubt regarding what would follow, and we 
looked про n our new comrade as already а dead man. Тһе 
officer left, saying that he was ready to answer for the insult in 
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whatever way the banker wished. The game continued for a 
few minutes longer, but, feeling that our host had no further 
inclination for E ay, we took our departure one by one and 
returned to our quarters, discussing the prospective vacancy in 
our regiment. 

Next day, in the riding-school, we were asking whether the 
poor lieutenant were still alive, when he himself appeared 
among us, декар on we put the same question to him. Не 
replied that he had not heard the slightest news of Silvio. This 
astonished из. We went to sce Silvio, and found him in the 
yard sending bullet after bullet into an ace of spades fastened to 
the gate. He received us as usual, not uttering a word about 
the incident of the night before. Three days elapsed, and the 
lieutenant was still alive. With astonishment we asked, 
“ Could it be that Silvio did not intend to fight? ” 

Silvio did not fight. He contented himself with a very 

erfunctory explanation, and made up the quarrel. This 
Boked like injuring him seriously in the opinion of us young 
fellows. Want of courage is less excusable than anything in the 
eyes of young men, who in bravery generally see the summit of 
manly qualities and an excuse for all possible failings. 
However, gradually all was forgotten, and Silvio once more 
regained his old ascendency. 

1 alone could not become intimate with him again. 
Endowed by nature with a romantic imagination, I had 
formerly been attracted more strongly than the rest to this man, 
whose life was an enigma and who secmed to me the hero of 
some tale of mystery. Не was fond of me—at least, it was with 
me alone that he dropped his habitually sarcastic tone and 
p oke on different subjects with sincerity and unusual charm. 

jut after that unfortunate evening the thought that his honour 
had been besmirched and that of his own free will he had 
suffered the stain to remain—this theught would not leave me, 
and it prevented me from behaving towards him as I had been 
wont. I was even ashamed to look at him. Silvio was too 
astute and experienced not to remark this and divine the reason. 
It seemed to grieve him—at least, I observed in him once or 
twice a desire to have an explanation with me, but I would not 

ive him an | оррогишшу, and Silvio retired abashed. Непсе- 
forth I visit im only with my comrades, and our former 
heart-to-heart talks came to an end. 

The inhabitants of a capital, who have so many things to 
distract them, have no idea of the multitude of impressions 
known only to those who live in villages or small towns—as, for 
example, waiting for post-day to come round. On Tuesdays 
and Fridays our regimental office was full of officers, some 
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waiting for money, others for letters or papers. Packets were 
usually opened on the Етра t, news spread Fom mouth to mouth, 
and the office presented the most lively picture. Silvio used to 
receive his letters addressed to the care of our re; ment and 
usually waited for them in the office. One day they handed 
him a packet from which he tore the seal with an air of the 
reatest impatience. His eyes glittered as he ran through the 
fetter. The officers, each of whom was occupied with his own 
letters, noticed nothing. “ Gentlemen,” said Silvio, “ cir- 
cumstances demand my instant departure. I leave to-night. 
I hope you will not refuse to dine with me for the last time. I 
shall expect you, too,” he continued, turning to me. “I shall 
expect you without fail" With these words he hurried off, 
and, after agrecing to meet at Silvio’s, we went our different 


мау 5. 
arrived at Silvio's at the appointed time, and found almost 
the entire regiment assembled there. АП his effects were already 
Tod ете remained only the bare, bullet-riddled walls. 
е sat down at the table. Our host was in exceptionally Food 
spirits, and soon the whole company became infected with his 
gaiety. Corks popped every minute, the glasses foamed and 
bubbled over incessantly, and with the greatest goodwill we 
wished the traveller God speed and a pleasant journey. 

It was already far into the evening when we rose from the 
table. While we were sorting out our caps, Silvio, who was 
bidding his guests good-bye, took me by the hand and detained 
me just аз I was making ready to leave. “ I have something to 
за уо you," he said іп a low уоісе. І remained behind. 

e guests had gone. Left together, we sat down opposite 
one another and smoked our pipes in silence. Silvio was 
preoccupied i already all trace of his spasmodic pi had 
vanished. His deadly pallor and glittering eyes and the dense 
Smoke that issued from his mouth gave him the appearance of a 
veritable demon. After several minutes had passed Silvio 
broke silence. 

“Τε may be that we shall never see each other again,” he 
said, “ and before parting I wished to have an explanation with 
you. You may have remarked that I have little respect for the 
opinion of. още eople, but I have taken a liking to you, and it 
поща be ран to ше to leave а wrong impression in your 
mind.” 

He paused and began to knock out his pipe; I remained 
silent, with downcast eyes. 

“Tt appeared strange to you,” авер roceeded, “ that I did not 
demand satisfaction from that еп fool R——. You will 
agree that, since I had the right to choose the weapons, his life 
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was in my hands, while mine was in practically no danger. I 
could ascribe my forbearance to magnanimity alone, but I have 
no wish to Це. If I could have punished R—— without 
exposing my own life at all, then I should not have let him off 
for the world.” 
azed at Silvio with amazement. Such а confession 

completely disconcerted me. Silvio continued. 

“ Quite so; I have no right to expose myself to death, Six 
years ago I received a slap in the face, and my enemy is still 
living." 


My interest was thoroughly aroused.“ You didn't fight him, 
then?” I queried. “Ко doubt circumstances kept you 
арам?” 


“Yes, I fought with him," replied Silvio, “ and here is а 
souvenir of our duel." 

Silvio rose and took from a cardboard box a red cap trimmed 
with braid and adorned with a gold tassel (the kind of cap that 
the French call * bonnet de police"). He put it on. It had 
been perforated by a bullet nearly two inches from the forehcad. 

> You are aware,” continued Silvio, “ that I served in the 
---- regiment of hussars. My character is known to you. I 
am accustomed to taking the first place in everything: , but in my 
youth this was a positive passion with me. Іп our day wildness 
was in fashion—and I was the wildest blade in the army. We 
prided ourselves on our drunkenness—and I outdrank the 
celebrated Bourtsev, whose prowess has been sung by Denis 
Davidov.) In our regiment Чем were a constant occurrence— 
in all of them I was either a second or a principal. My 
comrades idolised me, while the commanding οἱ cers, who were 
constantly being changed, looked upon me as а necessary evil. 

“I was peacefully—or, rather, unpeacefully—enjoying my 
reputation when there was appointed to our regiment a young 
man of a rich and illustrious family (I will not mention his 
name). In all my life І have not met such a dazzlingly lucky 
fellow! Picture to yourself youth, wit, good looks, the wildest 
gaiety, the most reckless daring, a celebrated name, wealth the 
extent of which he did not know himself and which he never 
even bothered his head about—and imagine what kind of effect 
he must have produced among us. 

“ My pre-eminence was en. Allured by my reputation, 
he began to seek my friendship, but I received him coldly, and 
without any regret he held aloof from me. I grew to hate him. 
His successes in the regiment and in the society of women 
reduced me to complete despair. I began to seek a quarrel 
with him. To my epigrams he replied with others which 

? A Russian poet contemporary with Pushkin. 
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always seemed to me more original and more cutting than minu 
and which were, of course, far more entertaining, for he jested 
while I indulged in malice. 

** At last, at a ball one evening at the Polish ambassador's, 
seeing him the object of the attention of all the ladies, and 
particularly of the hostess herself, with whom I had once had an 
intrigue, I whispered in his car some trivial insult or other. He 
flared up and gave me а slap in the face. Our hands flew to 
our swords. The ladies collapsed in a swoon. We were 
dragged apart, and that same night we went out to fight. 

“ Day was breaking. І stood at the appointed place with my 
three seconds. It was with inexplicable impatience that 1 
awaited my antagonist. The spring sun had risen, and it had 
already begun to grow hot. I caught sight of him in the 
distance. He was on foot, with his sword under his military 
coat, attended by a single second. We went to meet him. He 
approached, holding his forage-cap full of wild cherries. Тһе 
seconds measured off twelve paces for us. І was to fire first, 
but hatred had raised such strong agitation in me that I could 
not rely upon the steadiness of my hand, and in order to give 
myself time to grow cool, I offered to let him fire first. My 
opponent would not agree to this. It was proposed that we 
should draw lots, The first number fell to him, the constant 
favourite of fortune. He took aim and sent his bullet through 
my cap. 

* It was now my turn. His life at last was in my hands. I 
looked at him searchingly, seeking to detect but one shadow of 
uneasiness. He stood Hing my pistol, selecting the пре 
cherries out of his cap and spitting out the stones, which flew as 
far as where I was standing. His indifference maddened me. 
* What advantage would it be to me,' I thought, * to deprive 
him of his life, when he does not prize it in the least?" A 
wicked thought flashed through my mind. I lowered my pistol. 

“ * Apparently, you are not ready for death at the moment,’ 
I said to him. * You are deigning to have your breakfast. I 
have no wish to hinder you." 

“*You are not hindering me in the least, he returned. 
« Please be so good as to fire—or rather, do just as you like. 
"The shot remains yours, and I am always at your service." 

® I turned to the seconds, declaring that I did not intend to 
fire just then, and thereupon the duel came to an end. 

“I retired from the service, and withdrew to this little place. 

„From that time not a day has passed but I have not dreamed of 
revenge. Now my hour has come. . . ." 

Silvio took from his pocket the letter he had received in the 
morning, and gave it to me to read. The writer (apparently 
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“ Tolerably well," I replied, glad that the conversation had 
touched at last upon a subject with which I was at home, “I 
can shoot the pip s out of a playing-card at thirty paces without 
once missing—of course, using pistols with which I am familiar.” 

“ Indeed? " said the Countess, with an air of great attentive- 
nes. “ And you, my dear, can you hit a card at thirty paces? ” 

“ Some day,” replied the Count, “ we will try. I was not a 
bad shot in my time, but it is four ycars now since I took a 
pistol in hand.” 

* Oh," I remarked, “in that case I am prepared to wager 
that your Excellency will not hit a card even at twenty paces, 
Pistol-shooting demands daily practice. This I know from 
experience. I was reckoned one of the best shots in our 
regiment. It fell out once that for a whole month I did not 
touch a pistol, for mine had gone to be repaired, and what do 
you think, Your Excellency? The first time I began to shoot 
again I missed a bottle four times in succession at twenty-five 

aces. We had a captain who was a witty fellow and a wag; 
[^ happened to come along just then and said to me, ' I'll tell 

ou what it is, brother; your hand won't lift itself against the 

ottle!’ No, Your Excellency, it doesn't do to disdain 
practising, or you are sure to lose your skill. Тһе best shot I 
ever encountered used to shoot every day—at least three times 
before dinner. It was as customary for him as taking his glass 
of vodka.” 

The Count and Countess were pleased that I had found 
something to talk about. 

“ And how did he shoot? ” the Count asked me. 

“ТИ tell you, Your Excellency. He would happen to see а 
fly alight on the wall. You are laughing, Countess? By Jove, 
it is the truth. Well, he catches sight of the fly and calls out, 
* Kouzka! a pistol!’ Kouzka brings him a loaded pistol. Не 
fires, and crushes the fly against the wall!” 

“Тез amazing!” said the Count. “Апа what was his пате?” 

“ Silvio, your Excellency.” 

“ Silvio!” cried the Count, jumping up. “You knew 
Silvio? ” - 

“ How could I help knowing him, Your Excellency? I was 
a friend of his. Не was accepted in our regiment like our own 
brother and comrade; but it is now five years since I had any 
news of him. Then I suppose Your Excellency knew him, 
too?” 

“ Yes, I knew him very well. Did he never tell you about a 
certain учу strange incident? ” 

“ Does Your Excellency mean the slap in the face which he 
received from some madman at а Бай?” 
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“No, Your Excellency, he never mentioned it... . ልከ! 
Your Excellency,” I went on, divining the truth, “ forgive 
ше... I did not know . . . surely it was not you? ” 


* Yes, it was I,” replied the Count, with an air of extra- 
ordinary agitation, “ and the bullet-holes in that picture are a 
souvenir of our last meeting. . . .” 

“ Ah! my dear,” said the Countess, “ for God's sake, do not 
relate that incident. It would be distressing to me to listen to 

“No,” replied the Count, “I will relate everything. He 
knows how ? insulted his friend; let him hear, too, how Silvio 
took his revenge.” 

The Count pushed an armchair towards me, and it was with 
the keenest interest that I listened to the following story. 

“Five years ago I got married. The first month—the 
honeymoon—we spent here, in this villag е. To this house I am 
indebted for the best moments of my life, and also for some of 
the most painful memories. 

“One evening we went out together on horseback. እፈ 
wife’s horse became rather restive. She grew frightened, 
handed over the bridle to me and went home on foot, while I 
rode on ahead of her. Outside the door I saw a travelling- 
carriage; they informed mc that there was a man waiting for 
me in my cabinet who had refused to give his name, declarin 
simply that he had business with me. I entered this room, an 
in the gloom I saw a man, covered with dust and with a 
growth of beard. Не was standing just here, by the chimney- 
piece. I went towards him, endeavouring to place his features. 

“ * Do you not recognise me, Count?’ he said in a tremulous 
voice. 

©“ * Silvio!’ I exclaimed, and I must confess that I felt my 
hair suddenly stand on end, 5 иш 

TIE DS so, he proceeded. ‘There із a shot owing to me, 
and Í have come to fire off my pistol. Are you ready? ° 

There was a pistol sticking out of his side-pocket. I measured 
off twelve paces and stood there in the corner, beggi ing him to 
hurry up and fire before my wife returned. He delayed—he 
asked for lights. They brought in the candles. I closed the 
doors, forbade anybody to enter, and once more begged him to 
fire. He drew out his pistol and took aim . . . I counted the 
seconds . . . I thought of her... Thus passed a dreadful 
minute! Silvio lowered his hand. 

“І regret,’ said he, ‘ that the pistol is not loaded with cherry- 
stones... the bullet is heavy. It seems to me that we have here 
not a duel, but a murder. ` I am not used to taking aim at an 
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unarmed man. Let us begin again. We will draw lots to 
decide who shall fire first.’ 

“ My head was going round. , . . It seems that I would not 
agree. . . . In the end we loaded another pistol and screwed 
up two pieces of paper, which he placed in the very сар which 
had once been pierced by my bul fiet Once more I drew the 
first number. 

“< You have the devil's own luck, Count,’ said he, with a 
smile which I shall never forget. I cannot understand what 
had come over me, and how he could have compelled me to do 
it, but . . . I fired, and the bullet hit that picture.” 

The Count pointed with his finger to the bullet-pierced 
picture. His face was as red as fire; the Countess was whiter 
than her own handkerchief. I could not repress an 
exclamation, 

“TI fired," proceeded the Count, “ and, thank God, it was 
amiss. Then Silvio—at that moment he was truly terrible— 
Silvio began to take aim at me. Suddenly the door flew open, 
and Masha ran in and threw herself upon my neck with a 
shriek, Her presence recalled to me alt my courage. ‘Do 
you not sce, dear,’ I said to her, * that we are joking? What a 
fright you have had! Go and drink a glass of water and return 
to us; I will present to you an old friend and comrade.’ 

“ Masha could not bring herslf to believe me. ‘ Tell me, is 
my husband speaking the truth?" she said, turning to the 
relentless Silvio. * 15 it true that you are both joking?’ 

“ ‘He is always joking, Countess,’ replied Silvio. ‘One 
day, while joking, he gave mea slap in the face; joking still, he 
sent a bullet through this cap of mine; joking, he has just 
missed shooting me. And now I have a wish to joke." 

“ With these words, he was about to take aim at me—in her 
presence! Мазһа threw herself at his feet. 

“Се up, Masha! For shame!’ I cried in a rage. 
* And you, sir, will you cease making fun of a poor woman? 
Are you going to fire or not? * 

“Ко, I’m not,’ replied Silvio. ‘I am satisfied. I have 
witnessed your agitation, your dismay: I have forced you to 
fire at me, and Í am satisfied. T leàve you to your to own 
conscience." 

“With that he was about to go, but he stopped in the 
doorway, glanced at the picture which had been pierced by my m 
bullet, fired at it almost without aiming, and disappeared. 
My wife lay in a faint. The servants did not dare to detain 
him, and looked upon him with horror. He went out on the 
steps, called his driver, and drove away before I had succeeded 
in recovering myself.” 


THE PISTOL SHOT 359 


The Count ceased speakin, i In this manner I learned the 
conclusion of the story whose beginning had once so struck me. 
The hero of it I never encountered again. It is said that Silvio 
commanded a division of Hetairists during the insurrection of 
Alexander Ypsilanti and was killed in the battle of Skuliany. 


МАХІМ СОККУ 


መሯቿ „ was born at Nijni Novgorod (now called 
orky а) him). Не led an adventurous life, taking 
menial jobs or ΜΗ; а tramp’s existence until 1897, when 
the pub lication of his first volume of short stories established his 
Same as a writer. His sympathies were with the lower classes, 
‘about whom he wrote. Не supported the Bolshevik régime of 
1917, and, despite his poor health, returned from Sorrento to 
live’ in Soviet Russia. He died of heart-failure following 
pneumonia, having been tubercular for years ; in 1938 a fre: 
sensation occurred when a doctor was accused of having caused 
his death. 


TWENTY-SIX MEN AND A GIRL 


"THERE were twenty-six of us fellows—twenty-six living 
machines shut up in a damp cellar, where from morning 
till night we kneaded dough and made cracknels. The 
windows of our cellar looked into a sort of pi it that was excavated 
in front of them and was lined with bricks which had become 
green with damp; the window-frames were blocked up from 
the outside with a picce of iron netting, and it was impossible 
for the sunlight to reach us through the panes, which were 
covered with a dusting of flour. Our employer had fixed this 
iron over the windows so as to prevent our giving a morsel of 
his bread to beggars or to those of our friends who, being out 
of work, were going hungry in consequence. Our employer 
used to call us sharpers, and for dinner gave us putrid tripe 
instead of meat. 

It was cramped and stuffy, living in that stone box beneath 
the low, oppressive ceiling, covered with soot and cobwebs. 
We felt stifled and sickly between those thick walls, decorated 
with patches of filth and mould. . . . We got up at five in 
the morning, without having had enough sleep, and, dull 
and indifferent, by six were already seated at the bench making 
cracknels out of the dough that had been prepared for us by 
our comrades while we were asleep. And all day long, from 
the morning until ten o’clock at night, a number of us sat at 
the bench, rolling out the elastic dough with our hands, and 
now and then giving ourselves a shake so as not to get numb, 
while at the same time others mixed the flour with water. 
And all day lon; 5 pensively and sadly, Ше seething water purred 
in the ከ01 er where the cracknels were simmering, while the 
baker's shovel scraped swiftly and spitefully over the floor of 
the oven, tossing the slippery Jumps of boiled dough on to the 
hot brieks. From morning till night the wood burned in one 
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side of the oven, and the crimson glare of the flames danced 
on the wall of the workshop, as though silently mocking at us. 
The huge oven resembled the misshapen head of a monster 
іп a fairy-tale—it seemed to thrust itsclf up from beneath the 
floor, open its wide jaws, full of glowing fire, and breathe its 
hot breath over us, contemplating our endless labours with 
the two black cavities of vent-holes above its mouth. These 
two deep cavities were like cycs—thc pitiless, passionless eyes— 
of a monster: they watched us always with the same sombre 
look, as though they had grown tired of looking upon slaves, 
and, not ex pectins anything human from them, despised them 
with the cold contempt of superior knowledge. 

Day after day, amid flour dust, amid filth brought in on our 
feet from the yard, іп a dense, recking atmosphere, we rolled 
out dough and made cracknels, which became moistened with 
our sweat. And we hated our work with bitter hatred; we 
never ate the product of our own hands, preferring black bread 
to crackncls. Seated opposite one another at the long bench, 
nine opposite nine, we moved our hands and fingers like 
machines, hour after hour, and so accustomed were we to our 
work that we no longer troubled to follow our own movements. 
And we had studied one another so thoroughly that each of 
us was acquainted with every wrinkle on the faces of his com- 
panions. ‘There was nothing for us to talk about, but we had 
grown accustomed to this, and observed a perpetual silence— 
that is, when we were not wrangling, for there is always some- 
thing to find fault with a man fer, especially a comrade. But 
it was seldom that we wrangled—for how can a man be at 
fault if he is half-dead, if he has become like a dummy, if his 
every feeling has been stifled by the severity of his daily work? 
Yet silence is dreadful and grievous only for those who have 
already said everything and who have nothing more to utter; 
for pcople who have not yet begun to speak, silence is an easy 
and simple business. . . . 

Sometimes we sang, and our song would begin іп this manner: 
suddenly, in the middle of his work, one of us would utter the 
heavy sigh of a weary horse, and in a low voice would begin 
to sing one of those long-drawn songs the bitter-sweet refrain 
of which always lightens the burden that із oppressing the 
heart of the singer. Thus one of us sings, and we at first listen 
silently to his solitary song, as it dies away and is extinguished 
under the heavy roof of the cellar, like a little fire of twigs in 
the stepp e on a damp autumn night, when the grey sky over- 
hangs the earth like a roof of lead. Then another joins іп 
with the singer, and now there are two voices softly and sadly 
floating in the foul atmosphere of our narrow cell. And 
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suddenly several voices take up the song simultaneousl: yi i it 
surges like a wave, grows stronger, louder, and seems to t 
asunder the damp, heavy walls of our stone prison. . . . 

Now all ከ -six of us are singing; our loud voices, 
attuned through long practice, fill the workroom; our song 
is stifled there; it beats against the stone walls, groans, weeps, 
and quickens the heart with a gentle, tantalising ache, irritating 
old wounds and arousing poignant yearnings. . . . The 
singers utter deep and heavy sighs; now one of them abruptly 
breaks off his song and listens long to the voices of his comrades, 
and then once again his voice flows into the general wave of 
sound. Another, with a bitter cry of “ Ah! ”, sings with closed 
eyes, and perhaps the great, broad flood of sound scems to 
him like a distant road bathed in bright sunshine, a wide road 
along which he can see himself proceeding. . . . 

The flame flickers in the stove, the baker's shovel scrapes 
against the oven-bricks, the water murmurs in the boiler, and 
the glare of the fire flickers on the wall with silent laughter. 
+ + . And in the borrowed words of our song we pour out our 
dull grief, the sorrowful yearning of living beings deprived of 
the sun, the yearning of slaves. Thus we lived, twenty-six of 
us, in the cellar of a big stone house, and so burdensome was 
our life that it seemed as though all the three storeys of this 
house were resting upon our shoulders. . . . 


However, we had something else that was nice besides songs, 
something which we loved and which, perhaps, supplied 5 
us the place of the sun. On the second floor of our house was 
2 gold-embroiderer's shop, and there, together with numerous 
work-girls, lived a sixteen-year-old maidservant called Tanya. 
Every morning a rosy little face with merry blue eyes appeared 
behind the glazed door leading into the workroom from the 
passage, and a sweet, ringing voice called out to us, 

“ Little prisoners! Give me some cracknels! ” 

We would all turn round at this clear, familiar sound, and 
joyously, good-naturedh v gaze at the pure, girlish face smiling 
so charmingly at us. е were filled with happiness by the 
familiar spectacle of her nose pressed against the glass and her 
little white teeth gleaming between her rosy lips, parted in a 
smile. Jostling one another, we rushed to open the door to 
her, and in she would come, so gay and pretty, holding out her 
apron—would stand before us smiling all the time, with her 
head a little on one side. A Jong ; thick plait of chestnut hair 
fell over her shoulder and rested on her bosom. And we—a 
lot of dirty, black, deformed chaps—would look p at her with 
our heads thrown back (for the threshold of the door was four 
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steps higher than the floor) and bid her good-morning, using 
words to which we had grown unaccustomed and which we 
reserved only for her. When we were talking to her, our 
voices would grow softer and our jokes more restrained. 
Everything had to be of the best when she was with us. The 
baker would take out of the oven a shovelful of the crispest, 
brownest cracknels and toss them deftly into Tanya’s apron, 

“Mind you don't run into the boss!" we would always 
warn her, She would give a roguish laugh and, calling merrily 
“ Good-bye, little prisoners!” would vanish swiftly like a little 
mouse. 

And that was all. . . . But long after she had gone we would 
discuss her happily with one another; we would always 
repeat the same things that we had said yesterday and the day 
before, because she and we and all around us remained just 
the same as we had been yesterday and the day before. . . . 
It is a very dreary and painful business for a man to go on 
living while around him nothing changes, and if it does not 
end by killing his soul, then the stagnation of his surroundings 

grows more and more insufferable the longer he lives. ር 

е were always accustomed to speak about women іп such 
terms that we ourselves were disgusted at times by our coarse 
and shameless words, and this is not to be wondered at, for 
such women as we knew were, perhaps, not worth any politer 
expressions. But we never spoke coarsely about Tanya; she 
never even heard a broad joke from us, let alone would any of 
us so much as venture to lay a finger on her. Perhaps this 
was because she never stayed long with us—she flashed before 
our eyes like a star falling from heaven, and disappeared; but 
it may have been because she was small and very pretty, and 
all beauty inspires respect, even among rough natures. And 
besides, although the drudgery of our work had reduced us to 
the condition of doltish oxen, at the same time we were still 
men and, like all men, could not live without worshipping 
something or other. We had no one better than she, and no 
one else had ever paid any attention to us, living as we did in 
the cellar—no one, although there were dozens of people in 
the house. And at length—this, indeed, is the chief thing— 
we all came to regard her as something particularly our own, 
something whose very existence depended upon our cracknels; 
we had imposed проп ourselves the duty of providing her with 
hot cracknels, and this became for us the daily sacrifice to an 

,idol; it was almost a koly rite, and it bound us to her more 
strongly every day. Besides cracknels, we used to give Tanya 
a great „deal of advice, such as to dress more warmly, not to 
run rapidly up and down stairs, not to carry heavy bundles of 
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wood. She listened to our advice with a smile, replied to it 
with a laugh, and never obeyed us; but this did not offend us— 
all we wanted was to let her see how much саге we took of her. 

She frequently came to us with various requests—asking us, 
for example, to open the heavy door of the ice-house or to 
split some wood for her—and it was with joy and even a kind 
of prde that we executed these tasks and anything else she 
wished. But once, when one of us asked her to mend his only 
shirt for him, she sniffed disdainfully and said, “ What next? 
The idea of it!” 

We chaffed the poor fellow a good bit, and never again did 
we ask her to do anything for us. We loved her—with that 
word all is said. Man always wants an object upon which to 
bestow his love, even though that object may be besmirched 
or crushed thereby; his love may even poison the life of his 
nearest and dearest, because he Jove without respecting his 
beloved. We had to love Tanya, for there was no one else for 
us to love. 

Now and then, for some reason, one of us would suddenly 
begin to ruminate thus : 

** Why do we spoil the hussy so? What is there about her, 
ch? Why is it we make such а fuss over her?” 

We came down pretty sharply on the man who dared to say 
such things—we had to have something to love; we had found 
it and loved it, and what the whole twenty-six of us loved must 
be steadfast and unaltcrable for each one of us, like a holy 
thing, and anyone who went against us in this was our enemy. 
We loved, and perchance we had not really done wisely, but 
at any rate there were twenty-six of us concerned, and we 
intended to see that what was dear to us should also be sacred 
to others. 

Our love is no less burdensome than hatred . . . and it 
may be that this is just why some proud souls affirm that our 
hatred is more flattering than our love. . . . But why, then, 
do they not run away from us, if this is so? 


Besides the cracknel factory, our boss also ran a bakery; it 
was in the same house, and only a wall separated it from our 
cellar, but the bakery-hands—there were four of them—held 
aloof from us, regarding their work as cleaner than ours and 
themselves, consequently, as better than we. They never 
visited our workroom, and laughed derisively at us when they 
encountered us in the yard; neither did we visit them, for the 
boss had forbidden us to do so, for fear we should steal his 
fancy bread. We did not like the bakery-hands, because we 
were jealous of them; their work was less arduous than ours, 
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and they were paid more and fed better; also, they had an 
airy, well-lighted workroom and were all so clean and healthy 
in striking contrast to us. We all looked yellow and grey; 
three of us had syphilis and several suffered from the itch, 
while one of us was completely doubled up with rheumatism. 
On holidays and in their leisure time they used to wear jackets 
and squeaky boots, while a couple of them sported harmonicas, 
and they all went parading in the public gardens; whereas 
we were arrayed in filthy rags, with clogs or bast shoes on our 
feet, and we werc not allowed by the police to enter the gardens 
—so how could we possibly like the Bakers? 

And then one day we heard that their head-baker had taken 
to drink and that the boss had sacked him and taken on 
another, and that this other was a soldier who wore a satin 
waistcoat and a watch with a gold chain. We were impatient 
to set eyes on such a dandy, and in the hope of catching a 
glimpse of him, we were continually running out into the 
yard, one after another. 

However, he appeared of his own accord in our workroom. 
Kicking open the door with his foot and leaving it open, he 
stood upon the threshold, smiling, and said to us: 

“Lord help us! How are you, mates?” 

Тһе frosty air rushed in through the door in great, smoke- 
like clouds, and whirled round his feet as he stood there on 
the threshold looking down at us, and behind his fair, neatly 
twisted moustache there gleamed large, yellow teeth. His 
waistcoat was indeed out of the ordinary—it was blue and 
embroidered with flowers and shone resplendently, while the 
buttons were made of some red stone or other. And it was 
true about Ше watch-chain. . . . 

Не was a handsome fellow, this soldier—tall and healthy- 
looking, with ruddy checks and a clear, friendly expression 
in his big, bright cyes. Не had а stiffly starched white сар 
upon his head, while the pointed toes of fashionable, highly 
polished boots peeped out from beneath his immaculately 
clean apron. 

Our Preman politely asked him to shut the door; he did so 
without showing any haste, and then began to ask us questions 
about our employer. All talking at once, we hastened to 
inform him that our boss was a cunning rogue, a sharper, a 
villain and a tyrant—we told him, in fact, all that we couldn’t 
help telling him about the boss, although it is impossible to 
write it down here. The soldier listened, twitched his 
moustache and surveyed us with a bright, friendly gaze. 

“ Anyway, you've got plenty of girls here,” he suddenly 
remarked. 
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A fewofus tittered deferentially, others gave a smirk, andsome- 
body explained to the soldier that we had nine girls in the place. 

^Y suppose you make the best of them? " queried the soldier, 
with a wink. 

Again we tittered, but not very loudly and in an embarrassed 
way. . . . Many of us would have liked to show the soldier 
that they were just as bold sparks as he was, but none had the 
courage to do so. One of us admitted as much by remarking 
in a low voice, “ How can we . . .?” 

“Well, it certainly would be a bit too much for you," 
observed the soldier with conviction, as he looked us over 
closely. “ Somehow you don't quite look up to it. There's 
no... bearing about you ... appearance . . . style, in 
fact. And a woman loves style in а man. She will have а 
fellow with a well-set-up frame, with everything about him as 
it should be. What's more, she’s got an eye for strength. She 
wants a fist like that!” 

The soldier drew his right hand out of his Pocket and showed 
it to us; his shirt-sleeve was rolled up, and his arm, bare to 
the elbow, was white-skinned and powerful and covered with 
glistening, golden hairs. 

“ Legs, Chest all must be sturdy. And then, a fellow must 
be dressed decently, во as to show himself off favourably. 
Take myself, for instance—all the women fall in love with me. 
I don't even have to invite them or angle for them—they 
ар ly throw themselves оп my neck, five at a time!” 

е seated himself upon a sack of flour and held forth at 
length upon the subject of how women loved him and how 
gallant he was with them. Then he took his departure, and 
when the door had creaked to behind him we were silent for 
а long time, thinking of him and of his tales. And then all 
began to talk at once, and it was obvious immediately that we 
had all taken to him. Не was so artless and charming—he had 
simply come in, sat down and chatted with us, and usually no 
опе came to see us, no one chatted with us like that, like friends. 
And we went on talking about him and his future successes 
with the embroideresses, who, when they encountered us in 
the yard, either passed us on one side with their lips pursed 
disdainfully, or looked sri ht through us as though we had 
not been there. But we had nothing but admiration for them, 
whether we met them in the yard or whether they passed by 
our windows—in winter dressed in fur cloaks and bonnets, in 
summer wearing hats trimmed with flowers and carrying gaily- 
coloured parasols. Nevertheless, we used to discuss these gi: 
in a way that, if they could have heard us, would have driven 
them mad with shame and mortification. . . . 
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“ But he mustn't corrupt little Tanya! ” exclaimed the fore- 
man all of a sudden, with anxiety in his voice. 

All were silent, dumbfounded by. these words. Somehow, 
we had forgotten about Tanya; the huge, handsome figure 
of the soldier had, as it were, blotted her out of our minds. 
Then there began a vigorous debate, some maintaining that 
Tanya would not lend herself to such a thing, others that she 
would not be able to withstand the soldier, while a third group 
proposed eventually that we should bash in his ribs if he should 
take it into his head to pester Tanya. We all ended by deciding 
to watch the soldier and Tanya, and to warn the girl to be on 
her guard against him. . . . This put an end to the debate. 


About a month passed by; the soldier baked the bread 
walked out with the embroideresses, and paid us frequent 
visits in the workshop, but regarding his conquests among the 
girls he said not a word, but only twirled his moustache and 
licked his lips with relish. 

Tanya came to us every morning for her “ little cracknels," 
and was as gay, sweet and charming with us as ever. When 
we introduced the topic of the soldier, she called him a “ pop- 
eyed calf" and other comical nicknames, and this reassured 
us. Seeing how the embroideresses were carrying on with 
the soldier, we were proud of our little girl; somehow, Tanya’s 
attitude towards him uplifted us all, and, as though taking a 
1681 from her conduct, we too began to treat him slightingly. 
And we loved her more dearly than ever, welcomed her in the 
mornings with still greater kindliness and joy. 

But one day the soldier came to us a little drunk, sat down 
and began to giggle, and when we asked him what he was 
laughing about, he explained, 

“Two of the girls have been fighting on my account . . . 
Lydka and Grushka. . . . How they have knocked themselves 
about! Ha! ha! One grabbed the other by the hair, pulled 
her on to the floor in the passage and got on top of her! На! 
ha! ha! They clawed and scratched each other's faces . . . 
it was the greatest fun! But why is it that women can't fight 
fair? Why must they claw one another about, eh? ” 

He sat there on the bench, so healthy, fresh and merry— 
sat there and went on laughing. We were silent. For some 
reason, we found him objectionable on this occasion. 

“ There's no дет ing I’m devilish lucky with women! 
What а joke! Eh? One wink from me, and they're ready to 
eat out of my hand!” М 

He lifted up his white hands, covered with озу hair, and 
brought them down upon his knees again with a resounding 
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slap. And he looked at us with such an air of happy surprise, 
as though he himself could not understand why he was so 
fortunate in his affairs with women. His plump, red face 
beamed with happiness and self-satisfaction, as he licked his 
lips with eager relish. 

Our foreman scraped his shovel violently and angrily over 
the floor of the oven, and suddenly exclaimed with derision : 

“ It doesn't take much strength to pull up little fir-trees, but 
you just try a pine... .” 

* What do you mean? Are you saying that to me?” 
queried the soldier. 

“ Yes, to you.” 

“What do you mean, then? ” 

“Nothing . . . it just slipped out.” 

“Νο, wait a bit! What are you talking about? What 
pine-tree? ? 

Busily plying his shovel in the oven, our foreman made no 
reply; he threw the boiled cracknels into the oven and took 
out those that were done, flinging them noisily on to the floor, 
to the boys who were stringing them on threads of bast. It 
secmed as though he had forgotten about the soldier and his 
altercation with him. But the soldier had fallen suddenly 
into a kind of uneasiness. Не rose to his feet and went up 
to the oven, at the risk of getting a blow in the chest from the 
handle of the shovel, which was flashing to and fro convulsively 
in the air. 

“Νο, tell me, you—whom do you mean? You've insulted 
me. І?... There's no woman who could resist me, not 
one! How dare you say such insulting things to me? ” 

And, indeed, he seemed genuinely affronted. Evidently 
he had nothing to respect himself for apart from his skill in 
seducing women; besides this talent, there was probably 
nothing alive in him, and it was only that that enabled him to 
feel himself a living man. 

There are people with whom the finest and most precious 
thing in life takes the form of some disease or other of soul or 
body. It accompanies them throughout their lives, and, 
living only by it, suffering from it, they nourish themselves 
upon it and lament about it to others, and thus they draw upon 
themselves the attention of their fellow-men. Оп account 
of their disease they call forth people's sympathy, and apart 
from it they have nothing Take from them this malady, cure 
them of it, and they will be unhappy, because they have lost 
their only resource in life—they are empty without it. Some- 
times a man’s life becomes so poverty-stricken that he is 
obliged involuntarily to set a price upon his own depravity 
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and live by it; certain it is that men often become depraved 
from shecr boredom. 

Тһе soldier was affronted; he rushed at our foreman and 
yelled : 

“Νο, tell me, you—who is И?” 

ወ pial tell you? ” The foreman suddenly turned to him. 

“Well?” 

“Do you know Tanya?” 

“ Well? ” 

“ Well, there you are! Just try her!” 

«Із» 

* Yes, you!” 

“Нег? That's nothing to me—pooh ! ? 

“ We shall see!” 

“Yes, you will sce! Ha! Ва!” 

“ She'll show you!” 

“ Only give me a month 

** You've got some opinion of yourself, soldier!” 

“А fortnight! ГИ show you! What's Tanka? Pooh!” 

“ Ком clear out! You're in my мау!” 

“А fortnight, and the thing's done! Ah! you... . 

“Get out, I tell you!” 

Our foreman suddenly grew furious and began to flourish his 
shovel. The soldier backed away from him in astonishment, 
looked at us and was silent a moment; then in a quiet, ominous 
tone he said, “ Very well, then! ? and took his departure. 

While the quarrel was going on we had all kept silent, 
absorbed in it. But when the soldier had gone out, a noisy 
buzz of conversation rose among us. One of us shouted to the 
foreman: 

“ It's a bad business you've stirred up, Pavel!” 

“ Get on with your work!” the foreman retorted savagely. 

We realised that the soldier had been stung to the quick, 
and that danger threatened Tanya. We realised this, and yet 
at the same time all were seized by a burning, agreeable feeling 
of curiosity. What would happen? Would Tanya resist the 
soldier? And nearly all of us cried out confidently: “ Little 
Tanya? She'll resist him all right! You won't take her with 
your bare hands! А 

We were dreadfully anxious to test the strength of this 
divinity of ours; with ardent enthusiasm we assured one 
another that it was a strong divinity, and would issue from 
this encounter victorious. Іп the end we began to imagine 
that we had not incited the soldier sufficiently, that he would 
forget about the quarrel and that we ought to soundly provoke 
his vanity. From that day onwards we began to lead a 
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eculiar life of nervous tension, such as we had never lived 
bere’ For days on end we disputed with one another, and 
somchow our wits gw sharper and our conversation improved 
and became more fluent. It seemed to us that we were engaged. 
in a game with the devil, and that the stake on our side was 
Tanya. And when we heard from the bakery hands that the 
soldier had begun to “ court our Tanya," it gave us a delight- 
fully tormenting thrill, and we became so interested in life that 
we even failed to notice that our employer had taken advantage 
of our excitement to increase our work by five hundred pounds 
of dough a дау. Even our work ceased to tire us. All day long 
Tanya’s name never left out lips. And every morning we 
waited for her with particular impatience. Sometimes we 
imagined that she came to us not as the old Tanya, but another, 
a different one. 

However, we did not mention a word to her about the 
quarrel that had taken place. We did not question her, 
either, and we were just as kind and affectionate towards her 
as before. But already into our attitude there had crept some- 
thing new, something alien to our old feelings towards Tanya— 
and this new element was keen curiosity, as keen and cold as a 
steel knife. . . . 

“ Brothers! The time's up to-day!” said the foreman one 
morning, as he began his work. 

We were well aware of this without his reminding us, but 
all the same we gave a start. 

“ Let's notice her carefully. She'll be here іп a minute,” 
suggested the foreman, whereupon one fellow cried out in an 
afflicted tone: 

“And what do you expect to notice? ” 

And again there began among us a loud and animated 
dispute. To-day we should know at last how pure, how incor- 
ruptible by filth, was that vessel in which we had enshrined all 
that was best in us. 1t was this morning that we realised all 
at once, and for the first time, how really big was the gamble 
that we were carrying on—realised that this test of the purity 
of our goddess might result in በን ይ her for us. Day after 
day we had heard that the soldier was obstinately and importu- 
nately pursuing Tanya, but why was it none of us had asked 
her what attitude she was adopting towards him? And she 
had continued to turn up promptly every morning for her 
cracknels, and was just the same as ever. 

And this morning, too, it was not long before we heard her 
voice: 

“ Little prisoners! Here I am!” 

We hastened to admit her, but when she had come in, 
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contrary to our usual custom, we met her with silence. De- 
vouring her with our eyes, we were at a loss what to say to 
her, what to ask her. And we stood before her in a gloomy, 
silent crowd. She was plainly astonished at this unusual 
reception—and suddenly we saw her grow pale and begin to 
get uneasy and agitated, and in a stifled voice she asked: 

he Why Are yoa ussi. like this? ” 

* An you?" the foreman hurled at her sternly, without 
shifting his eyes from her. 

"I... what?” 

“М... nothing... 

“ Well, then, hurry up and give me the cracknels. . . ." 

Never before had she hurried us. . . . 

** You'll have plenty of time! " said the foreman, without 
stirring and without taking his eyes from her face. 

3 Then suddenly she turned and disappeared through the 
loor. 

The foreman took up his shovel and quietly remarked, as he 
turned towards the oven : 

“That means . . . the thing's done! . . . But a soldier! 
«ον а wretch Ше that, a scoundrel! . . .” 

posting one another like a herd of rams, we went up to the 
table, took our places in silence and lethargically set to work. 
Presently one of us sai 

“ Perhaps, after all 

“ That’s right, jabber away!” shouted the foreman. 

We all knew him for a clever man—cleverer than ourselves. 
And in this cry of his we read confirmation of the soldier’s 
triumph. . . . We felt sorrowful and uneasy. . . . 

At twelve o'clock—that is to say, at dinner-time—the 
soldier appeared. He was as clean and trim as ever, and he 
looked us straight in the eyes, just as he always did. But we 
found it embarrassing to look at him. 

“ Well, good sirs, would you like me to show you what 
soldierly enterprise means? " said he, with a proud smile. 
“ Then go into the passage and look through the cracks . . . 
do you understand? ” 

We went out and, crowding upon one another, pressed up 
close to the cracks in the plank wall of the passage leading into 
the yard. We had not long to wait. . . . Soon, with hurried 
footsteps and a preoccupied expression, across the yard came 
Tanya, jumping over the puddles of melted snow and mud. 
She disappeared through de door of the cellar. Afterwards, 
whistling and not hui vying himself, came the soldier, bound 
for the same place. His hands were thrust into his pockets, 
and his moustache was twitching. . . . 
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Тһе rain was coming down, and we watched the drops fall 
into the puddles, making ripples all over them. Тһе day was 
damp and grey—a very dreary sort of day. Snow was still 
n ing on the roofs, but already on the ground could be seen 

ark blotches of mud. And the snow on the roofs, too, was 
covered with a layer of brownish mud. Тһе rain fell slowly, 
vih a dreary sound. We felt cold and wretched, waiting 

еге. ... 

The first to come out of the cellar was the soldier; he walked 
slowly across the yard, twitching his moustache, his hands in 
Нур ockets—just Ше same as ever. 

hen Tanya, too, came ош. Her еуез... her eyes were 
shining with joy and happ iness, and there was a smile upon 
her lips. And she walked as though in a dream, staggering, 
with uncertain footsteps. . . . 

We could not put up with this quietly. We all rushed to 
the door, tore out into the yard and—hissed at her, bawled at 
her, evilly, loudly, wildly. 

At the sight of us she shrank back and stood as though rooted 
in the mud beneath her feet. We surrounded her, and, 
malevolently and without any restraint, overwhelmed her with 
foul words, telling her shameless things. 

We did this without raising our voices very much and with- 
out hurrying ourselves, seeing that she was surrounded by us 
and could not escape, and we could make sport of her as much 
as we liked. But we did not strike her—why, I do not know. 
She stood in the midst of us, turning her head from one side to 
another as our insults fell upon her ears. And we assailed her 
more and more violently with the filth and venom of our abuse. 

The colour left her face. Her blue eyes, so happy but a 
moment before, opened wide, her bosom heaved deeply, and 
her lips trembled. 

And, gathered around her in a circle, we took our revenge 
upon her, for she had robbed us. She had belonged to us, 
we had lavished our best upon her, and although this consisted 
only of beggars’ crumbs, yet there were twenty-six of us and 
only one of her, and that was why there was no torment we 
could inflict upon her that would equal her guilt. How we 
insulted her! . . . And she was silent all the time, gazing at 
us with wild eyes, while a shudder ran all over her. 

We laughed, roared, yelled. . . . Other people came run- 
ning uj p somewhere to join us. . . . One of us pulled 
м the sleeve of her blouse. ... 
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“Oh! you miserable jailbirds! . . .” 

And she came straight up to us, as simply as though we had 
not been standing before her, barring her way. And because 
of this not one of us refused to let her pass. 

Walking out of the circle we had formed, without even 
turning towards us, she repeated loudly and with indescribable 
contempt: 

“Oh! you scum . . . you riff-raff! ” 

And she went away. 

We remained there in the middle of the yard, in the mud, 
beneath the falling rain and the grey, sunless sky. . . . 

Then in silence we returned to our damp stone cellar. The 
sun, as before, never so much as peeped in through our windows, 
and Tanya never came any more! . . . 
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THE LITTLE MERMAID 


Fax out at sea, the water is as blue as the pretticst corn- 
flowers, and as clear as the purest crystal. But it is very 
deep—so deep, indeed, that no rope can fathom it; and man 
church steeples need be piled one upon the other to reac! 
from the bottom to the surface. It is there that the sea-folk 
dwell. 

Nor must it be imagined that there is nothing but a bare, 
white, sandy ground below. No, indeed! The soil produces 
the most curious trees and flowers, whose leaves and stems are 
so flexible that the slightest motion of the waters seems to 
fluster them as if they were living creatures. Fishes, great and 
small, glide through the branches as birds fly through the trees 
here upon earth. In the deepest spot of all stands the sea- 
king’s palace; its walls are of coral, and its tall, pointed 
windows of the clearest amber, while the roof is made of mussel- 
shells, that open and shut according to the tide. And beautiful 
they look; for in each shell lies a pearl, any one of which 
would be worthy to be placed in a queen’s crown. 

The sea-king had been a widower for many years, so his 
aged mother kept house for him. She was a very wise woman, 
but extremely proud of her noble birth, which entitled her to 
wear twelve oyster-shells on her tail, while other well-born 
persons might only wear six. In all other respects she was a 
very praiseworthy sort of body; and especially as regards the 
care she took of the little princesses her grand-daughters. 
They were six pretty children; but the youn; west was the 
prettiest of all. Her skin was as clear and delicate as a 
rose-leaf, and her eyes as blue as the дере t sea; but she 
had no feet any more than the others, and her body ended in 
а fish’s tail. 

"They were free to play about all day long in the vast rooms 
of the palace below water, where live flowers grew upon the 
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walls. The large amber windows were opened, when the 
fishes would swim inwards to them just as the swallows fly 
into our houses when we open the windows; only the fishes 
swam right up to the princesses, and ate out of their hands. 

In front of the palace was a large garden with bright red 
and dark-blue trees, whose fruit glittered like gold, and whose 
blossoms were like fiery sparks, as both stalks and leaves kept 
rustling continually. The ground was strewed with the most 
delicate sand, but blue as the flames of sulphur. 

Each of the little princesses had a plot of ground in the 
garden where she might dig and plant as she pleased. One 
sowed her flowers so as to come up in the shape of a whale; 
another preferred the figure of a little mermaid; but the 
youngest planted hers in a circle to imitate the sun, and chose 
flowers as red as the sun appeared to her. She was a singular 
child, both silent and thoughtful; and while her sisters were 
delighted with all the strange things that they obtained through 
the wrecks of various ships, she had never claimed anything— 
with the exception of the red flowers that resembled the sun 
above—but a pretty statue, representing a handsome youth, 
and hewn out of pure white marble, that had sunk to the 
bottom of the sea when a ship ran aground. She planted a 
bright red weeping-willow beside the statue; and when the 
tree grew up, its fresh boughs hung over it nearly down to 
the blue sands, where the shadow looked quite violet and 
kept dancing about like the branches. 

here was nothing she delighted in so much as to hear 
about the upper world. She was always asking her grand 
mother to tell her all she knew about ships, towns, people and 
animals; what struck her as most beautiful was that the flowers 
of the earth should shed perfumes, which they do not below 
the sea; that the forests were pea; and that the fishes 
amongst the trees should sing so loud and so exquisitely, , that 
it must be a treat to hear them. It was the little birds that 
her grandmother called fishes, or else her young listeners 
would not have understood her, for they had never seen birds. 

“ When you have accomplished your fifteenth year,” said 
the grandmother, “ you shall have leave to rise up out of the 
sea, and sit on the rocks in the moonshine, and look at the 
brge ships sailing past. And then you will see both forests 
and towns.” 

In the following year one of the sisters would reach the age 
of fifteen; but as all the rest were сасһ a year younger than 
the other, the youngest would have to wait five years before 
it would be her turn to come up from the bottom of the ocean 
and see what our world is like, However, the eldest promised 
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to tell the others what she saw, and what struck her as most 
beautiful on the first day; for their grandmother did not tell 
them enough. 

But none of them longed for her turn to come so intensely 
as the youngest, who had to wait the longest, and was so 
reserved and thoughtful. Many a night did she stand at the 
open window, and gaze upwards through the dark blue water, 
and watch the fishes as they lashed the sca with their fins and 
tails. She could see the moon and stars, that appeared indeed 
rather pale, though much larger, seen through the water, than 
they do to us. If something resembling a black cloud glided 
between the stars and herself, she knew that it was either a 
whale swimming overhead, or a ship full of human beings, 
none of whom probably dreamed that a lovely little mermaid 
was standing below, and stretching forth her white hands 
towards the keel of their vessel. 

The eldest princess was now fifteen, and was allowed to rise 
up to the өші face of the sea. 

On her return she had a great deal to relate; but the most 
delightful thing of all, she said, was to lie upon a sand-bank 
in the calm sea, and to gaze upon the large city near the coast, 
where lights were shining like hundreds of stars; to listen to 
the sounds of music, to the din of carriages, and the busy hum 
of the crowd; and to see the church steeples, and hear the bells 
ringing. And she longed after all these things, just because 
she could not approach them. 

O, how attentively her youngest sister listened! And later 
in the evening, > when she stood at the open window, and gazed 
up through the dark blue water, how she thought about the 
large city with its din and bustle, and even fancied she could 
hear the church-bells ringing from below! 

In the following year, the second sister obtained leave to 
rise up to the surface of the water and swim about at her 
pleasure. She went up just at sunset, which appeared to her 
The finest sight of all She said that the whole sky appeared 
like gold; and as to the clouds, their beauty was beyond all 
description. Red and violet clouds sailed rapidly above her 
head, while a flock of wild swans, resembling a long, white 
scarf, flew still faster than they, across the sea towards the 
setting sun. She, too, swam towards it, but the sun sank down, 
and the rosy hues vanished from the surface of the water. 

The year after, the third sister went up. She was the boldest 
of them all; so she swam up a river that fell into the sea. 
She saw beautiful green hills covered with vines; castles and 
citadels Peeped out from stately woods; ‘she heard the birds 
singing, and the sun felt so warm that she was frequently 
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obliged to dive down under the water to cool her burning face. 
In a small creek she met with a whole troop of little human 
children. They were naked, and dabbling about in the water. 
She wanted to play with them, but they flew away in great 
alarm; and there came a little black animal (she meant a 
dog, only she had never seen one before), who barked at her 
so tremendously that she was frightened, and sought to reach 
the open sea. But she should never forget the beautiful forests, 
the green hills, or the pretty children, who were able to swim 
in the water although they had no fish’s tails. 

The fourth sister was less daring. She remained in the 
midst of the sea, and maintained that it was most beautiful at 
that point, because from thence one could see for miles around, 
and the sky looked like a glass bell above one’s head. She had 
seen ships, but only at a distance. 

It was now the fifth sister’s turn. Her birthday was in the 
winter, therefore she saw what the others had not seen the 
first time they went up. The sca looked quite green, and huge 
icebergs were floating about; each looked like a pearl, she 
said, only larger than the churches built by human beings. 
They меге of the oddest shapes, and glittered like diamonds. 
She had placed herself upon the largest of them, and all the 
vessels scudded past in great alarm, as though fearful of 
approaching the spot where she was sitting, and letting the 
wind play with her long hair; but towards evening the sky 
became overcast, it thundered and lightened, while the dark 
sea lifted up the huge icebergs on high, so that they were 
illuminated by the red flashes of the lightning. All the vessels 
reefed in their sails, and their passengers were panic-struck— 
while she sat quietly on her floating block of ice, and watched 
the blue lightning as it zig-zagged along the shining sea. 

The first time that each of the sisters had successively risen 
to the surface of the water, they had been enchanted by the 
novelty and beauty of all they saw; but being now grown up, 
and at liberty to go above as often as they pleased, they had 
grown indifferent to such excursions. They longed to come 

ack into the water, and at the end of a month they had all 
declared that it was far more beautiful down below, and that 
it was pleasanter to stay at home. y 

It frequently happened in the evening that the five sisters 
would entwine their arms and rise up to the surface of the 
water all in a row. They had beauti di voices, far finer than 
any human being's; and when a storm was coming on, and 
they anticipated that a шір might sink, they swam before the 
vessel, and sang most sweetly of the delights to be found beneath 
the water, begging the seafarers not to be afraid of coming 
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down below. But the sailors could not understand what they 
said, and mistook their words for the howling of the tempest; 
and they never saw all the fine things below, for if the ship 
sank, the men were drowned, and their bodies alone reached 
the sea-king’s palace. 

When the sisters rose up arm-in-arm through the water, 
the youngest would stand alone, looking after them, and felt 
ready to cry; only mermaids have no tears, and therefore 
suffer all the more. 

“ How I wish I were fifteen!” said she. “І am sure I shall 
love the world above, and the beings that inhabit it.” 

At last she reached the age of fifteen. 

* Well! now you are grown up,” said her grandmother, 
the widow to the late king. “So let me dress you like your 
sisters.” And she placed in her hair a wreath of white lilies, 
every leaf of which was half a pearl; and the old dame ordered 
eight large oyster-shells to be fastened to the princess’s tail, to 
denote her high rank. 

** But they hurt me so,” said the little mermaid. 

“ Pride must suffer pain,” said the old lady. 

O! how gladly would she have shaken off all this pomp, and 
laid aside her heavy wreath—the red flowers in her garden 
adorned her far better—but she could not help herself. " Fare- 
well! ” cried she, rising as lightly as а bubbl Е to the surface of 
the water. 

The sun had just sunk as she raised her head above the 
waves, but the clouds were still pink, and fringed with gold; 
and through the fast-vanishing rosy tints of the air, beamed the 
evening in all its beauty. The atmosphere was mild and cool, 
and the sea quite calm. A large ship with three masts was 
lying on its surface; only a single sail was hoisted, for not a 
breeze was stirring, and the зай ors were sitting all about in 
the rigging. There were musical instruments playing , and 
voices singing ; and when the evening Ее darker, hundreds of 
gay-coloured lanterns were lighted, which looked like the fla, 
of all nations streamin throug В the air. The little mermaid 
swam close to the cabin-window, and as often as the water 
lifted her up, she peeped in through the transparent panes, 
and saw a number of well-dressed persons. But the hand- 
somest of all was the prince, with larg e black eyes; he could 
not be above sixteen, and it was his ісіну at was being 
celebrated with such magnificence. The sailors danced про n 
deck; and when the young prince came up, above a hundred 
rockets were let off, that lit the air till it was as bright as day, 
and so frightened the little mermaid that she dived under the 
water. Butshe soon popped out her head once more, when all 
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the stars in heaven seemed to be falling down upon her. She 
had never seen such fireworks before: larg е suns were throw- 
ing out sparks, beautiful fiery fishes were darting through the 
blue air, and all these wonders were reflected in the calm sea 
below. The ship itself was thrown into such bright relief, 
that every little cord was distinctly visible. 

It was late. Still the little mermaid could not take her 
eyes off the ship or the handsome prince. The variegated 
lanterns were now extinguished, the rockets ceased to be let 
off, and no more cannons were fired; but there was a rumbling 
anda grumbling in the depths of the sea. Still she sat rocking 
up and down in the water, so as to peep into the cabin. But 
now the ship began to move faster, the sails were unfurled 
one after another, the waves ran higher, heavy clouds flitted 
across the sky, and flashes of lightning were seen in the distance. 
A tremendous storm seemed coming on, so the sailors reefed 
in the sails once more. The large ship kept pitching to and 
fro in its rapid course across the raging sea; the billows 
heaved, like so many gigantic black mountains, threatening 
to roll over the topmast; but the ship dived down like a swan 
between the high waves, and then rose again on the towering 
pinnacle of the waters. The little mermaid fancied this was a 
right pleasant mode of sailing; but the crew thought differ- 
ently. The ship kept cracking and cracking, the thick planks 
gave way Бепса the repeated lashings of the waves, a leak 
was sprung, thc mast was broken right in twain like a reed, 
and the vessel droopcd on one side, while the water kept filling 
the hold. The little mermaid now perceived that the crew 
were in danger, and she was herself obliged to take care not 
to be hurt by the beams and planks belonging to the ship, 
that were dispersed upon the waters. For one moment it was 
во pitch dark that she could see nothing; but when a flash 
of [ጨዉ illumined the sky, and enabled her to discern 
distinctly all on board, she looked especially for the young 
prince, whom she perceived sinking into the water, just as 
the ship burst asunder. She was th еп quite pleased at the 
thought of his coming down to her, till she reflected that 
human beings cannot live in water, and that he would be dead 
by the time he reached her father’s castle. But die he must 
not; therefore she swam towards him through the planks and 
beams that were driven about on the billows, forgetting that 
they might crush her to atoms. She dived deep under the 
water, and then, rising again between the waves, she managed 
at length to reach the young prince, who was scarcely able 
to but rw) any longer with the pony sea. His arms and legs 
began to feel powerless, his beautiful eyes were closed, and he 
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would have died had not the little mermaid come to his assis- 
tance. She held his head above the water, and then let the 
waves carry them whither they pleased. 

Towards morning the storm had abated; but not a wreck 
of the vessel was to be seen. The sun rose red and beaming 
from the water, and seemed to infuse life into the prince's 
cheeks; but his eyes remained closed. The mermaid kissed 
his high, polished forehead, and stroked back his wet hair; 
she fancied he was like the marble statue in her garden, and 
she kissed him again, and wished that he might live. 

They now came in sight of land; and she saw high, blue 
mountains, on the tops of which the snow looked as dazzling 
white as though a flock of swans were lying there. Below, 
near the coast, were beautiful green forests, and in front stood 
a church or a convent—she did not rightly know which—but, 
at all events, it was a building. Citrons and China oranges 
grew in the garden, and tall palm-trees stood in front of the 
door. The sea formed a small bay at this spot, and the water, 
though very deep, was quite calm; so she swam with the 
handsome prince towards the cliff, where the delicate white 
sands had formed a heap, and here she laid him down. 

The bells now pealed from the large white building, and a 
number of girls came into the garden. The little mermaid 
then swam farther away, and hid herself behind some high 
stones that rose out of the water; and covering her head and 
bosom with foam, so that no one could see her little counten- 
ance, she watched whether any one came to the poor prince's 
assistance. 

It was not long before a young maiden approached the spot 
where he was lying. She арр eared frightened at first, but it 
was only for a moment, and then she fetched а number of 
persons; and the mermaid saw that the prince came to life 
again, and that he smiled on all those around him. But he 
did not send her a smile, neither did he know she had saved 
him: so she felt quite afflicted; and when he was led into the 
large building, she dived back into the water with a heavy 
heart, and returned to her father's castle. 

Silent and thoughtful as she had always been, she now grew 
still more so. Her sisters inquired what she had seen the first 
time she went above, but she did not tell them. 

Many an evening, and many a morning, did she rise up to 
the spot where she had left the prince. She saw the fruit in 
the garden grow ripe, and then she saw it gathered; she saw 
the snow melt away from the summits of the high mountains: 
but she did not see the prince, and each time she returned 
home more sorrowful than ever. Her only consolation was to 
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sit in her little garden, and to fling her arm round the beauteous 
marble statue that was like the prince; but she ceased to tend 
her flowers, and they grew like a wilderness all over the paths, 
entwining their long stems and leaves with the branches of 
the trees, so that it was quite dark beneath their shade. 

At length she could resist no longer, and opened her heart 
to one of her sisters, from whom all the others immediately 
learned her secret, though they told it to no one else except to 
a couple of other mermaids, who divulged it to nobody except 
to their most intimate friends. One of these happened to know 
who the prince was. She, too, had seen the gala on ship- 
board, and informed them whence he came, and where his 
kingdom lay. 

“ Come, little sister said the other princesses; and, 
entwining their arms, they rose up, in a long row, out of the 
sea, at the spot where they knew the prince’s palace stood. 

This was built of bright yellow, shining stone, with a broad 
flight of marble steps, the last of which reached down into the 
sea. Magnificent golden cupolas rose above the roof, and 
marble statues, closely imitating life, were placed between the 
pillars that surrounded the edifice. One could see, through 
the transparent panes of the large windows, right into the 
magnificent rooms, fitted up with costly silk curtains and 
splendid hangings, and ornamented with large pictures on all 
the walls; so that it was a pleasure to look at them. 

Now that she knew where he lived, she spent many an 
evening, and many a night, on the neighbouring water. She 
swam much nearer the shore than any of the others had 
ventured to do; nay, she even went up the narrow canal, 
under the handsome marble balcony, that threw its long 
shadow over the water. Here she would sit, and gaze at the 
young prince, who thought himself quite alone in the bright 
moonshine. 

Many an evening did she see him sailing in his pretty boat, 
adorned with flags, and enjoying music: then she would 
listen from amongst the green reeds; and if the wind happened 
to seize hold of her long, silvery-white veil, those who saw it 
took it to be a swan spreading out his wings. 

Many a night, too, when fishermen were spreading their 
nets by torchlight, she heard them speaking highly of the 
young prince; and she rejoiced that she had saved his life, 
when he was tossed about, half dead, on the waves. 

She soon grew to be more and more fond of human beings, 
and to long more and more fervently to be able to walk about 
amon; D them, for their world appeared to her far larger and 
more beautiful than her own. ey could fly across the sea 


582 HANS OHRISTIAN ANDERSEN 


upon ships, and scale mountains that towered above the 
clouds; and the lands they possessed—their fields and their 
forests--stretched away far beyond the reach of her sight. 

"There was such a deal that she wanted to learn, but her 
sisters were not able to answer all her questions; therefore 
she арр lied to her old grandmother, who was well acquainted 
with the upper world, which she called, very correctly, the 
lands above the sea. 

“If human beings do not get drowned,” asked the little 
mermaid, “ can they live for ever? 100 not they die, as we do 
here in the 5632” 

“Yes,” said the ancient dame, “ they must die as well as 
we; and the term of their life is even shorter than ours. We 
can live to be three hundred years old; but when we cease to 
be here, we shall only be changed into foam, and are not even 
buried below among those we love. Our souls are not im- 
mortal. We shall never enter upon a new Ше. We are like 
the green reed, that can never flourish again when it has once 
been cut through. Human beings, on the contrary, have a 
soul that lives eternally—yea, even after the body has been 
committed to the earth—and that rises up through the clear, 
pure air, to the bright stars above! Like as we rise out of the 
water, to look at the haunts of men, so do they rise to unknown 
and favoured regions, that we shall never be privileged to see.” 

“Апа why have we not an immortal soul? " asked the little 
mermaid, sorrowfully. "I would willingly give all the 
hundreds of years I may have to live, to be a human being but 
for one day, and to have the hope of sharing in the joys of the 
heavenly world.” 

“You must not think about that,” said the old dame. 
“ We feel we are much happier and better than the human 
race above." 

“50 I shall die, and be driven about like foam on the sea, 
and cease to hear the music of the waves, and to see the beauti- 
ful flowers, and the red sun? Is there nothing I can do to 
obtain an immortal soul? ” 

“No,” said the old sea-queen; “unless a human being 
loved you so dearly that you were more to him than either 
father or mother; if all his thoughts and his love were centred 
in you, and he allowed the priest to lay his right hand in yours, 
promising to be faithful to you here and hereafter: then would 
his soul glide into your body, and you would obtain a share 
in the happiness awaiti ing human beings. He would give 
a soul without forfeiting his own. But this will never ег парез, 1 
Your fish's tail, which i की бешу ορ ui t us sea-folk, is 
thought a deformity on earth, because they 56 no better, 
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it is necessary there to have two stout props, that they call 
16 55 in order to be beautiful! ” 

1 е little mermaid sighed as she cast a glance at her fish's 
tail. 

“Let us be merry,” said the old dame; “Jet us jump and 
hop about during the three hundred years that we have to 
live—which is really quite enough in all conscience. We 
shall then be all the more disposed to rest at a later period. 
To-night, we shall have a court ball.” 

On these occasions there was a display of magnificence such 
as we never see upon earth. The walls and the ceiling of 
the large ballroom were of thick though transparent glass. 
Hundreds of colossal mussel-shells—some of a deep red, others 
as green as grass—were hung in rows on each side, and con- 
tained blue flames that illuminated the whole room, and 
shone through the walls, so that the sea was lighted all around. 
Countless fishes, great and small, were to be seen swimming 
past the glass walls, some of them flaunting in scarlet scales, 
while others sparkled like Паше old or silver. 

Throng h the ballroom flowed a wide stream, on whose 
surface the mermen and mermaids danced to their own sweet 
singing. Human beings have no such voices. The little 
mermaid sang the sweetest of them all, and the whole court 
applauded with their hands and tails; and for a moment she 
fàt delighted, for she knew that she had the loveliest voice 
ever heard upon earth or upon the sea. But her thoughts 
soon turned once more to the upper world, for she could not 
long forget either the handsome prince, or her grief at not 
having an immortal soul like his. She therefore stole out of 
her father's palace, where all within was song and festivity, 
and sat down sadly in her own little garden. Неге she heard 
а bugle sounding through the water. 

“Now,” thought she, “ he is surely sailing about up above; 
he who incessantly fills all my thoughts, and to whose hands I 
would fain entrust the hay ppines of my existence. I will 
venture everything to win hım, and to obtain an immortal 
soul. While my sisters are dancing yonder in my father’s 
castle, I will go to the sea-witch, who has always frightened me 
hitherto, but now, perhaps, she can advise and help me.” 

The little mermaid then left her garden, and repaired to the 
rushing Wiripo 001, behind which the sorceress lived. She had 
never gone that way before. Neither flowers nor за вт ass 
grew there; and nothing but bare, gray, sandy ground led 
to the whirlpool, where the waters kept eddying like waving 
mill-wheels, дара ing everything they clutched hold of into 
the fathomless th below. Between these whirlpools, that 
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might have crushed her in their rude grasp, was the mermaid 
forced to pass to reach the dominions of the sea-witch; and 
even here, during a good part of the way, there was no other 
road than across a sheet of warm, bubbling mire, which the 
witch called her turf-common. At the back of this lay her 
house, in the midst of a most singular forest: its trees and 
bushes were polypi—half animal, half plant—they looked like 
hundred-headed serpents growing out of the ground; the 
branches were long, slimy arms, with fingers like flexible 
worms, and they could move every joint from the root to the 
tip. They laid fast hold of whatever they could snatch from 
the sca, and never yielded it up again. The little mermaid 
was so frightened at the sight of them that her heart beat with 
fear, and she was fain to turn back; but then she thought of 
the prince, and of the soul that human beings possesse d. and 
she took courage. She knotted up her long, flowing hair, 
that е polyps might not scizc hold of her locks; and crossing 
her hands over her bosom, she darted along, as a fish shoots 
through the water, between the ugly polypi, that stretched 
forth their flexible arms and fingers behind her. She per- 
ceived how each of them retained what it had seized, with 
hundreds of little arms, as strong as iron clasps. Human 
beings, who had died at sea, and had sunk below, looked like 
white skeletons in the arms of the polypi. They clutched 
rudders, too, and chests, and skeletons of animals belongin 
to the earth, and even a little mermaid, whom they ha 
caught and stifled—and this appeared to her, perhaps, the 
most shocking of all. 

She now approached a vast swamp in the forest where 
large, fat water-snakes were wallowing in the mire, and dis- 
playing their ugly, whitish-yellow bodies. In the midst of 
this loathsome spot stood a house built of the bones of ship- 
wrecked human beings, and within sat the sea-witch, feeding 
a toad from her mouth, just as people among t us give a little 
canary-bird a lump of sugar to eat. She called the nasty fat 
water-snakes her little chicks, and let them creep all over her 
bosom. 

“I know what you want!” said the sea-witch. “ It is very 
stupid of you, but you shall have your way, as it will plunge 
you into misfortune, my fair princess. You want to be rid of 
your fish’s tail, and to have a couple of props like those human 

eings һауе to walk about upon, in order that the young prince 
may fall in love with you, and that you may obtain his hand 
and an immortal soul into the bargain!” And then the old 
witch laugh ed so loud and so repulsively that the toad and the 
snakes fell to the ground, where they lay wriggling about. 
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“You come just at the nick of time,” added the witch, “ for 
to-morrow, by sunrise, I should no longer be able to help you 
till another year had flown past. І will prepare you a potion; 

. and you must swim ashore with it to-morrow, before sunrise, 
and then sit down and drink it. Your tail will then disappear, 
and shrivel up into what human beings called neat lcgs—but 
mind, it will hurt you as much as if a sharp sword were thrust 
through you. Everybody that sees you will say you are the 
most beautiful mortal ever seen. You will retain the floating 
elegance of your gait; no dancer will move so lightly as you, 
but every step you take will be like treading upon such sharp 
knives that you would think your blood must flow. If you 
choose to put up with sufferings like these, I have the power to 
help you.’ 

“T do," said the little mermaid, in a trembling voice, as 
she thou ght of the prince and of an immortal soul. 

“ But bethink you well,” said the witch; “И once you 
obtain a human form, you can never be a mermaid again! 
You will never be able to dive down into the water to 
sisters, or return to your father’s palace; and if you should fail 
in winning the prince’s love to the degree of his forgetting 
both father and mother for your sake, and Iang you with his 
whole soul, and bidding the priest join your hands іп marriage, 
then you will never obtain an immortal soul! And the very 
day after he will have married another, your heart will break, 
and you will dissolve into the foam on the billows.” 

“Т am resolved,” said the little mermaid, who had turned 
as pale as death. 

“But you must рау me my dues," said the witch, “ and it 
is no small matter I require. You have the loveliest voice of 
all the inhabitants of the deep, and you reckon upon its tones 
to charm him into loving you. Now, you must give me this 
beautiful voice. I choose to have the best of all you possess 
in exchange е for my valuable potion. For I must mix my 
она blog with it, that it may prove as sharp as a two-edged 
sword.” 

“ But if you take away my voice,” said the little mermaid, 
“what have I left? ” ሬይ” 

“ Your lovely form," said the witch; M your aerial A 
and your expressive eyes—with these you sureB ¿an befool a 
man's heart. Well? Наз your courage melted away? Come 
put Фи ከጎ ur little tongue, and let me cut it off for my fee, and 
you shall have the valuable potion.” d 

“ So be it,” said the little mermaid; and the witch put her 
cauldron on the fire to prepare Ше potion. “ Cleanliness is a 
virtue!” quoth she, scouring the cauldron with the snakes 

N ows) š 
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that she had tied into a knot, after which she pricked her own 
breast and let her black blood trickle down into the vessel. 
‘The steam rose up in such fanciful shapes, that no one could 
have looked at them without a shudder. The witch kept 
flinging fresh materials into the cauldron every moment, 
and when it began to simmer it was like the wailings of a 
crocodile. At length the potion was ready, and it looked 
like the purest spring water. 

“Неге it is,” said the witch, cutting off the little mermaid’s 
tongue; so now she was dumb, and could neither sing nor 
speak, 

* If the polypi should seize hold of you on your return 
Ὃ my forest,” said the witch, “ you necd only sprinkle 
a single drop of this potion over them, and their arms and 
fingers will be shivered to a thousand pieces." But the little 
mermaid had no need of this talisman; the polypi drew back 
in alarm from her on perceiving the dazzl Eng potion, that 
shined in her hand like a twinkling star. So she crossed rapidly 
through the forest, the swamp, and the raging whirlpool. 

She saw her father's тарсе ве torches were now сх- 
tinguished in the large ballroom—and she knew the whole 
family were asleep within, but she did not dare venture to go 
and seck them, now that she was dumb and was about to leave 
them for ever. Her heart seemed ready to burst with anguish. 
She stole into the garden and plucked a flower from each of 
her sisters’ flower-beds, kissed her hand a thousand times to 
the palace, and then rose up through the blue waters. 

The sun had not yet risen when she saw the prince’s castle, 
and reached the magnificent marble steps. The moon shonc 
brightly. The little mermaid drank the sharp and burnin, 

опоп, and it seemed as if a two-edged sword was run throug Е 

ег delicate frame. She fainted away, and remained арраг- 
ently lifeless. When the sun rose over the sea, she awoke, 
and felt a sharp pani ; but just before her stood the handsome 

young prince. He gazed at her so intently with his coal- 

lack eyes that she cast hers to the ground, and now perceived 
that her fish’s tail had disappeared, and that she had a pair of 
the neatest little white legs that a maiden could desire. Only, 
having no clothes on, she was obliged to enwrap herself in her 
lon ነን thick hair. The prince inquired who she was, and how 
she had come thither; but she could only look at him with her 
mild but sorrowful deep-blue eyes, for speak she could not. 
He then took her by the hand, and led her into the palace. 
Every step she took was, as the witch had warned her it would 
be, like treading on the points of needles and зар knives; 
but she bore it willingly; and, hand in hand with tlie prince, 
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she glided in as lightly as a soap-bubble, so that he, as well as 
everybody else, marvelled at her lovely, aerial gait. 

She was now dressed in costly robes of silk and muslin, and 
was the most beautiful of all the inmates of the palace; but 
she was dumb, and could neither sing nor speak. Handsome 
female slaves, attired in silk and gold, came and sang before 
the prince and his royal parents; and one of them happenin; 
to sing more beautifully than all the others, the prince clap, ος 
his hands and smiled. This afflicted the little mermaid. She 
knew that she herself had sung much more exquisitely, and 
thought: “Oh, did he but know that to be near him, I 
sacrificed my voice to all eternity!” 

The female slaves now performed a variety of elegant, 
aerial-looking dances to the sound of the most delightful 
music. The little mermaid then raised her beautiful white 
arms, stood on the tips of her toes, and floated across the floor 
in such a way as no one had ever danced before. Every 
motion revealed some fresh beauty, and her eyes appealed 
still more directly to the heart than the singing of the slaves 
had done. 

Бусту Љоду was enchanted, but most of all the prince, who 
called her his little foundling; and she danced on and оп, 
though every time her foot touched the floor she felt as if she 
were treading on sharp knives. The prince declared that he 
would never part with her, and she obtained leave to sleep on 
a velvet cushion before his door. 

He had her dressed in male attire that she might accom- 
pany him on horseback. Thcy then rode together through 
the perfumed forests, where the green boughs touched their 
shoulders, and the little birds sang amongst the cool leaves. 
She climbed up mountains by the prince’s side; and though 
her tender feet ከ2 50 that others perceived it, she only laughed 
at her sufferings, and followed him till they could see the 
clouds rolling beneath them like a flock of birds bound for some 
distant land. 

At night, when others slept throughout the prince's palace, 
she would go and sit on the broad marble steps, for it cooled 
her burning feet to bathe them in the sea-water; and then 
she thought of those below the deep. 

One night her sisters rose up arm-in-arm, and sang so 
mournfully as they glided over the waters! She then made 
them a sign, when they recognised her, and told her how 
deeply she had afflicted them all. After that they visited her 
= night; and once she p erceived at a great distance her 
xx grandmother, who not come up above the surface 

е зса for many years, and the sea-king with his crown on 
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his head. They stretched out their arms to her, but they did 
not venture so near the shore as her sisters. 

Each day she grew to love the prince more fondly; and he 
loved her just as one loves a dear, good child. But as to 
choosing her for his queen, such an idea never entered his 
head; yet, unless she became his wife, she would not obtain 
an immortal soul, and would melt to foam on the morrow of 
his wedding another. 

“Don’t you love me the best of all?” would the little 
mermaid’s eyes sccm to ask, when he embraced her, and 
kissed her fair forehead. 

“Yes, I love you best,” said the prince, “ for you have the 
best heart of any. You are the most devoted to me, and you 
resemble a young maiden whom I once saw, but whom I 
shall never meet again. I was on board a ship that sank; 
the billows cast me near a holy temple, where scveral young 
maids were performing Divine service; the youngest of them 
found me on the shore and saved my life. I saw her only 
twice. She would be the only one that I could love in this 
world; but your features are like hers, and you have almost 
driven her image out of my soul. She belongs to the holy 
temple; and, therefore, my good star has sent you to me—and 
we will never part.” 

“Alas! he knows not that it was I who saved his life!” 
thought the little mermaid. “I bore him across the sea to 
the wood where stands the holy temple, and I sat beneath the 
foam to watch whether any human beings came to help him. 
I saw the pretty gil whom he loves better than he does me.” 
And the mermaid fetched a deep sigh; for tears she had none 
to shed. “Не says the maiden belongs to the holy, temple, 
and she will therefore never return to the world. They wil 
not meet again, while I am by his side and see him every day. 
I will take care of him, and love him, and sacrifice my life to 
him.” 

But now came a talk of the prince being about to marry, 
and to obtain for his wife the beautiful daughter of a neighbour- 
ing king; and that was why he was fitting out such a magnifi- 
cent vessel. The prince was travelling ostensibly on a mere 
visit to his neighbour's estates, but, in reality, to see the king's 
daughter. He was to be accompanied by a numerous retinue. 
The little mermaid shook her head and smiled. She knew 
the prince’s thoughts better than the others did. “I must 
travel,” he had said to her. “ I must see this beautiful princess, 
because my parents reqüire it of me; but they will not force 
me to bring а оте E 1 cannot love her. She 
will not resemble the beautiful maid іп the temple whom you 
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are like; and if I were compelled to choose a bride, it should 
sooner be you, my dumb foundling, with those expressive eyes 
of yours.” And he kissed her rosy mouth, and played with 
her long hair, and rested his head against her heart, which 
к high with hopes of human felicity апа of an immortal 
soul. 

“ You are not afraid of the sea, my dumb child, are you?” 
said he, as they stood on the magnificent vessel that was to 
carry them to the neighbouring king's dominions. And he 
talked to her about tempests and calm, of the singular fishes 
to be found in the dcep, and of the wonderful things the divers 
saw below; and she smiled, for she knew, better than any one 
else, what was in the sea below. 

During the moonlit night, when all were aslcep on board, 
not even excepting the helmsman at his rudder, she sat on 
deck, and gazed through the clear waters, and fancied she saw 
her father’s palace. High above it stood her aged grand- 
mother, with her silver crown on her head, looking up intently 
at the keel of the ship. Then her sisters rose up to the surface, 
and gazed at her mournfully, and wrung their white hands. 
She made a sign to them, smiled, and would fain have told 
them that she was happy and well off; but the cabin-boy 
approached, and the sisters dived beneath the waves, kaving 
him to believe that the white forms he thought he descries 
were only the foam upon the waters. 

Next morning, the ship came into port at the neighbouring 
king’s splendid capital. The bells were all set aringing, 
trumpets sounded flourishes from high turrets; and soldiers, 
with flying colours and shining bayonets, stood ready to 
welcome the stranger. Every day brought some fresh enter- 
tainment: balls and feasts succeeded each other. But the 
princess was not yet there; for she had been brought up, 
people said, іп а far-distant, holy temple, where she had 
acqui juired all manner of royal virtues. At last she came. 

е little mermaid was curious to judg е of her beauty, and 
she was obliged to acknowledge to herself that she had never 
seen а lovelier face. Her skin was delicate and transparent, 
and beneath her long, dark lashes sparkled a pair of sincere, 
dark-blue eyes. 

“It is you!” cried the prince— you who saved me, when 
I lay like a lifeless corpse upon the shore!” And he folded 
his blushing bride in his arms. “ Oh, I am too happy!” said 
he to the little mermaid: “ my fondest dream has come to 

ре: You will rejoice at my happiness, Юг you wish me 
than any of them." And the little mermaid kissed his 
hand, and felt already as if her heart was about to break. His 
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wedding-morning would bring her death, and she would be 
then changed to foam upon the sea. 

All the church-bells were ringing, and the heralds rode 
through the streets, and proclaimed the approaching nuptials. 
Perfumed oil was burning in costly silver lamps on ай the 
altars. The priests were swinging their censers; while the 
bride and bridegroom joined their hands, and received the 
bishop's blessing. The little mermaid, dressed in silk and gold, 
held up the bride’s train; but her ears did not hear the solemn 
music, neither did her cyes behold the ceremony; she thought 
of the approaching gloom of death, and of all she had lost in 
this world. 

That same evening the bride and bridegroom went on board. 
The cannons were roaring, the banners were streaming, and a 
costly tent of gold and purple, lined with beautiful cushions, 
had been prepared on deck for the reception of the bridal pair. 

The vessel then set sail, with a favourable wind, and 5 {аса 
smoothly along the calm sea. 

When it grew dark, a number of variegated lamps werc 
lighted, and the crew danced merrily on deck. Тһе little 
mermaid could not help remembering her first visit to the 
earth, when she witnessed similar festivities and magn ificence; 
and she twirled round in the dance, half poised in the air, like 
a swallow when pursued; and all present cheered her in 
ecstacies, for never had she danced so enchantingly before. 
Her tender feet felt the sharp pangs of knives; but she heeded 
it not, for a sharp er pang had shot through her heart. She 
knew this was the last evening she should ever be able to see him 
for whom she had left both her relations and her home, sacri- 
ficed her beautiful voice, and daily suffered most excruciating 
pains, without his having even dreamed that such was the 
case. It was the last night on which she mig ht breathe the 
same air as he, and gaze on the deep sea and the starry sky. 
An eternal night, unenlivened by either thoughts or dreams, 
now awaited her; for she had no soul, and could never now 
obtain опе. Yet all was joy and gaiety on board till ve ран 
midnight; and she was fain to laugh and dance, though the 
thoughts of death were in her heart. The prince kissed his 
beautiful bride, and she played with his black locks; and 
then they went, arm-in-arm, to rest beneath the splendid 
tent. 

АП was now quiet on board: the steersman only was sitting 
at the helm, as the little mermaid leaned her white arms on 
the edge of the vessel, and looked towards the east for the first 
blush of morning. The very first sun! she knew, must 
killher. She then saw her sisters rising pud the flood. They 
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were as pale as herself, and their long and beautiful locks were 
no longer streaming to the winds, for they had been cut off. 

** We gave them to the witch,” said they, “ to obtain help, 
that you might not die to-night. She gave us a knife in 
exchange—and a sharp one it is, as you may see. Now, before 
sunrise, you must plunge it into the prince's heart; and when 
his warm blood shall beep rinkle your feet, they will again close 
up into a fish’s tail, and you will be a mermaid once more, 
and can come down to us, and live out your three hundred 
jem, before you turn into inanimate, salt Бат. Haste, then! 

e or you must die before sunrise! Our old grandmother has 
fretted till her white hair has fallen off, as ours has fallen under 
the witch's scissors. Haste, then! По you not perceive those 
red streaks in the sky? Іп a few minutes the sun will rise, and 
then you must die!” And they then fetched a deep, deep 
sigh, as they sank down into the waves. 

Тһе little mermaid lifted the scarlet curtain of the tent, and 
beheld the fair bride resting her head on the prince’s breast; 
and she bent down and kissed his beautiful forehead, then 
looked up at the heavens where the rosy dawn grew brighter 
and brighter—then gazed on the sharp knife, and again turned 
her eyes towards the prince, who was calling his bride by her 
name, in his sleep. She alone filled his th oughts, and the 
mermaid's fingers clutched the knife instinctively—but in 
another moment she hurled the blade far away into the waves, 
that gleamed redly where it fell, as though drops of blood were 

gurgling up from the water. She gave the prince one last, 
lying look, and then jumped overboard, and felt her body 
dissolving into foam. 

The sun now rose out of the sea; Из beams threw a kindly 
warmth upon the cold foam, and the little mermaid did not 
experience the pangs of death. She saw the bright sun, and 
above were floating hundreds of transparent, beautiful 
creatures; she could still catch a glimpse of the ship’s white 
sails, and of the red clouds in the sky, across the swarms of 
these ve beings. Their language was melody, but too 
ethereal to be heard by human ears, just as no human eye can 
discern their forms. Though without wings, their lightness 
poises them in the air. The little mermaid saw that she had 
а body like theirs, that kept rising higher and higher from out 
the foam. 

“ Where am I? ” asked she, and her voice sounded like that 
of her companions, so ethereal, that.no earthly music could 
give an adequate idea of its sweetness. 

“ Amongst the daughters of the air! ” answered they. “А 
mermaid has not an immortal soul, and cannot obtain one, 
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unless she wins the love of some human being—her eternal 
welfare depends on the will of another. But the daughters 
of the air, although not possessing an immortal soul by nature, 
can obtain one by their good deeds. We fly to warm countries, 
and fan the burning atmos] реге, laden with pestilence, that 
destroys the sons of man. е diffuse the pet fume of flowers 
through the air to heal and to refresh. When we have striven 
for three hundred years to do all the good in our power, we 
then obtain an immortal soul, and share in the eternal happi- 
ness of the human race. You, poor little mermaid! have 
striven with your whole heart like ourselves. You have 
suffered and endured, and have raised yourself into an aerial 
spirit, and now your own good works may obtain you an 
immortal soul after the lapse of three hundred years.” 

And the little mermaid lifted her brightening eyes to the 
sun, and for the first time she felt them filled with tears. All 
was now astir in the ship, and she could see the prince and his 
beautiful bride looking for her, and then gazing sorrowfully 
at the pearly foam, as though they knew that she had cast 
herself into the waves. She then kissed the bride’s forehead, 
and fanned the prince, unseen by either of them, and then 
mounted, together with the other children of the air, on the 
rosy, cloud that was sailing through the atmosphere. 

“ Thus shall we glide into the kingdom of heaven, after the 
lapse of three hundred years,” said she. 

“ We may reach it sooner,” whispered one of the daughters 
of the air. “ We enter unseen the dwellings of man, and for 
each day on which we have met with a good child, who is the 
joy of his parents, and deservinj 5፻ their love, the Almighty 
shortens the time of our trial. с child little thinks, when 
we fly through the room, and smile for joy at such a discovery, 
that a year is deducted from the three hundred we have to 
live. But when we see an ill-behaved or naughty child, wc 
shed tears of sorrow, and every tear adds a day to the time of 
our probation." 
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M day before the wedding the young couple had paid 
a visit to the bridegroom’s mother to say good-bye. She 
had been a widow for many years, and now the last of her 
children was to leave her altogether, for after the honeymoon 
he was going to live upon the family estate, which she had 
vacated for him. He would certainly see her once again, 
but then amid all the ceremony and excitement of the wedding, 
so that there would hardly be time for a proper farewell, 
particularly as the bridal pair wished to disappear as un- 
obtrusively as possible from the company and go straight to 
the railway-station. They had beg cll not to be ‘accompanied 
there, and were already longing with almost nervous eagerness 
for the time when they could at last be left toj aeter in that 
which really concerned themselves alone, but in which the whole 
world, with importunate kindness, seemed to wish to intervene 
with good wishes and advice. 

There was therefore no real peace at the mother’s either, 
though no one else disturbed it, and she herself by no means 
overwhelmed them with her emotions or her words. For 
the most part she sat and looked at them, and seemed to dream 
back the hours to something in her memory, something 
similar, but very far away. Her look was that of one suddenly 
seized by the familiar yet mysterious conviction: “I have 
been through this already, this has happened once before." 
But in her case there was this difference that she obviously 
knew when, and it was easy to guess that it was of her own 
wedding-trip that she was thinking. 

The young people felt themselves embarrassed by this 
rather too intimate participation in their joy, for they were 
convinced that it was something entirely apart, and they needed 
no one to share it. They even found it a trifle absurd that a 
ከ መ genera tion, so different in every way, and on the whole 
so decidedly inferior to theirs, should lift up its head and make 
comparisons, They talked about their they a for the journey, 


through Switzerland to Italy, and шеу it with cheerfulness 
and decision, and in a tone that uraged all attempts 
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to stop them on the way by dragging in place-names that 
were indifferent to them and probably deserved to be so. 

The old lady noticed all this, but thought such youthful 
arrogance excusable and perhaps reasonable enough, as Jong 
as it might last. There was only one place which it paine 
her to have set aside in this fashion: “ If you should come to 
Bevers, in the Engadine "—she repeated, іп a tone which 
seemed to say that there was something more to tell about 
that place. 

и But, mother dear, we shan’t be going anywhere near 
there.” 

“That is a pity; it is a lovely place, too. I should like 
to have been remembered to the people at the Weissen Róssli, 
if it is still there.” 

“ What a pretty пате!” said the girl with a smile. 

“ Yes, but it means, not the ‘ Little White Rose, as you 
might think, but the ‘Little White Horse.’ Such names 
are not common in the Engadine, but they were German- 
Swiss folk that christened it. So you will certainly notice 
if it you go there.” And again there was something in the 
tone which suggested that she had more to say. 

But the young people did not notice it, and were not intcrested 
in Bevers or its little horse. 

“ No, unfortunately we shall not be going there.” 

Thereupon, with a slightly melancholy look in her eyes, 
she abandoned this and everything else that distracted her, 
and unselfishly gave her whole attention to all they had to 
tell her. The atmosphere became untroubled, and the fare- 
well, when it came, was as unsentimental in all its heartiness 
as the young couple could have desired. 

But when they had gone, the dreamy look came back 
again, and she lost herself in the memory that had been 
aroused. It was ካክ а little story, Ше тоз. noteworthy 
incident in her Ше. She would certainly have related it 
briefly and incompletely if it had had to be told at such an 
unseasonable hour, but now, when she had it to herself, it 
took on completeness and colour and was invested with 
a strangely tangible atmosphere. 

She was on her һюпсушооп at the beginning of the 'eighties, 
and they had come to Bevers through the Albula pass, between 
walls of snow even at midsummer, in кз diligence with six horses 
and a postilion blowing his horn—a ar little fairy-tale in 
itself. As they were the only passengers, they had been able 
to get the coachman and post e n to slow down a little, and 
they had jumped out and run about to warm, throwing 
snowballs at each other, once or twice fall in the face. The 
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snow that was melting could hardly be called cold, so brightly 
shone the sun, and so quickly was the moisture absorbed in the 
intoxicatingly thin air. Had they had any troubles in their 
heads, these, too, would have been driven away as quickly, 
but they had none, they had never been younger and gayer 
as far as even she, with her twenty summers, could remember. 

At the hospice they had an early dinner and in their merri- 
ment they mercilessly chaffed the host, who insisted on speaking 
French, and could not. There they heard for the first time the 
name Weissen Róssli in his eager recommendation of his col- 
league at Bevers, but it came in the most amusing travesty— 
** Petablissement le plus superbe, monsieur et madame, le petit cheval 
rose." 

“Then you must get us rose-coloured horses to go there,” 
they said, “ we won't have any others "—Aand as a matter of 
fact they got them, for there was no other colour on anything 
that day. 

When they arrived, they found the pass delightful, and 
as soon as the host perceived what kind of guests they were, 
he gave them the best room іп the house. It was large, with 
walls and cciling of soft, light-brown larch-wood, which was 

gilded by the evening sun when the windows were opened. 
n one direction could Бе seen Piz Muraigl and Piz Langard, 
dark blue and with their snow-covered peaks touched with 
ink, and right over against them they had the valley of the 
Fan, whose icy-green waters flowed between fruitful meadows. 
The whole house, which was white-washed inside and out, 
except where the larch timbering intervened, had an inde- 
scribable smell of milk, but it seemed only сісап and countrified. 
Everything was curiously new and strange, yet at the same time 
iendly. 

They stayed there for several days, and made long excursions 
in the most wonderful weather without ever feeling any weari- 
ness in the rare, cool atmosphere. On the contrary, when 
they had scaled some height, they would suddenly feel a rush 
of health and strength flow through them like a passing gust 
of wind, and blood and nerves were filled with a hcalthy 
Vigour and enjoyment as of life's own joy on living. Once, 
when climbing a mountain on the other side of the river, the 
came upon a valley lying deep down between precipices, whi 
was like a little world in itself with a sparkling stream and 
sallows in their spring-tide green and thin, i ht grass—a 
world which seemed to have been newly created and to be 
as yet untouched by time, They gazed long upon it and 
seemed to belong there, and they tried to get ቻን but found 
the place quite inaccessible, except possibly for the chamois. 
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When they went on, the memory went with them, and lingered 
in a way that scemed significant. 

Something dream-like could hardly fail to pass into such 
an existence, however eagerly they might drink in impressions 
of reality, and when anything came to remind them of their 
old, familiar world, they welcomed it as an assurance that 
all this about them was true.. Thus the young wife had 
felt when they went for the first time to Palud Marcha, a track 
with patches of bog at the bottom of a pine-wood dell; sud- 
denly in some way they felt themselves to be at home, and as 
they looked around and up at Cresta Mora, they noticed that 
it was of granite. The mountain itself was as foreign as the 
name, but the stone or the air from it spoke to them, and they 

ladly revisited it. Had their feelings expressed themselves 
in words they would have been: “ You and I and happiness, 
everything is real, and at home we shall live our lives together 
just as now.” 

One day, when they were up on Muottas Muraigl, thcy tried 
to make their way down to Palud Marcha. On the top they 
had seen marmots squatting on their hind-legs on blocks of 
stone, and uttering a mysterious warning whistle to one another 
ere they sought their hiding-places. After that, they met a 
herd of goats tended by a lad who had lit a fire to while away 
the time and have something more to look after. They talked 
with the goatherd, whose eyes became unnaturally round, 
and with the goats, who watched them with a calm and 
mystic gaze from their horizontal slits of pupils. They got 
much the same answers from both species of creature, but it 
was at least an experience of strange and primitive life. They 
gave the boy a coin, and аз һе seemed ы way of thanks to 
wish them luck upon their journey, they gave him another, 
so that he too might be really happy. 

A little way down the slope they found that he had served 
them well, since for the first time they saw Alpine roses bloom- 
ing right below the path. She had wanted them badly, and 
uttered a cry of delight. 

But the place was so steep that she could not pick them 
herself, but could only receive them one by one, as he 
them up while he held on to the side by one hand. 

Suddenly he made a stumbling movement and seized a 
rose-bush with his free hand. “ Don't be frightened,” he 
said, in a low and serious voice. ‘I’m not standing quite 
safely, I seem to have missed my foothold and must find 
а new one, but I daren't move. If I leave go of this bush 
I don't know if the other will hold." And with an intuition 
swifter than she had ever known, she grasped his whole position 
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and saw what was the only means of averting the danger. 
She saw, too, how great the danger was, with a curious 1cy 
clearnes, which embraced every patch and stone in the 
Precip ісе below him and right down to the valley far beneath. 

* Don't move,” she said, “ wait a minute, and I'll soon 

2.” She had a long shawl over her shoulders and round her 
waist, which she snatched off and twisted into a горе. Around 
her grew some dwarf pines, and in a moment she had chosen 
the one that seemed to be the strongest and most firmly rooted, 
and tied the shawl fast to it. The other end she wrapped round 
her left wrist, and gripped it with all her strength. Ву leaning 
out in this way and bending over, she could just reach one of 
his hands. 

“Take hold of me,” she said, “you will have a better 


rip." 
Е T shall be too heavy, I am so badly balanced." 

“You must do it very quickly, and just as you leave go of 
the bush you must find another footing. 1 think there is 
one if you swing a little to the right, and you can reach it 
just as you take hold of me, and pull yourself up. You'll 
reach further with your foot that way, and РИ help you as 
you move.” 

He looked up at her with a smile of admiration on his 
pale, set face. “ You see it all wonderfully clearly; that is a 
possibility. I had thought something of the kind, but a 
good many other things, too. 105 strange how quickly 
things pass through my mind. If I give up my one hold, 
the other may break, and then I shall be hanging with my 
whole weight on you.” 

“Νο matter, I am strong enough.” 

“But suppose the shawl doesn’t hold, or what you have 
tied it to? 

“ [tll hold all right. Come on, now!” 

“ But don't you see? I mustn't drag you with те?” 

“ ፲፻ it must be, why not? What shoul 8 I до alone Ғ...” 
And now it was she who smiled, so ccstatically and tenderly, А 
with her face shining and close above his, that he felt exactly 
as she did: they must go together, and whatever happened 
there was no terror in it, not even on her account. 

He seized her hand firmly and found himself quite able 
to make the movement demanded; his foot reached the 
place it sought, and there was no longer any danger. A 
moment afterwards he was able to climb cautiously up, and 
there they sat side by side, dazed and strangely tired in all 
their limbs: they knew not whether it was from the strain 
upon the nerves just now or from фе shock of the great joy, 
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which goes deeper than am thing else. But suddenly all 
their stupor passed and they kissed, and fondled one another 
and whispered happy, disconnected words. It was not the 
danger past that was in their minds, they thought of nothing 
at all; they only felt their love, grown somehow different, 
something cntirely new, in a wave of tenderness and joy that 
flowed over the heart and was physically perceptible there, 
like a bath from which it would emerge clean and fresh and 
noble. And the strangest thing was that this feeling was com- 
mon to both, as though only one heart beat in their united 
being. 

When they went on down the path, their hands sought one 
another as often as they could, and in the contact the current 
of fceling came back as strong as ever, though in betwecn 
whiles there was room for cach one's thoughts. 

Her own did not ኛ far, they stopped at the marvel: “ How 
is it possible that I can have become still happier?" She 
troubled little about the answer, and it did not occur to her 
to seck it in what she had done. That was something simple 
and obvious which she could not have properly remembered, 
and still less explained, had she wish: cd. He loved her still 
more, that was everything. 

But the husband thought deeply and remembered every 
word and look of hers as she rescued him. He was proud 
of her, and had a feeling of reverence for what she was. He 
had not really known what he possessed until now. He had 
fallen in love with her as the prettiest girl he had met, and 
one made just for him; and his joy, when he had won her, 
had had something dreamlike remaining in its intimacy. 
When she had become his wife and comrade for life, his lovely 
plaything and the solace of his senses, he had thought that he 

won all that Fortune had to offer. But now the gift 
had shown itself to be far greater than he had thought, and 
that just at the moment when it had been so nearly lost. Inher 
shining eyes and brave and simple words he caught a 
glimpse of that infinity in which the soul is conscious of its 
existence as something more than a dark, uneasy longing. 
Already in her love he had found it, butnow he knewit certainly. 
Tt was as though they were now for the first time truly man and 
wife. 

When they reached the hotel, people saw that something 
had happened, and they had to gut on their everyday lay manners 
in order to divert attention. It was very di t, apum 
in themselves they had never felt so easy ог so free. It i 
appearing incognito with some princely joy, like controlling 
one's movements in a world where there was no law of gravity. 
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When they were alone, they could give themselves up undis- 
turbed to that ger intoxicating emotion which had come 
upon them by the cliff-edge above the roses, but which was 
still no less new, since the ineffable is ever new. 

In the morning he was awakened carly by the sunlight 
coming into the room through a window which had been 
left ajar. As he flung it wide open to the cool, morning air, 
he breathed in the heavy scent of the flowers from the meadows, 
and he seemed to see their colours bathed in a pearly sheen of 
blue and pup le and dewy silver. Тһе blue mountains, too, 
were watered with a silvery light. All was strangely clear 
and new, and, notwithstanding its signs of habitation, the whole 
valley was as untouched and pure as that which they had looked 
зр оп from the cliffs up above, іп which no human foot had trod. 

hile he dressed, longing for his wife to wake but anxious not 
to disturb her, his whole thought was: “І have never truly 
lived before." 

He saw that there was something written on the walls by 
the window, evidently the kind of scrawl that is often left by 
travellers at places of interest and provokes as much disgust 
as the insolent pollution of flies. But now he read it, and 
found more besi de it and read that also, for they were all names 
of men and women, English for the most part, with a date 
bencath, and he could guess that they were names of young 
couples who had left this record behind them in the tradition: 
bridal chamber of the house. Here, their childishness seemed 
natural enough, and before he realised what he was doing he had 
himself taken out a pencil from his pocket and inscribed upon 
the brown wood a line which seemed to dominate all the rest 
and ring like music in his heart. 

Then he heard his wife’s voice behind him, laughing and 
surpi rised. 

© Whatever are you doing?” 

He was ashamed at being discovered and muttered “ Oh! 
its something very silly,” but when he turned to meet her 
beaming countenance, he went across and raised her from 
the bed and bore her to the window. There, when her eyes 
had grown accustomed to the brightness, she read, written in 
his well-known hand, the words: “ I am happy!” 

The line had so engraved itself upon her vision that she 
saw it just as clearly now, after so many years, as she sat and 
called up all the circumstances that had led to it. 

There was much else that remained almost as clear—the 
mountains with their snowy tops, the white village with its 
slated roofs, and the faint smell of milk in the Werssen Réssli, 
all the scents from the variegated mass of flowers in the meadows, 
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and the impressions which the odours seemed to make more 
real. She saw again the Alpine rose-bushes and the steep 
leading down to Palud Marcha and the whole scene there, 
down to herself, young and strong in her well-remembered 
dress. 

That which her memory did not retain as clearly, since it 
can never do so, was no doubt the most important part of 
all—the feelin g that had filled her mind. 5 he knew indeed 
what they had been, but not—exce| ІН іп а dim, obscure fashion 
—how they had come to be; she could not bring back their whole 
depth and height, nor the palpitating life, and above all the 
storming of the young blood in her veins. For such things 
memory has too weak a hold; thcy slip away, like the inner 
meaning of life itsclf, which no one catches but in passing 
glimpses. The time when she had come nearest to grasping 
them was the moment immediately after the danger, when 
gladness and tenderness flowed in upon her heart 3i ong with 
the immediate perception of anothcr's feclings. That could 
be retained, because the tenderness still had its object left some- 
where, in the unknown, even though the gladness had faded 
away. And next to that, and almost unchanged, she could 
recall her joy at his confession of happiness, there in the 
morning light. 

She told herself now, as often before, that he and she had 
not let their happiness go, though it was not always at such a 
height as then, nor even for long together, for life is not like 
that. But at one moment in their lives it had reached its 
climax for them, and they had felt themselves to belong there. 
And wherever the road might lead in after days, they could 
always trace their way back to it more or less exactly, as long 
as they had one another. 


The son and his wife also visited the Engadine, although 
they had not intended to do 50. It came about through 
the disruption of all their plans by an outbreak of cholera 
in Italy, and particularly because the epidemic was officially 
kept secret. rumour took a hand in it and sported with it: 
now the disease was here, now it was there; to this place, 
again, it had never come. The stream of travellers from the 
north was frightened back from one route, tempted by the 
most definite denials to шу: another which was nearer, and was 
there met by refugees who declared that they had narrowly 
escaped the danger. Some of them in their confusion looked 
as though they carried the infection with them and were aware 
of it, but gave the denials fresh life so as not to be refused 
admittance to the hotels. There was genuine panic all along 
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the frontier, and none could tell where he might land up by 
nij ghtfal. 

ie young Swedish couple were not among the most 
irresolute, but their vey, unwillingness to leave Italy кер t them 
back in the stream of tourists and they were carried along 
with и. At St. Moritz there was such a crowd that there 
was no room for them; they were directed to the smaller places 
northwards up the valley, and at last found refuge at Bevers. 
Тһе name tol fa them nothing, but when the hotel turned out 
to bear the name of Weissen Róssli, they remembered that some- 
one had recommended the place to them. They were rather 
the worse for their journey, the latter part of which had been 
undertaken in a sudden burst of cold and a snowstorm, follow- 
ing right upon the fierce heat of summer, and can therefore 
hardly have looked like a happy bridal pair; but in those 
parts folk have sharp eyes for such things, and they too were 
given the traditional room. The apartment pleased them, 
though it looked old-fashioned with its larch-wood panelling, 
and they resolved therefore to stay there until the problem of 
the cholera was decided. That very evening the matter came 
closer to them than before, for ey both file far from well, 
and had to leave the dinner-table. Up in the room, as he was 
going to bed, the husband noticed that he had fever, and 
naturally the thought suggested itsclf to both that he might 
have caught the infection from one of the travellers coming 
from the south: neither mentioned it, however. It was possible 
enough, but the worst of it was that the same idea fad got 
about among the people of the house. The host himself 
stood outside the door, and from a safe distance put forward 
his request that they would seek another lodging, though he 
could not tell them where. Не realised, however, that he had 
come too late for such a course to be possible, and he had then 
nothing to say except that the travellers must not count upon 
any attendance in their room. He was very sorry, but the 
lady would no doubt understand that it was impossible. 

She agreed with the utmost composure, for she had already 
thought out the matter fully, as she was dressing again. There 
was much to agree upon and arrange. “ There В no reason 
yet,” said she, “ to fear the worst, but we must act as if it were 
so.” The host promised to send a doctor there as soon as 
possible, though it would probably not be until next day; 

ut he could at once see to the disinfecting that she asked for, 
and he agreed to everything that she proposed in regard to 
isolation, 

When all this was done, she had the sick man to prevail 
upon. 
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“ How will you be able to nurse те?” he said. “ You look 
at least as ill as I.” 

“И is only the journey, and I don’t feel tired now that I 
һауе something else to think about. You have fever, and 
I haven't." 

She was not so sure of it, but she determined that it should 
be so, and she felt her will strong enough to drive away every 
tremor, whatever might be its cause. She soon had so muc 
to see to that he had to be silent, and besides he was himself 
too tired to talk any more; he began to feel pain, too, and 
became not quite clear in the head. She sat by him all night, 
and did whatever she could think of to alleviate his distress, 
and most of her measures seemed to be successful. 

The doctor confirmed this, when he came next day, and 
he brought still greater comfort with him. There was probably 
no real dan, gen and it was perhaps only a peculiar case of 
mountain sickness; although the elevation was not particularly 
great, the rapid variations in air-pressure and temperature 
might have had such a result. It was just possible, however, 
that it might be something more serious, and it would be better 
to keep him isolated. The jong wife knew that the isolation 
would be maintained of itself by the terror of the people in the 
hotel, and when the doctor wished to investigate her own state 
of health she refused point-blank, for she had simply no leisure 
to be ill. Whether she really was better or merely drove 
away her indisposition by sheer force of will had to remain 
undecided. 

Next morning she had no more anxiety in regard to herself, 
and had a reassuring report from the doctor as to her husband; 
in a few days all would be well. 

They were days of a strangely deep and radiant peace 
for both of them, which came not merely. from their undis- 
turbed existence but out of the tide of Time itself, from a 
kind of lull in the strain and stress of life. Their love was 

art of it, and the best part of all, a love no less certain than 
Before, but in process of change towards something at once 
simpler and more comprehensive. They belonged to a genera- 
tion which had been taught to speak and reflect more about 
love than its forbears had done. It had seemed to them that 
love must be isolated from life, as the only precious thing therein 
and be brought to perfection independently, as though it 
were a flower to be refined independently of the plant from 
which it grew. Actually the flower, as long as it was there, 
would remain much the same as if it had not been so carefully 
tended, but its permanence was made more doubtful by 
anxious care. It became so more especially because it was 
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called in question out of a kind of fanatical honesty, which 
was essentially the gambler's passion: “I put everythi ing 
upon this card, and if it loses, all is lost.” "The whole was 
really an expression of a lust for pleasure, masked as idealism, 
and however strong the feelings that were involved, there 
was a certain egoism beneath them which was not without 
its possibility of danger. 

Жог these two upon their honeymoon there had been no 
loss of happiness yet, but there had been no surer foundation 
for it than this, and once or twice, in weary or unguarded 
moments, they had felt a cold blast blowing upon it. But 
now, in the quiet of the sick-room, the atmosphere grew tran- 
quil; there was more directness in their feelings for one 
another, and when they thought, there was no disturbing 
factor present. The danger that had threatened them hi 
made life more precious and at the same time greater, by the 
very prosaic and common) place nature of the demands which 
it had put upon them. The young woman had discovered 
that she had courage and the power of decision to mect the 

gravest situation, and the husband had found in her something 
fairer than beauty to admire. As the impression of his illness 
wore away, it develo рей into а calm, bright, and solemn 
joy, an expanse in which they saw both further and more 
clearly than before. 

The first morning when they were both dressed to leave 
their chamber, the place became especially dear to them and 
took on a ncw significance. In the sunlight, which now 
streamed freely in from the glittering, azure world outside 
and lit up every corner, they perceived that something had 
been written on the walls. It was a number of names, and 
they read them with friendly curiosity, feeling their fates 
linked with the fates of those who owned them, and who had. 
once had their hour here and then passed away for ever. 
There was melancholy in the thought, but it was followed 
closely by another: “ For no one el бе, surely, сап this place 
mean what it does for us.” 

Suddenly the young wife exclaimed: “ Why, here's a line 
in Swedish! There is no name or date, but it was done very 
long ago, you can tell by the other writing near и. Such a 
funny thing to write! " 

“ What is it? " asked her husband. 

“ Read it yourself. It might have been one of us that wrote it.” 

He read aloud: “Jag ar lycklig!” And with a tremor 
through his whole frame he seemed to recognize the hand- 
writing, and he called to mind clearly where and how he had 
first heard the name Weissen Réssli. 
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“Му father wrote those words," said he gently. “Тһе 
time fits in exactly. It was here they came upon their һопеу- 
moon. 

“ Why, of course! Now I remember, 

They were both moved almost to tears, although they 
smiled at one another. They were struck by the thought 
that he who had written this was dead long a; go with his joy, 
but still more deeply were they penetrated with a sense of the 
dark and all-em| racing mystery of Life—its oneness, its 
constant recurrence and eternal newness, its beauty and its 
freshness, Из seriousness, and its grandeur. 


BJORNSTJERNE BJORNSON 


(1832-1910), was until his death the greatest figure in modern 
н literature, and аз а passionate. patriot—he was 
the author of the National Anthem—his work is an expression 
of Norway's development. “ Sigurd Slombe,” his dramatic 
trilogy in verse, is probably his best-known work. In 1903 
he won the Nobel Prize for Literature. This story, chosen 
from among his early studies of peasant life, is regarded as a 
classic. 


THE BROTHERS 


HE schoolmaster's name was Baard, and he had a brother 
named Anders. They thought a great deal of each other, 
enlisted together, lived together in town, went through the 
маг toj ogether, served in the same company, and both rose to 
the rank of corporal. When they came home from the War, 
peopl le said they were two fine stalwart fellows. 

еп their father died. He left much personal property, 
which it was difficult to divide, and therefore they said to each 
other that they would not let this come between them, but 
would put the property up at auction, that each mig ht buy 
what he wanted, and both share the proceeds. And it was 
so done. 

But the father had owned a large gold watch, which had come 
to be known far and wide, for it was the only gold watch people 
in those parts had ever seen. When this watch was put up, 
there were many wealthy men who wanted it, but when both 
brothers began to bid, all the others desisted. Now Baard 
expected that Anders would let him have it, and Anders сх- 
pected the same of Baard. They bid in turn, each trying the 
other out, and as they bid they looked hard at each othcr. 
When the watch had gone up to twenty dollars, Baard began 
to feel that this was not kind of his brother, and bid over him 
until he almost reached thirty. When Anders did not with- 
draw even then, Baard felt that Anders no longer remembered 
how good he had often been to him, and that he was further- 
more the elder of the two; and the watch went over thirty. 
Anders still kept оп. Baard then raised the price to forty 
dollars with one bound, and no longer looked at his brother. 
It grew very still in the auction room ; only the bailiff repeated 
the figures шегу . Anders thought, as he stood there, that 
if Baard could afford to go to forty dollars, so could he, and if 
Baard Берти; ged him фе watch, he might as well take it, 
and bid over him. This to Baard seemed the greatest dis- 
grace that had ever befallen him; he bid fifty dol 86 in alow 
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voice. There were many people there, and Anders said to 
himself that he would not let his brother mock him before 
them all, and again raised the ከ11. Baard burst out laughing. 

“ Опе’ hundred dollars and my brotherhood into the 
bargain," he said, as he turned on his heel, and left the room. 

A little later, as he stood saddling the horse he had just 
bou; ght at the auction, a man came out to him. 

“The watch is yours; Anders gave in.” 

The instant he heard the news, there weiled up in him a 
sense of remorse; he thought of his brother and not of the 
watch. The saddle was already in place, but he paused, his 
hand on his horse, uncertain whether to mount. Many people 
came out, Anders among them, and when he saw his brother, 
with horse saddled, ready to leave, he little knew what Baard 
was turning over in his mind. 

“ Thanks for the watch, Baard!” he shouted over to him. 
“You shall never see the day when your brother shall tread 
on your heels!” 

“Nor you the day I shall darken your doors again!” 
Baard answered, his face pale, as he swung himself on his horse. 

After that day neither of them ever set foot in the home where 
they had both lived with their father. 

Anders married into a crofter's family , not long afterwards, 
but he did not invite Baard to the wedding. Nor did Baard 

to the church. The first year he was married, Anders lost 
ጄ only cow. It was found dead one morning оп the north 
side of the house, where it had been tethered, and no one could 
explain what it had died of. Other misfortunes befell him, 
and he fared from bad to worse. But the heaviest blow came 
when his hayi loft and all it contained burned down one night 
in the dead of winter. No one knew how the fire had 
started. 

“This has been done by someone who wishes me ill,” 
Anders said, and all that night he we] ре He became a poor 
man, and lost he all inclination to work. 

Тһе evening after the fire, Baard appeared at his brother's 
house. Anders lay on his bed, but зргап фа Baard entered. 

“What do you want here?” he asked, then stopped short, 
and stood staring fixedl үн his brother. 

Baard waited a little before he answered. 

“I want to help you, Anders; you're in a bad way.” 

“Пт faring no worse than you wished me to fare! Go— 
else I’m not sure I can master myself.” 

“ You're mistaken, Anders; I regret” 

“ Со, Baard, or God have mercy on us both! ” 

Baard drew back a step. 
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“If you want the watch," he said in a trembling voice, 
“ you can have it.” 

“ Go, Baard!” shrieked his brother, and Baard, unwilling 
to stay any longer, left. 

In th е meanwhile Baard had fared thus. As soon as he heard 
of his brother’s misfortunes, he had suffered a change of heart, 
but pride held him back. He felt urged to go to church, and 
there he vowed many a good resolve, but he lacked strength 
to carry them out. He Frequently went so far that he could 
see the house, but either someone was just coming out, or 
there were strangers there, or Anders stood chopping wood 
outside—there was always something in the way. 

But one Sunday, late in the winter, he again went to church, 
and that Sunday Anders too was there. Baard saw him. 
Нс had grown pale and thin, and he wore the same clothes һе 
had worn when the brothers were together, although now they 
were old and patched. All through the service Anders looked 
steadily at the minister. To Baard it seemed that he was kind 
and gentle, and he recalled their childhood days, and what a 
good boy Anders had been. That day Baard even went to 
communion, and he made a solemn vow to God that he would 
make up with his brother, come what might. This resolution 
swept through his soul as he drank the wine, and when he arose 
he ፌር an impulse to go over and take a seat beside him, but 
there was someone in the way, and Anders did not look up. 
After the service there was still something in the way; there 
were too ат people about; Anders's wife was with him, 
and her he did not know. Не decided it would be better to 
seck Anders in his home and have a quiet talk with him. 

When evening came, he set out. He went right up to the 
door. Then he paused, and as he stood there listening, he 
heard his name mentioned; it was the wife speaking. 

“Не went to communion this morning," she was saying. 
“ ፪ am sure he was thinking of you.” 

“Νο, it wasn't of me he was thinking,” Anders replied. 
“I know him; he thinks only of himself.” 

For a long time nothing was said, and Baard sweat, as he 
stood there, although it was a cold night. The wife inside 
was busy with a kettle; the fire on the hearth crackled and 
hissed; а child cried now and then, and Anders rocked it. 
At length the wife spoke again. 

el Baers you are both thinking of each other though you 
won't admit it.” 

“ Let us talk of something else,” Anders answered. addict 

After a little he got up to go ош. Baard had to hide in the 
woodshed; but then Anders, too, came to the shed to get an 
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armful of wood. From where he stood in the corner Baard 
could see him clearly. He had taken off his threadbare 
Sunday clothes, and put on his uniform, just like Baard's 
own. These they had promised each other never to wear, 
but to pass on as heirlooms to their children. Anders's was 
now patched and worn out, so that his strong well-built frame 
seemed bundled in rags, while at the same time Baard could 
hear the gold watch ticking in his own pocket. Anders 
went over to the brushwood, but instead of bending down 
immediately to gather up his load, he leaned back against 
a pile of wood, and looked up at the sky glimmering bughtly 
with stars. Then he sighed heavily and muttered to himself, 
“ Well—well—well—oh Lord, oh Lord!” 

As long as he lived, Baard never forgot those words. He 
wanted to step forward then, but the brother cou; ghed, and 
it seemed so difficult. No more was needed to hold him back. 
Anders took his armful of faggots, and as he went out, brushed 
past Baard so close that the twigs struck him in the face. 

For fully ten minutes more he stood rooted to the spot, 
and it is doubtful how much longer he might have stayed, 
had not a chill, on top of the emotional stress, seized him, 
and set him shivering through and through. Then he went 
out. He frankly coni fessed to himself that he was too cowardly 
to enter now; wherefore he conceived another plan. From 
an ash barrel, which stood in the corner he had just left, he 
selected some bits of charcoal, found a pitch pine splinter, 
went up into the hayloft, closed the door, and struck a light. 
When he had lit the torch he searched about for the peg on 
which Anders hung his lantern when he came out early in the 
morning to thresh. Baard then took his gold watch and 
hung it on the peg, put out his light, and left. He felt so 
relieved in his mind that he raced over the snow like a youn; ter 

Тһе day followin ghe heard that the hayloft had burned down 
during the night. 'esumably г arks had flown from the torch 
he had used while hanging up the watch. 

This so overwhelmed Baard that all that day he key pt to 
himself as though he were ill, brought out his hymn book, 
and sang until the people in the house thought somethin; 
was wrong with him. But in the evening | he went out. É 
was bright moonlight. He went over to his brother's place, 
dug around in the charred ruins of the fire, and found, sure 
enough, a little lump of melted gold—all that remained of 
the watch. 

It was with this in his hand that he had gone in to his 
brother, anxious to explain everything, and to sue for peace. 
But how he fared that evening has already been told. 
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A little girl had seen him dig, ging in the ashes; some boys, 
on their way to a dance, had observed him go down toward 
his brother’s the Sunday evening in question; and the people 
where he lived explained how strangely he had acted on 
the Monday following. And inasmuch as everyone knew 
that he and his brother were bitter cnemies, these details were 
reported to the authorities, and an inquiry instituted. No one 
could prove anything against him, yet suspicion hovered 
around him. He could now less than ever approach his 
brother. 

Anders had thought of Baard when the hayloft burned, 
but had said nothing. When he had seen him enter his house, 
the following evening, pale and strange, he had forthwith 
thought: He is smitten with remorse, but for such a terrible 
outrage against his brother there can be no forgiveness. Since 
then he heard how people had see Baard go down towards 
his home the evening of the fire, and although nothing was 
brought to light at the inquiry, he felt convinced that his 
brother was the quy one. 

They met at the hearing, Baard in his good clothes, Anders 
in his worn out rags. Baard looked at his brother as he entered, 
and Anders was conscious, in his inmost heart, of an anxious 
pleading in his eyes. He doesn’t want me to say anything, 
thought Anders; and when he was asked whether he suspected 
ct brother of the deed he answered loudly and decisively, 
“Мо!” 

Anders took to drinking heavily after that day, and it was 
not long before he was in a bad way. Even worse, howcver, 
fared Baard, although he did not drink; he was so changed 
that people hardly knew him. 

Then late one evening a poor woman entered the little 
room Baard rented and asked him to come with her. He 
recognized her; it was his brother’s wife. Baard understood 
at once what her errand was, turned deathly pale, dressed him- 
self, and followed her without a word. A pale glimmer shone 
from Anders's window, now flickering, now vanishing, and 
this light they followed, for there was no path across the snow. 
When Baard again stood in the doorway, he was met with a 
strange odour which almost made him ill. They went in. 
А little child sat cating charcoal over by the hearth, its face 
all black, but it looked up and laughed and showed its white 
teeth. It was his brother’s child. 

Over on the bed, with all sorts of clothes over him, lay 
Anders, pale, emaciated, his forehead high and smooth, 
and stared at his brother with hollow eyes. Baard’s knees 
trembled. He sat down at the foot of the bed and burst into 
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uncontrollable weeping. The sick man looked at him intently 
and said nothing. At length he asked his wife to go out, but 
Baard motioned for her to remain. And then the two brothers 
began to talk to each other. They explained everything, 
from the day they bid for the watch down through the years 
to this day when they finally met again. Baard ended by 
taking out the lump of gold, which he always carried about 
him, and it came to light in the course of their talk that never 
for one single day in all these years had they been really 


happy. È У д 
nders did not say much, for һе had little strength, but Baard 
watched by thc bedside as long as Anders was ill. 

“ Now I am perfectly well, 5 Anders said one morning, оп 
awakeninj g m Now, brother, we shall live together always, 
just as in the old days, and never leave each other.” 

But that day he died. 

The widow and the child Baard took home with him, 
and they were henceforth well taken care of. But what the 
brothers had talked of at the bedside came out through the 
walls and the night, and became gencrally known to all the 
people in the valley. Baard grew to be the most highly re- 
spected man among them. They all honoured him as one who 
had had a great sorrow and had found peace again, or as one 
who had returned after a long absence. And Baard grew in 
strength of mind by reason of all their friendliness. He 
became a godly man, and wishing to be of some use, as he said, 
the old corporal turned schoolmaster. What he impressed upon 
the children, first and last was love, and, himself, he practised it 
till the children came to love him as a playmate and a father. 
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(1882- ). Despite the fact that her best-known work 
is the i, шй a medieval setting, “ The Bridal 
Wreath,” “ Mistress of Husabey ” and “ The Cross,” 
Sigrid Undset is probably at her best when she writes of the 
Norwegian city middle classes.’ Her stories very often have 
an Oslo background, as does the one included here. She has 
а deep love and understanding of family life, which is 
7 bparent in all her work. She won the Nobel Prize for 
Aterature іп 1928. 


SIMONSEN 


SIMONSEN paused a moment at the gate entrance, and 
dug out his old grease-worn wallet, in order to put away 
a testimonial he held in his hand. But before he dia so, he 
smoothed the soiled paper out and read it through, although 
he knew it by heart already. 

“ Anton Simonsen has been a warehouse clerk in our employ 
for three years. During that timc he has proved himself a 
willing, sober, and industrious worker. 

“ The Hercules Machine Shops, 
N. NIELSEN.” 

That testimonial—bah!—wouldn’t help him very far. It 
was pretty damn cheap of the manager—confound him! 
He was surely not so averse ordinarily to cramming his cus- 
tomers full of lies about one thing and another—shipping 
dates and the like, but when it came to giving a poor fellow 
a testimonial which might help smooth he way for him and 

et him something to do,—ah, that was another matter. 
бу, but I can't vy well write that your work has been 
entirely satisfactory,” the old sniffer had said. But the word 
“sober,” at any rate, he had forced him to put in. That 
wasn't in the first draft. He—Simonsen—had insisted that he 
put itin. “ It seems to me, Simonsen,” the manager had said, 
* that you've smelled of liquor at all hours of the day almost.” 
But at that he had opened up on him. “ Гуе taken a drink 
now and again, it is true, Mr. Manager,” he had said, “ but 
that I venture you'd have done too if you had to dig around all 
day in that clammy warehouse. But there’s no one can say 
that Anton Simonsen has ever been drunk on the job. Not 
even a bit on edge once.” Well, at that the old wind-bag had 
had to give in, and the girl copyist had had to rewrite the 
testimonial with the word “ sober” in it. So there it was— 
such as it was! It didn’t amount to very much, it is true, 
and, what was worse, he had none better to show. 
"n 
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“ Look out there, you damn fool!” 

Simonsen jumped to one side, in towards the wall. A 
wagon loaded with iron beams swung rattling through the 
gate. The big horses steamed and sweat as they dug in with 
all their might to get the load over the stone ridge е at the 
fn entrance. The driver усПей something after him, 

ut Simonsen could not hear what it was he said, for it was 
drowned in the rattle and rumble of the iron beams. 

He put the testimonial away and stuck the wallet in his 
breast pocket. He glowered with hostile eyes after thc wagon. 
It had come to a stop up against the warchouse, just opposite 
a huge crane, which with its pulleys and chains projected out 
from a dark hole, between barred windows, in the smoky red- 
brick wall. The flanks of the horses were steaming white, 
and the hairs on their sides were plastered together in little 
wet tufts. The driver had not blanketed them; he stood talking 
with another fellow. 

Simonsen buttoned his winter coat, comparatively new 
and in fair condition, straightened up, and thrust his abdomen 
out. There rose within him a (ес fig of bourgeois dignity ; 
he still considered himself a better member of society than 
this ruffian driver, even though the fellow did berate him. 
And with this self-consciousness there was vaguely merged 
another feeling, which had stirred within him at the sight of the 
two work-horses, as they tugged away and flexed the muscles 
of their perspiring flanks. H e stepped in through the gate. 

“It seems to me you ought to blanket your horses. There's 
certainly no sense in letting the poor crcatures stand unprotected 
this way in the cold—sweaty as they are." 

The driver—a tall, lanky brute—faced about and looked 
down at him. 

“ Any of your business, fatty?” 

* What do mu suppose would happen to you if I were to 
go "አ: the office and report how you're treating their horses?” 

* Pick up your legs and beat it, and be quick about it. 
What's it to you any way? There's no need of your butting 
in." And the driver moved threateningly маг de him. 

Simonsen drew back a bit, but, he reflected, the fellow would 
hardly dare touch him here, and he thrust his paunch out still 


more. 

“ Well, I merely wanted to call to your attention that they 
can see you from the office window—how you are treating the 
comp any's horses.” 

ih that he faced about. The self-assured bourgeois 
feeling left him almost immediately. For just as he passed 
through the gate a man rushed down the stairs and swept 
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by him—red-faced and blond and light-haired—dressed in fur 
cap and coat and swinging a silver headed cane—the same man 
he had interviewed at the time he had applied for the position. 

It was beginning to grow dark outside. It was going towards 
four o'clock already. Olga, no doubt, would scold a bit when 
he came home so late for dinner. Oh well, he'd simply have 
to tell her he'd had to stay the extra hour at the warehouse, 

Simonsen trudged rapidly down Torvgaten. He scemed to 
mince and drag his steps at the same time, and what with his 
large round paunch and his bowed arms he suggested a rubber 
Бай rolling and bouncing along. Slight of build he was, and 
short-necked, and his face was fat and flabby, with bleary 
7= that lay deeply hid beneath his eyebrows, bloodshot 
checks, and a blueish something of a nose above a drooping 
greyish-yellow mustache. 

It was a wretched Saturday afternoon in the forepart of 
December, and the air was thick with a cold grey fog, which 
both smelled and tasted of gas and soot. Out in the street 
the sleighs skidded over the hard-frozen, rut-worn snow, and 
on the walks the stream of humanity swept, dark and heavy, 
past the lighted, frosty shop windows. Every moment, as һе 
trudged along, immersed in his own thoughts, there was 
somcone who ran into him and glowered angrily back at him. 

Not that there was much in the way of thoughts stirring in 
his mind. For he kept pushing them aside. Surely he would 
find something by that time. So that he'd not have to let Olga 
know that he had been laid off finally, beginning with the 
first of the year. Ugh, life certainly was a struggle! 

There was no hurry; he still had the better part of a month 
left before the beginning of the ycar. But if worse came to 
worse, he would have to write to Sigurd. Sigurd could easily 
get him another job. That wasn't too much to ask of a son 
who was as well established as Sig rd was. It would not be 
any fun, to be sure; this would be the fourth time. But 
then it was only four times in eight years. It was eight years 
ago exactly this coming New Year that Sigurd had got him 
that place in the office—all because that elegant daught ter-in- 
law—the vixen—had felt he was not swell enough to have 
around her home in Fredrikstad. It was unfortunate, to be 
sure, that he had messed up things in all three places, but 
that wasn't his fault. In the office it had been the women— 
the jealous hens—who had got it in for him, as though it was 
any of their business what sort of man he was as long as he 
minded his work—and that he had done. And he had never 
tried to become too familiar with any of them. On that 
score he was clear. They needn’t worry—upstart, angular, 
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washed-out hussies they were. Yes, and then there was the 
lumber warehouse. There certainly he had been proper and 
orderly in every way, for it was just at the time фа he had 
taken up with Olga. True, he had not been accustomed to 
work of that kind, but if it had not been for malice on the part 
of the foreman he would never have lost that job. And after 
that he had got into the machine shop. Ah, it was no easy 
matter for a man already well up towards sixty to learn to 
master all the mysterious intricacies—all new to him—in 
connection with the selling and the shipping and the storing 
and what not. The warehouse foreman was a lazy scamp, 
and always he—Simonsen—had to shoulder the blame. And 
right from the start they had been disagreeable to him—from 
the manager and the chief clerk, who were forever reminding 
him that he was there only temporarily, and kept asking him 
whether he didn’t have something else in view, down to the 
warehouse foreman and the other Bremen and the teamsters— 
and the lady cashier, always во crabby and sour and cross and 
irritable every time he came up and asked for part of his pay 
in advance, 

A grey feeling of restlessness and despondency settled over 
him like a clammy fog. He shuddered when he thought how 
Olga would fret and stew when he came home, and how ex- 
tremely disagrecable Sig rd and his wife would be when 
they learned that he had been laid off, and how he would be 
starting in again at some new place, where, dazed and fearful 
and at his wits’ end, he would be rushing around at new tasks, 
which he did not understand and probably never would come 
10 know—in another warehouse or perhaps another office, 
full of strangers, unfamiliar and hostile—always cowering 
beneath constant reprimands and complaints, pase await- 
ing, half gxpecting another dismissal, just as he had rushed 
about and humbled himself, sluggish and old and stupid, 
through all his other jobs. 

Simonsen was, in spite of all, however, somewhat adept 
at keeping unpleasant thou ghts at arm's length. In шү 
һе had gone through life that way, had humbled himself, 
and had come to look upon dismissals and reprimands and cross 
words and unpleasantnesses as inevitable. So it had been at 
sea, and so it had been at the docks when he was with Isachsen, 
and so it had been at home with his wife, as long as she lived. 
Cross and dour and severe and disagrecable—his daughter-in- 
law was not altogether unlike her for that matter. Well, 
Sigurd had been only too well repaid for aspiring to marry 
Captain М; izes climbing daughter. Ah, how cosy their 
home had been those years immediately after Laura died! 
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The boy had got a good start, and kind he had always been to 
his old father, had paid royally for his keep and everything. 
Not that he had been altogether unhappy here either at first, 
asa bachelor dg ain and a man about town—he had been into 
things, had a good time and lots of fun and all that— 
and later when he took up with Olga he had in reality—he 
couldn't deny it—been very comfortable—most of the time, 
at any rate. A little disagreeable, to be sure, it had been 
atthe time Olga became with child, but Olga was not altogether 
to blame for that, and she had reconciled herself to it im- 
mediately when he had promised her marriage. Even yet, 
of course, she raised a fuss about it at times and insisted he 
go through with it and marry her. Not that he didn't some 
time intend to do it—he'd have done it long ago, had it not 
been for the disagrecable complications he foresaw with Sigurd 
and his wife. But some day surely an easy respectable job 
must fall to his lot, which would be his permanently—and 
when Olga was able to enlarge her dressmaking establishment, 
and Henry, her boy, got into the office, where he was now 
running errands—for that he had been promised; the fellow 
was rounding out quite satisfactorily—well, they might then 
at last get a cosy little place and be happy together. He could 
sit in the sofa with his glass of toddy and his pipe, while Olga 
went about her work in a leisurely way, and Svanhild sat near 
him and studied her lessons. For Olga was a real genuine 
soul, and no one should have occasion to say about Svanhild 
that she was an illegitimate child—when the time came for her 
to start school. 

Simonsen had by now reached Ruselökveien. The fog lay 
thick and clammy іп the narrow street, streaked here and there 
by yellow-green light from frozen shop windows, and in all of 
them, wherever the heat from the gas light or the lamp had 
cleared a space on the frosted windows, could be seen displays 
of Christmas tree baskets, whether it was a general merchandise 
shop or a delicatessen or a tobacco shop. The reddish glare 
from the huge exhibition windows of the two-story bazaar on 
the other side of the street oozed unctuously out into the fog. 
The gas lamps up on the Terrace were just barely discernible. 
But the private dwellings beyond were entirely lost. Not a 
single ray of light penetrated to the street from them, although 
they could be sensed v: aguely as towering walls in the fog— 
which, as it were, dwarfed the street below into a mere gutter. 

Simonsen trudged along mincingly. The walks in many 

places, where the ice had not been cut away, were slippery. 

dren swarmed about on all sides. Out in the. street, 
vans and sleighs, they attempted to slide, if it were 
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only along an icy rut in the rough, irregular, brown layer of 
hard frozcn snow. 

“ Svanhild | 

Simonsen called sharply to a little girl іп a dirty white cap. 
She had crawled up on the bank of snow, piled high along the 
walk, and let herself slide down into the street on her wee tiny 
skis, which were quite black from the soot and the dirty snow, 
and had almost no bend left in them. 

The child stood stock still in the middle of the street and 
looked at up Simonsen as he straddled the snow bank and went 
outtoher. Herheaven-blue eyes testified to a guilty conscience, 
as she brushed her light hair up under her cap, and wiped her 
little nose with her red-mittened hand. 

“ And how many times have you been told, Svanhild, that 
you are not to run out into the street! Why can't you be a good 
girl and play in the court? ” 

Svanhild glanced up timidly. 

“ But I can’t very well ski in the court—for there's no hill 
there, and” 

“Suppose a wagon came along and ran over you, or а 
drunken man came up and ran away with you—what do you 
think рарра and mamma would say then? ” 

Svanhild was ashamed and said nothing. Simonsen helped 
heron to the walk again, and they tripped away hand in hand, 
her tiny, strip-like skis clattering down the bare walk. 

* Do you think pappa will take you out walking to-night 
if you're a bad girl, aud won't do as you're told to?—I suppose 
they've already had dinner? ” 

# Oh, yes, mamma and Henry and I have eaten long 

ago” 
Hm! Simonsen trudged in throug h the gate. A white 
metal sign read: “Mrs. Olga Martinsen, Dressmaking 
Establishment. Children’s and Boys’ Clothes. Third Floor 
Rear.” Simonsen crossed the court diagonally, and glanced 
up towards a lighted window, against which some fashion 
journals leaned. Then he picked up Svanhild’s skis under his 
arm and led the child up the narrow back stairway. 

Outside Olga’s hall door a couple of youngsters stood reading 
a paper-bound book in the glare of a Kitchen lamp which h: 
been hung out. Simonsen grumbled something and let himself 


in, 
The hall was dark. At the farther end a streak of light issued 
through the door from the living-room. Simonsen went into 
his own room. It was dark there too—and cold. Ugh, she 
had let the бге go out. He lit the lamp. 
“ Run in, Svanhild, and tell mamma I am here.” 
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Не opened the door to the room adjoining. Ас the table, 
gverfiowing with cut and half-sewed garments and scraps of 
lining, sat Miss Abrahamsen bent over her sewing. She had 
fastened a newspaper to one side of the lamp, and all the 
light fell on her ttle yellow spinster face and diminutive 
brown hands. There was a little reflection of light from the 
two steel sewing machines, and in towards the wall could be 
seen the white beds of Olga and Svanhild. 

** And you're at it harder than ever, Miss Abrahamsen.” 

“ Ah yes—onc has to, you know.” 

“Yes, isn’t this Christmas business the funniest thing—it's 
almost as if the world was coming to an end.” 

Svanhild slipped in from the living-room. 

“Mamma says to say your dinner is іп the warming 
oven.” 

* Well, I guess ГП stay right here and make myself com- 
fortable, Miss Abrahamsen; it’s so cold in my room—and then, 
too, ГЇЇ have pleasant company.” 

Miss Abrahamsen had quietly cleared a corner of the table 
while Simonsen brought out the dinner—cabbage soup and 
sausag ез. 

“Hm! Not so bad. Now if one only had- +° Simonsen 
got 3 and tapped on the door to the living-room. 

“Оһ, Olga” 

“ Why good evening, Simonsen! And how are you?” 

He opened the door and peered in. 

“Wel UN if it isn't Miss Н lum! And you’re having another 
new dress again?” 

Olga, her mouth full of pins, was busy fitting Miss Hellum, 
arrang ging the folds over her bust before the console mirror. 

“ About so, Tga 

Olga removed the lamp from the nickel holder on the wall 
and held it up. 

“ It seems all right. You're sure it’s not crooked in the back, 
Mrs. Martisen? ” 

The two girls who sat waiting over on the plush sofa in the 
twilight laid aside their fashion journal, looked at each other 
and smiled, looked at Miss Hellum and smiled again to each 
other. “ Heavens!” one of them whispered aut oly. They 
were almost duplicates, in dress and everything, with short 
jackets, little neck pieces of fur, and nice-looking felt hats. 
with feathers on. Simonsen was still at the door—they 
embarrassed him a bit. 

“ Well, what do you think, Simonsen? Is it going to be 
prey? ? 

“Ah, и в remarkable how that colour suits you, Miss 
© «ο 
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saying 
ከ, you——! ” Miss Hellum exclaimed and chuckled 

Lovely 5 this Miss Hellum! Olga cut around the neck, 
and Miss Hellum bent her head and ሕ uddered a little as the 
cold scissors touched her skin. A lovely full neck, with yellow 
curly hair all the way down, and arms that were soft and round. 

“Costly stuff too, I imagine,” Simonsen remarked, as he 
touched the silk—and her arm—while Olga worked on the 
sleeve. 

“For shame, Simonsen,” Miss Hellum laughed. Olga 
looked daggers.’ She pushed him aside, as she tugged at the 
sleeve. 

“ Oh yes, that reminds me—Olga, couldn't Henry run down 
and get a bottle or two of beer 

епгу? had to go down to the office again, poor fellow— 
some estimate or other that had to be copied, he sai 

“ Poor fellow—he had to go down again, did he?—It seems 
to me it's getting to be almost every Saturday afternoon. 
Ah yes, life is a struggle! Те was almost four o'clock before 1 
got away from the warchouse. Oh, if one were only young 
and beautiful, Miss Hellum ! ” 

Svanhild peeped in. 

* Come in here, Svanhild! Do you remember my name 
to-day? ” 

“ Miss Hellum,” Svanhild smiled modestly. 

“I suppose you'd like some candy to-day too, wouldn't 
оп?” Miss Hellum opened her purse and brought out a 
Іше bag. 

“ Oh ho, and what do you say now, Svanhild? And your 
hand, Svanhild! And you can curtsy, can’t you? ” 

Svanhild E her thanks, offered her hand, and curtsied. 
And she took to breaking apart the pieces of camphorated candy 
which had stuck together. 

Miss Hellum talked and laughed while she put on her wraps. 

“Well, I'll expect it rea dy for a final fitting Tuesday next 
then, about this time. you won't diap int me, Mrs. 
Martinsen, will you? Well, good-bye! Good- bye, Simonsen! 
And good-bye, Svanhild ! ” 

Simonsen gallantly opened the door, and Miss Hellum 
swept out, the feathers on her hat swaying as she went, her 
muskrat neck piece flung loosely down over her shoulders. 

ew!” One of the girls on the sofa giggled. “Not so 
bad, e!” 
“ Say, she was a regular——' 
Simonsen withdrew again to Miss Abrahamsen and his dinner, 
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which had got cold. Olga came in after a while with the coffee 
and poured it. 

“Really, it’s beyond me, Anton—it’s perfectly ridiculous 
the way you carry оп! What can you be thinking of—when 
there are others around, too, listening! ” 

“ Who are those silly gies anyway?” 

“The minister's hired girl on the Terrace and a friend of 
hers. It scems to me you have made it difficult enough as 
it is for me—without carrying on in this way with that Hellum 
woman. Well, they'll have something to talk about now—as 
if they didn’t have enough already.” 

“ Shucks! I don’t imagine it was as bad as all that.” 

The door bell rang. Miss Abrahamsen went out to 
answer it. 

“ It is Miss Larsen.” 

Olga sct aside her cup and picked up a basted dress and threw 
it over her arm. 

“ Never a moments peace!” 

Miss Abrahamsen bent forward over her sewing again. 


Mrs. Martinsen and Miss Abrahamsen sat and sewed all 
day Sunday. They put off their dinner till it was too dark 
to work, and when it was over, Olga lit the lamp, and they 
took up their sewing again. 

“That vestee of Olsen’s, weren’t you working on it, 
Miss Abrahamsen, a while ago? ” 

Miss Abrahamsen set her machine whirring. 

“ I laid it on the table.” 

Olga searched the table—and then the floor—for it. 

“ Svanhild, you haven't seen a little white bib, have you— 
of lace?” 

* No, mamma, I haven't," Svanhild answered from the 
corner by the window. And she jumped up and began hunt- 
ing too, but first she settled her doll in the up-turned footstool, 
which served as a cradle, and covered it carefully. 

“ Astri is sleeping. She has diphtheria and scarlet fever,” 
she protested, as her mother rummaged around among the 
doll clothes. But Olga took the patient Futur out of her 
cradle. The doll was wrapped in a white pleated bit of lace. 
carefully fastened about with safety pins. 

“ Really, are you crazy, child! And, if she hasn't torn a 
hole in it with de pins! You naughty on ” and she cuffed 
Svanhild on the ear. “Oh, what shall I do now—this costly 
lace of Miss Olsen's too!” 

Svanhild howled. 

“ But I thought it was only а гар, mamma! ” 
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** Haven't I told TU not to touch anything, not even 
what's on the floor? ከ, what a naughty girl you аге!” 

Miss Abrahamsen inspected the vestee. 

“ I think I can take up the pleats, and then press it and re- 
pleat it, so as to bring the tear inside one of the folds—I don’t 
think it will show any” 

Svanhild kept right on howling. 

“Мей, what's the matter now, Svanhild—crying like this 
when you know pappa is taking a пар?” 

Olga was furious as she explained the trouble. 

“ What a naughty little girl you are, Svanhild—to play such 
tricks оп mamma! Рог shame—this isn’t my little Svanhild ! ” 

“It seems to me you might take her out, Anton. It’s not 
particularly good for you either to be lying around and sleeping 
all day.” 

Simonsen scolded the child industriously as he went off with 
her. But he comforted her when they had reached the hall 
and he put on her wraps. 

“Come, don’t cry any more now! Shame on you for 
crying so! We'll go over in the park and slide. You know 
it wasn't nice of you. So wipe your nose now.  Pappa'll take 
you sliding—come along, sweetheart—pappa’ll take you 
iding——" 

Olga was perhaps a bit too severe at times with Svanhild. 
Not, of course, that children were not to be punished—when 
they had done something wrong. But Svanhild took сусгу- 
thing so to heart—she was still hiccoughing on the sled behind 
him—poor little thing! 

The evening sky rose darkly purple high over the towers 
and spires on the Terrace. The weather had cleared up. 
There was left only a thin sooty streak of fog in the street, 
around the lights, as Simonsen trudged along, pulling his 
dang, hter on the sled. 

е palace park was such a pretty place. The heavy 
hoar-frost on the trees and the bushes everywhere эрг arkled 
in the reflection from the lamps. And such a mass of children 
everywhere! On every least little incline they were coasting 
and skiing. The main slide simply swarmed with them. 
Big naughty boys—sometimes five or six to a sled—hooted 
and yelled as they sped down over the icy crust, swinging a 
thin narrow pole, li Ke the tail of a rat, behind them. But 
Simonsen knew of a quiet little hill, farther in, where he and 
Svanhild had been in the habit of coasting before in the even- 
ings. And really Svanhild had a grand time. Pappa stood 
at the top and gave her a good start, and Svanhild yelled 
“Look out!” so food that her thin little voice almost cracked, 
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and Simonsen too roared “ Look out there!” from way down 
inside, although apart from themselves there were only two 
small boys in sport shoes and knitted caps on the whole hill. 
Simonsen took the initiative and made their acquaintance. 
They were Alf and Johannes Hauge, and their father was an 
office manager, and lived in Parkveien. Simonsen started 
all three of them down; they were to see whose sled was the 
fastest, but he gave Svanhild the most vigorous push, and she 
won. And he ran down after them and helped Svanhild up 
the hill again, for otherwise she would have stuck fast in the 
snow every time she went through the crust. 

But after a while Svanhild began to whimper. 

“ Pappa, my feet are so cold.” 

** Well Г then you must run—let's go up on thc road and run 
around a bit.” 

Svanhild ran and cried—her tocs hurt her so. 

“(Оһ ho! You must run much faster, Svanhild—let’s see 
if you can catch pap pa!" 

imonsen minced along with wee tiny steps like a bouncing 

rubber ball. And Svanhild ran after him as fast as she could, 
and caught him, till she grew warm again and cheerful and 


happy. 

But by that time they had lost track of their sled. Simonsen 
looked for it above the hill and below the hill and in between the 
bushes—it was nowhere to be found. Alf and Johannes had 
seen it stand over by a large tree in the road some time back, 
but that was all they knew. And—oh yes—some big naughty 
boys had gone by—that Simonsen too remembered. It was 
most likely they who had taken it. 

Svanhild was heartbroken and cried—it really hurt one to 
see her. Simonsen thought of Olga. Ugh, she wouldn’t 

grow any sweeter, touchy as she was nowadays. What scamps 
jose boys were! To steal a poor little girl's sled! To think 
that children could be so mean! 

“ Don't cry, Svanhild sweetheart—we’ll find your sled again 
all right.” 

Simonsen went about from hill to hill and inquired after a 
little blue painted sled. Svanhild trudg ed along with him 
and cried, and Alf and Johannes followed them, both ከር 
fast to the rope of their sled, while they told, as their eyes bulge 
of all they had heard about bign naughty boys, who went about 
stealing sleds, and ran down children, and threw chunks of ice 
on the slides. 

There was no trace of the sled to be found, but up on the 
main road they met a smartly dressed angry lady, who turned 
out to be Alf’s and Johannes” nurse, and who scolded them for 
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not coming home long ago and promised them they would 
get theirs from pappa and mamma. She wasn’t at all con- 
cerned to learn that the little girl was named Svanhild and 
that she had lost her sled—as she scolded and shuffled away, 
holding each of the boys in an iron grip. Then Simonsen 
was almost hit in the cye by a steering pole and in the shins 
by a sharp sled runner. 

“ Well, Svanhild, they've apparently made away with your 
sled—I don't imagine we'll cver sce it again," Simonsen 
sighed, dejected. “ But don't cry so now, little sweetheart. 
Pappa'll get you a new sled for Christmas. Come, let's go 
down Carl Johan and look at the shop ን "they Fe so 
beautiful to-night—perhaps we'll sec a nice new sled for you 
too— and he brightened up. 

Svanhild and her pappa went down and looked at the shops. 
And when they came up to a window in front of which the 
stream of people had stopped and formed one dark stationary 
milling mass of humanity, Simonsen raised her on his arms, 
and struggled and edged his way through, till they were right 
in front of the brilliantly lighted window, where they continued 
to stand as long as there was one single item left to talk about 
and guess the price of. In some places there were Christmas 
trees, colourful Йу arrayed, and lighted with electric bulbs. 
Svanhild was also to have a Christmas tree on Christmas Eve. 
In one window there was a regular Christmas party of lady 
dolls, smartly dressed—as Svanhild would be when she grew 
up. And in another shop, which dealt in trunks and bags, there 
was a wee tiny Coon in à wee tiny water basin. There 
they had to stand a long time speculating as to whether it was 
alive. At last it moved one eye just the least bit—just think, 
itwasalive! And this little crocodile, when it grew up, would 
be so large that it could swallow a whole Svanhild in a single 
bite. 

“ But now it can't bite any, can it? ” 

“ No, now it can't hurt you.” 

Up near Eketorvet there was a cinematograph in a window 
among moving picture advertisements. Svanhild, who had 
been to the movies with pappa—three times already—had to 
remember all they had seen—the two little girls who had been 
kidnapped by robbers in an automobile, and all the rest. 
Forgotten was the sled they had lost, and mamma, who sat 
pursing her lips over her sewing, till she grew tired and cross. 

orgotten was everything now—except that Svanhild was 
рарраз little girl, and that Christmas Eve was only seventeen 


day үр off 
Then they passed by:a sporting goods shop, with many 
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sleds, large and small, on display in the window, and the 
grandest of them all—the one with the fiery red and the roses 
painted on it and the bronze gilt iron braces—Svanhild was 
to get from her pappa for Christmas. 

After that they had to have something to warm them up a bit. 
Simonsen knew of a cosy little temperance café, since it was 
Sunday, and the wine shop was closed. There were no other 

eople present, and the waitress behind the counter was not 
ms tible to Simonsen’s flirtatious persiflage, while he had 
his coffee and sandwich and Svanhild had a piece of cake and 
a sip now and then of pappa’s coffee. 

“You needn't tell mamma,” Simonsen saw fit to caution 
her, as he winked one eye. But Svanhild knew better than to 
tell mamma anything, whenever she and pappa on their 
evening walks dropped into one place or other, and she had a 
stick of candy, from which—mamma thought—little girls got 
a toothache, and pappa had something to drink, from which— 
mamma thought—he got a bad stomach. But mamma always 
was so busy, and it made her cross. Pappa too was busy 
when he was at the warehouse, and Henry when he was at the 
office. When one was grown up опе had to work terribly 
hard, Svanhild had learned. 


After Sunday came Monday and five other gray week-da: የን 
Svanhild sat on the floor in Ше sewing room and played Бу 
herself, for pappa now came home so late in the evening that 
he could not take her out walking. Pappa, too, was cross now, 
Svanhild noticed—whether it was because he had so much ю 
do at the office or because mamma had so much to do that she 
scarce had time to prepare dinner or get his supper until late 
in the evening, A And Henry, too, was irritable, for lady 
customers used the room in which he ordinarily slept, for 
fitting and uying on till late at night, and kept him from 
getting to bed as he should. But Svanhild comi nlorted herself 
with the thought of the new sled she was to get for Christmas. 

On the fifteenth Anton Simonsen wrote to his son. He was 
tired of running around looking for jobs—which he didn’t 
get anyway. And having done so he faced the future blithely 
again. He had time once more to take Svanhild out walking 
evenings, and to help her ski in the park, and they talked of 
the new sled she was to get. 

On the eighteenth, just as he was nailing up a case of 
machinery, the warehouse foreman came over and told him 
he was wanted at the telephone. It was Sigurd, who was in 
town, and invited him to drop in and have coffee with him 
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at the Café Augustin—couldn't he beg off a couple of hours 
after dinner—that they might talk things over a bit? 

“ And how is Mossa—and the kiddies? ” 

The children were all right, thanks. And Mossa had come 
in with him—intended to make some purchases for Christmas. 

“ When I come to think of it, son, it’s well-nigh hopeless to 
expect even an hour off now, busy as we are just before Christ- 
mas,” Simonsen explained. 

Sigurd himself undertook to see the шапа) ger about it. 

“ Well, in that case, all right—you’re very kind! ‘ Hello’ to 
Mossa.” 

It was just like her! Of course she wouldn’t ask him to 
have dinner with them—oh по! But—by George !—he’d have 
peer and even something stronger before he turned up for that 

out! 


“Do you think that's necessary?” Mrs. Mossa Carling 
asked her husband, who was in the act of uncorking a bottle 
of punch. 

It seems to me we ought to have a glass of punch for 
father anyway." 

“Well, all right—as you please, dear!" Mrs. Carling 
thrust out her double chin as far as she could. She was not 
pretty. Her eyelids grew thicker out towards the temples, 
so that her small grey де seemed to creep in towards Ше 
bridge of the nose; her face was full and fresh in colour, but 
her mouth was narrow and small and her На thin, and her 
chest, finally, was hollow and undersized, while below she was 
full and broad. 

She was sitting in the centre of the pum sofa, directly under- 
neath the electric chandelier, whose three globes lit up the hotel 
room—the two iron bedsteads, the two mahogany washstands, 
the two small tables and the wardrobe with the mirror, the 
two easy chairs in front of the lar, ger table, on which stood an 
ash-tray on a doily in the centre of a chenille runner. 

There was a hesitant knock on the door, and Simonsen 
entered cautiously. He shook hands with both of them. 

“ Good afternoon, пано ተገ to see you again, son— 
good afternoon, good afternoon, Mossa—it's nice to see you once 
again too—and just as young and pretty as еуег——” 

Mossa rang for the coffee, and poured it, while Sigurd filled 
the glasses. 

Simonsen kept eyeing his da achte in-law, who sat silent, 
her mouth tightly drawn, as he with Sigurd. Leisurely 
and with many i the conversation drifted over to the 
main business. 
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“You don’t mind if we smoke, do you, Mossa? Here, 
father—a cigar—? 

“ And now this matter you wrote about. 1 was m at the 
office to-day and had а talk with your manager. Не 
to be of the same opinion as I. Тһе city's not quite the place 
for you. The work here is too strenuous for a man of 24:5: 
age—he seemed to think so (оо. And I can't get you anything 
else either for that matter ——" 

Simonsen said nothing. But Mossa took up the thread. 

“ Sigurd is himself in a subordinate position, you will have 
to remember—to some extent at least. Те board is not likely 
to relish having Sigurd forever asking the firm's connections to 
take his father into their business. Не has already done so 
three times—and you've messed up everything. I may as well 
tell you outright that Sigurd had some very serious difficulties 
after he had p you this last place, which you have just been 
let out of, as I understand ——^ 

“ That I had, I assure you. Аз I say, you don't quite fit 
in here. You're too old, too, to be constantly trying new 
things. And there is therefore only one way in which I can 
help you. І can get you a position up at the Menstad plant in 
Oimark—nice, easy work. To be sure, the wages aren't 
much—sixty kroner to begin with, if I'm not mistaken. But, 
as I say, that place I can get for you." 

Simonsen said nothing. 

“Well—that is the only way I can help you," Sigurd 
Carling repeated. 

“ Well—what do you say—shall I get it for you, father? ” 
he asked after a brief pause. 

Тһе father cleared I throat a few times before he spoke. 

“ Well, it's like this, Sigurd—I don't know whether you've 
heard about itornot—but the fact is I’m engaged to—the woman 
I've been lodging with these last six years. So I suppose 
ГИ have to talk it over some with Olga first—see what she 
thinks. Olga—that’s her name,” he explained, “ Mrs. Olga 
Martinsen; she is a widow.” 

There was an uncomfortably long pause. Simonsen played 
with the tassels on the armchair. 

“ She is a genuine, thorough, good woman in every way, 
Olga is—and she has a large thriving sewing establishment 
here in town. So it’s a question whether she'd care to move 
up into that Godforsaken country up there. And her son has 
an office job in the city too.” ር 

“Is this the woman——” Sigurd d spoke very deliberately, 
“that you are said—from what I have heard—to have had a 
child with—? ” 
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“We have a little girl, yes—Svanhild by name. She will 
be five years next Ар ril." 

“So!” It was Mossa speaking. “ So you have a daughter 
with the woman you are lodging with—who is such a good, 
proper woman in every мау!” 

“Well, so Olga is! Orderly and proper—and industrious 
and hard working too. And, furthermore kind.” 

“Tt is really strange, father," Mrs. Mossa made herself 
very sweet as she spoke, “ that you haven’t married this excellent 
Mrs. Martinsen before. It seems to me you had ample reason 
to do so long а) p 

“ Let me tell you, Mossa dear,"—Simonsen beamed with 
delight, proud of what he was inventing,—" I did not want to 
see my wife work and struggle so hard, and so I waited in hopes 
of finding something better. But marry Olga I have promiscd 
on my word of honour I would, and that promise hi stand 
by, as long as my пате Anton Simonsen! ” 

“Ah,” Mossa became sweeter and sweeter, “ but sixty 
kroner a month is not a great deal to get married on—and 
support а wife and child. And any great amount of sewing 
of course Olga can't figure on up in Oimark.” 

“The worst of course, father, is that you have this child. 
But I supp ose Mrs. Martinsen could somehow be made to 
understand the situation—we might perhaps come to some 
sort of agreement with her.” 

“ One thing you'll have to remember, Sigurd—there's your 
little sister, Svanhild. I shouldn't want her to suffer because 
she is an illegitimate child. It seems to me, Sigurd, you're 
incurring a grave responsibility by interfering in this matter.” 

Mossa broke in on him almost before he had finished, and 
now there was not the slightest suggestion of sweetness in her 
voice. 

“When you speak of responsibility, Sather forge ur illegitimate 
child—you real liy strike me as very funny. Sigurd offers to 
get you a position—for the fourth time—in Oimark. Неге һе 
15 unable to get anything. Why, if you don't think you can 
leave the city because of your private affairs, you are quite at 
liberty to remain. If you can find a position here and 
married on it—why, that's your affair and not ours. Bat 
Sigurd can obviously not help you in any other way. Surely 
he must think first and foremost of his own wife and children." 


Mrs. Mossa had arrayed herself in her silk petticoat and 
draped herself in her new set of furs, when she mounted the 
stairs the next morning to Mrs. Martinsen’s establishment 
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in the rear apartment in Ruselökveien. She pressed the button 
underneath Simonsen’s soiled card with a determined finger. 

The woman who let her in was little, plump and dark. 
She had pretty blue eyes, set in a faded, sun-starved face. 

“В this Mrs. Martinsen? I ат Mrs. Carling. I should 
like to speak with you.” 

Оқ: а opened a bit hesitantly the door to Ше nearest room. 

“ Won't you come in here? I’m sorry there's no fire in 
here. But we're sewing in the other rooms." 

Mrs. Mossa sailed in and seated herself in the only easy 
chair in the room. It was a room furnished as rooms for rent 
usually are. On the white dresser scarf stood, conscientiously 
arranged, photographs of the former Mrs. Simonsen, of 
Sigurd and herself—their engagement photographs—and two 
group pictures of thc grandchildren. 

“ Now, my dear Mrs. Martinsen,"—Olga stood over by the 
dresser observing her—“ there are one or two things I'd like 
very much to talk over with you. Won't you sit down?” 

“Thanks—but I am very busy. What was it Madam 
wished? ” 

“Well, I won't keep you very long. Simonsen—my 
husband’s father—is apparently, from what we gathered 
from him yesterday, under certain obligations to you. Now 
I don’t know whether he has fully informed you as to his 
position? ” 6 

“ You mean the position in Oimark?—Indeed, he has.” 

“So! Well, you understand, of course, it’s quite a small 
place. If he should take it, he would temporarily not be in a 
position to fulfil his obligations to you.” 

“Thank you!" Olga spoke rapidly and to the point. 
“ But it’s not necessary to trouble Madam with these affairs. 
We have just agreed—Simonsen and I—have decided to get 
married right away.” 

“ Well, in that case, Mrs. Martinsen, I must call your atten- 

tion to one thing: Simonsen can expect no support of any 
kind from my husband—absolutely none. He has a large 
family himsel! d And for four people to live on sixty kroner a 
month. Besides the little girl, which is said to be my father- 
in-law's, have you another child too? ” 
„ “Му son will remain here—I have a sister in Trondh- 
jemsveien whom he can stay with. And our plan was to sort 
of make our home in Fredrikstad. Simonsen would come 
down Saturdays—and I would run a dressmaking shop in the 
city.” 

“T see. Well, that mi; ght not seem unreasonable either. 
But there is this to remember, you see—there are more than 
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enough seamstresses in Fredrikstad already. It is questionable, 
Miss Martinsen, whether it would pay you to give up your 
business here and try to establish a new one there.” 

Olga started. 

“ Mrs. Martinsen, I beg your pardon. For that, I sce, is 
how you style yourself. Му husband and 1, to be sure, have 
done a bit of investigating. It need not surprise you surely, 
that we should want to know what sort of person it was he had 
taken up with.” 

Olga sniffed scornfully. 

“Well, that’s all the same to me, Mrs. Simonsen—Mrs. 
Carling, I mean—pardon me. But the fact is that Simonsen 
doesn’t seem to hold it against me that the man I was to шапу 
deserted me for America and left me to provide for myself 
and my little baby as best І could. Апа Simonsen has promised 
me—time and time again he has said to me, ‘ Don’t worry, I 
shall never go back on you, Οἱ ዒ. * And then I don't see why 
it isn't all the same to you, . Carling. We shan't ever 
trouble you, or run in on you—and seeing your husband hasn't 
cared to keep his father's name——” 

“ Му dear Mrs. Martinsen," Mossa waved her hand and 
thrust out her chin. “ Not so hysterical—please! I've surely 
never dreamed of interfering in your affairs. On the contrary, 
I came here with the best of intentions. I merely wanted to 
enlighten you—in case you ever imagined Simonsen would be 
a good provider. I must confess, I don't think you'll attain 
anything, if you marry him, except the privilage of supporting 
him аз well as the child. If you recall, my dear father-in-law 
has really never been what you might call an up-and-coming 
man. We have no guarantee that he will not be as shiftless in 
the future as he has been in the past. So there you аге! Do 
you think it will be easy for a man of his age—with a family— 
always to be getting new positions? 

“Tam here in all friendliness to make you an offer on behalf 
of my husband. Why, my dear woman, hitherto you have 
managed to get along without being married. Now, my 
husband would offer you something—we had thought of five 
hundred kroner—to cover any loss you might suffer by reason 
of your lodger leaving you thus suddenly. It's without any 
conditions, you understand. If my рег дъ звоша 
sub: ο αν attain a position that would enable him to marry, 
we'd have no desire or occasion to interfere. As you quite 
rightly said, that is none of our business. And as regards 
your іше girl, my husband and I have talked the matter over 
and would offer her a home with us.” 

* Never—as long as I live!" Olga flashed, “Part with 
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“All right—as you please, of course. And you and my 
father-in-law will, of course, suit yourselves, if you want to 
marry on sixty kroner a month—give up your livelihood here, 
and undertake to start anew in Fredrikstad, which I can 
promise you will be very difficult. It is so perfectly іпсотрге- 

ensible to me what you want with Simonsen anyway. 
Heavens, to marry—you already call yourself * Mrs.’ j^ 
your circle peo; ple aren't so particular about some little affair 
you may have had with one of your lodgers. That you ever 
took up with Simonsen—really you must excuse me for saying 
it—in my opinion it doesn’t speak very well for you. In plain 
lang uage he’s really nothing but an old swine!” 

Ίσα interrupted her. 

“You might just as well stop right here, Mrs. Carling. But 
ΤΗ tell you, in plain language, what it was I wanted with 
Anton Simonsen. One thing and another there may be about 
him that one might object to. But I noticed one thing very 
soon, whatever else one might say, he had a kind heart. And 
there are not too many kind peoplc around let me tell yout 
And no sooner did he realise that I took pains and wanted to 
make him comfortable than he began to feel at home, and 
straightened up and became regular in his habits, as he might 
have done sooner, іп my opinion, had he been made сот- 
fortable before. No, you can't deny—Argon’s kind-hearted. 
and grateful. And then his fondness for Svanhild—really he 

е too far in his love for Ше child—he is downright spoiling 
ег. I am fond of Simonsen, let me tell you, Mrs. Carling.” 

Mossa rose and thrust her gloved finger tips in between the 
lace frills of her muff. 

“ Of course—if you're in love with Simonsen—that's another 
matter." 

She sailed out. 


That Mr. Sigurd Carling had a high opinion of his wife's 
sagacity is true enough. Не had so often heard others say— 
that he had come to believe it himself—that it was Miss Mossa 
Myhre who had put life into, Sigurd Carl Simonsen when 
he was a mere clerk and had made him the man he was, 
But he had nevertheless had his doubts as to whether she was 
the proper person to come to an understanding with Mrs, 
Martinsen. For there was no denying that she looked at things 

ite rigorously, and this Olga, it appeared, had had two, 
hil ildren a bit irregularly. Mossa could on occasion be rather 
sharp and disagreeable. Не was sorry therefore afterwards— 
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he had been foolish to let her go. For some kind of under- 
standing had to be arrived at. Should the father come 
down to Fredrikstad and live, with a wife and child whom he 
could not provide for—it was as clear as day what the end would 
be. Never would he feel secure against unexpected, unforeseen 
demands for assistance—and then all the other aggravations 
which always trailed his father. And everlasting difficulties 
with Mossa. 

The affair had to be settled—and that immediately, before 
the old fellow had time to slip one over on them first. He had 
been up at the Hercules Machine Shops and had ordered the 
two new turbines, and had had at the same time a few words 
en passant relative to his father. Simonsen—it was now arranged 
—was to leave Christmas Eve, in order that he might go home 
with them and spend Christmas with his family. 

Later he started off himself to see Mrs. Martinsen. 

Olga’s eyes were red from much wecping when Simonsen 
came home to dinner. Carling had been there. He had 
been very nice for that matter, she said. Не had asked to scc 
Svanhild, and he had set her on his knee, and had promised her 
something for Christmas. Later he had talked with Olga. 
It was this miserable debt of hers—she was behind in her rent, 
and had bills at various shops here and there—so she had 
accepted the money. He had promised her fificen kroner a 
month for Svanhild—that was something sure anyway—and 
she had to consider Henry too—he wouldn’t be al bie to take 
care of himself entirely dr some time yet. Fifteen kroner 
а month, he had said, for the time being—" until my father 
becomes self-supporting and can marry you.” Olga was sitting 
оп Simonsen's knee, in his cold room, in the сазу chair in 
front of the dresser with the family portraits, and she wept, 
and he caressed and comforted her. 

“ Really, Anton, I don't know- ! What else was there I 
could do? If he won't help you—why, there's no other way 
out. And I understood from the way he talked—he won't 
help in any other way. If they are so set aj дата. us, I don't 
suppose we could make a go of it in Fredrikstad either, you 
seo” 

She blew her nose and dried away her tears, and then started 
to у again. 

, “ One must take what comes—must stand a lot when one 
is poor." 

jut persuade Simonsen to go down and 5) pend Christmas 
with them—that Sigurd and Mossa were unable to do. They 
held out the prospect of a Christmas tree and the grandchildren 
and goose and ale and wine and head-cheese all through 
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the Christmas holidays. But the old man was firm—he wanted 
to spend Christmas with Olga and the children. АП they could 

६ him to promise was that he would run down the day after 
Christmas, For Sigurd had given him twenty-five kroner 
by way of a Christmas gift. It was best therefore to get him 
away Кош the city, lest he go padding about during the holida: үз 
with money in his pockets and nothing to до. It чыр referable 
after all that the old fellow did his Christmas drinking with 
them—under зар сгу оп. 

The day before Christmas Eve, when Simonsen came 
home, he had the sled under one arm. And he hummed 
in a deep bass as he lit the lamp in his room and undid his 
packages. 

There was something in the way of drinks for the holidays— 
aquavit and punch and port for Olga. With a little ale now 
he'd be all set. A pipe for Henry. It didn't cost a great 
deal—it was mostly to show the lad he hadn't forgotten him— 
and a manly thing to get too it was for that matter. Other- 
wise he had been almost niggardly. The waist material for 
Olga cost only one forty-five, but he had bought her a brooch 
too for three seventy-five—and really it looked like something 
worth upwards of ten kroner. Simonsen took it out of the box 
—ah, wouldn't she be delighted! And for Miss Abrahamsen, 
too, he would get something—by way of remembrance. Some 
tifing thing—he could easily afford it. 

And then the sled! Simonsen after removing the table 
cloth from the table, unwrapped it and placed it on exhibition. 

“Оһ, Olga dear, can you come here for a second?” he 
called out into the sewing room. 

“ Well, what is it? I'm very busy ——” 

Simonsen moved the lamp over to the table. 

“ And what do you suppose Svanhild’ll say to that, Ова?” 

“ But the veneer, Anton!” And Olga placed! newspapers 
underneath the sled and lamp. “ Yes—a beautiful—lovel ре 
sled” 

“ And see here,” and Simonsen unbuckled the cushion and 
showed her the painted roses. “ The cushion was extra, 
of course, you understand.” 

“Hm! ፲ሺ cost quite a bit, I imagine? ” 

“Five kroner and twenty-five óre—with the cushion,” 
Simonsen proclaimed proudly. 

“So! That seems а lot of money to put into a thing like 
that, Anton. She's still so young—she might have been 
satisfied, even if it had not been quite so grand.” And Olga 
sighed. 

ኤ፡ Oh, well, seeing we have a few pennies to spend, we might 
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as well do it. It's only fun, it seems to me, to give a little 
liberally. And now that you'll Бе rid of your debt — I’ve 
not forgotten my sweetheart either, you'll see," and he nudged 
her playfully. “ Can you get me a couple of glasses, Olga? 
Гуе bought some port мей see how you like it—it was mostly 
for your sake, you see, that I bought it.” 

Olga glanced at the row of bottles on the dresser. She sighed 
again. Then she brought in the glasses. 

It was late Christmas Eve before Mrs. Martinsen had finished 
her work. But finally everything was in order. Henry had 
delivered the last of the dresses as soon as they were done, 
and Olga and Miss Abrahamsen had straightened up and 
gathered everything in bundles on the chairs and the table 
in the sewing room. Miss Abrahamsen had had her coffee 
and cake, and had received a bottle of eau de cologne from 
Simonsen before she left. 

After that Olga went into the living-room. She cleared the 
table of the fashion journals and the chairs of dress goods and 
materials for lining, and gathered up the buttons and pins 
оп the console in glass trays. Then she lit the Christmas 
tree, which she had trimmed the evening before. 

Svanhild and Henry and Simonsen came in. The elders 
sat down in the plush chairs. But Svanhild danced about 
and was happy, greatly captivated by all the lights—caught 
sight of the sled—and shouted for joy—ran back to the tree 
and scarcely knew what to do with herself for joy. Simonsen 
beamed and Olga smiled, although her eyes were annoyingly 
red. Simonsen had noticed them several times during the 
afternoon. Ugh, it would be just his luck to have her 
start crying to-night—when he so wanted them all to be 


happy. 

He brought in his gifts, and he smiled mischievously; 
no doubt she thought the waist material a meagre gift. Then 
he brought out a bottle of eau de cologne—he had given in to 
the desire to be extravag ant when he was in the fifty óre shop 
getting something for Miss Abrahamsen. And there was even 
a sewing basket for Olg: a, and a little match box, which 
looked like silver, for Henry. The boy thanked him as a 
matter of course, and laid the pipe and the box in the window, 
where he sprawled lazily in a chair. 

Then finally the brooch! 

“These other things, you see, are kind of practical—I 
wanted you to have something else too, Olga——” 

Olga opened the box, and tears came into her eyes. 

“ But so many things, Anton! ” 

Simonsen gave a grand flourish of the hand. 
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“ I certainly shall, Anton! ” 

“ And, say—what about the box that came this evening for 
Svanhild? ” 

Olga brought it in. 

It was addressed “ Little Miss Svanhild, care of Mrs. Martin- 
sen's Dressmaking Establishment." Olga opened it. Опа 
card inside was written “ А Merry Christmas.” It was from 
Sigurd Carling, and it was a doll—but oh, what a doll! 

үн had yellow curly hair and eyes that opened and closed, 
and it was dresscd in a white coat with a white fur cap and 
muff, and there was a tiny pair of skates hung over one arm— 
that was the grandest of all. Svanhild was struck speechless— 
but Simonsen prated. He and Svanhild were equally de- 
lighted with the doll. 

“Well, I suppose mamma had better put this away for you— 
it wouldn't do, you see, to play with it except on Sundays——" 

“ After all, Sigurd is kind,” he said to Olga, who came in 
with the glasses and a pitcher of hot water. “ That's what Гус 
always said—Sigurd is really kind at heart—it’s that con- 
founded wife of his that winds him round her finger, for he is 
really kind” 

Simonsen brewed himself a hot toddy, and Olga had some 
port. Svanhild, too, was given a little port in a glass by herself 
as she sat on pappa's knee. 

“ Won't you come over here too, Henry, and brew yourself a 
toddy—you're "most a grown man now, you know.” 

Henry rose somewhat reluctantly .' He avoided looking 
at Simonsen. Не had a pale freckled face and hard light- 
coloured eyes. He looked thin and slight in the man-sized 
clothes he wore. 

“ Well, skaal then, all three!— This is what I call having a 
cosy time! Aren't we having a cosy time, Olga?” 

“Yes, indeed! ” She sat biting her lips for the, tears came 
into her eyes. “ If only one could know where we'd be next 
Christmas——! ” 

Simonsen lit his cigar. He seemed a bit annoyed. 

“Don’t you want to try your pipe, Henry? There's some 
tobacco on my dresser—if you don’t happen to have any 
yourself.” 

“ No thanks! " was Henry’s only ге ከት 

“ Ah yes—next Christmas——” Olga sighed and struggled 
to keep from crying. 

“It’s not to know what one doesn't know," Simonsen 
remarked, and | leaned back in the sofa. “ This certainly was 
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good cigar! Well, skaal, Olga! Who knows—perhaps we'll 
all be celebrating next Christmas with the peasants іп the 
country! They celebrate Christmas royally up in Oimark, 
I am told. I really think you'd like living in the country, 
Olga—I really до. It wouldn't be so bad—all you'd have 
to do would be to step outside and chop down your own 
Christmas tree. How would you like that, Svanhild,—go 
with pappa into the woods and get a Christmas tree, and haul 
it home on your sled? ” 

Svanhild beamed ecstatically. 

“ And Henry’d have to beg off a few days at the office and 
come and celebrate Christmas with us.” 

Henry smiled—a bit scornfully. 

“Wouldn’t that be fun, Svanhild, go down to the station 
and meet Henry at the train? How would you like living 
with pappa and mamma on a big gaard in the country— 
with cows and horses and pigs and chickens and everything? 
And nice Sigurd, who gave you your doll, he has a little girl 
about your age too, and a boy a bit larger, and a wee tiny 
baby, you could go down and play with them in the city.” 

“Апа Га go down and drink tea with that swell daughter-in- 
law of yours, if that’s what you mean, Anton! ” 

“ I don't see why that should follow.” 

“ How you can sit and talk such nonsense!” Olga laughed, 
and then began to cry. 

“But, Olga, what are you crying for now, my girl? Why 
must you always take it that way- фр” 

“ Well, how do you want me to take it? I ought to be 
grateful to boot, I suppose, that this swell daughter-in-law 
of yours flung in my face that Henry's father once deserted 
me, and that now you're leaving me. And we'll be left here 
with our shames шу children and I—my unfathered children! 
You think, as they do, I suppose, I am only fit to slave away for 
ever, sewing for these fancy females you carry on with so 
scandalously. But I ’spose it’s natural that all you peo ple 
think you can treat me just as you please! Well, that's w 
I get; I should have known what sort you men were—when 
you've had what you want from a poor woman—why off you 
go and leave her sitting with the Бар.” 

“ But Olga!” 

“АҺ, it’s easy enough for you. I should say so! All 
you need do is to move up into the country, and then take 
to drink and women again and all the rest, and run around 
wallowing in mire, as you were when I first took hold of you—— 
Oh God, how simple and foolish I was to believe you and let 
you do with me as you pleased!” 
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“ But, Olga, for heaven's sake, think of the children! ” 

“ Oh, don't worry, they hear it, you may rest assured— 
in the yard and on the stairs. They might just as well hear it 
from me too." 

“ But—it's Christmas Eve to-night—surely you ought to 
remember that," Simonsen protested paternally. 

Olga wept ‘quictly, her head on the table. Simonsen 
placed his hand over on her shoulder. 

“But, Olga—surely you know—you know very well that I 
am fond of you. And Svanhild? Do you think perhaps I 
shall ever forget my little innocent child? On that score 
you may rest assured, Olga. I shan’t ever betray you or 
ave you—what I’ve promised ГИ keep!” 

* The poor thing!” Olga sat up and blew her nose. “It 
won't be you, I’m afraid, who'll say as to that, Anton.” 

“ One thing there is, Olga, you must remember,” he put 
one arm about her neck and held Svanhild with the other, 
and he straightened up and thrust his stomach out, “ there’s 
one greater than either Sigurd or Mossa who presides over 
that—and over all of us. 

“ But isn’t it time to sing some Christmas songs? ” he asked 
after a bit. He took a sip of his toddy and cleared his throat. 
“ΟΙ, blessed aye is Christmas Eve '—shall we sing that? 
Svanhild knows that, I’m sure. All right, Svanhild, sweet- 
heart.” 

Svanhild sang whole-heartedly, and Simonsen hobbled 
along, falling by the wayside at the high notes, but always 
starting afresh at the beginning of cach verse. After a little 
Olga too joined them with her tear-broken voice. Only 
Henry did not sing. 

And after Olga had gone out to tend to the cream pudding 
and the spare ribs, Simonsen and Svanhild still went on 
singing. 


And then finally the last morning came. The alarm clock 
in Olga’s room sounded, but Simonsen merely rolled over, 
half-dozing in the dark—it was so cold to get up. Everything 
was grey and gloomy. Especially the prospect of having 
to get up and go out in the cold—away from every hing. 

uch a bed—with feather ticks on top and underneath—he 
had never experienced in any of the many places he had lived 
in before. 

Olga opened the door, and in the light from her own room 
she set down the tray she was carrying, fit the lamp, and moved 
the tray over on the bed. There was coffee and саке. 

® You'll have to hurry, I guess, Anton.” 
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“ And you do the same, Anton.” 

They began to close the doors down the line. Olga stepped 
up on the runboard, and they kissed each other again. 

“ Well, Olga, you've been mighty good to me.” 

“ No more than you to me, Anton. And have a good {тї 

The locomotive whistled—a jerk ran down the length of the 
train—and it began to move forward. Olga and Simonsen 
got out their handkerchiefs, and waved to each other, as long 
as they could see anything. 

The train thundered away at the first grey sign of dawn— 
past the homes at Bekkelaget—at Norstrand—at Ljan. Some 
of the windows were already lit up. The icy grey of the fjord 
was just visible, on the lower si de of the track, with islands 
scattered about. 

Ugh, uncomfortable! Simonsen was alone in the coupé, 
sucked his cigar, and looked out the window. Gaards and 
forests swept siwa by—grcyish brown fields with strips 
of snow іп the furrows—black woods—— 

Well—Olga was probably home by now. Не wondered 
what she might be doing. Dressing Svanhild perhaps. She 
intended to sew to-day—she had said. So Svanhild would 
have to sit on the floor over by the window and play with her 
doll rags. There was no pappa now to take her out coasting 
in the park. 

Ah, that cosy room with the two warm beds in—and the 
lamp, and the sewing all spread out, and the bits of rag on the 
floor, which one was forever wading around in—and Svanhild 
over by the window—ah, his blessed little child! 

He could see her sitting quiet all by herself. Now and then 
a Miss Hellum or some other Miss went over and offered her 
some candy. Svanhild would surely miss her pappa a lot! 

It was not as it should be—not as it should be! 


“59 anilla, Svanilla dear,” he muttered to himself. 

But he pushed the thoughts aside. 

The little innocent child—so good—so good—would she 
not fare all right! 

He wiped away his tears. There was, after all, some one 
mightier than they who ruled such things. Yes—one had to 
console oneself with the thought that ther was after all a higher 
destiny that ruled everything. 
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novels SEN in Dutch and English when he was 
Just over thirty. Не is well known for his inspired and 
‘penetrating studies of Dutch peasant life. His “ Letters," 
edited by his daughter, appeared in 1930. 


THE FAIR-LOVER 


ዲኒ PETERS stood before the cottage door. She 

had finished the drudgery of the day for the day. To- 
morrow morning she would begin the whole thing over again, 
аз she had begun it yesterday ра patiently. Anneke Petcrs was 
a good girl. She knew it. That was the one bright spot іп 
her life of monotonous doing-your-best. 

For seven years, ever since her father died, she had lived 
with her widowed uncle, old Pete Peters; Pete the miser, as 
the village called him, “ Mammie’s Grave Pete.” Her own 
mother she could not remember: her father, she remembered, 
drank. She was fourteen when she came to keep house for 
Uncle Pete; she had never done anything else, excepting, 
before that, keep house for her father. The latter had fre- 
quently abused, and occasionally fondled her: Uncle Pete 
had never done either, but he grumbled from morning till 
night He was а ا‎ man in his way: born amongst 
5 pauper set, he had worked himself up а few steps in the 
world, as a pedlar, by sheer industry and lies. He had a 
talent for commercial mendacity, the lie that pays; he was 
the cleverest liar for miles around. He would swear himself 
black in the face, while describing his goods, “ by the grave 
of his sister”; his excuse to himself, and to God, being this, 
that he never had had any sister to swear by. But when he 
substituted “ mother's" for “sister's” he could always be 
relied on. Those who had frequent doings with him bund 
him out, and that is how he got his nickname. In middie life 
he had married, and soon after lost, a childless widow with a 
competency. He then gave up his little business, and hence- 
forward did nothing, living poorly, and lyi ing for diversion, as 
he had formerly lied for gain. His other amusement was 

grumbling. He grumbled at everything and everybody, the 

ernment, the weather, and Anneke, from morning till 
night. And he told stories all over the village, inventing. 
complications, embroiling neighbours, keeping up a sort 
perpetual April fooling and finding. it excel Пети sport. 

Anneke worked from morning till night to make all things 
go so well there should be no cause for grumbling, but that 
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undertaking is hopeless where the grumbler needs no cause. 
She was very ignorant, she could barely read and write, but 
she had a natural liking for refinement of the outer kind—for 
pretty things and pleasantness; she na a couple of geraniums 
upon the window-sill, though “ mies Grave Pete" 
complained they kept you from seeing the gr ጄ by. 

“ Boys go by,” he corrected himself, with a leer, ©“ They 
don't stop to look in, Anneke—much less, cross the threshold.” 
He had pe jokes, but frequent. “ There's none come to fetch 
you for the Келеме ከ е said. He said it over and over 

ain. 

He had grumbled over it on this summer evening, com- 
pairing that no man would ever come to take her off his 

ands. Here was Truda engaged to Ше handsomest ne'er-do- 
well that had ever left black children behind him in India, 
and nobody to give Anneke as much as a look, unless it be the 
blind beggar, Jan Siemen. 

Anneke had not replied that she saved her uncle a servant, 
nor had she pointed out that Jan Siemen never came near 
their uncharitable door. She had simply gone and stood 
outside in the early summer twilight, and thought how 
clear and still the sky was in the soft blue evening shades. 

Yes, Truda was 5:55 ed. To handsome Harmen Reys, the 
Indian corporal. Truda, the child of Aunt Peters's prosperous 
sister, the wealthy innkeepers only daughter, whose father 
jingled his keys and talked of his “ iron зае”; Truda, who 
wore clothes to church on Sunday such as no other girl could 
have got at honestly. Truda Batsy had always scorned her 
low-born uncle's lower niece. She had been taught to do so, 
and had gladly learnt the lesson. “ We must be decent to 
* Mammie’s Grave,’ " said Juffrouw Batsy. “ІСІ be all the 
better when he steps into his own." 

“Then I wish to God he would,” said the innkeeper. 

* But, as for Anneke Peters, she’s of no account at all,” 
said Juffrouw Batsy. She had slapped Truda as a child for 
а if Аппеке was a cousin of theirs. 

now Truda was engaged, and more aggressively scornful 
than ever. For years, from the days of their meeting at the 
infant school, the bigger igger girl, two years younger, but florid and 
health: y had pi |, bullied, insulted the weakling creature 
with the plaintive eyes. Many, and many a time she had 
gibed at her in the streets. Now she was triumphant, and. 
indeed, why should it not be зо? She had always trium] mphed 
from the first. All success and comfort and delight had always 
been hers. She even drove in her father’s chaise on 

As for being engaged—that is, formally pipe to 
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married—such grandeur unachievable formed по part of 
Anneke Peters's wildest dreams. But certainly she would have 
felt реке had she received those more casual attentions 
which fall to the lot of most country girls. Nobody ever 
offered to keep company with Anneke; nobody suggested a 
walk, or stopped for a chat ከሃ her window. She was plain; 
she was poor; she was modest; рео] ple did not even feel 

absolutely sure that her father and mother had “ been to the 
mayor’s.” Luckily for her, the chief proof on her behalf was 
furnished by Pete's persistent denial of the fact. 

Yes, she would have liked a swectheart—especially a Kermesse 
sweetheart—once in a way; a young man who would have 
taken her, as all the other girls got taken, sooner or later, to 
the annual fair at Overstad. That fair was the event of the 
year to all the peasants for miles around. The fair at Overstad, 
the splendid, riotous, ruinous fair; everybody went there in 
couples; it was a monstrosity to remain away. She only 
wanted to go one year. She only wanted to see, to have seen, 
to be able to talk about the thing with the others, who talked 
of it all through the year. Her uncle unwilling to accompany 
her, had always refused to let her go unattended. “If you 
want to see it,” he said, “ get a lover—like the others. Ha!” 

As she stood before the cottage door, this summer evening, 
Truda Batsy came by on her way to her own home, the tavern 
two hundred yards off. Harmen Reys was with her, looking 
bored. Perhaps the two had been quarrelling? Anncke’s 
little heart gave a little leap of pleasure, instantly checked. 

“ Well? " said Truda, stopping short. She was vexed with 
her ne’er-do-well lover, and her heart was full of spite. 
“ Anneke, are you going to the fair this year? They say it's 
quite unusually fine." 

“ Perhaps," replied Anncke boldly. 

“ Really? And whom are you going with?” 

“ Wouldn't you. ጄ like to know?” 

“I shouldn't. Г don't care tuppence who goes with whom, 
as long as I go with Harmen. But you'll want a sweetheart, 
Anneke, unless you take your Uncle Pete.” 

“ Good-night, Truda,” said Anneke, turning away. 

“Or you might take Beggar Siemen. Anneke, if I were 
you, I'd rather hire a sweetheart than never go at all!” She 

on with a laugh her lover trailing in her wake. Anneke 
stood looking after her. 

** What a brute you are!” said Harmen, and twirled his 


light moustache. ee 
Truda Batsy laughed ** Why shouldn't she go with 
“ Better people "а she have done 


a hired lover? " said Truc Е 
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it a hundred times. But Uncle Pete'd never give her the 
money : that’s why.” 

“ You're a brute,” replied Harmen, still more sulkily. “Теа 
almost be better to go with a meek little brown-eyed thing 
like that than with such a vixen as you.” 

“Smooth words, please,” said the girl, angrily. “ Why 
don’t you go with her yourself, then? Don’t overcharge, she 
ain’t got much. None but the lowest of the low let themselves 
out at the fair.” 

“You're a brute," he said again. He was a man of few 
ideas. 

She turned round suddenly and struck him a sounding slap 
on the cheek. 

The quondam cop oral straightened himself; a pink flush 
spread round the mark on his fair skin. “I never strike 
a woman,” he said, and, saluting, left her. 


Anneke had gone back into the house. She walked slowly, 
meditating. She did not hate the innkeeper’s daughter, for 
she could not honestly have wished her il, but if there was 
anyone on earth she loathed and dreaded, that person was 
Truda Batsy. 

“ Truda, eh?—with her lover? ” said old Pete. “I thought 
so, but I couldn't make sure because of your damned geran- 
iums.” She went to mix her uncle his evening glass of brandy 
and water—cold from June to September, hot from September 
to June: she had done that nightly now for half a dozen years. 
He always grumbled over the mixture, yet once, on the single 
occasion when she had spent a few days in bed, he had told 
her, grumbling, that no one could prepare it as well as she. 

“ What a good-looking man he із,” pursued old Pete. “No 
wonder that, out in the Indies, he could bring down sweethearts 
like coco-nuts! ” 

“Was he very bad?” asked Anneke, with an innocent 

thrill. 
“8317 What a fool- gi irls question! Is it bad when you 
potter about your stupid bit of a garden, if you smell at the 
stocks and wallflowers and things? What are they for else? 
Though, Ф ереп upon it, № didn't smell at wallflowers. 
You're a wallflower, Anneke.” 

She made no reply, but helped him to bed. He was 
an unpleasant old man, and this part of her daily task was 
especially distasteful to her. She went up to her own little 
white attic—every year she did the whitewashing herself—and 
Hngeringly. undressed. “What folly!” she said at last, 

leavouring to cast off the thought which returned in the 
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night and next morning. After all, the folly was possible. 
Other girls had committed it. 

In the afternoon, when she ran out with a big tub of washing- 
water to the reedy canal that creeps along by the village, she 
saw Truda sitting idle, with a couple of others, under the big 
chestnut in front of the inn. “They were laughing heartily. 
The “Ho! ho! ho!” of Truda’s booby cousin Tony rose 
above the cackle of the girls. Harmen was there again also. 
“Do you forgive me? ” Truda had asked that morning, a 
little апей у, for her. “ No,” he had answered, "ers 
talk of something else." 

“Anneke!” called Truda across the blazing sunlight 

Anneke turned paler than usual. “ It is the sign!” she 
thought. For, in her foolishness, she had told herself that 
never would she venture to question Truda about girls who 
had hired their squires, but if Truda began, well, then—— 

She came away from the waterside, with her tub held out 
before her, hot from her work, through the lazy heat, to the 
shadow of the chestnut tree. The others were cool and 
merry; a great basket of cherries stood in the middle of the 

Toup. 

gra Well, have you got him already?” questioned Truda. 
“I was telling Corry and Suzy you were going to pay for a 
sweetheart.” 

“ Will she advertise for one?” said Corry, who had from 
childhood been Truda's principal friend, and who now was 
being courted by the red-faced farmer lad, Tony. 

“ Nonsense,” said Truda. “ АП she need do is to go to old 
Nell Trops in the Weavers Street at Overstad. That's where 
the girls apply who can't get a lover for themselves.” The 
big innkecper’s daughter folded her fat pink arms, and looked 
triumphantly from Anneke to Harmen. “ You go to Nell 
Тгорв in the Weavers Street," she said. 

“И isn't true! You're chaffing me!” said Anneke; but 
some of them saw the flash in her eyes as Truda gave the 
address. 

“It’s true enough,” remarked lumbering Tony Dunder. 
“ We had a cow-girl at our place two years ago that got one 
cost her а florin. A florin he took, and everything free—the 
shows, and mem 'o-rounds, and Ше waffles.” 

“ And he treated her decent?” questioned Anneke, eagerly. 
“ He—he just kept her company, and let her go home when 
she liked?” 

** Oh, I dare say he treated her just as she wanted him to,” 
replied Tony, laughing clumsily. “Corry laughed also. Suzy 
sat eating cherries, and shying the stones into Anneke’s tub. 
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“TI don't believe a word of it!" cried Anneke, “It’s all 
chaff and rubbish!” Тһе girls jeered back at her. 

Harmen Reys bent forward, and, taking a big handful of 
cherries, threw them into the washing-tub. “ Have some? " 
he said. “ They're very good.” 

Anneke’s heart was too full for any sort of answer. She 
crept back to her house and her work. 

“Do you know, she intends to do it,” announced Truda, 
and pra up her lips. 

“Nonsense!” cried the other girls. 

“TI tell you she does. And, look here, we must have a lark. 
Of course, she will do it on Farmers’ Thursday, when all the 
countryside is there. Harmen, you must go to Mother Trops, 
and get her to give you to Аппеке.” 

“What!” cried Harmen Reys. “No, thank you; I’m 
going with you.” 

“So you shall, you dunderhead! But, first, you must 
fetch the fair Anneke. You will take her to the circus, and 
seat yourselves on one side; then we shall come in afterwards 
--а lot of us—the whole village—and seat ourselves opposite; 
then, presently, you'll think of some prctext to escape and come 
over to the empty seat beside me, and Anneke, who's paid for 
her lover —" 

“Но! ho! ho!" burst in Tony. The others all shook and 
cried out with laughing. 

“ What fun itll be!” screamed Truda. 

“I think it's rather low,” said Harmen. 

“ Don't be a fool," remonstrated Tony. 

“ №,” retorted Harmen, * I won't so long as I couldn't, 
anyhow, be as big a fool as you.” 

“Hush! hush!” interposed Truda. “ Let's think the plot 
out. We must arrange about it all in a day or two.” 

“Tell keep till to-morrow,” said Harmen, rising and 
stretching his long limbs. “ The cherries are all eaten. I’m 
going home. I’ve got something to do.” A loud laugh went 
up from them all, for it was well known that Harmen lived and 
loafed on his Indian corporal’s pension. 

“πι coming with you,” ejaculated Tony, stumbling to his 


“ Something to do means gin,” said Truda, scornfully. 
“Why don't you go in and drink father's? ” 

“ Because it comes too expensive,” retorted Harmen. 

“ But if I give it you it costs you nothing.” 

“It couldn't be dearer than when you give it me,” said 
Harmen with a smirking sneer. 

He slung off with a jerk of annoyance, She jarred on him, 
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especially of late. Не wasn't a good man; he didn’t mind a 
bad woman, but the worst man wants a woman to be tender. 

“ Truda isn't the sort of да I should care to marry," said 
Tony, slouching along beside the other's army step. 

“ Nor is Corry,” replied Harmen sharp ly. 

Тһе bumpkin pinned: a sudden break of white along his 
crimson face. “ Who talks of marrying Corry? ” he replied. 
* Marrying's one thing, and courting’s another. Kermesse 
comes once in a year, and marriage comcs once in a lifetime.” 

"Yes" said Harmen meditatively, his pale eyes dreamy 
with reminiscence of a sunny country where the wedding knot 
is more casily untied. 

“ And she hasn't got the money either that people say 
she has." 

“ What?" cried the other, suddenly attentive, all the 
dreaminess gone from his gaze. 

“Νο, she hasn’t,” said Tony with malicious alacrity, “И 
everybody knew what we know! But then, luckily, they 
don’t.” 

“ Tony, let's go and have a drink.” 

“Im agreeable, if you pay. You just take the train to 
Overstad and ask the registrar of mortgages there on whose 
property he registered a mortgage last Thursday. ‘ No, thank 
you, not I,” says father when Uncle Batsy came to him. ‘I 
don't go lending ο) my money to chaps as speculate in corn! ” 

“ Phew!” said the corporal between his teeth. 

* But there's old Pete Peters, Tony: all his dead wife's 
money’ll be Truda's some day.” 

“If he leaves it her. But he always says he is going to leave 
it to Anneke.” 

“That don't prove anything, coming from such a born liar. 
I wonder if he’s really free to leave it as he chooses? ” 

“ Let's take him for a drink, and make him tell us on his 
mother's bones! We shall find him under Ше beeches by the 
church." 

They marched off in that direction. 

“ What's Truda done to you?” asked Harmen presently. 

“Done to me? Nothing. What should she have done to 
me? We'll see whether she can always get as many Kermesse 
sweethearts as she chooses! А lubber may only be a lubber, 
but he's better than nothing at all.” 

“I see," said Harmen, scornfully. “ That was last year, I 

ел 
hey found old Pete Alling. his pipe with newly purchased 
tobacco. “ She’s a very good girl,” said Pete; his little eyes 
twinkled, disappeared. 


46 MAARTEN MAARTENS 


“I shall leave her every penny I have,” he said presently, 
comfortably ensconced in his favourite corner, in his favourite 
public-house. “1 shall. By my sister’s grave, I shall.” Не 
saw suitors on the horizon. Не wanted to have suitors, that 
he might enjoy dismissing them. The young men gave him a 
couple more glasses of gin. 

“I shall leave her every penny, every penny," he said, 
nodding over his glass. “ Yes, I swear it, every penny. Ву 
my mother's grave, I shall." 

* Oh, hang your idiotic mother's grave," said Harmen, 
getting up to go. 


Meanwhile Anneke, standing over the washtub, slowly 
thought the matter out. She fc she could no longer bear 
the public ignominy, not so much of never having possessed 
an accredited sweetheart, as of never having found a swain to 
take her to the fair. She knew that many a maid in her 
position would have started boldly for the Kermesse, and waited 
Шеге until some honest fellow invited her to spend the evening 
with him, as in more exalted circles men came up to claim a 
waltz. But when she thought of such indelicacy her heart 
bumped. То hire a cavalier, to pay honourably for honourable 
companionship, that seemed a very different matter. “ Ncll 
Trops in the Weavers Street," she repcated to herself. 
“ Overstad is such а big city, nobody will ever find out." 
She flattered herself that she had admirably kept her own 
counsel before her tormentors. It would be best to go on 
“ Farmers’ Thursday,” when all the villagers, for miles around, 
trooped in to make high holiday. On that day, following 
his invariable custom, Uncle Pete would go across to Rotter- 
dam to fetch his quarter’s income, getting back at midnight 
with the money, sober as a judge. That was his Kermesse 
treat, he always used to say. 

Yes, she would go, and, taking two tickets for the circus, 
would sit revealed to all beholders especially to the youn 
folks of her own village, most especially to Truda—reveale 
asa girl who can keep Kermesse, if she chooses, and keep it 
with better men than those she left at home. Her heart 
glowed as she pictured the hour of ን h to herself. For 
the twentieth time she counted the few florins in her purse. 
She believed she had enough. 

Two days later, on the morning of the momentous Thursday, 
Anneke, up betimes from a sleepless couch, hurried through 
her work as if she had not the whole long day before her. 
Presently she laid out her uncle's rusty Sunday clothes: she 
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dropped from her trembling hands the fuzzy black hat she 
was brushing. 

“Stupid! growled Pete; he rarely said anything more, 
but, then, he was always saying this. There were times when 
she almost ге qued her father’s volleys of oaths. 

“I shan’t be back till, midnight,” said Uncle Pete. She 
knew that. These quarterly trips to the bank were the 
supreme satisfaction of the old man’s life. She watched him 
depart, a tottery old scarecrow with an abnormal umbrella, 
along the poplar-bordered road. 

In the afternoon, having nothing left to do, she sat down 
to sew at some of the numerous clothes in which her soul 
delighted. It seemed astonishing, to her accustomed activity, 
how slow the hot hours passed. She dressed carefully, in her 
dark green gown, and fastened her mother's great gold ear-pins 
into the snowy, tightly fitting cap. Then, at seven o'clock, in 
the full glory of the solemn July evening, she crept forth, 
locked the cottage door behind her, and hastened away. 

The station was a mile off, along open road. But Anneke, 
trembling like a guilty thing lest the village cronies should 
observe her, made a circuit of two miles under cover of brush- 
wood, along ditches and fields. The platform, when she 
reached it, was deserted. All the others had gone in the 
morning, making a day of it. She had watched them passing 
the window in excitable groups. 

At Overstad Station there was plenty of commotion. The 
roar of the Kermesse seemed to rush out and welcome the 
trains. Over the whole city hung an atmosphere of burning 
grease; in the distance, about the vast Catt! Е Market, rose a 
yellow flare of dirty light against the tranquil sunset and the 
solitary evening star. 

Anneke, avoiding that quarter, crept round to the Weavers 
Street, and studied the names inscribed on the doors, according 
to a custom very general in Holland. 

The street was a side one, short, uncanny in its stillness, 
Before опе of the tall houses a little child was playing on the 
Чоор . Anneke hoped it would go in. 

“Well, my dear, and what are you doing here? Surely 
еи ош ght to be at the Kermesse,” said a pleasant voice behind 

т, She turned in alarm. The speaker was a tall man, 
with a somewhat gruff арр еагапсе, and a beard that looked 
as if it would better have fitted somebody else's face. 

“ Well,” he continued, аз she did not answer, “ what do you 
say үл going there with те?” 

е idea of thus accompanying an unknown, unrecom- 
mended person struck horror into her breast. “ Oh, по, по,” 
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she said anxiously. “ Please go away. I have come here to 
sce a friend.” Не fell back, laughing. 

“Perhaps your friend lives there!” he cried, pointing to 
а little house that hung twisted into a corner, half hidden 
between two tall neighbours—a little house, with a slouching 
doorway and a window that winked. She watched him turn 
the corner; she waited until he must be definitely gone. For 
a moment she desired to return to the station; she was miser- 
able, she was alarmed; she took a few steps towards the road. 
Then a sort of bravado came over her—the dogged resolve to 
go through with it. She walked straight up to the little house 
and bol diy rang the bell. An old woman opened the door. 

Do you know where Nell Trops lives? ” asked Anneke. 

“Мей Trops lives here, my pretty,” said the old woman. 
“ Come ii 

Anneke followed the creature into a back room. Of 
procuresses, evil houses, dangers to the innocent, she knew 
nothing. The vices she had heard of were the vices of the 
ficlds. 

* And what do you want of Nell Trops, my dear?" Тһе 
old woman cast a sidelong glance all over the ο figure; 
her expression grew indifferent, Nothing worth mud 

I stammered Anncke, her pale face a dusky red 
“I had heard—I thought that here——” 

“Then you had heard wrong," said the old woman sharply. 
She held the door open. There was a musty smell in the little 
dingy room. 

“ But there was a girl from our village got one," cried 
Anneke, emboldened by necessity. 

“Т dare say,” replied Nell Trops, drily. Then, suddenly, a 
light seemed to break in upon her. “ You want a sweetheart 
to go a-fairing with? " she said, with a cunning glance. 

Anneke hung her head. 

“Is that all? ” went on the woman briskly. “ Quite zig ht, 
my dear, quite right. Yes, this is the correct address. low, 
what sort would p like to have, my dear—town or country? 
Do yu like “еп fair or dark?—and what are you going to pay 
for him?” 

“ Oh, don’t!” said Anneke. 

“ My charge,” said the old woman with precision, “ is fifty 
cents. With an umbrella, seventy-five. 

Anneke lifted her glance. “ Why with an umbrella? " she 
asked in sudden curiosity. i NAF рани 

“It has always been so,” гері е! Trops, зпар! у. 
“Іп my mother's time, and her mother's before her. 
umbrella looks respectable; it means a better class. Every 
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one knows that; it's a recognized fact, like the cathedral. 
Nothing ^s changed but the prices—they’re lowered. Times 
are bad in cverything. And the girls have got so bold, they 
find sweethearts for themselves!” 

“ Please, I'll take an umbrella,” said Anneke. Nell Trops 
went out, and locked the door behind her—from habit. The 
girl started up with a shriek. That dim consciousness of the 
world’s evil which is the torment and the safeguard of every 
innocent creature fluttered her whole heart with an agony of 
fear. “ Let me out!” she cried, “ let me out!” 

Instantly the old hag stood before her. “ You fool," said 
Nell Trops, with vast scorn, “ how pretty do you think you 
are, pray?” The words, dimly un derstood, struck the girl's 
heart like a foul missile, leaving an indelible stain. 

“Would you like a sweetheart with a nice black beard?” 
continued Nell more gently, for her visitors expression 
alarmed her. “ Beards are extra respectable. You'd have to 
pay a quarter more for a beard." 

“No, not a beard,” replied Anneke, suddenly reminiscent 
of the stranger in the strect. 

“ Well, I haven't got "ст in boxes like tin soldiers,” said the 
woman, put out. “You should have let me know this 
morning, and you could have had half a dozen to choose 
amongst; Beards are my taste. А big bcard and а bald head 
for me.” 

* Yes, уез, а bald head!" exclaimed Anncke, who now 
only wanted not to have the stranger. 

Again the old woman went out, this time without closing 
the door. She returned immediately, ushering in the man 
from the strect. 

“ Not—not this gentleman,” was what Anneke tried to say. 
But she dared not. And, whilst the words still strugglcd in 
her throat— There now, my dears,” said Nell Trops, “ you 
i go ий: together! А pretty couple you mal ke,” said 

ell Trops. She almost pushed Anneke into the passage. 
“The florin, my dear, if you please. Yes, that’s right. Come 
and tell me to-morrow how much you've enjoyed yourself! ” 
The door closed behind Anneke. The room had been dark; 
the street did not seem much lighter. 

“ Now, let's hurry up and enjoy ourselves,” said the stranger 
555) “ You'll find me a good sort. Good as gold, honour 
right!" 

Somewhat reassured, she walked on beside him in silence, 
towards the increasing tumult of the Market. As yet this 
excursion was not very enjoyable: she had pictured it altogether 
different. In fact, she was miserable. 

P (ws) 
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But the Cattle Market—the central glory of the Kermesse 
—that certainly was a sight to be seen. Far away it shone 
into the deep tue silence, a yellow lake of many thousand 
oil lam рь with—high in air, obtrusive—the white electric 
glare. The uninterrupted bellow of sound—bands, sin ging, 
yells, cat-cries, calls of salesmen and showmen, pistol-shots, 
merry-go-rounds, organs—formed the music of a Pande- 
monium. Between the long alleys of flaring booths and stalls 
of every sort rocked a crowd of red-faced peasants, many of 
them jumping, hustling, shouting—all excited, and a large 
percentage drunk. Uniforms were everywhere in quanti- 
ties, especially about the pipe-hung shooting galleries: men 
and women massed together—sombre clothes and muslin са) 
and golden ornaments—whirled, insensate, to the weary jingl Te 
of the merry-go-round. Before canvas walls, ablaze with kings 
and lions, stood acrobats and actors, gorgeously bedizened, 
hoarsely mouthing their offers of entertainment. And above 
it all, above the steam of the fritter-shops, the sputter of 
the fat little grease cakes ог“ puffers," the big drums, the 
street songs, the somersaults, the jostlings, the vice and the 
vulgarity—above it all, and beneath the serenely solemn sky, 
everywhere, in a hundred medallions and paintings, the pure 
face, no less serenely unconscious, of the little girl-Queen of 
the Netherlands. 

A great deal of it came back to Anneke now from memories 
of stray visits with her father when she was quite a child. 
But it was not at all as she had remembered it: it was noisy 
and common. Where possibly could be the wild delight of 
the others? Мо wonder по one ever cared to take her. No 
wonder they said she was not like other girls. 

There were plenty of gingerbread stalls in all directions; 
there was plenty of gilt on the gingerbread; but to some 
people gingerbread is quite unattractive, even when all the 
gilt is still on. 

“ Now, what would you like to see first?” courteously 
inquired her companion. “ There's а calf with two heads, of 
which one isa Pig в, and there are some сар ital fi ghting fleas.” 

“ Let's go to the circus at once,” replied Anneke. 

u just as you like, it is rather late. And we can go to some 
of the shows when the circus is over.” 

They passed in—she paying for the tickets—and throu; ugh a 
long, dimly lit corridor reached their seats, The first ing 
she noticed on entering was that Truda sat just opposite wi! 
her party, and that next to Truda there was a vacant place. 
Almost simultaneously, as she turned to sit down, а muffled 
cry escaped her. Нег companion had lost his beard, and, with 
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it, his beetling हः ebrows. Handsome Harmen stood lau; hin] 
behind her. “ Hush,” he said, “it’s all right. It’s only a joke! 

She had never seen a disguise before: she did not know 
that beards could be stuck on. As for jokes, she had small 
experience of those also. They knew, then—they would all 
know—that she had come to Overstad to hire a companion! 
She sat down in her seat and quietly cried. 

“Don’t,” he whispered presently, “ the others will notice.” 
She stopped crying at once. “ And, besides, I can’t bear to 
see you 45 it. Let's be pleasant and enjoy ourselves. Look, 
they're going to begin!” A couple of clowns came leaping 
and laughing into the ring. Harmen settled down to the 
delights of the performance. Anneke tried to turn her eyes 
from the gay party opposite, who were evidently discussing 
and deriding her. She knew Harmen Reys but little: he was 
not of her village. She had always admired him from a 
distance: he was dashing, good-looking, his gaze was а 
cares. In these clothes he appeared different, almost a 
gentlemen: She wondered what he wanted, what he intended 
to do. 

The performance procecded, and the people opposite grew 
restless. Truda, especially, began to make signs to her lover. 
In the first interval of ten minutes, when the circus half 
See these appeals grew obstreperous. Tony came across 
and said something to Harmen. “ You be hanged!” was the 
audible answer, the only one he got. 

Jnnocent as Anneke might be—and she remained a woman, 
with all womanly instincts—she could not help realising that 
Truda was claiming her lover. 

“ Truda wants you," she said softly. 

“ Let her want," was his reply. 

“ But—I think you ought to go to her.” 

“ I so seldom do what I ought to." 

“You might begin now.” 

* Do you know, I almost think I am beginning.” 

“Оһ, what a leap that horse gave!” 

“Did it frighten you?” 

“Νο; only startled. I'm not soon afraid of horses.” 

“ I thought you were such a coward. Truda says so.” 

* P'rhaps Г am. m afraid of what wants to hurt me. 

“ Nod away, Truda, nod away. You nod back to her, little 
Anneke; enjoy your triump h while you can!” 

** What triumph? " asked Anneke. 

He laughed at her, “ Can't you really guess?” he said. 

Yes, she could guess. She could see that, for some reason ог 
other, Harmen, remaining beside her—Harmen, the Don Juan 
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ofthe moment—openly flouted his sweetheart before her friends. 
He was noticeably amiable to Anneke; he got her a glass of 
lemonade and refused to let her pay for it. Other girls looked 
up at him as he bent over her, twirling his moustache. Cer- 
tainly, for the moment, her success was complete. She smiled; 
she thought him delightful. He gave her his arm when the 
performance was over; and, ignoring the now utterly annihil- 
ated Truda, led out the lady of his choice. 

They went into some of the shows together, Anneke selecting 
a menagerie and a collection of stereoscopic views. Harmen 
yawned, but acquiesced. 

“ And now,” he said, “ we must go and eat waffles.” Не 
conducted her to a whitc-and-gold pavilion, gay with the 
movements of immaculate cooks. He was making for a cabinet 
at the back. 

“ Not there, please," said Anncke. “ Here in front we can 
see the people passing.” 

** But we want to be alone, do we not? ” 

“No.” 

A long silence followed the answer. They ate their waffles 
among the smells and the uproar. 

“ You're not the best of company to go Kermessing with,” 
said Harmen. But a moment later he entirely changed his 
tone. Не was very gentle and sympathetic, full of friendly 
interest. He told her how often he had pitied and admired 
her; how Trada’s coarseness had long disgusted him—he һай 
never been actually engaged to Truda; how this evening’s 
ruse had simply been a means of approaching the better 
woman, Anneke, just the kind and tender helpmate for a 
scapegrace anxious to reform. All this music he poured into 
her unreluctant ears, amidst the clash of cymbals and the cater- 
waulings, and the ceaseless “ By your leave!" of the white- 
clad waiters, who, the waffles being eaten, now wanted these 
customers to depart. But the heads of the couple bent lower 
and their murmurs grew softer, and people respect that sort of 
thing at fairtime, especially the caterers, who know it to be 
the corner-stone on which the whole erection rests. 

When she lifted her eyes at last, there was a happiness in 
them such as comes to no woman twice. She believed in him, 
purely, implicitly. 

“ I want to go home,” she said. 

“What now? Why, the fun is only just beginning.” 

“I want to go to the station "—she detained him. “ Alone." 

An oath escaped from his lips . It hurt her, but not dis- 
agreeably. It reminded her of the only man who had loved 
her before, and sworn at her. 
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“ Why, what a fool you are!” he said. © Come along with 
me, and we” 
“I am going to the station,” she interrupted him. “ Good- 


ight. 

She ran off into the darkness, thinking of nothing but joy. 
Her triumph of the evening she had entirely forgotten. Оп 
reaching the railway she asked for the train. They laughed at 
her: it had left twenty minutes ago. Then first since leaving 
home she glanced at a clock. 

The only train now available did not Нор at her village. 
She would have to walk six miles in the middle of the night. 
Worse than that, she would get home, with the key in her 
pocket, an hour after Uncle Pete. She dimly wondered 
whether Harmen had known about the time? Ко, he was а 
good man. She knew alrcady that she would get to love him. 
He must go to Uncle Pcte, and obtain the old man's leave to 
court her. Uncle Pete was anxious she should marry: therc 
would be no objection on his part. How nobly Harmen had 
spoken Already she admired him from the bottom of her 
eart. 

She got out at the other station and flew along the road. 
How glorious was the stillness around her, the mild light of 
the great yellow moon among the poj рее and across the 
broad fields, where the cattle occasionally moved. All about 
her was softness, and sweetness, and silence: the roar of the 
evening seemed centuries away. Апа Harmen had truthfully 
told her he cared for her! Were this little soul of ours less 
infinite than heaven, how could it contain the whole of heaven 
for an hour? 

As she approached the cottage, she saw that thc old man 
was pacing up and down in front of it. She had known that 
he would be there, infuriate. But somehow, timid as she 
usually was, she had not found time to think of him. 

“ Hussy!” he shouted, as soon as she was near enough. 
And then he used a yet uglier word. Не looked а Protesque 
figure in the moonlight, with his round umbrella and tall hat. 

She hurried to open the door, that she might the sooner 
conceal his shouting. She was glad when they were safe in 
the cottage together, and the storm of his wrath broke loose 
over her alone. She listened, shrinking back, but calmly 
inattentive. He had never abused her thus before, only 
grumbled. But then, she had never given him cause. 

“ Gad, I have found you out!” he cried, “ with your smooth 
white face and soft church manners! Со your ways, as much 
as you choose: only don't bring the brats to те!” 

In an instant the brutal words turned her heart to stone. 
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She faced her uncle, upright, by the flaring tallow candle. 
“Тат sorry I missed my train,” she said. 

“ And he let you come back by yourself? ” asked Pete, more 
soberly, but with a sneer. 

““1 went alone. I met Harmen Reys. He was alone too. 
So we went to the circus together.” 

“ Really? And that was ай?” 

“No.” Нег voice and manner again grew gentle. “He 
told me—uncle—he was fond of me ”--усгу юу . “И seems 
he has thought—thought so for some time. Не is going to 
ask you about it.” Her head sank on her breast. 

Old Pete sat down, and laughed till he shook. 

** He's been in a mighty hurry about it!” chuckled old Pete. 
“ Lor’, it can’t be more than three days ago that I told him 
about my money.” 

Anneke looked up, suddenly anxious. ‘ What? ” she said. 
“ What do you mean?” 

“Не was mighty inquisitive about my money, he was. 
Who was I going to leave it to? I told him, you! Lor’, what 
fools men are! I told him, you! By my mother's grave, 
I did." 

“Uncle!” her voice wavered between gratitude and 
distress. 

“ And so I shall; it's true enough! Aren't you my natural, 
lawful heir? Only—I ain't got any money to leave, not а 
hundred florins, I ain't. The money was your dead aunt's, 
and she left it all to Truda. Тһе notary's got it, in the city. 
And whatever I saved—though that ain't much—was to go to 
Truda also; that was what she made me agree to, and sign 
atthe notary's. “Тһе saving's is my money 3, 1 won't have it 

о to your beggarly family,’ oh е says. But ain't saved much, 
"m a poor man, a poor man, Anneke. And, besides, I ain't 
going to die yet awhile!” He sat gloomily staring at the 
candle, in his big tattered armchair. 

“ Lor’, what а lark! ” he said, brightening up again. “ He's 
а cool chap, that Reys. I hadn't never meant to tell you, till 
after I was dead. Sat it’s greater fun telling you now, and 
you deserve it for letting me stand about in the dark for two 
mortal hours. And me that tired!” 

“I don't believe it,” she said bitterly. She had never spoken 
зо to him before. “ Nobody can ever believe you,” she went 
on. “ Nobody does. You can’t have waited more than one 
hour, for instance. You always tell lies.” 

His pimpled face grew black with thunder. He pushed back 
the old tall hat, and leant forward on the umbrella. “I сап 
tell truth when I choose,” he said slowly, “ as well as anybody. 
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You'll never have а halfpenny of mine, you slut. АП of it goes 
to Truda.” 

She flung herself forward, suddenly, desperately; the candle 
streamed against her cheek. “Swear it to me,” she cried 
hoarsely. “Swear it. Say you swear it by your mother's 
grave." 

“ Lor,” he answered, “ һауе you found that out? Well, 
every man has his weakness. ГП swear it, if you like, by my 
sister’s grave, and by my mother's, too.” 

She turned her back on him. “ Good-night,” she said, and 
went upstairs with her candle. 

The old man, left in the dark, holloaed to her in vain; then, 
striking a light for himself, he went and banged against her 
door. Не got no answer. Worn out, he stumbled and tumbled 
into bed, immediately falling aslecp. 

Next morning, at the usual hour, Anneke, with drawn 
features and red-rimmed eyes, came down and went about 
her work. To her uncle she spoke when necessary. Fre- 
quently she looked out of window. Her geranium-pots lay 
smashed outside—old Pete had done that in his rage last night, 
before Ше fastened door. She cleared up the mess and hurried 
in again. She was ashamed to show her face outside the door, 
until she knew how matters would come to stand between her 
and her last night’s lover. She had always been a good 
girl—hitherto that had been her one satisfaction and 
solace. 

Towards noon Harmen Reys came lounging along the canal 
and across the open space between the inn and the clump of 
cottages. Anneke laid down the pan she was scouring, and 
sakes out to him at once in the laughing summer sun- 
shine. 

“ Harmen Reys,” she began, ignoring his pleasant greeting, 
“first of all I want to tell you this. What my uncle said to 

ou was a Не, or as good as a lie. When he comes to die, all 
his money will go to Truda. I shall not have a penny. His 
money was all his wife’s.” 

Harmen Reys’ fair face flushed with swift annoyance. “ Oh, 
nonsense. That can’t be true,” he said. “105 a lie of the 
old man’s, Anneke.” Truda had come out of the inn, and 
advanced halfway towards them. She stood irresolute—her 
eyes aflame. 

“No, Harmen, it is true. He will leave me what he has, 
but then he has nothing to leave me. I thought you ought 
to know.” Her tones were wistful, though her face was firm. 
“T know it’s true. I am sure. But—Harmen——” She 
checked herself. 
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The handsome corporal slowly lifted his cap, and slightly 
bent his head. Then, leaving her standing there, he walked 
straight across to Truda. 

** Well,” he said, extending his hand, “ confess that I've paid 
you out for that slap in the face you gave те!” 


LOUIS COUPERUS 


(1863-1923), was born at The Hague, but spent much of his 
early life at Java. He began his literary career by producing 
two volumes of verse, but his novel “ Eline Vere,” which was 
published in 1889, won fame for him. He is noted for his 
fine studies of Dutch family life. The story included here 
15 a brilliant and audactous cameo rather different from his usual 
style. 


TWO PAIRS OF TWINS 


FR I knew all four of them. Their names were Jan and 
Hendrik Ruysdonck, and Lizzy and Marjory Lelickamp; 
the boys were the two sons of the Amsterdam Ruysdoncks, and 
the two Lelickamp girls belonged to the American branch, 
who in New York spell their name Lilycamp, but who descend 
authentically from the Dutch Lclickamps. It was amusing to 
see them; when the four went for walks or sat in a café or a 
theatre, even in Paris and London, everyone’s eyes turned 
towards them. The Ruysdoncks were two sturdy Dutch boys, 
of distinguished appearance, with that solemn, ultra-respect- 
able, almost Calvanistic demeanour, virtuous and dignificd 
in spite of their age—twenty-six—which characterised them at 
once as sons of a universally esteemed lowland patrician family. 
Papa's influence had from the outset imparted to the boys 
something solid: they were sober and simple in all they had— 
clothes, motor-cars, valet or cigarette-case—but all they had 
was strong, expensive, lasting, characterised by moderation, 
good taste and style. Nice boys they were, Jan and Hendrick 
Ruysdonck; I never quite knew which of them I really pre- 
ferred, for they were as like as two drops of water. Their አጨ 
was equally fair and identically cut. Their clean-shaven 
faces had the same healthy, fresh and manly complexion. 
They wore the same si gnet-ring on the same finger. They 
had their clothes made by the same tailor. Really, whether 
ou saw Jan or Hendrik, it was exactly the same, only . . . 
E. the elder of the twins, was a fraction of an inch taller than 
endrik, which infinitesimal difference was noticeable only 
when they stood shoulder to shoulder. Only then you saw 
which was Jan and which Hendrik, especially as it seemed 
that the whole of Jan's figure, in height, width and circum- 
ference, was a fraction of an inch bigger than Hendrik’s. 
When they walked away together, the similarity was most 
р lexing. 
"Father uysdonck was a sensible fellow. He did not like 
the idea that Jan and Hendrik should lead an easy life at 
457 
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the office of the bank in Amsterdam аз the sons of a rich father; 
therefore he had sent them to America to become acquainted 
with foreign trade. Jan had gone to New York, Hendrik to 
Baltimore, and in New York Jan had quickly fallen in love with 
Lizzy Leliekamp, whom he had met in New York society. 
The fair-headed Lizzy was indeed a delightful girl, pretty, 
charming, refined, a little frec-and-easy after (һе American 
fashion, but not too much to shock Jan's propriety; in addition 
to this, she was rich, for father Lilykamp was king, I really 
forget of what metal or article of food, and so Jan and Lizzy 
had married; there was no reason why they should not, and 
in a few years they would go to Holland, though they would 
retain a house in New York. That is very convenient when 
money is no object, and Lizzy wanted to cross regularly every 
three months from America to “ dear old Europe," which she 
already knew thoroughly, from the Rue de la Paix in Paris 
to the Wagner Theatre at Bayreuth. However, as chance 
would have it in this true history, Hendrik at Baltimore fell in 
love with Marjory Lilycamp, Lizzy's fair-haired twin-sister, 
also a delightful girl, prett t charming, refined and ушу ነ 
They married as Jan and Lizzy had done, for apparent 
there were no more objections to marriage between Hendril 

and Marjory than there had been to marriage between Jan and 
Lizzy. Only when they stood side by side it was perplexing, 
to a spectator certainly, and perhaps even to themselves. 
For, if Hendrik and Jan were as like as two drops of water, 
the fair-haired Lizzy and the fair-haired Marjory were as like 
as two drops of dew. 

For reasons of no account—I believe that Lizzy had а cold 
and Hendrik had fallen from his bicycle, or something equally 
unimportant—neither had been present at the other's wedding. 
It had been a remarkable coincidence, and had spoilt a great 
deal of fun—and so, when they saw each other again, they 
were married, and arranged a nice trip to dear old Europe, 
the four of them. After the first meeting, however, Jan and 
Hendrik had turned a shade pale, and their solemn faces 
looked more respectable and sedate than ever, while the two 
sisters sat giggling together like mad, appearing to admire 
each other’s rings. 

“ Hendrik,” said Jan gravely to his twin brother, whom he 
loved very much, “1 want to say something to you which is 
worrying ше.” 

“What is that, Jan?” said Hendrik, the younger, only a 
fraction of an inch smaller in size, but not in soul, you may be 
sure of that. 

“ Hendrik, your wife is indeed remarkably like mine.” 
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“ So she is, Jan,” said Hendrik; “ but there is a difference: 
Marjory is a little shorter than Lizzy; you can only see it when 
they stand shoulder to shoulder; it is the same as with us." 

? Yes, that is true, old man,” said Jan, worried; “all the 
same, this strong resemblance is something that makes me 
think. . . . Anyway, my dear fellow, now that we have a 
moment to ourselves before we cross over to Europe and return 
to America, let us promise each other to be . . . very, very 
careful." 

And slightly moved, good, honest, high-minded Jan held out 
his hand to his brother Hendrik. The latter, of a more care- 
less disposition, laughed heartily, and offered his brother a 
hand of which the necs showed, or rather did not show, a 
fractional difference in length from those of Jan. 

To be sure, Hendrik, a little shorter in size, was also a little 
more careless in disposition than Jan, but, like Jan, he had 
always been а marvellously staid and sober boy. They had 
always been like that. They had never, not even аз school- 
boys, played practical jokes still more to perplex mankind, 
already bewildered as it was. When an uncle or an aunt 
made a mistake, and said to Jan, “ Good morning, Hendrik,” 
the answer had always been very properly: “You are mistaken, 
uncle or aunt, 1 am Jan,” and conversely. However, I do 
not believe that this had’ been the same with the Lilycamp 
girls. The two darlings had had no end of fun exchanging 
their identity-ribbons, and cach pretending to be the other. 
Amcrican twin-sisters are, after all, more frolicsome than staid 
Dutch twin-brothers. And thus, with their two pairs of 
striking resemblances, and infinitesimal differences in body 
and soul, they booked state rooms on the Oceanic. 

The sea-voyage was very pleasant, and took place before 
the War. Before the two Ruysdonck brothers went to intro- 
duce their wives to the relations in Amsterdam, a short stay in 
Paris and a visit to the Rue de la Paix were a matter of course. 
Young American wives think Parisian shops are ideal: Red- 
fern and Worth have wonderful dresses, Doucct’s is excellent 
for its fine linen, and beautiful jewellery is practically every- 
where. Then there are large shops with furs, elegant leather— 
in short, for well-filled purses there is no lack of anything ава 
the young wives revelled in it, and Jan and Hendrik thought 
that, although their American spouses were just a little different 
from their American cousins—extraordinarily nice girls, the 
Ruysdonck cousins—they would not be too conspicuous by 
extravagant and American luxury. The two marriages 
promised, indeed, to turn out very happy ል 

Then followed a flying visit to Brussels, and ah! it was थी 
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before that terrible War. More shopping, then the opera, 
then the hotel. The hotel was very full, the day had been 
very busy. And the supper was excellent and very pleasant. 
Hendrik stayed for a few minutes in the writing-room of the 
hotel to write a letter, and then found the room which he 
sharcd with Marjory. 

It was always his custom to knock at the door correctly and 
discreetly before he entered his wife's room. Не did so now. 
But there was no answer. He knocked again. 

“ What on earth is the matter? ” growled an angry voice. 

Hendrick Ruysdonck, before the door of his conjugal hotel- 
bedroom, had such a shock as he had never before experienced 
in his life. He had recognised the firm and self-confident 
voice of his dear brother Jan. Yes, it was his room: that of 
Hendrik and Marjory. And Jan growled at him from that 
room as if he had the right, as if he was certain of having the 
right, not to be disturbed at an hour when most of the hotel 
guests—who have no urgent letters to write—have retired to 
rest. Likewise the staff of the hotel. A nocturnally silent, 

perfectly noiscless hotel atmosphere sang round the shivering 
endrik. A thousand thoughts whirled in kaleidoscopic 
fashion through his brain in a second. That voice, the voice 


of Jan, his dear brother . . . the number of the room . . 

thé champagne at supper . .. Lizzy and Marjory . . . the 
American cousins . . . the time he had taken to write his 
letters in the writing-room of the hotel . . . during half- 


past one till half-past two in these noiscless hotel spaces—all 
this whirled, secthed, raged and roared through the brain of 
poor Hendrik. If he had not been writing letters for an hour, 
indeed, he might have taken courage at this moment—now, 
however, that courage oozed away from him. In spite of his 
just a trifle more careless nature, he thought, trembling with a 
sudden fever of anxiety, of his high-minded brother Jan, who 
had moved him almost to tears by his apprehension, and had 
so solemnly promised to be careful. Damn those long corridors 
of a big hotel! . . . It is difficult to find one’s way in them 


. . » the champagne had been very excellent . . . one cannot 
always remember whether a number is one hundred and thirty- 
one or simply thirty-one. . . . Poor Jan! ... 


Hendrik, too, was an honest boy. He was even a virtuous 
boy. He would never cause his dear brother Jan the smallest 
grief, reproach him for anything, or find any fault with him. 
The upshot of all the whirling, seething, raging, roaring 
thoughts in the honest brain of poor Hendrik was . . . that 
he slunk away silently . . . one floor higher up, to the room of 
which the number differed only a hundred from his. 
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He knocked at the door. А voice called: “ Come in.” 

And added: “ Where on earth have you been? You were 
to come at once, and now I have been waiting an hour for 

“ I also had to write letters, Lizzy, like Jan,” said the honest 
Hendrik. 

He heard the funereal sound in his voice. Solemn Dutch 
voices of sober and staid boys do sound funercally on occasion 
in very particular circumstances. Here was the opportunity 
which makes a thief, even of the man who does not intend to 
steal, but who has to steal in order to save that greatest of all 
things—the pure conscience of a beloved twin-brother, and 
onc, at that, who had been full of apprehension and had given 
his hand on a promise to be careful. Occasion and circum- 
stances were both very opportune. Great prudence was 
necded, almost as much as for a financial crisis. The circum- 
stances constituted a crisis, if not a financial one. Honest 
Hendrik deliberated, you may be sure of that. He knew that 
his twin-brother was wont to rise at six, before his wife had 
woken up. This morning he rose at six. He was fortunate 
enough to be able to slink down one flight of stairs in time to 
sce Jan, matutinal as ever, leaving number thirty-one on his 
way to the bathroom. In the drowsy morning twilight of the 
corridors and staircase of a large hotel—damn these corridors! 
—the two pyjama’d outlines of the brothers Ruysdonck were 
faintly Visible опе peeping from behind the wall of a stair- 
case, the other sure and self-confident, closing a frost-glass 
door, and locking it carefully on the inside. When shortly 
after that, Jan meant to enter his room, he found it bolted. 
And his brother Hendrik called to him through a bolted door 
in a voice of pretended anger. 

“ What's the matter? ” 

“ Goodness!” called Jan. “ Is this not my room? ” 

Hendrik appeared at the door magnanimously. 

“Ts it you, Jan? " he asked gently, and feigning astonish- 
ment. “Isit you? What do you want at six in the morning?” 

“ But, Hendrik," said Jan. “I thought——” 

“ What?” 

“That this was my room. Our room, Lizzy's and mine. . 

“ You are mistaken, dear boy,” said Hendrik, stretching and 
yawning sleepily, with a decided talent for dissimulation. 

“This is our room, one hundred and thirty-one. Marjory’s 
and mine; you have mistaken the floor.” 

“But I did not come down any stairs!” Jan cried in 
confusion. 

“Of course you did. You must have been dozing. Go 
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upstairs now: number thirty-one is your room, yours and 
Lizzy’s. As you see, here I am with Marjory.” 

“ОВ!!!” said Jan. And he went upstairs, and indeed 
found Lizzy in bed, and in a glorious slumber. 

Beyond this there was nothing, except that since that day 
Hendrik carries a dreadful secret about with him. He carries 
it alone, for neither Jan nor the two sisters—who only giggled 
about their identical husbands, but who are, for the rest, 
exemplary little wives—noticed any difference іп that almost 
tragic night at Brussels. A difference of a fraction of an inch 
is, after all, an infinitesimal one. Only Hendrik, with the 
secret in his heart, which his sound and adjustable philosophy 
prevents him from being too much oppressed by, manages 
things in such a way nowadays that they never travel or stay 
at hotels together. But when I happen to be with the couples 
in a café, restaurant or theatre, believe me, everyone’s eyes 
are drawn towards the two pairs of twins. 

How do I know this true history? you will ask. I will tell 
you, reader. I only guessed it, because Hendrik invariably 
opposes travelling and residing at hotels together. I guessed 
it, and after a serics of delicate psychological experiments on 
Hendrik, I am now certain of it. 

As soon as I was certain of it, I made the true history into 
a short sketch, as I do with all true histories. 


VICENTE BLASCO IBANEZ 

(1867 1918) was born in Aragon, and was intended to be а 
lawyer, but he gave up the ይ for writing and politics. 
His advanced views were always getting him into trouble, 
and he more than once found himself in prison. He is 
remembered chiefly for his terrifically popular “ Four Horsemen 
of the Apocalyp se” and “ Blood and Sand.” They became 
even more widely known as two of Rudolph Valentino's most 
successful films. 


A SERBIAN NIGHT 


EES o'clock at night. It was the hour at which the 
theatres of Paris close their doors. Half an hour earlier 
the cafés and restaurants had sent their patrons to the street. 

Our group stood undecided on the edge of the boulevard, 
while the crowds coming out of the amusement places slip pa 
by in the shadows. The occasional hooded strect lamps shed 
a ghostly light that was quickly absorbed in the darkness. 
The black sky with its starry blinkings of light drew uneasy 
glances. Once upon a time the night had only stars; now 
the sudden ycllow expanse of a search-light might show the 
amber cigar of a Zeppelin. 

We felt a desire to prolong our vigil. We were four: a 
French writer, two Serbian са релін and І. Where could 
we go in this gloomy Paris that had all its doors closed? . . . 
One of the Serbians spoke of the grill of a certain fashionable 
hotel which kept open all night to its guests. All the officers 
who wished to stay up slipped in there as though they belonged 
to the house. It was a secret that brothers-in-arms of the 
different nations communicated to each other when they 
came to Paris to spend a few days. We cautiously entered 
the brilliantly lighted salon. It was an abrupt contrast to 
the dark street. That room was like the inside of a huge 
lighthouse, with its innumerable mirrors reflecting clusters of 
electric poppies. It seemed as though we had stepped back 
two years. Fashionable and painted women, champagne, 
violins sighing a negro dance with the sentimental quaver of 
a heart-breaking ballad—it was all a spectacle of the days 
before the War. But among the men there was not a single 
one in evening clothes. Al Е French, Belgian, English, Rus- 
sian, Serbian— were in uniforms that were dusty and worn. 
Some British soldiers were playing the violin, acknowledging 
the applause of the crowd with glittering smiles as cold as 
marble They had taken the place of the former red-jacketed 
gypsies. The women pointed to one of them, whispering the 
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name of his father, Lord ——, famous for his lineage and his 
millions. “ Let us be merry, brothers, for to-morrow we die.” 

And all these men who had offered their lives on the altar 
of the pale goddess drank down life in great gulp s, laughing, 
singing, loving, with the reckless enthusiasm of sailors who 
pass the night on shore to go forth once more at break of 
day to brave the hurricane. 

The two Serbians were young, and scemed satisfied that 
the fortunes of their country had carried them to Paris, the 
dream city that had so often filled their thoughts during the 
horrible monotony of life in a provincial garrison town. 

Both of them knew how to tell a story, an ordinary gift in 
a land where almost all are poets. Lamartine, when he 
passed through the then Turkish province of Serbia three- 
quarters of a century ago, was astonished at the importance 
of poetry in that country of shepherds and warriors. It was 
through verse that ideas and memories were handed down in 
a land where few could read or write. The guzleros were the 
national historians, and they all prolonged the life of the 
Serbian Iliad, by improvising new songs. 

As the two captains drank their champagne they recalled 
the miseries of their retreat several months before: the struggle 
against hunger and cold; the battles in the snow, one against 
ten; the flight of the multitudes of human beings and animals 
in frightful confusion, while at the rear of the column the 
machine guns and rifles were cracking incessantly; the burn- 
ing villages; the wounded and the stragglers howling among 
the flames; the mutilated women, and the crows hovcrin 
above them; the flight of old King Peter, crippled with 
rheumatism, without other support than а gnarled stick, 
continuing with his Calvary across the white precipices, 
stooped, silent, defying Fate like one of Shakespeare's kings. 

I watched my two Serbs as they talked. They were sturdy 
lads, slender and sinewy, with extremely aquiline noses, like 
eagles’ beaks. They had sharply pointed moustaches. From 
beneath their caps, like little houscs with inverted roofs, there 
escaped heroic manes of hair. They were the type of artist 
that sentimental young ladies used to dream of forty years 
ago, but in mustard-coloured uniform, and with the bold 
tranquil air of men who continually brush elbows with death. 

They went on talking. They told of things that had hap- 
pened a few months before, and it seemed as though they 
were telling of the exploits of Marko Krailovitch, the Serbian 
Cid, armed with a serpe nt for a lance, who fought with the 
Wilas, the vampires of the woods. Until very recently these 
men, now relating their experiences in a Parisian grill, had 
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led the fierce pitiless existence of humanity in its cruel 
infancy. 

Our French friend departed. One of the captains kept 
interrupting his narrative with glances at the next table. 
Two shadowy black eyes, framed by the brim of a huge plumed 
hat and the silky feathers of a white boa, had been በ69 08 
him. They had caught his attention, beyond а doubt. 
Finally, as though drawn by an irresistible impulse, he moved 
from our table to the next. A little later he disappeared, 
and with him vanished the hat and the boa. 

I was left alone with the younger of the two captains, the 
one who had talked least. He took a drink, looked at the 
clock over thc bar. He took another drink. He looked at 
me with one of those glances which always precedes a serious 
confidence. I divined his need for communicating to me 
something of a painful nature which was torturing his memory. 
He looked at the clock again. It was one o'clock. 

“It was just at this time "—he began abruptly, putting his 
silent monologue into words—' four months ago to-day." 

And as he talked I saw the dark night, the snow-filled 
valley, the white mountains covered with beech and pine 
trecs, from the branches of which the wind was shaking the 
cotton-like flakes. I saw the ruins of a village, and among 
the ruins the remnants of a Serbian division in retreat towards 
the Adriatic. 

My friend commanded the rear of this guard, а mass of 
men, that had once been a company, and now was a mob. 
Тһе military unit there had been increased by pcasants so 
stupefied by suffering and fear that they moved. like auto- 
matons, and had to be driven forward like animals; women 
moaning as they dragged along groups of little ones; and 
other women, dark, tall, sinewy, who walked along in tragic 
silence, bending over the dead as they passed to remove their 
guns and cartridge belts. 

The darkness was coloured by the flickering red gleam of 
shells rising from the ruins. Out of the depths of the night 
came the response of other mortal flashes. In the black air 
the bullets hummed, invisible insects of the night. 

With the morning would come the crushing, overwhelming 
attack. They did not know which среду it was that was 
lining up against them in the darkness. Were they Germans, 
Austrians, Bulgarians, or Turks? . . . They had to face so 
many Y 
“We had to retreat,” continued the Serb, “ leaving behind 
those who delayed us. We had to make the mountains 
before daybreak.” 
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The long columns of women, children, and old people 
intermingled with the pack animals, had been swallowed up 
in the night. There remained in the village only the able- 
bodied men who were firing from the shelter of the ruins. 
Part of these in turn began to retreat. Suddenly a cruel 
recollection seized the captain. 

“Тһе wounded! What shall we do with them?” 

Stretched out on the straw in a barn whose roof was pierced 
by shells, there were more than fifty human beings, sunken 
in the stupor of pain or tossing fretfully about. They were 
men who had been wounded days before and who had 
managed to drag themselves that is men who had been 
wounded that very night and who staunched the fresh blood 
with makeshift bandages; women who had been struck by 
bits of bursting shell. 

The captain entered this refuge, which reeked of decaying 
flesh, dried blood, dirty clothes, and foul breath. At his first 
words all those who still had any strength left moved restlessly 
under the smoky light of the solitary lantern. The groans 
ceased. There was a silence of surprise, of terror, as though 
those dying men feared something more dreadful than death. 

On hearing that they were to be abandoned to the mer: 
of the enemy, all tricd to get up; but most of them fell back 
again. 

А chorus of desperate entreaties, of pathetic prayers rose 
toward the captain and the soldiers that were with bim. 

“ Brothers, don’t desert us. Brothers, for Jesus’ sake——” 

Then they slowly comprehended the necessity for abandon- 
ing them, and accepted their fate with resignation. But to 
fall into the hands of the enemy! To remain at the mercy 
of the Bug arians or the Turks, centuries-old enemies! Their 
6765 added what their lips dared not say. То be a Serb is a 
curse when one is taken prisoner. Many who were at the 
threshold of death trembled at the idca of losing their liberty. 

The vengeance of the Balkans is more to be feared than 
death. 

“ Brother, brother——" 

The captain, divining the desires hidden in these cries, 
turned his eyes away. 

“ You want me to? ” he asked several times. 

All moved their heads affirmatively. Since this desertion 
was inevitable he ought not to go away leaving behind him a 
living Serbian. 

Would he not have asked for the same thing if he were in 
their place? 

The scarcity of munitions caused by the retreat made the 
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soldiers guard their cartridges jealously. The captain un- 
sheathed his sword. Some of the soldiers had already begun 
their task, using the bayonet, but their work was faltering, 
clumsy and rough, slashes at random, interminable agony, 
torrents of blood. All the wounded dragged themselves 
toward the captain, attracted by his rank, which made death 
at his hands an honour, and, through his skilful dexterity, 
less terrible. 

“ Take me, brother, take ше... 

With the blade of his sword turned outward, he thrust the 
point into their throats, seeking to cut the jugular vein with 
one stroke, 

“ Tac, Tac,” marked the captain, evoking the scene of 
horror before my eyes. 

They came, crawling on all fours; they emerged like larva 
from the shadows; they swarmed about his feet. At first he 
had tried to turn his head away, not to see what he was doing; 
his eyes had filled with tears. But the result of this weakness 
was that he struck clumsily, having to repeat the blows and 
prolonging the suffering. Be calm, then! A steady hand 
and a firm heart!  Tac— Tac. 

“ Brother, take me! . . . Take me!” 

Thcy disputed about their turns as though they feared the 
enemy might arrive before the brotherly sacrifice was com- 
pleted. They had instinctively learned what was the best 
position. Each one turned his head to one side, so that the 
neck might be tense, and the artery rigid and visible for the 
mortal prick. 

“Brother, take me!” And as the stream of blood gushed 
forth, one more fell back against the other bodies that were 
slowly emptying like red wine bags. 


The grill began to empty. Women leaning on uniformed 
arms passed, leaving behind them a wake of perfume and 
powder. The violins of the British breathed forth their last 
sighs, amid pcals of light-hearted laughter. 

The Serb had in his hand a small cream-coloured knife, 
and with the gesture of a man who cannot forget, who never 
will forget, he went on pounding mechanically on the table. . . 
Tac!... Tac! 
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(1547-1616). Вот at Alcala. Не was wounded at the 
Battle of Lapanto (1571), and was afterwards taken by 
pirates and imprisoned at Algiers for five years. His great 
work, “ Don Quixote,” was begun as a satire against the 
popular contemporary romances of chivalry, but the author's 
deepening interest transformed it into a masterpiece of its 
kind. The story below is taken from the less well-known 
“ The Travails of Persiles and Segismunda,” Book ПІ. 


THE HISTORY OF ISABELLA 
CASTRUCCIO 

UCCA is a small town but fair, which under the protection 

of the Empire and Spain conserveth her liberty. There 
the 5р aniards are better entertaincd than in any place of the 
world: the cause whercof is this; that they command not 
there, but entreat: and bccause they tarry not there above a 
day, they give no leisure to the inhabitants to know their 
natural disposition, which everywhere is esteemed arrogant. . . . 

The inns of Lucca are able to lodge a company of soldiers; 
in one of which our pilgrims lodged, being conducted by the 
warder of the gate, who delivered them to the host by tale, to 
the end he might deliver them again unto him in like manner 
in the morning when they should depart. 

At the gate Ruperta! saw a physician who talked to the 
mistress of the inn, saying unto fer 

* [ am not yet certain whether this maid be out of her wits, 
or possessed of an evil spirit; and lest I should fail, I belicve 
she is both. But yet I have hope she shall recover her health, 
so that her uncle do not hasten to depart from this place.” 

“ Jesus!" then said Ruperta, “are we come hither to 
alight at the lodging of demoniacs? ? 

Unto whom the hostess answered: 

“You may come in without scrupulosity, Madam; and if 
ou knew what is within, you would come hither a hundred 
ариев 

Then they all alighted; and Auristela and Constance, 
which had heard the words of the hostess, asked her what it 
was that might be seen in this house, to induce them to come 
so far. 

“ Come with me,” answered the hostess, “ and you shall see 
as much as I tell you." 

And in so saying she brought them into a chamber, where 
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they saw on a bed a very fair maid, seeming to be sixteen or 
seventeen years of аре. She had her arms tied to the posts at 
the bed's head, and two women looked for her legs to fasten 
them in like manner; to whom the sick woman said that it 
was sufficient to tie her arms. 

And turning to the pilgrims: 

“ Figures of heaven,” said she, “ angels of flesh! without 
doubt I believe you are come to restore me to health; for 
other thing cannot be hoped for from so fair a company and 
so Christian a visitation. I conjure you by your beauty, 
cause me to be loosed; for with four or five bites which I will 
give myself оп my arm, I shall be satisfied, because І am not 
so mad as I seem to be; and he that tormenteth me is not so 
cruel but he will suffer me to bite myself.” 

“ Му poor niece,” said an old man who was come into the 
chamber. “ And who is he that tormenteth thee, and whom 
thou sayest will permit thee to bite thyself? Commend thyself 
to God, Isabel; and strive to eat, not thy own flesh, but that 
which thy uncle will give thee; who loves thee so dearly that 
that which liveth in the air, that which is maintained in the 
water, and that which is nourished in the carth I will give 
thee; for I have both means and will.” 

Whereto the maid answered: 

“ Leave me alone with these angels; it may be that the enemy, 
the devil, will fly from me, because he will not be with them.” 

And making a sign with her head that the pilgrims Auristela, 
Constance, Flora, and Ruperta should remain, all the others 
withdrew themselves at the old man's request. . . . 

When she saw herself shut in, she prayed them to look if 
there were any one besides the four which she had chosen; 
and after they had assured her that there was no person else, 
she sat up in her bed; and making a sign that she would speak, 
her voice was interrupted with so great a sigh, that it seemed 
her soul should therewith have been plucked away. Тһе end 
whereof was, to lic down again in her bed, and continuc in a 
swoon with so many signs of death, that the ladies whom she 
kept with her were constrained to call for water to bathe 
Isabel's face, who was ready to give up the ghost. 

The miserable uncle came again into the chamber, carryin, 
in one hand a cross; and in the other a bunch of hyssop an 
holy water. With him came in two priests, who, believing that 
the devil possessed her, did go from her but seldom. The 
hostess also came in with water, which they threw upon her face. 

She came again to herself, and said unto them: 

“ These preparations are now altogether unprofitable. I 
will quickly come forth, not when you please, but when I 
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will; which shall be at the coming of Andrew Marulo, the son 
of John Baptist Marulo, a gentleman of this city, who is now 
a student at Salamanca." 

Upon these words, all of them were fully confirmed in 
the opinion which they had, that Isabel was possessed of a 
devil. For they could not imagine how she knew who was 
John Baptist, nor his son Andrew; and some of them went to 
tell him what the fair demoniac spake of his son. 

Again she prayed them to leave her alone with the four 
above said. The priests having said the gospels, went forth 
with all the rest; and Flora, having searched the chamber 

ain and shut the door, said unto her: 

“ We are alone now; tell us, madam, what you would have." 

“That which I would have," said she, “is that you take 
away these bonds from me, for though they are gentle, they 
put me to pain because they hinder me.” 

Which done, she sat up in her bed; and taking Auristela 
with one hand and Ruperta with the other, she made Constance 
and Flora sit down on the same bed next unto them; and 
with a low voice and her eyes full of tears spake unto them 
in this manner: 

“Ladies, I am the unhappy Isabel Castruccio, to whom 
my parents gave nobility, fortune, and riches; and heaven, 
beauty, though it be but little. My parents were born in 
Capua, but they got me in Spain; where I was born, and 
brought up in the house of this mine uncle hcre being, who 
then abode at (ከር Emperor's Court. О God! wherefore do I 
fetch so far off the stream of my adventures! Being then in 
my uncle's house, and left an orphan by my parents under 
this man’s tuition, there came to the Court a young man 
whom I saw in a church; and I marked him in such sort, that 
I could not be at home in the house but I beheld him, for his 
favour and comely proportion were so well engraven in my 
soul, that I could not put them out of my remembrance. 

“ Finally, I wanted not means to know his name, his birth, 
his business at the Court, and the cause of his coming. And 
that which I learned, was, that his name was Andrew Marulo, 
the son of John Baptist Marulo, a gentleman of this city more 
noble than rich; and that he went to study at Salamanca. 
Now in six days that he stayed there, I gave him to understand 
who I was, what riches I had; and as concerning my Бенин А 
he might see it at the church. I wrote also, that my uncle 
would marry me with my cousin, to the end my goods might 
remain in our family (a man, as indeed the truth is, unfitting 
to my birth and humour), telling him that occasion in me 
offered unto him her hairy forehead, whereof he should lay 
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hold without giving place to repentance, and that my facility 
should not give him any subject to despise me. 

“ After he had seen me I know not how often in the church, 
he answered me that only for my person, without the orna- 
ments of nobility and riches, he would make me lady of the 
world if he could; and he besought me to continue firm in this 
resolution, until he had brought to Salamanca a friend of his 
of this town, with whom he was going to follow his studies. 
I promised him so to do; for that my love is none of these 
violent affections, which are soon engendered and quickly die. 
He left me for that time, because he would not disappoint 
his friend; and with tears which I saw him shed in passing 
by the street the day that he went thence, he departed without 
leaving me, and I followed him without parting fom my house. 

" The next morning (who can b. elieve this? that mis- 
fortunes have snares so quickly to entangle such as are unhappy), 
the next morning, I say, my uncle concluded upon his return 
to Italy; neither did it avail me to any purpose to feign 
myself sick, because my pulses and colour declared that I was 
in health, and my uncle would not believe my feigned in- 
firmity; but rather in truth, that my being discontented at the 
marriage, made me seek devices that I might not depart. 

“ In this time I had means to write to Andrew what was 
befallen me, and the necessity of my parting. Nevertheless, 
that I would labour to pass Бу this city, where I meant to 
feign that I was possessed of a devil; and by this invention 
give him means to leave Salamanca and come back to Lucca, 
where, in despite of my uncle and all the world, he may espouse 
me because his fortune and mine rely upon his diligence, if he 
will show himself mindful of the same. If the letters be come 
to his hands (as 1 believe they are, because the post bid me 
make no doubt) he may be here within these three days. For 
my part I have done what I сап. I have а legis ion of devils in 
my Body, having an ounce of love in my soul; for they are 
both all one when hope is far away. 

“ Behold, ladies, the history of my madness, and the cause 
which makes me sick; my amorous thoughts are the devils 
which torment me. I suffer hunger in hope to be satisfied, 
but my mistrust pursueth me; for as they say in Castille: 
“То them that are unhappy, the crumbs freeze betwixt the 
mouth and the hand.’ 1 Onder the matter so, my dear friends, 
that my lie may be believed. Fortify my discourse, and deal 
so with my uncle, that he may not сапу me hence certain 
days. It may be heaven will permit that with Andrew's 
coming my contentment shall accompany him." 

1 A los desdichados se les suelen helar las migas entre la boca y a mano. 
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You need not ask if the company were astonished at this 
discourse, which of itself carried with it admiration and aston- 
ishment to put into their minds which heard them. Auristela, 
Ruperta, Constance, and Flora offered to fortify her designs; 
and not to part from this place before they had seen the end, 
because that in reason it could not be long delayed. 

The fair Isabel very strongly constrained herself to counterfeit 
the demoniac; and her four new friends did no less to fortify 
the opinion of her disease, assuring by all the reasons they could 
that in truth the devil spake in her; to the end that so it may 
appear what love is, which makes the amorous sccm to be 
possessed with devils. 

Being in these terms, the physician returned in the evening 
to make his second visitation, and by chance brought with 
him John Baptist Marulo, the father of Andrew the amorous, 
unto whom he said in entering into the chamber: 

“ Mark, Señor Marulo, the pain of this poor maid, if she 
deserve that in her angel-like body the devil should have his 
walking place. Nevertheless, one hope comforteth us, which 
is that he hath told us he will quickly depart thence; and that 
the token of his going out should be the coming of Señor 
Andrew your son, whom he hath looked on for every hour.” 

“I have been so informed,” answered Señor Baptist, “ and 
I would be glad that my son were the bringer of so good news.” 

“Thanks be to God, and my diligence,” said Isabel; “юг 
without me he should be at Salamanca, doing God knows what. 
And let Sefior Baptist, who is there present, believe that he hath 
а son who is more fair than holy, and not so good a student as 
a gallant. And ill may fare the braveries of young people 
which do so much wrong to the tommonwealth; cursed be 
the spurs which have no points, and the mules let to hire which 
go not well in post.” 

With these last words she intermeddled others equivocal, of 
double sense, which her secretaries! understood one way and 
the rest of the standers-by another; those interpreted them 
aright, and these as extravagant follies. 

“ Gentlewoman,” then said Marulo, “ where saw you my 
son Andrew? Was it in Madrid, or Salamanca?” 

“It was in Illescas," said Isabel, “іп gathering cherries on 
St. John’s day: 


Early one morning, 
Just as the sun was rising." 


1 ie., the pilgrims. 
5 Isabel quotes the old Spanish ballad of how news of the capture of 
Antequera was brought to the King of Granada: 
La mafiana de San Juan, 
al tiempo que alboreaba’. . . 
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But I speak the truth (which is a miracle when I speak it), 
sce him always and carry him always in my soul 

“Yet better was it,” replied Marulo, X that my son was 
found in gathering of cherries than in seeking for fleas, which 
is sometimes proper to scholars. 

“Scholars that are gentlemen,” answered Isabel, “ seldom 
pend their time about such a search, but they scratch and rub 
themselves often; for these creatures do not spare any, and 
they are so bold that they as soon enter into a prince’s breeches 
as into the bedding of the hosp itals.” 

“Thou knowest all, wicked spirit! It well appears that 
thou art old," said the physician, speaking to the devil which 
he supposed to be in the body of Isabel 

pon this discourse, as if Satan himself had appointed it 
came in old Castruccio her uncle, who with a merry counte- 
папсс said unto her: 

“Niece, you shall give me а reward for the good news I 
bring you, and shall accomplish the hope you have given us 
to be free at the sight of Sehor Andrew Marulo, the son of 
Sefior Baptist who is here present. Ah, my sweet hope, 
mayst thou fulfil that which thou hast promised, that she shall 
be free in seeing him! Ah, cursed demon, Vade retro, exi foras / 
Think not to return to this habitation, however swept and 
garnished thou mayst find it.” 

“Let him come, let him come,” answered Isabel, “ this 

resumptuous Ganymede, this feigned Adonis, and give me 
fis hand in the name of marriage, of his own free will i; for I 
have staycd here morc firmly than a rock amongst the waves, 
which beat thereupon without removing it. 

"Then entered the young Marulo, who in his house had been 
told of the sickness of Isabel, and how she expected his coming 
as a token of the devil's departure. The young man who 
had bcen instructed by letters from Isabel what he should do 
if he found her at Lucca, ran to her lodging; and entering 
hastily into her chamber began to cry out like a madman: 

“Ош! Out! Out! Place for the valorous Andrew, ser- 
geant-major of all hell, if a squadron be not sufficient ” 3 

At this noise, even those were astonished who knew the truth 
of the matter. But the physician and his own father said that 
he was as much possesseq with a devil as Isabel, and they were 
not deceived. 

1 A reminiscence of the ballad quoted by Pérez de Hita, in his novelesque 
account of the civil wars of Granada: 

i Afuera, afuera, afuera! 
japarta, aparta, aparta ! 
Que entra el valeroso Muza, 
cuadrillero de unas cañas ... 
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“We hoped,” said the old Castruccio, “ this young man's 
coming should be for our good, and I believe that it will 
prove to our hurt." 

“Peace, my son, peace,” said the father, “ they will think 
you mad.” 

“ Shall he not be so, if he see me? ” answered Isabel. “Ат 
I not the centre where his thoughts rest? Am I not the 
White! where his desires do aim? ^ 

“И is true, my fair," answered Andrew. “ You are the 
mistress of my will, the repose of my travail, and the life of my 
death. Give me your hand as your spouse, and draw me from 
the bondage wherein I am into the liberty to be under your 
subjection. Give me your hand, I say it once again, O my 
bliss, and advance me from the baseness of Andrew Marulo 
to the greatness to be the husband of Isabella Castruccio. Let 
the devils which would alter so sweet a bond be packing from 
this place, nor let men attempt to separate that which God 
hath joined together!” 

* You say true, Señor Andrew,” replied Isabel; “ and 
without interposition of any invention or deceit, givc me your 
hand as my spouse and receive me for your own.” 

Andrew stretched forth his hand, and in that instant 
Auristela lifted up her voice and said : 

“ Well may he give it, for the twain shall be one flesh.” 

The uncle of Isabel being past himself and almost in a 
swoon with astonishment, took Andrew's hands and began 
to say: 

“ What means this, my masters? Is this the custom of this 
country, for one devil to marry another? " 

“No,” said the physician. “It must be in jest to the 
intent the devil may go hence; for it is not possible that 
this action could have been premeditated by any wit of 
man." 

“ But withal,” said her uncle, “ I will know from both their 
mouths what name we shall give this marriage, whether of 
truth or leasing.” 

“ Of truth,” answered Isabel, “ for that neither Andrew 
Marulo is mad, nor I possessed with a devil. 1 will choose him 
for my husband, so that he accept and choose me for his wife; 
not as being frantic or possessed, but with all the judgment 
which it hath pleased God to give те.” 

And saying this, she took the hand of Andrew, and gave him 
hers in the name of marriage. And so with their yea, yea, 
they were indubitably married one to another. 

“What means this?" Castruccio said again. “Is there 

3 йе, the bull’s-eye of the target. 
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anything here done in God's name? How is it possible that 
my old white hairs should be here dishonoured? ? 

“ Nothing that is belonging to me can dishonour you,” said 
Andrew’s father. “1 am noble, though not exceeding rich; 
yet withal I am not so poor that I stand in need of any. I 
neither began nor made an end of this business; these two 
young folks are married without my counsel. Yet let us see if 
that which is here done may proceed any farther; for if it 
may be defeated, the riches of Бара shall not be a cause that 
I would procure my son's benefit." 

Two priests were present who said the marriage was good, 
presupposing that if they had begun it as fools, they had 
confirmed it as wise. 

Е saad, we confirm it again,” said Andrew; and the like said 
sabel, 

Which her uncle hearing, he let his head fall on his breast; 
and turning up the whites of his eycs, with a great sigh he fell 
into a deadly swoon and gave signs that the pains of death 
were come upon him. 

His servants carried him to his bed, Isabel rose from hers; 
Andrew brought her to his father’s house as his wife, and two 
days after to the church to solemnise the marriage, baptise his 
young brother, and bury his wife’s uncle; to the end we may 
see how strange are the events of this life: one baptised, others 
married, and another buried at one and the same time. Isabel 
nevertheless put on mourning apparel; for death intermeddleth 
the marriage-beds with graves, and funerals with weddings. 

Our pilgrims abode Bur days at Lucca with the other 
passengers, during which time they were feasted by the married 
couple, and by the noble John Baptist Marulo. 


GIOVANNI BOCCACCIO 


(2313 2-1375). Friend and admirer of Dante, he wrote а 
life of him which remains a chicf source of information about 
subject. Boccaccio’s fame, however, resis on the “ De- 
cameron,” his compilation of one hundred stories retold as a 
linked series, from which Chaucer, i are, Dryden and 
а 4 other English writers have borrowed. Не fell in love 
with an illegitimate daughter of the King of Naples and wife 
of a Count d° Acquins, who was the inspiration of much of his 
work, and appears as the heroine of his novel “ Fiametta.” 


THE POT OF BASIL 

THERE were at Messina three young men, that were 

brothers and merchants, who were left very rich on the death 
of their father, who was of San Gimignano; and they had a 
sister, Lisabetta by name, a girl fair enough, and no less de- 
bonair, but whom, for some reason or another, they had not 
as yet bestowed in marriage. The three brothers had also in 
their shop a young Pisan, Lorenzo by name, who managed all 
their affairs, and who was so goodly of person and gallant, that 
Lisabetta bestowed many a glance upon bim, and began to 
regard him with extraordinary favour; which Lorenzo mark- 
ing from time to time, gave up all his other amours, and in 
like manner began to affect her, and so, their loves being 
equal, 'twas not long before they took heart of grace, and did 
that which each most desired. Wherein continuing to their no 
small mutual solace and delight, they neglected to order it 
with due secrecy, whereby one night as Lisabetta was going to 
Lorenzo's room, she, all unwitting, was observed by the cldest 
of the brothers, who, albeit much distressed by what he had 
learnt, yet, being a young man of discretion, was swayed by 
considerations more scemly, and, allowing no word to escape 
him, spent the night in turning the affair over in his mind in 
divers ways. On the morrow he told his brothers that which, 
touching Lisabetta and Lorenzo, he had observed in the 
night, which, that no shame might thence ensue either to 
them or to their sister, they after long consultation determined 
to pass over in silence, making as if they had seen or heard 
nought thereof, until such time as they in a safe and convenient 
manner might banish this disgrace from their si ght before 
it could go further. Adhering to which purpose, they jested 
and laughed with Lorenzo as they had been wont and. era 
while pretending that they were all three going forth of the 
city on pleasure, they took Lorenzo with them; and being 
come to a remote and very lone spot, seeing that 'twas apt for 
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their design, they, took Lorenzo, who was completely off his 
guard, and slew him, and buried him on such wise that none 
was ware of it. On their return to Messina they gave out that 
they had sent him away on business; which was readily be- 
lieved, because "twas what they had been frequently used to 
do. But as Lorenzo did not return, and Lisabetta questioned 
the brothers about him with great frequency and urgency, 
being sorely grieved by his long absence, it so befell that one 
day, when she was very pressing in her inquiries, one of the 
brothers said :—“ What means this? What hast thou to do 
with Lorenzo, that thou shouldst ask about him so often? Ask 
us no more, or we will give thee such answer as thou deservest.” 
So the girl, sick at heart and sorrowful, fearing she knew 
not what, asked no questions; but many a time at night she 
called piteously to him, and besought him to come to her, and 
bewailed his long tarrying with many a tear, and ever yearning 
for his return, languished in total dejection. 

But so it was that one night, when, after long weeping that 
her Lorenzo came not back, she had at last fallen aslecp, 
Lorenzo appeared to her in a dream, wan and in utter dis- 
array, his с Tothes torn to shreds and sodden; and thus, as she 
thought, he зрокс:--“ Lisabetta, thou dost nought but call 
me, and vex t hyself for my long tarrying, and bitterly upbraid 
me with thy tears; wherefore be it known to thee that return 
to thee I may not, because the last day that thou didst see me 
thy brothers slew me.” After which, he described the place 
where they had buried him, told her to call and expect him 
no more, and vanished. The girl then awoke, and doubting 
not that the vision was true, wept bitterly. And when morning 
came, and she was risen, not daring to say aught to her brothers, 
she resolved to go to the place indicated in the vision and sce if 
what she had dreamed were even as it had appeared to her. 
So, having leave to go a little way out of the city for recreation 
in company with a maid that had at one time lived with 
them and knew all that she did, she hied her thither with 
all speed; and having removed the dry leaves that were 
strewn about the place, she began to dig where the earth 
seemed least hard. Nor had she dug long, before she found 
the body of her hapless lover, whereon as yet there was no 
trace of corruption or decay; and thus she saw without any 
manner of doubt that her vision was true. And so, saddest of 
women, knowing that she might not bewail him there, she 
would gladly, if she could, have carried away the body and 
given it more honourable sepulture elsewhere; but as she 
might not so do, she took a knife, and, as best she could, 
severed the head from the trunk, and wrapped it in a napkin 
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and laid it in the lap of her maid; and having covered the rest 
of the corpse with earth, she left the spot, having been seen by 
none, and went home. There she shut herself up in her room, 
with the head, and kissed it a thousand times 1n every part, 
and wept long and bitterly over it, till she had bathed it in her 
tears. She then wrapped it in a piece of fine cloth, and set it 
in a large and beautiful pot of the sort in which marjoram or 
basil is planted, and covered it with earth, and therein planted 
some roots of the goodliest basil of Salerno, and drenched 
them only with her tears, or water perfumed with roses or 
orange-blossoms. And 'twas her wont ever to sit beside this 
pot, and, all her soul one yearning, to pore upon it, as that 
which enshrined her Lorenzo, and when long time she had so 
done, she would bend over it, and weep a great while, until the 
basil was quite bathed in her tears. 

Fostered with such constant, unremitting care, and nourished 
by the richness given to the soil by the decaying head that 
lay therein, the basil burgeoned out in exceeding great beauty 
and fragrance. And, the girl persevering ever in this way to 
life, the ncighbours from time to time took note of it, and 
when her brothers marvelled to see her beauty ruined, and 
her eyes as it were evanished from her head, they told them 
of it, saying :—“ We have observed that such is her daily 
wont.” Whereupon the brothers, marking her behaviour, 
chid her therefore once or twice, and as she heeded them not, 
caused the pot to be taken privily from her. Which, so soon 
as she missed it, she demanded with the utmost instance and 
insistence, and, as they gave it not back to her, ceased not to 
wail and weep, insomuch that she fell sick; nor in her sickness 
craved she aught but the pot of basil. Whereat the young 
men, marvelling mightily, resolved to see what the pot might 
contain; and having removed the earth they espied the 
cloth, and therein the head, which was not yet so decayed, but 
that by the curled locks they knew it for Lorenzo’s. head. 
Passing strange they found it, and fearing lest it should be 
bruited abroad, they buried the head, and, with as little said 
as might be, took order for their privy departure from Messina, 
and Мед them thence to Naples. ТІ he girl ceased not to weep 
and crave her pot, and, so weeping, died. 


LUIGI PIRANDELLO 

(2867-1956). The greatest of the modern Italian writers, 

15 best known as a. playwright. “ The Man With the 
Flower in his Mouth," “ Six Characters in Search of an 
Author," and “ Henry IV” are among the best known of his 
plays translated into English. He is noted for his fantastic 
‘philosophy, which makes his audience ask “ Whai does he 
really mean?” His short stories written during the years 
1894-1912 deal chiefly with the Italian middle classes. The 
one included here is a piece of pure, light-hearted nonsense. 


CLOSE FRIENDS 


IGI MEAR muffled up in an old Inverness cape that 

morning (when one is over forty a north wind’s no joke), his 
neckerchief turned up to his nose, his hands in a pair of thick 
English gloves, his person well fed, smooth, and ruddy, was 
waiting on the Lungo Tevere de’ Mellini for the tram which 
would drop him, as it did each day, in Via Pastrengo in front 
of the Corte dei Conti where he was employed. 

A Count by birth but now alas! only too well without either 
county or the wherewithal to count, Gigi Mear had, in the 
blissful unconsciousness of childhood, made known to his father 
the noble plan of entering this office of the State believing 
then, in his innocence, that the Corte dei Conti was a Court for 
Counts, to which every count had right of entrance. 

Now everyone knows that trams never by any chance come 
when you are waiting for them. Rather they stop half-way 
because the current has been cut off, or they choose to run 
over a cart or even crush some unfortunate man. They are 
a wonderful asset, nevertheless, all things taken into considera- 
tion. The morning in question, there was a north wind 
blowing, icy and keen, and Gigi Mear stamped his feet as he 
watched the grey river, which looked as though it, too, poor 
thing, felt very cold, there in its shirt sleeves, so to speak, 
between the colourless walls of the new embankment. 

At last din-dinning up came the tram, and Gigi Mear was 
getting ready to jump on without it stopping when from the 
new bridge, the Ponte Cavour, he heard someone shout his 
name after him: 

“Gi ዩ old man! Gigi!" 

And he saw a Fentlemean running after him and gesticulating 
with arms flying like a telegraph post. The tram slip) рей away. 
In return Gigi Mear had the consolation of finding himself in 
the arms of a stranger who, to judge by the violence with 
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which he embraced Сі gi, twice, full on the silk handkerchief 
which covered his mouth, was an intimate friend. 

“ Do you know, I knew you at once, Gigi, old man! At once! 
But what is this I sce?—Getting old already? АП these white 
hairs; aren't you ashamed? Give us a kiss, Gigione, my dear 
old fellow, for your sainted old age. You stood there looking 
just as though you were waiting for те. When I saw you put 
Да your arm to get on that demon of a tram I said to myself, 

hat's treachery, sheer treachery.” 

* Yes," said Mear, with a forced smile, “ I was going to the 
office.” 

“ По me the favour not to mention such disgusting things 
just now.” 

“ What?” 

“I mean it. In fact, I insist.” 

“ You're a quecr johnny, do you know? ” 

“Yes, I know am. But tell me, you weren't expecting to see 
me, now were you? 15९८ you weren't, judging from your face. 

“Well, no . . . to tell the truth- 

“ I arrived yesterday evening. Your brother sends his greet- 
ings. He, by the way—I can see I shall make you laugh— 
wanted to give me a letter of introduction to you! . . 

* What,’ I said, ‘ A letter of introduction to Gigione ? Do you 
know, I knew him before you did, so to speak. Friends from 
boyhood, bless my soul. еуе come to blows many a time. 
Мом students at the University together. Famous old 
Padua, Gigione, do you remember? That huge bell that you 
never heard: you slept like a—what shall we say?—a dor- 
mouse, eh? I think I ought to say like a pig, though. Well 
Then when you did hear it—which was only once—you 
thought it was the fire-alarm. . . . Good old times, those 
were! . . . Your brother's very well, thank God. We've em- 
barked together on a certain little affair, and I'm here for 
that. But whatever's up with you? You look like a funeral. 
Are you married 
о, my dear!” exclaimed Gigi Mear, with energy. 

« Going to Бе?” 

“Are you mad? After forty? Good heavens, no. 
Wouldn't dream of it. 

“Forty! It's more likely turned fifty, Gigione. But why 
not? Still, I was forgetting . . . it’s а peculiarity of yours 
never to hear anything go—bells or years. Fifty, my dear man, 
fifty, I assure you, and well turned, too. We may well sigh. 
The business begins to be a bit serious. You were born—let's 

...inthe April of 1851, is that so or is it not ? April the 
twelfth.” 
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“ Pardon me, Мау; and pardon me, eighteen-hundred-and- 
fifty-two," Mear corrected him, dwelling. on each зу llable 
somewhat irritated. “ Must you know better than I до? 
The twelfth of May, 1852. And therefore 49 years and a few 
months up to present day." 

“ And no wife! That's fine! Ihave, you know. Ah, yes, а 
tragedy. ΤΙ make you burst your sides with laughing. In the 
meantime, of course, we'll take it that you've invited me to 
lunch. Where do you feed these days? Still at the old 
Barba?” 

“Му conscience!” exclaimed Gigi Mear, with growing 
astonishment. “ D'you know even about the Barba? You've 
Бесп there, too, I suppose.” 

“I at the Barba? How could I have been, when I’m at 
Padua? I was told so. I heard about the goings-on there 
with you and the other men who go to that old—ought I to 
call it a pub, a slaughter- or an eating-house? ” 

“ Call it a pub, a low-down pub,” replied Mear. “ But if 
you're going to lunch with me, now, we must let the maid at 
home know.” 

* Young, is she? ” 

“Oh, no, old, my boy, old. What's more I don’t go to the 
Barba any more now, you know. No goings-on for three years, 
now. Аса certain age. . . .” 

“ After forty- ^ 

“ After forty, you have to have the courage to turn your back 
on the path which will bring you to a precipice if you follow 
it. Go down it—h'm well, that's alright, so long as you go 
ve-ry, уе-гу slowly and gently and don't roll over or come 
toppling down. Well now, come on up; here we аге. I'm 
going to show what a good little job I’ve made of that little 

ome of mine.” 

“Very, ve-ry slowly and gently 22. good little job . . . 
little home of yours," began Gigi Mear's friend as he climbed 
the steps after him. “А big hulking superlative creature like 
you with mincing diminutives! Poor Gigi! What have they 
done to you? Singed your tail? Do you want to bring the 
tears to my еуез?” 

“Well. . . .” said Mear as they waited on the landing for 
the maid to come to open the door, “ at this stage, you have 
to be on good terms with this accursed existence of ours; 
fondle it, wheedle it with diminutives, or it will diminutive 
you. I don't at all want to bring myself to а four-foot grave 
yet, not 1.” 

“ So you believe in man asa bip ed? " broke out the other at 
this point. “ Don't say you do, Gigione. I know what efforts 
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I make at times to keep standing on two legs only. Believe me, 
friend; И we leave Nature her course we should all be quad- 
тирей if we had our way. The best thing out! Nothing more 
comfortable, a good poise, always well-balanced. The times I 
could throw myself dow to crawl like that with my hands on 
the ground! This accursed civilisation is ruining us. IfI were 
a quadruped I should be a fine wild beast. I should land you 
out a couple of kicks for all the beastly things you've said. 
should have по wife, no debts, no anxieties. Do you want to 
make me cry? I'm off." 

Stupefied by the queer jocular talk of this friend of his 
dropped from the clouds, Gigi Mear watched him and racked 
his brains to think what the devil his name was and how and 
when he had known him, at Padua whether as a boy or in his 
student days at the University. Не passed and repassed in 
review all the intimate friends he had had in those days but 
without success; not one of them answered to the features of 
this man. Nevertheles, he did not dare to ask to be en- 
lightened on the subject, for the intimacy which the man 
showed him was so great and of such a kind that he feared to 
offend him. He determined that he would get at the truth by 
cunning. 

The maid was a long time before answering the door; she 
had not expected her master to be back so soon. Gigi Mear 
rang а second time and she came at last, shuffling her 
feet. 

“ Here I am, old girl," Mear said to her. “ Back again, and 
with company. Set for two to-day and look sharp about it. 
Be careful, for there’s no trifling with my friend here who has 
got a curious name.” 

“ Anthropophat qus Goat's Beardhornfoot," said the other 
with a joke which left the old woman in doubt as to whether she 
should smile at it or cross herself. “ And no one ever wants to 
know any more about that fine name of mine. Old girl! It 
makes bank directors pull a wry face and staggers the money- 
lenders. Му wife's the exception; she was glad enough to take 
it. It was only the name that I let her take, though, not me, 
oh no, not me. I’m too handsome a fellow, by all the devils 
and their souls! Get along, Gigi, since you have this weakness 
and let me see your poor things. As for you, old girl, get a move 
on. Fodder for the beasts.” 

Mear, discomfited at the failure of his stratagem, took him 
the round of the five small rooms of the tiny flat all furnished 
with the loving care of the man who wants nothing to wish 
for, no needs which cannot be satisfied within his own house, 
when once he has decided to make it his snail-shell. There 
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was a little sitting-room, a bedroom, a minute bathroom, a 
dining-room and a study. 

In the little sitting-room his amazement and his torture were 
increased when he heard this friend chatting of the most inti- 
mate and private things in his family, as he surveyed the 
photographs displayed on the mantelpiece. 

“ Gigione, I wish I had a brother-in-law like yours. If you 
knew what a rascal mine is! ” 

“ Does he treat your sister badly, then? ” 

“ No, he treats me badly. It would be such an easy thing to 
him to help in these straits! But, oh no, not he.” 

“Forgive me,” said Mear. “I can't just remember your 
brother-in-law’s name." 

“ Never mind, you can’t remember it—you don't know him. 
He's becn at Padua barely two ycars. Do you know what he 
did to me? Your brother who's been so kind to me had 
promised mc help, if that wretch would have taken my bills 
of exchange—but would you believe it? He refused me the 
signature. And then your brother, who, when all is said and 
done, although most friendly, is an outsider, was so indignant 
that he took it into his own hands. Our affair is a sure enough 
thing. . . But if меге to tell you the reason for my brother- 
in-law’s refusal! . . . I’m still a handsome dog, you can't 
deny it, a taking sort of fellow, РИ make no bones about 
saying во. Well, my brother-in-law’s sister had the unfortu- 
nate idea of falling in love with me, poor girl. Jolly good 
taste, but not much tact. Just imagine whether I would. d 
Well, she poisoned herself.” 

“ Dead?” said Mear, pausing. 

“Νο. She vomited a bit, and that cured her. But you can 
see that it was impossible to me to set foot in my brother- 
in-law’s house after that tragedy. Good heavens, are we going 
to have anything to eat or not? 1 can scarcely see for hunger. 
I'm 85 famished as a wolf! ” 

Later on at table, Gigi Mear, irked by the affectionate con- 
fidences of his friend who pelted him with bad words and for a 
wonder did not touch him, began to ask news of him of Padua 
and of this and that acquaintance, hoping to get him to let 
slip his own name by some chance, or at least (in his aspera 
tion, which was growing stronger every minute) to find dis- 
traction, himself, from the obsession to get at it by talking of 
other things. 

“ Come now, give me a bit of news—what about that Val- 
verde chap, the director of the Bank of Italy, with the lovely 
wife and that great lump of a sister who squinted, if I’m not 
mistaken. Are they still at Padua?” 
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His friend burst into a roar of laughter at the question. 

“ What's the matter? ” said Mear, his curiosity awakened. 
“ Doesn't she squint? ” 

“ Stop a moment, for heaven’s sake stop! ” begged the other, 
unable to restrain his laughter, which shook him in convulsive 
spasms. “Squint? I should just think she does! And her 
nose is so wide that you can see up to her brains! That's Ше 
woman." 

“ What woman? ” 

“Му wife!” 

Gi; gi Mear, stunned by the shock, had just sufficient force to 
mumble something more or less foolish by way of an excusc. 
But the other man began to laugh cven harder and ong er than 
at first. At length he quietened down, frowned, and gave a 
deep sigh. 

“Му dear man,” he said, “ there are unknown heroisms in 
life which the most unskilled fancy of the poet could never 
conceive.” 

“Yes, indeed! ” sighed Mear. “ You're right . . . I know 
what you mean.” 

“ You don't, at all,” came Ше other's contradiction, an im- 
mediate reply. “ Do you believe that I’m alluding to myself? 
I, the hero, when at most I'm only the victim?  Scarcely. The 
heroism was my sister-in-law’s—the wife of Lucio Valverde. 
Listen to me a bit—heavens! What a blind stupid idiot of a 


“No, I. I! To manage to deceive myself that Lucio Val- 
verde’s wife was in love with me up to the point of marrying 
her husband, who, in all conscience, and this you may believe, 
Gigione—would have deserved it. But goodness—what do 
you think happened instcad? Example of disinterested spirit 
of sacrifice, as you'll hear. Valverde goes off, or rather рге- 
tends to go off as usual (she being in the know). She then lets 
me into the house. When the tragic moment of being sur- 
prised together comes, she hides me in the sister-in-law's room. 
—the lady with the squint, who, receiving me in a duly chaste 
and trembling fashion, appeared to be sacrificing herself, too, 
for the peace and honour of her brother. I scarcely had the 
time to shout * But, my dear lady, wait a minute, how can 
Lucio possibly believe in earnest . . .’—I hadn't finished 
when in burst Lucio, raging with fury, and you can imagine 
the rest.” 

“ What!” exclaimed Gigi Mear, “ you with all your brains.” 

“And my notes of credit? ” bellowed the other, “ my notes 
of credit on sufferance for which Valverde was allowing me the 
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renewal by the pretended good graces of his wife? Нед have 
rejected them then at once—d'you sce?—and ruined me. 
Low down trick! Don’tlet’s say any more about it, please. . . . 
After all the fact being that I haven't а halfpenny of my own 
and that I’m not ever likely to have; taking into consideration, 
too, that I’ve no intention of marrying. . . .” 

“What!” Gigi Mear interrupted at this juncture. “ You 
married her! ” 

“Оһ no, I promise you. She marricd те: she only was 
married. I told her beforehand. Straight dealing and part 
friends. ‘Young lady, you want my name. Well then, you 
take it; I scarcely know what to do with it, upon my word.’ 
But that’s enough, eh? ” 

“Then,” ventured Mear, pausing triumphant, “ there was 
nothing more to it. Then her name was Valverde, and now 
it's 

“ Exactly,” laughed the other, rising from table. 

“Хо, listen! ” exclaimed Gigi Mcar, able to bear it no longer 
and taking his courage in both hands, “ you’ve made me pass 
a delightful morning; I’ve treated you as if you were my 
brother. Now you must do me a favour.” 

“ Perhaps you’d like my wife as a loan? ” 

“ No, thanks. I want you to tell me your name.” 

“І? My name?” asked his friend, astonished, tapping his 
chest with his forefinger as though he did not believe in his 
own existence. “What do you mean? Don't you know; 
can't you remember? ” 

“ No,” confessed Mear, abashed. “ Forgive me, call me the 
most forgetful man on carth, but I could almost swear to it 
that I’ve never seen you.” 

* Oh? Very good, very good! . . ." replied the other. 
** My dear Gigione, put your hand here. Thank you with all 
my heart for your lunch and your company—and I'm off with- 
out telling you. And that's that!” 

“You shall tell me, damn you!” burst out Gigi Mcar, 
jumping to his feet. “Ive racked my brains for а whole 
morning and I shan't let you go before you tell те.” 

“Murder me,” replied his friend, calmly and nonplussed. 
* Cut me in pieces! But I shan't tell you.” 

* Go оп, be a good fellow," Mear began again, changing his 
tone. “ Гус never had an experience like this before—this 
loss of memory, you know; and I swear to you that it's a most 
painful sensation, you're an obsession with me now. Tell me 
your name, for heaven’s sake.” 

“ Go and find out.” 

“Look here. My forgetfulness hasn't hindered me from 
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giving you a place at my table and as a matter of fact, even 
if I have never known you, you've become most dear to me, 
believe me. I've a very brotherly feeling for you; I admire 
you; I should like you always with me. So tell me your 
name." 
% “ Its no good, you know,” said the other positively, “ you 
don't miss me ever. Just be reasonable. Bo you want to 
deprive me now of the unexpected pleasure of letting you be 
duped not knowing who’s been your guest? No, go away; 
you want too much and I can see well enough that you’ve 
no recollection of me. If you don't want me to be hurt that 
you've for gotten me like this let me go away as I am doing." 

* Go off then, quickly, that's all I ask," snapped Mear 
pettishly. “ І can't bear to see you in front of me any longer.” 

* Alright, I'm going. But first, one little kiss, Gigi; I'm off 
again to-morrow.” 

“ I won't," bawled Mear, “ unless you tell me——” 

“Νο, no: that’s all. Апа now, good-byc—— ” said the 
other cutting him short. 

And he went off laughing, turning again at the top of the 
stairs to blow him a kiss. 


(From the 1st volume of “ Novelle per un Anno.” 
Firenze Bemporad, Publishers.) 
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(1140-1202). Тһе full name of this celebrated Persian 
poet was Nizam-Uddin Abu Mohammed Ilyas bin Yusuf, 
and he is generally recognised to be the earliest known 
Persian romantic poet. The story of Layld and Majnin is a 
prose rendering of his second great poem, the first being 
** Khosrau and Shirin,” for which he was rewarded with a 
position at Court and the revenue from two villages. 


LAYLA AND MAJNUN 


LAs Pearl of the Night! 

She was beautiful as the moon on the horizon, graceful 
as the cypress that sways in the night wind and glistens in the 
sheen of a myriad stars. Her hair was bright with the depths 
of darkness; her eyes were dark with excess of light; her glance 
was shadowed by excess of light. Her smile and the parting 
of her lips were like the coming of the rosy dawn, and, when 
love came to her—as he did with a load of sorrow hidden in 
his sack—she was as a rose plucked from Paradise to be crushed 
against her lover's breast; a rose to wither, droop, and die 
as Ormazd snatched it from the hand of Ahriman. 

Out of the night came Laylá, clothed with all its wondrous 
beauties; into the light she returned, and, while the wind 
told the tale of her love to the cypress above her grave, the stars, 
with an added lustre, looked down as if to say, “ Laylá is 
not lost: she was born of us; she hath returned to us. Look 
up! look up! there is brightness іп the night where Laylá 
sits; there is splendour іп the sphere where Layla sits.” 

As the moon looks down on all rivers, though they reflect 
but one moon, so the beauty of Laylá, which smote all hearts 
tolove. Her father was a great chief, and even the wealthiest 

rinces of other lands visited him, attracted by the fame of 
ауаз loveliness. But none could win her heart. Wealth 
and royal ፳ lendour could not claim it, yet И was given to 
the young Qays, son of the mighty chief of Yemen. Freely 
was it given to Says, son of the chief of Yemen. 

Now, Layla’s father was not friendly to the chief of Yemen. 
Indeed, the only path that led from the one to the other was 
a well-worn war-path; for long, long ago their ancestors had 
quarrelled, and, though there were rare occasions when the 
two peoples met at great festivals and waived their differences 
for a time, it may truly be said that there was always hate in 
their eyes when they saluted. Always? Not always: there 
was one exception. It was at one of these festivals that 
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Qays first saw Layla. Their eyes met, and, though no word 
was spoken, love thrilled along a single glance. 

From that moment Qays was a changed youth. Не avoided 
the delights of the chase; his tongue was silent at feast and 
in council; he sat apart with a strange light in his eyes; no 
youth of his tribe could entice him to sport, no maiden could 
comfort him. His heart was in another house, and that was 
not the house of his fathers. 

And Laylá—she sat silent among her maidens with eyes 
downcast. Once, when a damsel, divining rightly, took her 
lute and sang a song of the fountain in the forest, where 
lovers met beneath the silver moon, she raised her head at the 
close of the song and bade the girl sing it again—and again. 
And, after this, in the evenings when the sun was setting, she 
would wander unattended in the gardens about her father’s 
palace, roaming night by night in cver-widening circles, until, 
on a night when the moon was brightest, she came to the 
confines of the gardens where they adjoined the Ясер forest 
beyond; but ever and ever the moonlight beyond. And here, 
as she gazed adown the spaccs between the tree trunks, she saw, 
in an open space where the moonbeams fell, a sparkling 
fountain, and knew it for that which had bcen immortalised 
in the sweet song sung by her damsel with the lute. There, 
from time immemorial, lovers had met and plighted their vows. 
A thrill shot through her at the thought that she had wandered 
hither in search of it. Нег checks grew hot, and, with a wildly 
beating heart, she turned and ran back to her father’s palace. 
Ran back, ashamed. 

Now, in a high chamber of the palace—it was as wondrous 
as that of a Sultan—where Layla was wont to recline at the 
window looking out above the tree-tops, there were two 
beautiful white doves; these had long been her companions, 
perching on her shoulder and pecking gently at her cheek with 
“ Соо, coo, соо; ”--ргееКіпр and preening on her shoulder 
with ‘ Coo, coo, coo.” They would come at her call and feed 
from her hand; and, when she threw one from the window, 
retaining the other against her breast, the liberated one seemed 
to understand that it might fly to yonder tree; and there 
it would sit cooing for its mate until Laylá, having held her 
fluttering bird close for а time, would set it free. “АҺ!” 
she would sigh to herself, as the bird flew swiftly to its mate, 
* when love hath wings it flies to the loved one, but alas! 
I have no wings.” And yet it was by the wings of a dove that 
her lover sent her a passionate message, which threw her into 
joy and fear, and finally led her footsteps to the place of lovers’ 
meeting. 
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Qays, in the lonely musings which had beset him of late, 
recalled the story—well known among the people—of Laylá's 
two white doves. As he recalled it, he raised himself upon his 
elbow on his couch and said to himself, “If I went to her 
father, saying, * Give me thy daughter to wife!’ how should 
I be mct? If I sent a messenger, how would he be met? 
But the doves—if all tales be true, they fly in at her window and 
nestle to her bosom.” 

With his thought suddenly intent upon the doves, he called 
his servant Zeyd, who came quickly, for he loved his master. 

“ Thou knowest, Zeyd,” said Qays, “ that in the palace of 
the chief of Basráh there are two white doves, one of which 
flics forth at its mistress's bidding, and cooes and cooes and cooes 
until its mate is permitted to fly to it.” 

“I know it well, my master. They are tame birds, and 
they come to their mistress's hand.” 

“Would they come, thinkest thou, to thy hand?” 

Zeyd, who was in his master’s confidence, and knew what 
troubled him, answered the question with another. 

“ Dost thou desire these doves, O my master? My father 
was a woodman, and I was brought up in the forests. Many 
a wilder bird than a dove have I snared in the trees. I even 
know the secret art of taking a bird with my hand.” 

“ Then bring me one of these doves, but be careful not to 
injure it—not even one feather of its plumage.” 

Zeyd was as clever as his word. On the third evening 
thereafter he brought one of Layla’s white doves to Qays 
and placed it in his hand. Then Qays stroked the bird and 
calmed its fears, and, bidding Zeyd hold it, he carefully wrapped 
and tied round its leg a small soft parchment on which were 
written the following verses :— 


Thy heart is as a pure white dove, 
And it hath come to me; 

And it hath brought me ай thy love, 
Flying from yonder tree. 


‘Thou shalt not have thy heart again, 
For it shall stay with me; 

Yet thou shalt hear my own heart's pain 
Sobbing in yonder tree. 

‘There is a fount where lovers meet: 
To-night I wait for thee. 


Fly to me, love, as flies the dove 
То dove in yonder tree. 


Now, Layla, who had sent her dove into the warm night, 
sat listening at her window to hear it coo to its mate held 
close in her bosom. But it cooed not from its accustomed 
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bough on yonder tree. Holding the fluttering mate to her, 
she leaned forth from the window, straining her ears to catch 
the well-known note, but, hearing nothing, she said to her- 
self, “ What can have happened? Whither has it flown? 
Never was such a thing before. Регсһапсе the bird is sleeping 
on the bough." 

Then, as the moon rose higher and higher above the tree- 
tops, shedding a glistening radiance over everything, she 
waited and waited, but there came no doling of the dove, no 
coo from yonder tree. At last, unable to account for it, she 
took the bird from her bosom and stroked it and spoke to it; 
then she threw it gently in the air as if to send it in search of its 
lost mate to bring it back. 

The bird flew straight to the tree, and, perching there, cooed 

ain and again, but there was no answering coo of its mate. 
Finally Layla saw it rise from the tree and circle round the 
palace. Many times she saw it flash by, and heard the beating 
of its wings, until at last it flew in at the window; and when 
she took it and pressed it to her, she felt that it was trembling. 
For sure, it was distressed and trembling. 

“Alas! poor bird!" she said, stroking it gently. “It 
is hard to lose one’s lover, but it is harder still never to have 
found him.” 

But lo, as she was comforting the bird, the other dove 
suddenly fluttered in and perched upon her shoulder. She 
gave a cry of delight, and, taking it, held them both together 
in her arms. In fondling them her fingers felt something 
rough on the leg of the one that had pe returned. Quickly 
she untied the fastenings, and, with beating heart, unfolded 
the parchment and read the writing thereon. Te was the message 
from her lover. She knew not what to do. Should she go to 
the fountain where lovers meet beneath the moon? In her 
doubt she snatched first one dove and then the other, kissing 
each in turn. Then, заар them down, she rose апа swiftly 
clothed herself in a long cloak, and stole quietly down the stairs 
and out of the palace 5 а side door. Love found the way to 
the path through the forest that led to the fountain where lovers 
meet. Like a shadow flitting across the bars of moonlight 
that fell among the trees, she sped on, and at last arrived at 
the edge of the open space where the fountain played, its 
silvery, high-flung column ቺ arkling like jewelled silver еге 
it fell in እ spray upon the shining moss. 

Laylá paused irresolute in the shadows, telling herself that 
if her heart was beating so hard it was because she had been 
running. Where was he who had stolen her dove and returned 
it with a message? 
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Wherever he was he had quick eyes, for he had discovered 
her in the shadows, and now came past the fountain, hastening 
towards her. 

She darted into the light of the moon. 

“ Who art thou?” 

Their eyes met. The moonlight fell on their faces. No 
other word was spoken, for they recognised each other in one 

lance. 
s< Laylá! thou hast come to ше. I love thee.” 

“Апа I thee!” 

And none but the old moon, who has looked down on many 
such things before, saw their sudden embrace; and none but 
the spirit of the fountain, who had recorded the words of lovers 
ever since the first gush of the waters, heard what they said to 
one another. 

And so Laylá and Qays met many times by the fountain 
and plighted their vows there in the depths of the forest. 
And once, as they lingered over their farewells, Qays said to 
Laylá, “ Апа oh! my beloved, if the desert were my home, 
and thou and I were free, even in the wilderness, eating. the 
herbs that grow in the waste, or a loaf of thine own bakin, 
from the wild corn; drinking the water of the brook, an 
reposing beneath the bough—then would I let the world go by, 
and, with no hate of thy people, live with thee and love thee 
for ever.” 

“ And I thee, beloved.” 

“ Then let us leave all, and fly to the wilderness —” 
“Now?” 

“ Ко, not now. Thou must prepare. To-morrow, beloved, 
will await thee here at this hour with two fleet steeds; and 
then, as they spurn the dust from their feet, so will we spurn 
the world—you and I.” 

That night Layla dreamed that she was in the wilderness 
with her lover, sitting beneath the bough, drinking from the 
waters of the brook, eating a loaf of her own making from the 
wild corn, and, in her lover’s presence, happy to lose the 
luxury of palaces. 

But alas! the dream was never to be realised. Someone 
at the palace—someone with more than two ears, and with 
е both back and front—someone, moreover, іп the фрау of 
Ibn Salám, a handsome young chief who greatly desired 
Laylá in marriage, breathed a word into the ear of Laylá's 
father. The following day the palace was deserted. The old 
chief, with Laylá and the whole of his retinue, had departed 
to his estate in the mountains, where it was hoped that the keen, 
pure air would be better for Laylá's health—at least, so her 
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father said, though none could understand why, seeing that 
she had never looked better in her life. 

Qays, knowing nothing of this sudden departure for several 
days, waited at the fountain at the appointed hour. At last 
опе day, being already sad at heart, he learned—for Ibn 
Salám had not been idle in the matter—that Layla had gone 
to the mountains of her own accord with her father’s household, 
and that Ibn Salim, the favoured one, had gone with her also. 
Believing this to be true—for lovers are prone to credit what they 
fear—Qays ran forth from his abode like a man distraught. 
In the agony of his despair, he thought of nothing but to search 
for, and find, Layla. Setting his face towards the distant 
mountains, he plunged into the desert, calling “ Layla! 
Layla!” ‘Every rock of the wilderness, every tree and thorny 
waste soon knew her name, for it echoed there among all 
that day and the following night, until at dawn he sank ex- 
hausted on a barren stretch of sand. 

And here it was that his servant Zeyd and a party of his 
master’s friends found him as the sun was rising. He was 
distracted. Worn out with fatigue and hunger and thirst, 
he wandered in his mind as he had wandered in the desert. 
They took him back to his father’s abode and sought to restore 
him, but, when at last he was well, he still called continually 
for his lost love Layla, so that they thought his reason was un- 
hinged, and spoke of him as “ Majnün "—that is to say, “ mad 
with love ^; and by this name he was called ever afterwards. 

His father came and pleaded with him to Pu away his 
infatuation for the daughter of a chief no fricnd of his; but, 
finding him reasonable in all things save his mad love, the 
chief said within himself: “ If he can be healed of this one 
thing, he will be whole.” Then, being willing further to cement 
enmity or establish a bond with the chief of Basrah, he decided. 
to sct the matter to the test. Collecting a splendid retinue, he 
journeyed to the mountains on a mission to the chief, his enemy, 
leaving Manin in the care of the faithful Zeyd. 

When, after many days’ journey, he at last arrived at the 
estate of Laylá's father, he stood before that chief and haughtily 
demanded the hand of his daughter in marriage with his son, 
setting forth the clear meaning of consent on the one hand and 
refusal on the other. His proposal was rejected as haughtily 
as it had been made. “ News travels far," said the chief of 
Basráh. “ Thy son is mad: cure him of his madness first, 
and then seek my consent.” 

Oyd, the chief of Yemen, was a proud man and fierce. Не 
could not brook this answer. He had proposed a bond of 
friendship, and it had been turned into a barbed shaft of war. 
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He withdrew from Basráh's presence with the cloud of battle 
lowering on his brows. Не returned to his own place to come 
again in war, vowing vengeance on Basráh 

But Yemen's chief delayed his plans, for, on his return, he 
discovered that his son, accompanied by the faithful Zeyd, 
had set out on the yearly pilgrimage to Mecca, there to kneel 
before the holy shrine and drink of the sacred well in the 
Kaaba. 

“ Surely,” said he, “ that sacred well of water which sprang 
from the parched desert to save Hagar and her son will restore 
my own son to his health of mind. I will follow him and pra 
with him at the holy shrine; I will drink also at the sacred Ба 
and so, регсһапсе, һе will be restored to me. 

But it so chanced that, when thc chicf, followed by a splendid 
retinue, was but two days on his journey towards Mecca, 
he was met by a lordly chief of the desert named Noufal, who, 
with a small band of warriors, rode in advance of a cloud of dust 
to greet him in friendly fashion. 

“I know thee,” said Noufal, reining in his magnificent 
horse so suddenly that the sand and gravel scattered wide; 
“thou art the chief of Yemen and the father of Majnün, 
whom I have met in the desert. Grectings to thee! I have 
succourcd thy son, whom І found in sore straits and nigh unto 
death. I have heard his story, and I will aid him and thec 
against the chicf of Basrah, if it be thy will, O chief of Yemen. 

“ Greetings to thee, О Noufal! I know thy name; thou 
art a wanderer of the desert, but I have heard many brave 
tales of thy prowess and thy generosity. "Thou hast my son 
in thy kecping? But how comes it that he failed of his pil- 

rimage to Mecca, whither I was following to join him at the 
Во, shrine? 

“ Alas! he fell by the wayside іп sight of my warriors; and, 
when they came to him, his only cry was, Layla! Layla!’ 
They brought him to me, and from his broken story and this 
oft-repeated cry of ‘ Layla,’ I knew him for Majnün, thy son; 
for the tale of beauty and love, O chicf of Yemen, travels far 
in the silent desert.” 

“ What wouldst thou, then, Noufal? ” 

“ ፲ would that thou and I, for the sake of thy son, go up against 
the chief of Basráh and demand his daughter. If he consent 
not, and we conquer, I will extend thine interests and protect 
them through the desert and beyond. If he consent, thou and 
I and he will bc for ever at peace, and will combine our terri- 
tories on just terms of thine own choosing.” 

“Thou hast spoken well, O Noufal, and I trust thee. Go 
thou up against the chief of Basráh and demand Laylá in 
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my name, I will follow thy path, and, if thou returnest 
to meet me with Laylá in thy protection, all is well; but, if 
not, then we will proceed against Basráh together, and кч 
terms shall be my terms. For the rest, thou hast swi 4 
messengers, as have I.” 

At the word Noufal wheeled his horse and gave commands 
to some of his warriors, and presently six flect-footed chargers 
were speeding towards the horizon in six different directions 
to call the warriors of the desert to converge on a point at the 
foot of the mountains. Meanwhile similar messengers were 
hastening back to Yemen with orders from their сһісі Е Noufal 
and his band of warriors set out for the rendezvous, but the 
chief of Yemen waited for the return of his messengers. 


Meanwhile Laylá, on her father's estate among the moun- 
tains, lived in the depths of misery. The young chief Ibn 
Salam, well favoured of her father, was continually pleading 
for her hand in marriage, but Laylá's protestations and tears 
so moved her father that he was kin to say to the handsome 
and wealthy suitor, “ She is not yet of age; wait a little while 
and all will be well.” For Basráh looked with a calculating 
eye оп tLis young chief, who had splendid possessions and man: 
thousands of warriors. As for Laylá, the immured hcrsel Е 
from the light of day, communing only with the stars by night 
and saying within her heart, “1 will die a maiden rather than 
mamy any but Majnán, who is now, alas! distracted, even 
as 17 

Now Layla, well knowing that her doves were nesting 
in “ yonder tree,” had left them to the care of the attendants 
at the palace. They had always been a solace to her, especially 
since one had been Love’s messenger, and she missed that solace 
now, „А young tiger, obedient only to an Ethiopian slave, 
could not speak to her of love as the doves had done! But one 
day a slave-girl brought her a bird of paradise, saying, “ Му 
boy lover caught this in the forests of the hills, and bade me 
offer it to thee for thy kindness to me.” 

Laylá treasured the bird in her solitude, and soon discovered 
that it could imitate the sounds of her voice. On this she 
straightway taught it one word, and one word only. Then 
she would sit for hours, with the bird perched on the back of 
her hand, listening to its soft intonation of that one word: 
“ Majnün." Again and again and again the bird would трах 
softly in her ear that sweetest name in all the world: “ Maj- 
nun, Majnün, Mn and her heart would leave her bosom 
и | Tange through the desolation of the desert, seeking always 

ajnün. 
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The affair of her heart stood in such case when, one day at 
dawn, Noufal, with a large band of warriors, smote with 
his sword upon the gates and demanded to sec the chief of 
Basráh. 

It was a short and pointed exchange of few words between 
Noufal and Basráh as the broadening band of sunlight crept 
slowly down the background of mountains; and, when it smote 
про n the gates as the sun burst up, the talk was finished, and 

ioufal and his band were galloping towards the desert to meet 
the oncoming hosts of Yemen. Тһе chief of Basráh gazed upon 
the cloud of dust that rose between him and the sun, and i 
it read the signs of sudden war. 

Now  Basráh's mountain estate adjoined the territory 
of Ibn Salám, and, as soon as the latter learned that the 
chief had flouted Noufal in favour of his own suit, and that 
the thunder-cloud of battle was arising against the wind, he 
offered the aid of a thousand of his warriors—an offer which 
was eagerly accepted. But the thousand he offered were not 
a third part of the warriors at his call. 

The way of war was paved. Before noon a host of Ibn 
Salám's warriors came riding in. Laylá, from her window, 
noted their brave array. Then, looking far out on to the 
desert, she saw the dust-cloud rising from the hoofs of an ad- 
vancing host. 

“Alas!” she cried, “the heart that beats in my bosom is 
the cause of this. I love my father; I love Majnün: Destiny 
must choose between them." 

Destiny hath strange reversals. The shock and clash of 
battle dinned on her ears till near nightfall, when, with a 
heart divided between hope and fear, she saw clearly that Ibn’s 
hosts could not hold their ground. The onslaughts of her 
father’s foe were forcing them back. They scattered, and rallied 
and scattered again. Those that were left retreated within 
the gates. The gates were battered down, and all was lost— 
or won. А herald advanced, offering terms of surrender. 
Laylá leaned from her window, listening. No word could she 
hear until her father, still defiant in the face of defeat, spoke 
in ringing tones. 

“ And, if I deliver not up my daughter, you will take her. 
Yea, but you will not take her alive. I have but to raise my 
hand, and she will be slain. I have lost all, but my servants 
will still obey me: if I give the word, her dead body is yours 
for the asking." 

At this the chief of Yemen bade him hold his hand from 
committing this terrible deed. 

** O chief of Basráh," he said, “ I give thee one day to think 
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about this matter. There аге two sides to it: the one is that 
thou deliver up thy daughter to be given to my son to wife, 
50 that there may be a bond of friendship between us; the other 
is that thou keep thy daughter and surrender thy sovereignty, 
retaining thy territories only in vassalage to me.” 

With that the chief of Yemen and his ally, Noufal, withdrew, 
leaving Basráh to decide before dawn the following day. 

Now, among Ibn Salám's messengers that he had sent out 
was onc whose orders were to ride back, as if from Yemen, 
bringing word that he had discovered Majmin, who, having 
fled from his attendants in the night, was lying dead in the 
desert. This was not truth, but Ibn had reason to believe that 
it soon would be, for he had sent out others to find him and kill 
him. It was to his purpose that the false news should arrive 
quickly, for, on that, and the offer of a further host of warriors 
at his command, he hoped to gain Laylá's promise and 
strengthen her father’s hand in the matter. 

The victors had scarcely withdrawn when the messenger 
rode in, shouting the news to victors and vanquished alike. 
The chief of Yemen heard it and wept for his son. Noufal 
heard it and said, “ Laylá is nothing to us now; at dawn 
we shall dictate our own terms." Ibn Salám and Laylá's 
father heard the news without grief, and Ibn said, “ Now 
there can be no obstacle to thy daughter's consent, for she 
is a woman, and must know that the living is more desirable 
than the dead. I have already helped thee, O Chief, and we 
have failed. But thy daughter has only to speak the word 
and a further host of my warriors—more than treble the 
number that fought to-day—will come out of the desert at пт 
call. Half will come to aid our defence, and half will attack 
the hosts of Yemen from the desert. Thus your foes will be 
scattered like chaff in the wind. Go to thy daughter and show 
her now how a word from her will save thee from destruction 
and make thee g reat.” 

The chief of Basráh went to his daughter, and, when Ibn 
heard sounds of a woman wailing, he knew that the false news 
of Majntin’s death was believed. Long time the chief pleaded 
with Layla, urging the uselessness of weeping for Majnin 
when, by accepting Ibn in marriage, she could save Basráh 
and make it a great kingdom. Then he spoke of her duty to 
him, her father, in this terrible plight, from which her word 
alone could save him; and Тауы. saw, through her tears, that 
for her father's sake the sacrifice must be made; and through 
duty, not love, she mournfully pledged herself to Ibn Salam. 

As soon as Ibn knew this, he called some of his warriors and 
questioned them on the matter of his hosts in reserve. 
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“ Four thousand,” he said, when he had heard their replies. 
“ The foe is but three thousand, and we are little more than 
one thousand.” 

Then he gave orders to some chosen messengers and bade 
them steal forth secretly and deliver them to his generals. 
Half the four thousand was to arrive by night under cover of 
the mountains and be ready for battle at sunrise. The other 
half was to make a circuit of the desert and fall upon the foe 
from behind when the battle was at its hottest. On this sudden 
stroke he relied for complete victory. 

‘And he was not wrong. When dawn broke over the desert, 
and the mountain peaks were flushed with sunrise fire, the 
dark shadows at the base were two thousand strong. There 
they waited hidden from the foe while as the sun rose, a herald 
came to the gates. In the name of Yemen, he dictated the 
terms of surrender without any condition in regard to Layla. 

The chicf of Basráh laughed him to scorn. “ Go tell the 
chief of Yemen and his robber friend of the desert,” he said, 
“ that if they desire my domains they must take them by force 
of arms. Tell them that Вазгаһ never surrenders: he prefers 
to live free, or to die fighting.” 

The herald took back this proud answer of defiance. On 
hearing it Yemen wondered and questioned, but Noufal, who 
was a man of the desert, sudden in temper and quick to act, 
counselled an immediate attack. 

The battle was joined. At the first shock came Ibn’s two 
thousand warriors from their concealment, and the invaders 
fell back in astonishment. Yet they rallied again, and fiercely 
raged the fight between the opposing hosts, now equally 
matched in numbers. Layla looked from her window in 
horror. She noted how the battle swayed this way, then that. 
And now it scemed that the foe was steadily gaining the mastery. 
But what was that in the distance of the desert? What was 
that, thrust forward from the desert? А great cloud of dust, 
quickly approaching. It drew near, its cause quickly out- 
stripping it. A mighty host of warriors now shook the earth 
with the thunder of their horses’ feet. They drew nearer. 
Now like a whirlwind they hurled themselves upon the invaders 
and bore them down like trodden wheat—sweeping the flying 
remainder of them like chaff to the four winds. 

Yemen was slain. Noufal, flying from numbers on swifter 
steeds than his, laughed back at his pursuers, then slew himself, 
dying, as he had lived, at fall gallop. 

Basráh was victorious. at night Laylá was given by 
her father to Ibn Salam. That night, too, the chief of Basráh 
having been previously wounded in the battle, died. Ibn 
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ruled now over three vast territories welded into one. And, 
where he was king, Laylá was queen. 


Years passed by, and Ibn and Laylá reigned in peace. 
Тһе palace of her fathers was their abode, and the bird of 
para dise and the two white doves were often her companions, 
recalling to her heart a lost, but never: tobe они otten, love. 
The faith ful Zeyd, who had wandered long in the desert search- 
ing in vain for his master, was now her scrvant. 

One day news came secretly to Zeyd that Majnün, long 
mourned as dead, had returned disguised as a merchant 
from distant parts, and would be waiting for him at a certain 
spot on the outskirts of the desert at sunset. Zeyd said nothing 
of this to his mistress, but unknown to her, he caught one of the 
doves and took it away with him to the mecting-place, for he 
reasoned that what had happened once would happen again 
with like result. Full of joy was the meeting between Majnün 
and Zeyd on the edge of the desert as the sun went down. 

Now, Laylá, when she repaired to her high chamber that 
evening, was astonished to find one of her doves missing. 
She sent the other forth to the great tree, thinking the two 
might return together, but presently it returned alone. Then 
wondering greatly, she sat by the window, musing on the 
past: how, three years ago, the dove had returned after an 
absence, bearing a love-messge from Majnün, and how she had 
met him again and again at the lovers’ fountain in the forest. 
Alas! all was changed: Majnün was dead, and she was the 
wife of another. Her eyes filled with tears, and, bowing her 
head on her arms upon the window-sill, she wept silently. 

For a long time she remained like this. Then, suddenly, 
she was aroused from her weeping by a sound. It was the 
“coo, соо, coo” of the missing dove, and it came from the 
great tree. Immediately the other dove fanned her hair as it 
sped past her to its mate. It made her long for wings that she 
too might fly away and away to her lover. 

Presently the two birds fluttered in at the window and came 
to her. What strange thing was this? There, wrapped round 
the leg of one was a small strip of soft parchment as on that 
night long ago. With trembling fingers she unfastened and 
read what was written thereon. It was from Majnán. Не 
was alive and well! As before, the writing begged her to come 
that very night to the lovers’ fountain at moonrise. 

In her sudden joy at learning that her lover was alive and 
near at hand, Lay: forgo t all, and, as the gibbous moon was 
already brightening the horizon, she arose and cloaked herself 
and stole down the stairway of the palace. She reached the 


LAYLÁ AND MAJNUN 499 


side door unobserved. She passed out and closed it behind 
her. Her heart flew before her to Majnün, but suddenly, 
as she hastened, it rebounded swiftly and almost stopped 
beating. Her footsteps faltered and she clutched at a bough 
of a tree for support. Her husband! Her duty! Once she 
had given all for duty’s sake: should she take it back now, 
and in this way? What would it mean? With Majnün's 
arms around her she would forget all—husband, duty, her 
people: all, all would be forgotten, and the step once taken 
could not be retraced. Alas! this was not the act of a wife! 
It was not the act of a queen! She groaned as she grasped 
the bough, and her body swayed with her spirit’s woe as she 
then and there rejected her purpose and accepted her sorrow. 

Slowly Layla strengthened herself; then, like one in a dream, 
she turned and retraced her steps to the palace, no sigh, no 
sob escap ing her. All that night she refused sleep or comfort, 
dry-eyed; and it was only when the dawn came that tears 
came too, to save her reason on its throne. 

Majnún waited long by the lovers’ fountain, and, at last, 
learninr from Zeyd that his mistress had ventured forth and 
had returned, he went away, treasuring to his heart a love that 
could not give one glance without giving all; for, from Zeyd's 
story, he knew this to be во. As Laylá had gone back to the 
palace, silent and strong, so Majnün set his face towards 
distant cities, praying ever that the years might bring surcease 
of woe, if not the rapture of the love of Laylá. 

Two years passed by, and Fate stepped іп. Ibn Salám fell 
stricken with a fever and died. The news P read far, and one 
day Majnún, in a distant city, looked up an heard that Layla, 
the queen of Yemen and Basráh, was free. Swift, then, were 
the steeds that bore him to Yemen. But, remembering how 
she had twice sacrificed herself for duty, he forbore to approach 
her until the expiration of the prescribed term of ‘widowhood 
four moons and half a moon. This period he spent, alone 
and unknown, in an abode from which he could see the lights 
of Layla’s palace. His longing ate into his heart, and it was 
harder to bear than his former distraction, by which he had 
earned his name of Majnün (‘mad with love’). But, as in 
the first instance, his reason had borne the strain, so now it 
bore the stress of all this weary waiting at the gates of Paradise. 

Zeyd bore tidings of Layla to Мајпип, but from Majnün to 
Layla no mess: assed until, on a day when the prescribed 
term had passed pen took word to her that Majnün would 
come to her at the palace at noon, or, according to her choice, 
wait for her at the किला fountain at two hours after sunset. 

Zeyd brought back the delayed message: “ Noon has passed 
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but noon will come again—after this eventide.” Which was 
not unlike the answer Majnün had expected. 

The saddest part of the history of these ill-destined lovers is 
yet to be told. Two hours after sunset Majnün kept the trys t. 
Two hours after sunset Laylá, her eyes smouldering with a 
pent-up fire, cloaked herself as of old and went out by the side 
door of the palace. There was no moon, but the stars shed a 
soft light upon the gardens. She passed among the trees; 
her heart beat fast and her breath came quick. The whole 
of her life seemed wrapped up in her two fect, which ran a hot 
race with each other. She reached the edge of the forest and 
paused, clasping her hands over her bosom. She must regain 
er breath to show Majnün how little she had hastened. Then, 
before she had regained it, she ran on, losing it the morc. 
There was the fountain—the fountain where lovers had always 
met—she saw it sparkling in the starlight through the trees. 
Now she stood on the edge of the open space, the folds of her 
cloak parted, her masses of raven hair fallen loose, her breast 
heaving. 

A figure darted from the fountain’s side. She faltered 
forward, swaying. A moaning cry escaped her as Majnün 
caught her in a wild embrace. 

Who knows if it was but a moment or a thousand ус 
Love has no dial. But that time-moment two hours after sun- 
set was their swift undoing. At the touch of her lips upon his, 
Majnün's reason was wrenched away. At the touch of his 
lips upon hers, she swooned in his arms. Не let her fall, and 
ran, shricking, out of the forest and into the desert; shrieking 
her name, far into the desert. 

“Layla! Layla! Layla "—his maniac cries echoed on and 
on until, in the дор eless waste of wildnerness, һе fell exhausted. 
But Zeyd, who had followed his voice, at last found him. Мапу 
a day and night he tended his master, but to no purpose. Joy 
had done what grief had failed to do: he was mad! 

Layla awoke from her swoon, and, hearing her own name 
repeated again and again—that wild cry coming from farther 
and farther in the desert—divined the truth and returned, 
slowly and wringing her hands, to the palace. 

From time to time Zeyd sent news of Мара and his 
undying love, which even his madness had failed to touch. 

Day by day, and week by week, Laylá's eyes grew brighter 
and her cheeks paler. Slowly she pined away, and then she died 
ofa broken heart. Нег last words were a message to Majnin— 
a message of love that could not die, though it must quit the 
beat , unhappy house of clay in which it had suffered so 
much. 8 
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“ And tell him," she said, “ that my body shall be buried 
by the side of the fountain where he first clasped me in his arms. 
And tell him, too, these very words: * Majnün, lift thine eyes! 
See, yonder are the Fields of Light, and a fountain sprin ging 
in the sunshine—yonder—a fountain of eternal waters, where 
lovers meet, never to part again; thou shalt find me there! ' ” 
And with that she died, and her spirit sped on her parting 
thought to that place of lovers' meeting; the immortal font 
of lovers’ meeting. 


Dawn was breaking on the desert when two figures came 
running. Each held the other by the hand, and on the face 
of one was that look which told how he had been driven mad 
by love. Majnün, шири, Zeyd, left him to follow, and 
plunge ed into the forest. Soon he came to the open space in 
which the fountain played. Well he knew the spot wi here he 
had first clasped Laylá in his arms. There was now a newly 
made grave. Exhausted, not with running, but with love, 
madness, and grief, he flung himsclf upon it. 

“Layla! Layla!” he moaned, with a heart-bursting pang. 
“ I will come soon—ah, soon! Hold thy shroud of night about 
thee! Hide thy beauty in the Ficlds of Light—until I find 
thee there!” 

And, as the sun rose, Zeyd came and stood by the grave, 
gazing down upon his master through tears of grief;—gazing 
down upon the dead through bitter tears of gricf. 


THE ARABIAN NIGHTS' ENTERTAIN- 


MENTS 

Лот which this лоу is taken, were first translated into 
English in 1840 by Edward W. Lane. The actual source of 
the tales is disputed. They are mentioned by Mas'udi (A.D. 
904), and are attributed to the Princess Homai, supposed to 
be the daughter of Artaxerxes; but as they are Arabian, not 
Persian, in character, this seems uncertain. The stories are 
told P, y Scheherazade, who, married to a king who habitually 
Killed his wives the morning after their marriage night, saved 
her own life by relating stories to the king for a thousand and 
one nights. 


THE STORY OF THE MAGIC HORSE 


od Bee was, in ancient times, in the country of the Persians, 
a mighty King, of great dignity, who had three daughters, 
like shining full moons and flowery gardens; and he had a 
male child, like the moon. Не observed two annual festivals, 
that of the New Years’ Day, and that of the Autumnal 
Equinox; and it was his custom, on these occasions, to open 
his palaces, and give his gifts, and make proclamation of 
safety and security, and promote the chamberlains and 
lieutenants: the people of his dominions also used to go in 
to him and salute him, and congratulate him on the festival, 
offering him presents and servants; and he loved philosophy 
and geometry. And while the King was sitting on the throne 
of his dominions, on a certain day, during one of these festivals, 
there came in to him three sages: with one of them was a 
peacock of gold; and with the second, a trumpet of brass; 
and with the third, a horse of ivory and ebony: whereupon 
the King said to them, What are these thin, ም and what із 
theiruse? Тһе owner of the peacock answered, The use of this 
peacock is, that whenever an hour of the night or day passeth, 
it will flap its wings, and utter a cry. And the owner of the 
trumpet said, If this trum, pet be placed at the gate of the city, 
it will be as a defender of it; for if an enemy enter the city, 
this trumpet will send forth a sound against him; so he will be 
known and arrested. Ап the owner of the horse said, O my 

Lord, the use of this horse is, that if a man mount it, it wil 

convey him to whatever country he desireth. Upon this the 
King said, 1 will not bestow any favour upon you until I make 
trial of the uses of these things. Then he made trial of the 
peacock, and found it to be as its owner had said. And he 
made trial of the trumpet, and found it as its owner had said. 
He therefore said to the two sages (the owners of the peacock 
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and the trumpet), К. Fe of me what ye will. And they 
replied, We request of thee that thou marry to each of us one 
[2 thy daughters. Whereupon the King bestowed upon them 
two of his daughters. Then the third sage, the owner of the 
horse, advanced, and, having kissed the ground before the 
Kin; 5 said to him, 0 King of the age, bestow upon me like 
as thou hast bestowed upon my companions. The King 
replied, When I shall have made trial of that which thou hast 
brought. And upon this the King's son advanced and said, 
О my father, I will mount this horse, and make trial of it, and 
obtain proof of its use. So the King replied, O my son, 
try it as thou desirest. 

The King's son accordingly arose, and mounted the horse, 
and urged it with his feet; but it moved not from its place. 
He therefore said, O sage, where is its rapidity of pace of which 
thou boastedst? ' And on hearing this, the sage came to him, 
and shewed him a turning pin, by which to make it ascend; 
saying to him, Turn this pin. Апа the King's son turned it, 
and lo, the horse moved, and soared with him towards the 
upper region of the shy, and ceased not its flight with him until 
he was out of sight of the people; whereupon the prince was 

erplexed at his case, and repented of his having mounted the 

orse. He said, The sage hath made use of a stratagem to 
destroy me, and there is no strength nor power but in God, the 
High, the Great! Then he began to examine all the members 
of the horse; and while he was doing so, he saw a thing 
like the head of a cock, on Ше horse's right shoulder, and the 
like on the left shoulder: so he said, I see not any indication 
excepting these two buttons. And he turned the button that 
was on the right shoulder; upon which the horse bore him 
up with increased velocity into the sky: so he took off his hand 
from that button, and, looking at the left shoulder, and seeing 
the button that was there, he turned it; and the movements 
of the horse became lessened in velocity, and changed from 
ascending to descending. 

Now when he had obtained what he desired with respect to 
the horse, he proceeded on it towards the earth, and began to 
look at its countries and cities, which he knew not; for he 
had never seen them before during the whole of his Ше. And 
among the objects that he beheld was a city constructed in the 
most excellent manner, in.the midst of a land beautifully 
verdant, with trees and rivers; upon which he meditated in his 
mind, and said, Would that I knew what is the name of this 
city, and in what region it із. He then made a circuit round 
the city, viewing it attentively, right and left. Тһе дау had 
nearly. departed, and the sun was about to set: so he said 
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within himself, I have not found any place in which to pass the 
night better than this city I will therefore pass this night in 
it and in the morning Í will return to my family and mı 
royal residence, and acquaint my family and my father witl 
that which hath happened to me, and inform him of the things 
that mine eyes have seen. Accordingly he began to search 
for a place in which he might feel secure of the safety of himself 
and hishorse, and where по one might see him; and while 
he was thus engaged, lo, he beheld, in the midst of the city, а 
palace rising high into the air, surrounded by a large wall 
with high battlements; whereupon he said within himself, 
This place is agrecable. 

He turned the button that caused the horse to descend, and 
ceased not to be carried downwards on it until he descended 
steadily on the flat roof of the palace, when he alighted from 
the horse, praising God (whose name be exalted!), and began 
to go round about the horse, and to examine it, and said, By 
Allah, he who made thee thus was an expert sage; and if God 
(whose name be exalted !) extend the term of my life, and restore 
me to my country and my family in safety, and reunite me with 
my father, I will assuredly bestow every favour upon this sage, 
and treat him with the utmost beneficence. He then sat upon 
the roof of the palace until he knew that the inmates had 
betaken themselves to sleep. Hunger and thirst paincd him; 
for since he had parted from his father he had not eaten food ; 
and he said within himself, Verily such a palace as this is not 
devoid of the necessaries of life. He therefore left the horse 
in a place alone, and walked down to see for something to eat; 
and finding a flight of steps, he descended by them to the lower 
part of the building, where he found a court paved with marble; 
and he wondered at this palace, and at the beauty of its 
construction; but he heard not in the palace any sound, nor 
the cheering voice of an inhabitant. So he paused in perplexity, 
and looked to the right and left, not knowing whither to go. 
Then he said within himself, There is no better course for me 
than to return to the place in which is my horse, and to pass 
the night by it; and when the morning cometh, I mount and 
depart. 

ut while he was addressing himself with these words, he 
beheld a light approaching the place where he stood, and, 
“looking attentively at that light, he found that it was a party 
of female slaves, among whom was a beautiful damsel of a 
stature like the letter Alif, resembling the splendid full moon. 
That damsel was the daughter of the King of this city; and 
her father loved her with so great an affection that he built for 
her this palace; and whenever her heart was contracted, she 
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used to come hither, together with her female slaves, and to 
remain here a day, or two days, or more; after which she 
returned to the palace where she generally resided. It 
happened that she came that night for the sake of diversion 
and dilatation of the mind, and she walked among the female 
slaves, attended by a eunuch armed with a sword; and when 
they entered the palace, they spread the furniture, and gave 
vent to the odours from the perfuming vessels, and 5) ported and 
rejoiced. Now while they were thus engaged, the King’s son 
rushed upon that eunuch, struck him a blow which laid him 
rostrate, and, taking the sword from his hand, ran upon the 
Female slaves who were with the King’s daughter, and dispersed 
them to the right and left. And when the King’s daughter 
saw his beauty and loveliness, she said, Perhaps thou art he 
who demanded me in marriage yesterday of my father, and 
whom he rejected, and whom he asserted to be of hideous 
aspect. By Allah, my father lied in saying those words; for 
thou art none other than a handsome person. 

Now the son of the King of India had requested her of her 
father, and he had rejected him, because he was disagreeable 
in aspect; and she imagined that the prince now before her 
was he who had demanded һег in marriage. She then camc 
to him, and embraced and kissed him, and seated herself with 
hii Тһе female slaves, however, said to her, O our mistress, 
this is not the person who demanded thee in marriage of thy 
father; for that person was hideous, and this is handsome; and 
he who demanded thee of thy father, and whom he rejected, is 
not fit to be a servant to this person: but, O my mistress, 
verily this young man is one of high dignity. And after this, 
the female slaves went to the prostrated eunuch, and roused 
him; whereupon he sprang up in alarm, and searched for his 
sword, not finding it in his hand. So the female slaves said to 
him, He who took thy sword, and laid thee prostrate, is sitting 
with the King’s daughter.—Now the King had charged this 
eunuch with 8. е office of guarding his daughter, in his fear for 
her from misfortune and evil accidents.—The eunuch therefore 
arose, and went to the curtain, and when he raised it, he saw the 
King's daughter sitting with the King's son, and they were 
conversing together; and as soon аз he beheld them, he said 
to the King "s son, О my master, art thou a human being or a 
Jinnee? To which the King’s son replied, Wo to thee, O most 
Ш-ошелед of slaves! How is it that thou regardest the sons 
of the royal Kisras as of the unbelieving devils ?—Then, takin, 
the sword in his hand, he said to him, I am the son-in-law of 
the King, and he hath married me to his daughter, and 
commanded me to introduce myself to her. 
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The eunuch then went shricking to the King; and he had 
rent his clothes, and thrown dust upon his head. And when 
the King heard his crying, he said to him, What hath befallen 
thee; for thou hast agitated my heart? Acquaint me quickl ly, 
and be brief in thy words.—He therefore answered him, 
King, go to the assistance of thy daughter; for a devil of the 
Jinn, in the garb of human beings, and having the form of the 
sons of the Kings, hath got possession of her: therefore seize 
him. And when the Kin, ከ669 these words from him, he 
thought to slay him, and said to him, How came it to pass that 
thou wast neglectful of my daughter, so that this event befell 
her? He then went to the palace wherein was his daughter, 
and on his arrival he found the female slaves standing there, 
and said to them, What is it that hath happened to my 
daughter? They answered him, O King, while we were 
sitting with her, suddenly there rushed upon us this young 
man, who resembleth the full moon, and than whom we have 
never seen any one more handsome in countenance, with a 
drawn sword in his hand; and we inquired of him respecting 
his business, and he asserted that thou hadst married to him 
thy daughter; we know nothing more than this. 

The King could not control himself through his jealousy for 
his daughter. Не therefore raised the curtain and entered, 
with a drawn sword in his hand, and rushed upon him as though 
he were a Ghool. The King's son, on sceing him, said to her, 
Is this thy father? She answered, Yes. And upon this, he 
sprang upon his feet, and, taking his sword in his hand, shouted 
at the King with an amazing cry, which terrified him, and was 
about to attack him with the sword; but the King, perceiving 
that the prince was stronger than he, shcathed his sword, 
and stood until the King's son came up to him, when he met 
him with courtesy, and said to him, O young man, art thou a 
human being or a Jinnee? The King's son replied, Were it 
not that I respect thy right and the honour of thy daughter, 
I had shed thy blood. How is it that thou derivest me from 
the devils, when I am of the sons of the royal Kisras, who, if 
they desired to take thy kingdom, would make thee totter 
from thy glory and dominion, and despoil thee of all that is in 
thy dwellings?—So the King, on hearing these words, dreaded 
and feared him; but said to him, If thou be of the sons of the 
Kings, as thou hast asserted, how is it that thou hast entered 
my palace without my permission, and dishonoured me, and 
come unto my daughter, asserting that thou art her husband, 
and Pretending that I had married thee to her, when I have 
killed the Kings and the sons of the Kings on their demanding 
her of me in marriage? 
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The King's son, however, when he heard these words from 
him, said to the King, Verily, I wonder at thee, and at the 
smallness of thy penetration. Dost thou covet for thy daughter 
a husband better than myself; and hast thou seen any one 
more firm of heart, and superior in requital, and more glorious 
in authority and troops and guards than 1 am?—The King 
answered him, No, by Allah: but I would, O young man, 
that thou demand her in marriage publicly, that I may marry 
her to thee; for if I marry her to thee privately, thou wilt 
disgrace me by so taking her. And the King's son replied, 
Thou hast said well: but, O King, if thy slaves and servants 
and troops were to assemble ag ainst me and slay me, as thou 
hast imagined, thou wouldst disgrace thyself, and the people 
would be divided with тер ect to thee, some believing, and others 
accusing thee of falsehood. ፲1 is my opinion that thou shouldst 
relinquish this idea, and adopt the course that I will point out 
το thee.—So the King said, Propose what thou wilt. And the 
King’s son rejoined, What 1 propose to thee is this: either 
that thou meet me in single combat, and he who killeth the 
other shall be more deserving and worthy of the kingdom; or 
else, that thou lcave me this night, and when the morning 
cometh, that thou send forth to me thy soldiers and troops and 
young men, and acquaint me with their number. The King 
replied, Their number is forty thousand horsemen, besides the 
slaves belonging to me, and their followers, who are equal in 
number. And the King's son said, When the day beginneth, 
send them forth to me, and say to them, This person hath 
demanded of me my daughter in marriage on the condition 
that he will meet you all in combat; and he hath pretended 
that he will overcome and subdue you, and that ye cannot 
prevail against him. Then leave me with them to combat 
them; and if they kill me, the result will be more proper for the 
concealment of thy secret and the preserving of thine honour; 
but if I overcome and subdue them, then am I such a person 
as the King should desire for his son-in-law.—And when the 
King heard his words, he approved of his advice and accepted 
it, notwithstanding that he wondered at his saying, and was 
struck with terror at his determination to meet in combat all 
his army that he had described unto Em 

And after this, the King called the eunuch and commanded 
him to go forth immediately to his Wezeer, and to desire him 
to collect all the troops, and order them to equip themselves 
with their arms, and to mount their horses. So the eunuch 
went to Ше Wezeer, and acquainted him with that which the 
King had commanded. And upon this the Wezeer summoned 
the chiefs of the army, and the grandees of the empire, and 
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ordered them to mount their horses, and to g, forth equipped 
with the weapons of war.—Meanwhile, the King continued to 
converse with the young man, being pleased with his conversa- 
tion and sense and good breeding; and as they were talkin; 
together, the morning arrived. The King therefore arose, and 
went to his throne, ordered his troops to mount, and caused 
an excellent horse, one of the best that he possessed, to be 
brought before the King's son, commanding that it should Бе 
equipped for him with handsome saddle and trappings. But 
the young man said to him, O King, I will not mount until 
I take a view of the troops, and observe them. And the King 
replied, It shall be as thou desirest. Then the King procecdcd, 
with the young man before him, until they arrived at the horse- 
course, when the young man looked at the troops and their 
number. And the King called out, O companies of men, a 
young man hath come unto me demanding in marriage my 
daughter, and I have never beheld any handsomer than he, 
nor any stronger in heart, nor any greater in intrepedity than 
he: and he hath asserted that he alone will overcome you and 
subdue you, and pretendeth that ye, even if your number 
amounted to a hundred thousand, would be in his estimation 
but few. But when he cometh forth to combat you, receive 
him upon the points of your spears, and the cdges of your 
swords; for he hath undertaken a great enterprise. 

The King then said to the young man, O my son, do as thou 
desirest with them. But he replicd, O King, thou hast not 
treated me equitably. How shall I go forth to combat them 
when I am on foot and thy people are mounted on horses? 
So the King said to him, I desired thee to mount, and thou 
refusedst. Take then of the horses and choose of them that 
which thou wilt.—He replied, None of thy horses pleaseth 
me, and I will mount none but the horse on which I came. 
The King therefore said to him, And where is thy horse? Не 
answered him, It is on the top of thy palace.—In what place in 
my palace? asked the King. He answered, On the roof of 
the palace. And when the King heard his words, he said to 
him, This is the first instance that hath appeared of thine 
insanity. O, wo to thee! How can the horse be upon the 
roof? But now will thy veracity be distinguished from thy 
lying. —Then the King looked towards one of his chief officers, 
and said to him, Go to my palace, and bring what thou 
shalt find upon the roof. Now the person whom the Kin 
had sent to the palace ascended to its roof, and behel 
the horse standing there; and he had seen none more hand- 
some than it; and he approached it and examined it, and 
found it to be of ebony and ivory. Some others of the chief 
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officers of the King also went up with this person; and when 
they beheld the horse, they laughed together, and said, Did the 
young man speak of such a horse as this? We imagine that 
hc is no other than а madman: but his case will soon appear 
to us; and perhaps he may be a person of great importance.— 
They then raised the horse upon their hands, and carried it 
without stopping until they came before the King, when they 
placed it before him; and the people assembled around it, 
gazing at it, and wondering at the beauty of its make, and at the 

eauty of its saddle and bridle. The King also admired it, and 
wondered at it extremely; and he said to the King’s son, O 
young man, is this thy horse? He answered, Yes, О King, 
this is my horse, and thou shalt sec a wonder performed by it. 
The King said to him, Take thy horse and mount it. But he 
replied, I will not mount it unless the troops retire to a distance 
from it. So the King commanded the troops that were around 
him to retirc from it as far as an arrow might be shot. 

Then said the young man, O King, 1 ат going to mount 
my horse, and charge upon thine army, and disperse them to 
the right and left, and split their hearts. The King replied, 
Do what thou desirest, and pity them not; for they will not 
pitythee. And the King's son went to the horse and mounted. 

When the King's son had scated himself upon his horse, 
he turned the pin of ascent. The cyes of the spectators were 
strained to sce what he would do; and his horse bestirred 
himself, and moved about with violent action, until it had 
performed the most extraordinary of the motions of horses, 
and its body became filled with air. Then it rose, and 
ascended into thesky. So when the King saw that he had risen, 
and ascended aloft, he called out to his troops, and said, Wo 
to you! Take him before he escape from you.—But his 
Wezeer and Licutenants replied, O King, can any one catch 
the flying bird? This is none other than a great enchanter. 
God hath saved thee from him: therefore praise God (whose 
name be exalted!) for thine escape from his hand. 

The King therefore returned to his palace, after he had 
witnessed these acts of the King’s son; and when he arrived 
at his palace, he went to his daughter, and acquainted her 
with that which had happened to him with the King’s son 
in the horse-course; but he found her greatly lamenting for 
him, and for her separation from him, and she fell into a 
violent sickness, and took to the pillow. So when her father 
saw her in this state he pressed her to his bosom, kissed her 
between the eyes, and said to her, O my daughter, praise God 
(whose name be салыну and thank Him for our escape from 
this crafty enchanter. He began to repeat to her the account 
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of the deeds of the King's son that he had witnessed, describing 
to her how he had ascended into the air. But she listened to 
nought of her father's words ; her weeping and wailing increased 
in violence, and afterwards she said within herself, By Allah, I 
will not eat food, nor drink any beverage, until God reunite 
me with him. "Therefore exceeding anxiety overcame her 
father the King on account of this; the state of his daughter 
afflicted him, and he mourned in heart for her. 

Now, as to the King's son, when he had ascended into the 
sky, being alone, he reflected upon the beauty of the damsel, 
and her loveliness. He had inquired of the King's people 
respecting the name of the city, and the name of the ‘king, and 
that of his daughter: and that city was the city of San’a. He 
then prosecuted his journey with diligence until he came in 
sight of the city of his father; and after he had made a circuit 
around the city, he bent his course to his father’s palace, and 
descended upon the roof. Having left his horse there, he 
descended to his father, and went in to him; and he found him 
mourning and afflicted on account of his separation: therefore, 
when his father saw him, he rose to him and embraced him, 
pressing him to his bosom, and rejoicing exccedingly at his 
return. And the Prince inquired of his father respecting the 
sage who made the horse, saying, O my father, what hath 
fortune done with him? His father answered him, May God 
not bless the sage nor the hour in which I beheld him; for 
he was the cause of thy separation from us, and he hath been 
imprisoned, O my son, since thou absentedst thyself from us. 
He gave orders, however, to rclicve him, and take him forth 
from the prison, and bring him before him; and when һе 
came before him, he invested him with an honorary dress in 
token of satisfaction, and treated him with the utmost bene- 
ficence: but would not marry his daughter to him. So the 
sage was violently enraged at this, and repented of that which 
he had done, knowing that the King’s son had become 
acquainted with the secret of the horse and the mode of its 
motion. Then the King said to his son, It is my opinion 
that thou shouldst not approach this horse henceforth, nor 
mount it after this day; for thou knowest not its properties, 
and thou art deceived respecting it. The King’s son had 
related to his father what had happened to him with the 
daughter of the King, the lord of the city, » and what had 
happened to him with her father; and his father said to him, 
Had the King desired to slay thee, he had slain thee; but the 
end of thy life was delayed. 

After this, they ate and drank and were merry; and there 
was with the King a handsome slave-girl, who played upon the 
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lute; and she took the lute, and began to play upon it, singing 
of absence, before the King 557 his son. Then anxious 
thoughts were aroused in the mind of the King’s son by his 
love of the damsel, the daughter of the King of San’a: so he 
rose and went to the horse and mounted it, and turned the 
pin of ascent; whereupon it soared with him into the air, and 
rose with him towards the upp er region of the sky. And in 
the morning, his father missed him, and found him not: he 
therefore went up to the top of the palace, in a state of affliction, 
and he beheld his son mounting into the air; and upon this 
he grieved for his separation, and repented extremely that 
he had not taken the horse and conceal Ка и. He said within 
himself, By Allah, if my son return. to me, I will not preserve 
this horse, that my heart may be at rest respecting my son. 
And he resumed his weeping and wailing —But as to his son, 
he ceased not his course through the sky until he came to the 
city of San’a, when he descended in the place where he 
descended the first time, and he walked down stealthily until 
he came to the chamber of the King’s daughter; but he found 
neither her nor her female slaves, nor the eunuch who was her 
guard; and the event greatly afflicted him. Then he went 
about searching for her through the palace, and at last he found 
her in a different chamber from that in which he had been 
with her. She had taken to the pillow, and around her were 
the female slaves and nurses. And he went in to them and 
saluted them; and when the damsel heard his speech, she rose 
to him and embraced him, and began to kiss him between his 
eyes, and to press him to her bosom. He said to her, O m; 
mistress, thou hast rendered me desolate during this perio 4 
And she replied, Thou hast rendered те desolate, and had thine 
absence from me continued longer, I had perished without 
doubt.—O my mistress, he rejoined, what thoughtest thou of 
my conduct with thy father, and his actions to ше? Were 
it not for my love of thee, O temptation to all creatures, І had 
slain him, and made him an example to beholders: but I 
love him for thy sake.—And she said to him, How could thou 
absent thyself from me? Can my life be pleasant after thy 
departure?—He then said to her, Wilt thou comply with my 
desire, and listen to my words? She answered him, Say what 
thou wilt; for I will consent to that which thou requirest me 
to do, and will not oppose thee in anything. And he said 
to her, Journey with me to my country and my kingdom. She 
repli lied, Most willingly. 

when the Kin, gs son heard her words, he rejoiced 
exceedingly, and, taking her by her hand, he made her swear 
by God (whose name be exalted!) that she would do so. 
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Then he led her up to the roof of thc palace, mounted his horse, 
and placed her on it behind him, and after he had bound her 
firmly, he turned the pin of ascent in the shoulder of the horse, 
and it ascended with them into the sky. Upon this the 
female slaves cried out, and acquainted the King her father, 
and her mother, who thereupon came up in haste to the roof 
of the palace; and the King, looking up into the sky, beheld 
the ebony horse soaring with them in the air. The King was 
agitated, and his agitation increased, and he called out and 
said, O son of the King, I conjure thee by Allah that thou 
have mercy upon me, and have mercy upon my wife, and that 
thou make not a separation between us and our daughter! 
The King's son, however, answered him not; but he 
imaj ые that the damsel repented of parting from her mother 
and her father; so he said to her, O temptation of the age, dost 
thou desire that I restore thee to thy mother and thy father? 
О my master, she answered, by Allah that is not my desire: 
my desire is rather to be with thee wherever thou shalt be; 
for I am drawn off by my love of thee from everything clse, 
even from my father and my mother. And when the King’s 
son heard her reply, he rejoiced exccedingly. He proceeded with 
her, and ceased not in his course through the air until he arrived 
at the city of his father. His joy thereat was great; and he 
desired to shew to the damsel the seat of his power and the 
dominion of his father, and to acquaint her that the dominion 
of his father was greater than that of her father. He therefore 
deposited her in one of the gardens in which his father diverted 
himself, put her in a private chamber that was furnished for his 
father, and placed the ebony horse at the door of that chamber, 
charging the damsel to guard it, and saying to her, Sit here 
until I send to thee my messenger; for I am going to my father, 
to prepare for thee a palace. 

о Ше King’s son p her, and proceeded until he arrived at 
the city, and went in to his father; and when his father saw 
him, he tgjoiced at his coming, and met him and welcomed him; 
and the πρ son said to his father, Know that I have brought 
the King's daughter of whom I informed thee, and I have left 
her without the city, in one of the gardens, and come to 
acquaint thee with her arrival, that thou mayest prepare the 
procession of state, and go forth to meet her, and display to her 
thy dominion and thy troops and guards. The King replied, 
Most willingly. And immediately he commanded the people 
of the city to decorate the city in the most handsome manner, 
and rode forth in a procession equipped in the most perfect 
manner and with the most magnificent decorations, with all his 
soldiers and the grandees of his empire, and all his memlooks 
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and servants. Тһе King's son also took forth, from his palace, 
ornaments and apparel and such things as Kings treasure up, 
and prepared for the damsel а camel-litter of green and red 
and yellow brocade, in which he seated Indian and Greek and 
Abyssinian female slaves, and he displayed wonderful treasures. 
Then he left the camel-litter, with the persons that were in it, 
and went on before to the garden; and he entered the private 
chamber in which he had left the damsel, and searched for 
her; but found her not, nor did he find the horse. Upon this 
he slapped his face and rent his clothes, and began to go round 
about through the garden, with a mind confounded; after 
which, he returned to his reason, and said within himself, 
How did she lcarn the secret of this horse when I did not 
acquaint her with aught of it? But perhaps the Persian sage 
who made the horse hath found her, and taken her, as a requital 
for that which my father hath done unto him.—Then the King’s 
son sought the keepers of the garden, and asked them who had 
passed by them, saying, Have ye seen anyone pass by you and 
enter this garden? And they answered, We һауе not seen any- 
one enter this garden except the Persian sage. 

Now it happened, in accordance with destiny, that, when the 
King’s son p the damscl in the private chamber that was in 
the garden, and repaired to the palace of his father to make his 
preparations, the Persian sage entered the garden to collect 
some useful herbs, and smelt the odour of musk and other 
perfumes with which the air was impregnated; and this sweet 
scent was from the odour of the Kings daughter. The sage 
therefore proceeded in the direction of this odour unti] he 
came to the private chamber, when he saw the horse that he 
had made with his hand standing at the door of the chamber. 
So when the sage saw the horse, his heart was filled with joy 
and happiness; for he had mourned айсг it greatly since it 
had gone from his possession. Не approached it, and examined 
all its members, and found it sound, but when he was about to 
mount it and depart, he said within himself, I must see what 
the King's son hath brought and left here with the horse. 
Accordingly he entered the private chamber, and found the 
damsel sitting there resembling the shining sun in the clear 
sky. As soon as he beheld her, he knew that she was a damsel 
of high dignity, and that the King's son had taken her, and 
brought her upon the horse, and left her in that private cham- 
ber while he repaired to the city to prepare for her a stately 

rocession, and to conduct her into the city with respect and 

onour. The sage therefore went in to her, and kissed the 

round before her; and she raised her eyes towards him, and, 

Poking é pim; found him to be of most hideous aspect and 
к (м.о. 
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disagreeable form; and she said to him, Who art thou? Не 
answered her, O my mistress, I am the messenger of the King's 
son, who hath sent me to thee, and commanded me to remove 
thee to another garden, near unto the city. And when the 
damsel heard from him these words, she said to him, And where 
is the King’s son? Не answered her, He is in the city, with his 
father, and he will come to thee immediatcly with a grand 
procession. But she said to him, О thou! Coul А not the King's 
son find anyone to send to me but thee?—And the sage laughed 
at her words, and replied, O my mistress, let not the hideous- 
ness of my face, and the disagreeableness of my aspect deceive 
thee; for hadst thou experienced of me what the King's son 
hath, thou wouldst approve of me. 

So when the damsel heard his reply, it app eared reasonable 
to her, and she believed it, and arose and went with him, 
putting her hand in his. She then said to him, O my father, 
what hast thou brought with thee for me to ride?—O my 
mistress, he answered, the horse on which thou camest thou 
shalt ride. She replied, I cannot ride it by my self. And when 
he heard this reply from her, the sage smiled, and knew that 
he had got possession of her; and he said to her, I myself will 
ride with thee. Then he mounted, and mounted the damsel 
behind him, and, pressing her to him, bound her tightly, while 
she knew not what he desired to do with her. And after this, 
he turned the pin of ascent, whereupon the body of the horse 
became filled with air, and it moved and bestirred itself, and 
ascended into the sky, and continued incessantly bearing them 
along until it was out of sight of the a . So the damsel said 
to him, O thou! What meant that which thou saidst respecting 
the King's son, when thou assertest that he sent thee to me?— 
"The sage replied, May Allah keep the King's son from every- 
thing good; for he is base and vile!—O, wo to thee! she 
exclaimed ; how is it that thou disobey est thy lord in that which 
he hath commanded thee to do? Не replied, He is not my 
lord. And knowest thou, he added, who Iam? She answered 
him, I know thee not but as thou hast informed me of thyself. 
And he said to her, Verily my telling thee this was a stratagem 
that I made use of against thee and against the King’s son. I 
was ements constantly for this horse that is beneath thee, for 
itis of my making, and he had made himself master of it; but 
now I have obtained ession of it and of thee also, and have 
tortured his heart as heh hath tortured mine, and he will never 
have it in his ро wer henceforth. But be of good heart and 
cheerful eye; for І shall be more useful to thee than he.—And 
when the damsel heard his words, she slapped her face, and 
cried out, O my grief: І have neither obtained my beloved 
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nor remained with my father and my mother !—And she wept 
violently for that which had befallen her, while the sage 
incessantly proceeded with her to the country of the Greeks, 
until he Фаны with her in a verdant meadow. 

This meadow was near unto a city, in which was a king of 
great dignity; and it happened on that day that the King of 
the city went forth to hunt, and to divert himself, and, passing 
by that meadow, he saw the sage standing there, with the 
horse and the damsel by his side. And the sage was not aware 
of their approach when the slaves of the King rushed upon 
him, and took him, together with the damsel and the horse, 
and placed all before the King who, when he beheld the 
hideousness of his aspect and the disagreeableness of his 
appearance, and beheld the beauty of the damsel, and her 
loveliness, said to her, O my mistress, what relation is this 
sheikh to thee? Тһе sage hastily answered and said, She is 
my wife, and the daughter of my paternal uncle. But the 
damsel declared that he was a liar, as soon as she heard his 
words, and said, O King, by Allah I know him not, and he is 
not my husband; but he took me away by force and stratagem. 
And when the King heard what she said, he gave orders to 
beat the sage; and they beat him until he almost died. Then 
the King commanded that they should carry him to thc city, 
and cast him into the prison; and so they did with him; and 
the King took the damsel and the horse from him; but he knew 
not the Property of the horse, nor the mode of its motion.— 
‘Thus did it befall the sage and the damsel. 

As to the King’s son, he put on the apparel of travel, and, 
having taken what money fe required, journeyed forth in a 
most evil state, and quickly endeavoured to trace them, seeking 
them from town to town and from city to city, and inquiring 
respecting the ebony horse; and every one who heard his 
mention of the ebony horse wondered at it, and was greatly 
astonished at his words. Thus he continued to do for a long 
period; but notwithstanding his frequent questions and his 
searching for them, he met with no tid ings of them. Then һе 
journeyed to the city of the damsel’s father, and there inquired 
for her, but he heard no tidings of her, and he found her father 
mourning for her loss. So he returned, and repaired to the 
country of the Greeks, endeavouring to trace them, and inquir- 
ing respecting them. And it happened that he alighted at one 
of the Khans, and saw a party of the merchants sitting con- 
versing; and he seated himself near them, and heard one of 
them say, O my companions, I have met with a wonderful 
thing.—And what was it? they asked. He answered, I was 
in a certain district, in such a city (and he mentioned the name 
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of the city in which was the damsel), and I heard its inhabitants 
talking of a strange story, which was this.—The King of the city 
went forth опе day to hunt, attended by a party of his associates 
and the grandees of his empire, and when they went forth into 
the desert, they passed by a verdant meadow, and found there 
a man standing, and by his side a woman sitting, and with 
him a horse of ebony. Аз to the man, he was of hideous aspect, 
yey horrible in form; and as to the woman, she was a damsel 
endowed with beauty and loveliness, and elegance and perfect 
grace, and justness of stature; and as to the ebony horse, it was 
a wonderful thing; eyes have not beheld its superior in beauty 
оғ іп comeliness of make.—The persons present said to him, 
And what did the King with them? He answercd, As to the 
man, the King took him, and asking him respecting the damsel, 
and he pretended that she was his wife, and the daughter of his 
расте uncle. But аз to the damsel, she declared that he 
ied in his assertion, So the King took him from her, and gave 
orders to beat him, and to cast him into the prison. And as to 
the ebony horse, I know not what became of it.—When the 
King's son therefore heard these words from the merchant, he 
approached him, and proceeded to question him with mildness 
and courtesy until he acquainted him with the name of the city 
and the name of its King; and when he knew the name of the 
city and that of its King, he passed the night happy. 

е ceased not to prosecute his journey unul be arrived at 
thatcity; but when fe desired to enter it, the gate-keepers took 
him, and would have conducted him into the presence of the 
King, that he might inquire of him respecting his condition, 
and of the cause of his coming into that city, and as to what 
art or trade he was skilled in; for so was the King’s custom to 
question the strangers respecting their conditions and their arts 
or trades. But the arrival of the King’s son at that cit, 
happened to be at eventide; and that was a time at which it 
was not possible to go in to the King or to consult respecting 
him. So the gate-keepers took him and conducted him to the 
prison, to put him in it. When the jailers, however, saw his 

uty and loveliness, they could not bear to put him into the 
prison; on the contrary, they seated him with themselves, 
outside the prison; and when the food was brought to them, 
he ate ‘with them until he was satisfied; and after they had 
finished eating, they sat conversing, and, addressing the Rin, ^s 
son, they said to him, From what country art thou? He 
answer: ed, I am from the coun! mee Persia, the country of the 
Kisras. And when they heard his answer, they laughed, and 
one of them said to him, O Kisrawee, I have heard the sayings 
of men, and their histories, and have observed their conditions; 
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but I have neither seen, nor heard of, a greater liar than this 
Kisrawee who is with us in the prison. 

So the King 28 son said to them, What instance of his lying 
hath appeared unto you? They answered, He pretendeth that 
he is a sage, and the King saw him as he was going to hunt, 
and with him a woman of surpassing beauty and loveliness, and 
elegance and perfect grace, and justness of stature, and there 
was with him also a horse of black ebony, than which we have 
never scen any more handsome. Аз to the damsel, she is with 
the King, and he loveth her; but the woman is mad; and if 
that man werc a sage as he pretendeth, he had cured her; 
for the King is striving to find her remedy, desiring to recover 
her of her malady. Аз to the ebony horse, it is in the King’s 
treasury; and as to the man of hideous aspect, who was with 
it, he is with us in the prison, When the keepers of the prison 
acquainted the King’s son with these circumstances, it occurred 
to his mind that he might contrive a plan by means of which to 
attain his desire. And when the gate-keepers desired to sleep 
they put him into the prison, and closed the door upon him; 
and he heard the sage weeping and lamenting for himself in the 
Persian language, and за: ying in his lamentation, Wo unto me 
for the injustice that 1 have committed against myself and 
against the King’s son. 

Then, when the morning came, the gate-keepers took the 
King’s son and conducted him to the King, and informed him 
that he had arrived at the city on the preceding day „ага time 
when it was impossible to go in unto the King. So the King 
questioned him, and said to him, From what country art thou, 
and what is thy name, and what thy art or trade, and what the 
reason of thy coming unto this city? And the King’s son 
answered, As to my name, it is, in the Persian language, 
Harjeh; and as to my country, it is the country of Persia; and 
I am of the men of science, especially the science of medicine; 
for I cure the sick and the mad; and for this purpose I travel 
about through the regions and cities, to profit myself by adding 
science to my science; and when 1 вес a sick person, I cure him. 
This із my occupation.—And when the King heard his words, 
he rejoiced at them exceedingly, and said to him, O excellent 
sage, thou hast come to us at a time when we necd thee. 
Then he acquainted him with the case of the damsel, and said 
to him, If thou cure her, and recover her of her madness, thou 
shalt receive from me all that thou shalt desire. And the King’s 
son, on hearing this, replied, May God confirm the power of 
the King! Describe to me everything that thou hast observed 
of her madness, and inform me how many days ago this madness 
attacked her, and how thou tookest her and the horse and the 
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sage.—He therefore acquainted him with the matter from 
beginning to end, and said to him, The sage is in the prison. 
And the kings son said, O happy King, and what hast thou 
done with the horse that was with them? The King answered 
him, It remaineth with me to the present time, preserved in 
one of the private chambers. So the King’s son said within 
himself, It is my opinion that I should examine the horse before 
everything else, and if it be sound, and no accident have 
happened to it, all that I desire is accomplished; but if I sce 
that its motions are destroyed, I will yet devise some stratagem 
to save my Ше. Then looking towards the King, he said to 
him, O King, it is requisite that I see the horse which thou hast 
mentioned. Perhaps I may find in it something that will aid 
me to recover the damscl.—The King replied, Most willingly. 
And he arose, and, taking him by the hand, led him in to the 
horse; whereupon the King's son began to go round about the 
horse, and to examine it and observe its condition; and he 
found it sound without any defect. He therefore rejoiced 
at it exceedingly, and said, May God confirm the power of the 
King! I desire to go in to the damsel, that I may sce how she 
will act. 

He gave orders to take care of the horse, and the King 
conducted him to the chamber in which was the damsel. 
And when the King's son went in to her, he found her beating 
herself, and falling down prostrate as usual; but she was 
affected by no madness, and only did thus that no one might 
approach her. So the King's son, on seeing her in this state, 
said to her, No harm shall befall thee, O temptation to all 
creatures; Then he began to address her gently and courteously 
until he acquainted her with himself; and when she knew him, 
she uttered a great ory , and fell down in a fit through the 
violence of the joy that she experienced ; and the King imagi ined 
that this fit was occasioned by her fearof him. And the King's 
son put his mouth to her ear, and said to her, O temptation to 
all creatures, spare my life and thine, and be patient and firm; 
for this is the place wherein we stand in nced of patience and 

ood management in devising stratagems to make our escape 
fom this y таппіса! King. А part of my stratagem shall be, 
that I go forth to him and say to him, The disease that she 
suffereth ariseth from her being possessed by a Jinnee, and I 
promise thee her recovery. And I will make a condition with 

im that he shall loose thy bonds, and will assure him that this 
ክርር which hath afflicted thee will be dispelled from thee. 

herefore if he come in to thee, address him with pleasant words, 
that he may see that thou hast recovered through my means, 
and so shall all that we desire beaccomplished.—And shereplied, 
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1 hear and obey.—He then went forth from her, and, returning 
to the King, full of joy and happiness, said, O fortunate King, 
І have discovered, through thy good fortune, her remedy and 
cure, and І have cured her for thee. Arise then and go in to 
her, and speak gently and mildly to her, and promise Ber that 
which shall rejoice her; for all that thou desirest of her shall be 
accomplished for thee.—The King therefore arose and went in 
to her; and when she saw him, she rose to him, and kissed the 
ground before him, and welcomed him. 

Then they attired her in royal apparel, put upon her neck 
a necklace of jewels, conducted her to the bath, served her, 
and brought her out from the bath, resembling the full moon. 
And when she came to the King, she saluted him, and kissed 
the ground before him. 

The King therefore was greatly rejoiced at seeing her thus, 
and said to the King's son, АП this is occasioned by the blessings 
attendant upon thee! Мау God increase to us thy benefactions! 
—And the King’s son replied, О King ‚ the perfection of her 
recovery and the completion of her affair must be effected by 
thy going forth with all thy guards and thy soldiers to the place 
where thou foundest her, and the ebony horse that was with 
her must be taken with thee, that I may there confine from her 
the Jinnee that hath afflicted her, an imp rison him and kill 
him, so that he may never return to һег. Тһе King said, Most 
willingly. Accordingly he sent forth the ebony horse to the 
meadow in which he had found the damsel with the horse and 
the Persian sage, and the King mounted with his troops, taking 
the damsel with him; and they knew not what he desired to 
do. And when they arrived at that meadow, the King's 
son who feigned himself a sage, ordered that the damsel and 
the horse should be placed as far from the King. and the 
troops as the eye could reach, and said to the King, With 
thy permission and leave, I desire to burn perfumes, and to 
recite a form of exorcism, and imprison the Jinnee here, that 
he may never return to her. After which 1 will mount the 
ebony horse, and mount the damsel behind me ; and when I 
have done that, the horse will move about with violent action, 
and walk forward until he cometh to thee, when the affair will 
be finished, and thou shalt do with her what thou wilt.—Then 
the King's son mounted the horse, and placed the damsel 
behind him, while the King and all his тоор s looked at him. 
And he pressed her to him, and bound her firmly, and turned the 
pin of,ascent; whereupon the horse rose with them in the air. 

But as to the King's son, he bent his course to the city of his 
father, full of joy and happiness; and ceased not in his journey 
until he descended upon his palace, when he took down the 
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damsel into the palace, and felt secure of her, He then repaired 
to his father and his mother, and saluted them, and acquainted 
them with the arrival of the damsel; whereat they rejoiced 
exceedingly. Meanwhile, the King of the Greeks, when he 
returned to his city, secluded himself in his palace, mourning 
and afflicted. So his Wezeers went in to him, and began to 
console him, saying to him, Verily he who took the damsel is 
ап enchanter; and praise be to God who hath saved thee from 
his enchantment and craftiness. And as to the King’s son, 
he made magnificent banquets for the people of the city, an 
they continued the rejoicings for a whole month; after which, he 
took the damsel as his wife, and they were delighted with each 
other exceedingly. And his father broke the ebony horse, and 
destroyed its motions. Then the King’s son wrote a letter to 
the father of the damsel, and in it described to him his state 
informing him that he had married the damsel, and that she 
was with him in the most happy condition. He sent it to him 
by a messenger, bearing precious presents and rarities; and 
when the messenger arrived at the city of the damsel's father, 
which was San’a of El-Yemen, he transmitted the letter, with 
the presents, to that King, who, on reading the letter, rejoiced 
exceedingly, accepted the presents, and treated the messenger 
with honour. 

Thus they continued until the King, the father of the young 
man, was taken {rom the world; and ше) 'oung man reigni 
after him over his dominions. He ruled his subjects with 
equity, and conducted himself among them in a laudable 
manner; the country was subject to him, and the people 
obeyed him; апа thus they remained, passing the most 
delightful and most agreeable and most comfortable and most 
pleasant life. 


PU SUNG-LING 


lived in the seventeenth century. For the small amount 
known about him, we are indebted to the researches of his 
translator, Mr. Herbert A. Giles. He tells us that Ри 
Sung-Ling was a native of Tzu-Chow in the Province of 
Shantung, and that he was known to his friends as “ the last 
of the Immortals.” Не competed psp fully for the lowest 
or bachelor’s degree, but by 1651 had f failed to take the second or 
master's ар тее. Не deserted study to write his immortal 
collection of stories, called by Mr. Giles “ Strange Stories from 
а Chinese Studio," which remain the most complete and 
interesting record of Chinese literature of the period, giving 
comprehensive insight into the manners, customs and beliefs 
of seventeenth-century China. 


THE PRINCESS LILY 


NCE upon a time at Chiao-chow there lived a man called 
Tou Hsün. One day, as he lay sleeping in the heat of 
the day, he suddenly saw standing by his bedside a man dressed 
in serge clothes who indicated that he had a message to deliver. 
Tou inquired of him what was his business, and the man 
replicd that he was the bearer of an invitation from his master. 

“Апа who is your master? " asked Tou. 

The messenger would not rep ly directly, but begged Tou to 
accompany him saying, “ He doesn’t live very far away." 

So they went away together, and айсг a while Tou saw 
countless white houses rising one above the other and shaded 
by dense groves of lemon-tree. His guide led him past count- 
less doors of a curious and unusual shape, and he saw many 
a asss d men and women all of whom asked his guid 
* Has Tou Hsün come? " and his guide would nod tov 
Tou with a smile. 

At length his guide led him up to one person whom Tou 
saw to be a mandarin of high degree. And the mandarin, 
having greeted Tou ceremoniously, escorted him into a 
wondrous palace. 

But now Tou hesitated : 

“ Deeply as I appreciate your courtesy,” he said, “ І haven't 
the honour of knowing you, and I feel diffident of thrusting 
my presence upon you.” 

* Our prince," replied the mandarin, “ Наз long heard of 
you as.a man of noble qualities and exulted family. He 
desires to become better acquainted with you.” | 

* But who is your Prince? ” inquired Tou again. қ 

“In a few moments you shall behold him yourself,” replied 
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the mandarin; and as he spoke, two beautiful maidens appeared 
carrying ceremonial banners, and guided Tou through many 
doors and halls, until at length they came to a throne upon 
which sat the Prince. 

When the Prince beheld Tou he descended from the throne, 
and himself led his guest to the seat of honour. Then he 
ordered that the banquet should be served, and the most 
delicious food and wine was immediately placed before them. 

Then, still bewildered, Tou, саши his eyes round him, 
beheld a scroll which bore the words Тйе Cassia Court, but that 
did not enlighten him any further as to who was his courteous 
host. The Prince, noticing his puzzled looks, said 

“ The honour of having you bre neighbour is, as it were, a 
bond of affinity between us. Let us, then, give ourselves up 
to enjoyment, and put away suspicion and fear. 

After this Tou resolved to bother no more about the strange 
circumstances in which he found himself, but gave himscif 
up to the enjoyment of the feast. When the wine had gone 
round several times, Tou heard music in the distance: Ше 
sound of pipes and voices singing, but unaccompanied by the 
usual drums. Then said the Prince, “ We are going to set a 
verse for you gentlemen to cap. This is it: ' Genius secks 

с Cassia Court. 

While all the gentlemen of the Court were engaged in think- 
ing of some appropriate antithesis! Tou said, " Refinement 
loves the Lily flower. 

“ But this is indeed a strange chance that puts such words 
into your mouth," exclaimed the Prince, amid murmurs of 
admiration, “ for my daughter's name is Шу. Now you shall 
behold her for yourself. 

He gave an order, and a few moments later a tinkling of 
ornaments and wafts of delicate perfume announced the 
arrival of the Princess. 

She came in attended by her maidens, a girl between sixtecn 
and seventecn years, and of such surpassing beauty that Tou 
was rendered speechless, and could only gaze at her. The 
Prince bade her make ап obeisance to Tou, and as soon as she 
had performed the ceremony, she retired ki ain. 

The Prince, secing that Tou had already fallen deep ly in 
love with his dai юке, an to talk of how he ከ. 
attempting to find a suitable husband for her, but Ἐς reat 

е ecstasy of the young man, he heard not a word the 


1 In this favourite game of the cultured Chinese Courts, 
point i» that each word in the second line should be а due and proper 
antithesis of the word in the first line to which it correspon y 
оп words is naturally lost somewhat in transl: 
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Prince was saying, and was oblivious to all that was going on 
around him, until one of the courtiers touched him on the arm 
and told him the Prince was addressing him. Thereupon 
Tou started, and recovering himself a little, stammered his 
apologies and begged to be allowed to depart. 

“Тат delighted to have welcomed you to my Court,” 
replied the Prince, “ and only regret that your stay must be 
so short. If you do not forget all about us, I shall hope to see 
you among us again.” 

He then gave orders that Tou should be escorted to his 
home. The courtier who accompanied him asked him why he 
had said nothing when the Prince had so obviously suggested 
that he should marry the Princess Lily. The dazed youn, 
man was just realising how great was the opportunity he hac 
missed when they reached his home, and he awokc. 

The sun had set, and Tou sat in the gloom, bemoaning his 
lost chance, and thinking of the Princess. Later that evening, 
when he retired again to rest, he put out his candle, hoping that 
the thread of his dream would be renewed. 

But it was not until some nights later, when he was sleeping 
at a friend's house, that an officer of the Court suddenly 
appeared and summoned him to thc presence of the Prince. 

ince more Tou found himself in that strange palace of halls 
and countless doors. He prostrated himself before the Prince, 
who welcomed him again with every kindness. 

He told the delighted Tou that he was aware that he had 
fallen deeply in love with the Princess Lily, and suggested that 
if the young man were agreeable, the nuptials should be per- 
formed immediately. Naturally the young man made по 
Objections, and the banquet was immediately spread before 
them. 

At last came the moment when it was announced that the 
Princess had completed her toilet, and she came in accompanied 
by her maidens, the red bridal veil covering her head, and her 
tiny footsteps sounding like rippling water as they led her up 
to her bridegroom. 

“In your presence, Princess," Tou said, bowing before her, 
“it would be easy to forget death itself; but, tell me, із not 
this all a dream? ^ 

* How can it be a dream, beloved," she replied in a low 
voice, “ when you and I are here together? ” 

The next morning Tou assisted in the ceremonial Painting 
of the face of the Princess, and then, seizing a girdle, began to 
measure the size of her waist and the length of her fingers and 
et. 

* Are you mad? " she cried, laughing. 
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“I have been deceived so often,” Tou replied, “ that I am 
going to make a careful record. If this is all just a dream, I 
shall still have something as a souvenir of you.” 

Even as they talked together, one of the maidens rushed in 
crying: “ Alas! alas! a great monster has got into the palace. 
The Prince is fled into a side chamber. Destruction is upon 
из!” 

Tou immediately sought out the Prince, who, with tears in 
his eyes, begged him not to desert them. 

“ Ош relationship,” cried he, “ was cemented when Heaven 
sent this calamity upon us; and now my kingdom will be 
overthrown. What shall I do?” 

Tou begged to know what was the matter; and then the 
Prince laid a дер atch upon the table, telling Tou to open it 
and make himself acquainted with its contents. This despatch 
ran as follows: 

“ The Grand Secretary of State, Black Wings, to His Royal 
Highness, announcing the arrival of an extraordinary monster, 
and advising the immediate removal of the Court in order to 
preserve the vitality of the empire. А report has just been 
received from the officer in charge of the Yellow Gate stating 
that, ever since the 6th of the sh moon, a huge monster, 
10,000 feet in length, has, been lying coiled up outside the 
entrance to the palace, and that it has already devoured 13,800 
and odd of your Highness's subjects, and is spreading desola- 
tion far and wide. On receipt of this information your servant 
proceeded to make a reconnaissance, and there beheld a 
venomous reptile with a head as big as a mountain and eyes 
like vast sheets of water. Every time it raised its head, whole 
buildings disa рреагед down Из throat; and, on stretching 
itself out, walls and houses were alike laid in ruins. In al 
antiquity there is no record of such a scourge. The fate of 
our temples and ancestral halls is now a mere question of 
hours; we therefore የካ your Royal Highness to depart at 
once, with the Royal Family and seek somewhere else a happier 
abode. 

Just as Tou had finished reading the despatch a messenger 
rushed in crying: “Тһе Monster!” 

The whole Court was immediately thrown into a panic, and 
Tou heard the sound of wailing and lamentation on all sides. 

The Prince, himself, was pale and agitated, and begged Tou 
to look to his own safety without regarding the wife through 
whom he was involved in such misfortune. But the Princess, 

cu he language in which this fanciful document is couched is precisely 
such аз w€ be used by an officer of the Government in announcing some 
national calamity. 
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who was standing by wringing her hands, flung herself at his 
feet and begged him not to desert her. 

Tou gently raised her up, and then, bowing before the 
Prince and begging that his presumption should be excused, 
he offered his own poor home as a shelter, if they would deign 
to come. 

“ We cannot talk of deigning at such a moment as this,” 
cried the princess: “I beg you take us there as quickly as 
possible." 

So Tou conducted her to his own home with all speed, and 
the Princess, despite his apologies for its humble appoint- 
ments, professed herself de lighted, declaring that it was a 
charming place of residence—better even than their former 
kingdom. 

“Now I must ask you,” she said to Tou, “το make arrange- 
ments to receive my father and mother and the whole Court, 
that the old order may be maintained here.” 

At this Tou was thunderstruck, for he did not see how he 
could оны accommodate her father's entire Court. But 
at first hint of opposition, the Princess fell into a violent temper, 
declaring that a man who would not help her in her hour of 
need was not worthy to be called her husband. Her screams 
grew louder and louder, and as the distracted Tou was trying 
to calm her, he awoke, and found it was all a dream! 

Yet in his ears he still heard a buzzing, and, on looking round 
carefully, he noticed two or three bees had settled on his pillow 
and refused to be dislodged even when he attempted to brush 
them away. 

He called his friend, and together they found several more 
bees on various parts of his dress and in the room. Tou was 
greatly astonished, but his friend advised him to get a hive 
lor them at once. He did so, and not only did the bees in 
his room go quickly to the hive, but a whole swarm of bees 
came flying over the garden wall and immediately filled it. 

Tou and his friend set to work to trace from where the swarm 
had come. They found it belonging to an old man who lived 
not far off, and on breaking open the deserted hive, they found 
init a hug с snake—the “ monster ” of Tou's dream. 

As for the bees, they stayed with Tou, increasing in numbers 
every year. 


TRADITIONAL 


Of the extensive and varied literature of Japan , perhaps the 
КА. charming is the series of legends "i airy-lales, which 
decorate the annals of early Buddhism. Their origin has long 
been unknown, but it is probable that they were primarily fables 
er parables to inculcate some moral principle which developed, 
іп the same way as Western legends developed, into the 
fantastic and delightful nonsense-stories of which “ The Tongue- 


Cut Sparrow ” 15 а good example. 


THE TONGUE-CUT SPARROW 


Q NCE upon a time there was ап old man who lived with 
his wife, high up among the mountains of Japan. Not 
very happ. Пу, however, because his wife was older than he, and 
ме bad-tempered. You should have Һсага her shout and 
scold at her husband! And jealous, too! Why, the poor man 
hadn't a single friend in the world except a tame sparrow, 
and she abused and ill-treated even that. 

It һар pened one day that the old man was off to Ше ficlds, 
and left his wife at her wash-tub. Her temper was always 
worse on washing day, because of the scrubbing and rinsing 
that strained her back. She had made some starch, and set it 
іп a red wooden bowl to cool, and when she came for it at last, 
what did she see but the pet sparrow perched on the rim 
making a hearty meal. In a rage she caught him and cut off 
the tip of his tongue with a pair of scissors. 

“That will teach you to steal! ” she screamed. “ Now, be 
off with you—and never come Баск!” 

And she flung the poor bird, all bleeding, into the air, where 
it circled round once or twice and then flew mournfully away. 

When the old man returned he was very sad and angry at 
what she had done, and the two of them shouted and quarrelled 
far into the night. But it was all to no Purp: ose. The sparrow 
with only half'a tongue was gone, and the old man had to settle 
down to a lonely existence without chick nor child, and only 
his nagging wife for company. 

Then, one day long months afterwards, he was up in the 
mountains when a small voice chirped “ Good morning!” 
and there was his sparrow. But a different bird now, for the 
cutting of his tongue had enabled him to speak as humans do. 
. The old man and his friend bowed and greeted each other 
in polite Japanese fashion, and then the sparrow begged him 
to come visit his wife and daughters. 

В lt was not very far away. The sparrow and his family 
ived in the most enchanting little bamboo house you could 
526 
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wish for, with а miniature landscape-garden, complete with 
waterfall, stepping-stones and all. Mrs. Sparrow did the 
honours of her house and brought out slices of sweet jelly, rock 
candy, custard and bowls of cornstarch. She did not forget a 
pair of superbly lacquered chopsticks for her guest, and after- 
wards the elder Miss Sparrow prepared the ceremonial tea, 
serving it most gracefully kneeling, as was proper. 

“Tm afraid it's a учу poor meal we have offered you," 
said Mrs. Sparrow. “ You must excuse us on the grounds 
that we had no time to make adequate preparations.” 

The old man was quite dizzy with surprise and delight at 
his friendly reception. Не drank several cups of tea and, 
when they pressed him, consented at last to spend the night. 
There was so much to see and do that he extended his visit for 
nearly a week. Never before had he received so much kind- 
ness, and his heart warmed towards his kind little hosts. They 
pursued an idyllic existence. During the day the old man 
examined the nice proportions of the garden or played draughts 
with the younger Miss Sparrow. Іп the evening Mrs. Sparrow 
would serve food and wine in the garden while she played on 
the tsamsein. Mr. Sparrow and his daughters would dance 
and sing while the old man looked on and forgot his 
cares. 

But on the fifth day he suddenly realised how long he had 
stayed with them, and said that he simply must go. Mr. 
Sparrow seemed very sorry, and insisted on him taking a 

arting gift. He brought out two woven fibre travelling- 
Packers: one heavy, the other light. 

“ Choose onc of these,” he said, “ as a small memento of 
your visit.” 

The old man was not at all geh. and besides, he had 
been well brought up. So he chose the light one, and with 
many thanks and bows and good-byes he took his leave. 

You might have imagined that his wife would have been 
anxious about her husband’s absence and glad to see him back. 
Not a bit of it! He had hardly got inside his gate before 
she began scolding him for neglecting her. The old man 
managed to get her to hold her tongue while he recounted his 
strange adventures; and at the end he showed her the basket, 
and 8 еу lifted the lid together. 

What a marvellous sight! It was simply crammed with gold 
and silver and jewels and coral and amber and crystal! There 
was a hat that made one invisible; there were books of spells 
to get one whatever one desired; and there was even a purse 
that was always full of money, no matter how much one spent! 

You should have seen the old woman alter her frowns to a 


528 TRADITIONAL 


greedy grin. “Tm off to get a present from the sparrows as 
well,” she cried. 

Her husband tried in vain to stop her. He pointed out 
that they had quite as much as they wanted alre: Ян and that 
it would be both rude and greedy to ask for more. But she 
would not be gainsaid. Оп went her straw pattens, up went 
her paper umbrella and off she went to Mr. Sparrow's house. 

The old man had told her how he went, so she had no 
difficulty in following the way. When she arrived, she tried 
to be as polite as she could be, but it was a bit of a strain. 
Mr. Sparrow was not very pleased to see her, but he invited her 
in for a ср of tea, just Ше same. Mrs. Sparrow and her 
daughters did not appear. They probably knew what she 
was after. 

She finished her tea at length, and as there seemed to be 
no sign of presents appearing, she actually asked for one, 
right out! ኣድ Sparrow looked down his beak. He said 
nothing, but went inside and returned with two baskets 
identical with those he had offered to the old man. You 
may imagine the greedy old woman seized the heavier one and 
hurried off almost without saying " Thank you” ог“ Good- 
bye ” or anything. 

She carried her basket back in triumph, and arrived panting, 
for it was very heavy. 

“ What a fool you were,” she said to her husband, “ not to 
choose the heavy basket. There must be twice as much in it.” 

And then she tore off the lid. 

But, goodness me! There was a rustling and a hissing 
and instead of a shower of gold and jewels, the most awful 
cuttlefish reared itself up out of the basket, and a host of 
demons buzzed out like wasps, while a dreadful hairy snake 
with a dragon’s head—lolling tongue and all—coiled itself 
round her and squeezcd tighter and tighter until she died. 

The fearful beasts did not attempt to hurt the old man, who 
was now left a very wealthy widower. He bought himself a 
splendid house and adopted a son to comfort him in his old 
age, to whom he was never tired of pointing out the dangers of 
greed and the practical advantages of being always polite, 


EDITH WHARTON 


(1862- is one of the best known modern American 
novelists and short-story writers. She has a genius for convey- 
ing atmosphere and subtly disclosing the motives መ ing 
the actions of her characters ; guum uenily she excels in 
writing stories with а supernatural undercurrent, like the one 
included here. 


POMEGRANATE SEED 


(Снавготе ASHBY paused on her doorstep. Dark 
had descended on the brilliancy of the March afternoon, 
and the grinding, rasping street life of the city was at its 
highest. She turned her back on it, standing for a moment 
in the old-fashioned, marble-flagged vestibule before she 
inserted her key in the lock. The sash curtains drawn across 
the panes of the inncr door softened the light within to a warm. 
blur through which no details showed. It was the hour when, 
in the first months of her marriage to Kenneth Ashby, she had 
most liked to return to that quiet house in a street long since 
deserted by business and fashion. The contrast betwcen the 
soulless roar of New York, its devouring blaze of lights, the 
oppression of its congested traffic, congested houses, lives, 
minds and this veiled sanctuary she called home, always 
stirred her profoundly. In the very heart of the hurricane 
she had found her tiny islet—or thought she had. And 
now, in the last months, everything was changed, and she 
always wavered on the doorstep and had to force herself to 
enter. 

While she stood there she called up the scene within: the 
hall hung with old prints, the ladderlike stairs, and on the 
left her husband's long shabby library, full of books and pipes 
and worn armchairs inviting to meditation. How she had 
loved that room! Then, upstairs, her own drawing-room, in 
which, since the death of Kenneth’s first wife, neither furniture 
nor hangings had been changed, because there had never 
been money enough, but which Charlotte had made her own 
by moving furniture about and adding more books, another 
lamp, a table for the new reviews. Even on the occasion of 
her only visit to the first Mrs. Ashby—a distant, self-centred 
woman, whom she had known very slightly—she had looked 
about her with an innocent envy, feeling it to be exactly the 
drawing -room she would have liked for herself; and now for 
more than a year it had been hers to deal with as she chose 
— the room to which she hastened back at dusk on winter days, 
where she sat reading by the fire, or answering notes at the 

59 


530 EDITH WHARTON 


pen roomy desk, or going over her stepchildren's copy 
ks, till she heard her husband's step. 

Sometimes friends dropped in; sometimes—oftener—she was 
alone; and she liked Kun best, since it was another way of 
being with Kenneth, thinking over what he had said when 
they parted in the morning, ima; gining what he would say 
when he sprang up the stairs, found her by herself and caught 
her to him. 

Now, instead of this, she thought of one thing only—the 
letter she might or might not find on the hall table. Until 
she had made sure whether or not it was there, her mind had 
no room for anything else. The letter was always the same 
—a square greyish envelope with “ Kenneth Ashby, Esquire,” 
written on ìt in bold but faint characters. From the first it 
had struck Charlotte as peculiar that anyone who wrote such 
a firm hand should trace the letters so lightly; the address 
was always written as though there were not enough ink in the 
pen, or the writer’s wrist were too weak to bear upon it. 
Another curious thing was that, in spite of its masculine 
curves, the writing was so visibly feminine, Some hands are 
sexless, some masculine, at first glance; the writing on the 
grey envelope, for all its strength and assurance, was without 
doubt a woman’s. The envelope never bore anything but the 
recipient’s name; no stamp, no address. The letter was 
presumably delivered by hand—but by whose? Мо doubt it 
was slipped into the letter box, whence the parlour-maid, when 
she closed the shutters and lit the lights, probably extracted 
it. Atany rate, it was always in the evening, after dark, that 
Charlotte saw it lying there. She thought of the letter in the 
singular, as “it,” because, though there had been several 
since her marriage—seven, to be exact—they were so alike in 
appearance that they had become merged in one another in 
her mind, become one letter, become “ it.” 

The first had come the day after their return from their 
honeymoon—a journey prolonged to the West Indies, from 
which they had returned to New York after an absence of 
more than two months. Re-entering the house with her 
husband, late on that first evening—they had dined at his 
mother’s—she had seen, alone on the hall table, the grey 
envelope. Her е fell on и before Kenneth's, and her first 
thought was: “Why, I've seen that writing before”; but 
where she could not recall. The memory was just definite 
enough. for her to identify the script whenever it looked up 
at her pun from the same pale envelope; but on that first 
day she would have thought no more of the letter if, when her 
husband's glance lit on it, she had not chanced to be looking 
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at him. It all happened in а flash—his seeing the letter, 
putting out his hand for it, raising it to his short-sighted eyes 
to decipher the faint writing, and then abruptly withdrawing 
the arm һе had slipped through Charlotte's, and moving 
away to the hanging fight, his back turned to her. She had 
waited—waited for a sound, an exclamation; waited for him 
to open the letter; but he had slipped it into his pocket 
without a word and followed her into the library. And there 
they had sat down by the fire and lit their cigarettes, and he 
had remained silent, his head thrown back broodingly against 
the armchair, his cyes fixed on the hearth, and presently had 
passed his hand over his forehead and said: “ Wasn't it 
unusually hot at my mother’s to-night? I’ve got a splitting 
head. Mind if I take myself off to bed?” 

That was the first time. Since then Charlotte had never 
been present when he had received the letter. It usually came 
before he got home from his office, and she had to go upstairs 
and leave it lying there. But even if she had not seen it, she 
would have known it had come by the change in his face 
when he joined her—which, on those evenings, he seldom did 
before they mct for dinner. Evidently, whatever the letter 
contained, he wanted to be by himself to deal with it; and 
when he reappcared he looked ycars older, looked emptied of 
life and courage, and hardly conscious of her presence. Some- 
times he was silent for the rest of the evening; and if he spoke, 
it was usually to hint some criticism of her Rousehold arrange- 
ments, suggest some change in the domestic administration, 
to ask, a Іше nervously, if she didn’t think Joyce’s nursery 
governess was rather young and flighty, or if she herself always 
saw to it that Peter—whose throat was delicate—was roperly 
wrapped up when he went to school. At such times Chariots 
would remember the friendly warning she had received when 
she became engaged to Kenneth Ashby: “ Marrying a heart- 
broken widower! Isn't that rather risky? You know Elsie 
Ashby absolutely dominated him”; and how she һай 
jokingly replied: “ Не may be glad of a little liberty for a 

ange.” And in this respect she had been right. She had 
necded no one to tell her, during the first months, that her 
husband was perfectly happy with her. When they came 
back from their protracted honeymoon the same friends said: 
“ What have you done to Kenneth? He looks twenty years 
younger ”; and this time she answered with careless joy: 
1 suppose I’ve got him out of his groove.” 

But what she noticed after the grey letters began to come 
was not so much his nervous tentative fault-finding—which 
always seemed to be uttered against his will—as the look in 
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his eyes when he joined her after receiving one of the letters. 
The look was not unloving, not even indifferent; it was the 
look of a man who had been so far away from ordinary events 
that when he returns to familiar things they seem strange. 
She minded that more than the fault-finding. 

Though she had been sure from the first that the handwriting 
on the grey envelope was a woman's, it was long before she 
associated the mysterious letters with any sentimental secret. 
She was too sure of her husband's love, too confident of filling 
his life, for such an idea to occur to her. It seemed far more 
likely that the letters—which certainly did not appear to 
cause him any sentimental pleasure—were addressed to the 
busy lawyer than to the private person. Probably they were 
from some tiresome client—women, he had often told her, 
were nearly always tiresome as clients—who did not want her 
letters opened by his secretary and therefore had them carried 
to his house. Yes; but in that case the unknown female 
must be unusually ‘troublesome, judging from the effect her 
letters produced. Then again, though his professional dis- 
cretion was exemplary, it was odd that he had never uttered 
an impatient comment, never remarked to Charlotte, in a 
moment of expansion, that there was a nuisance of a woman 
who kept badgering him about a case that had gone against 
her. He had made more than one semi-confidence of the 
kind—of course without giving names or details; but con- 
cerning this mysterious correspondent his lips were sealed. 

There was another possibility; what is euphemistically 
called an “old entanglement.” Charlotte Ashby маз a 
sophisticated woman. She had few illusions about the 
intricacies of the human heart; she knew that there were 
often old entanglements. But when she had married Kenneth 
Ashby, her friends, instead of hinting at such a possibility, 
had said: “ You've got your work cut out for you. Marrying 
a Don Juan is a sinecure to it. Kenneth’s never looked at 
another woman since he first saw Elsie Corder. During all 
the years of their marriage he was more like an unhappy fever 
than a comfortably contented husband. He'll never let you 
move an armchair or change the place of a lamp; and what- 
ever you venture to do, he'll mentally compare with what 
Elsie would have done in your place.” 

Except for an occasional nervous mistrust as to her ability 
to manage the children—a mistrust gradually dip elled by her 
good humour and the children's obvious fondness for her 
— попе of these forebodings had come true. The desolate 
widower, of whom his nearest friends said that only his 
absorbing professional interests had kept him from suicide 
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after his first wife’s death, had fallen in love, two years later, 
with Charlotte Gorse, and after an impetuous wooing had 
married her and carried her off on a tropical honeymoon. 
And ever since he had been as tender and loverlike as during 
those first radiant weeks. Before asking her to marry him 
he had spoken to her frankly of his fe love for his first wife 
and his despair after her sudden death; but even then he 
had assumed no stricken attitude, or implied that life offered 
no possibility of renewal. He had becn perfectly simple and 
natural, and had confessed to Charlotte that from the beginning 
he had hoped the future held new de कि him. And when, 
after their marriage, they returned to the house where his 
twelve years with his first wife had been spent, he had told 
Charlotte at once that he was sorry he couldn't afford to do 
the place over for her, but that he knew every woman had her 
own views about furniture and all sorts of household arrange- 
ments a man would never notice, and had begged her to make 
any changes she saw fit without bothering to consult him. Аз 
a result, she made as few as possible; but his way of beginnin 
their new life in the old setting was so frank and Mea red 
that it put her immediately at her ease, and she was almost 
sorry to find that the portrait of Elsie Ashby, which used to 
hang over the desk in his library, had been transferred in their 
absence to the children’s nursery. Knowing herself to be the 
indirect cause of this banishment, she spoke of it to her hus- 
band; but he answered: “ Oh, ] thought they ought to grow 
up with her looking down on them." The answer moved 
Charlotte, and satisfied her; and as time went by she had to 
confess that she felt more at home in her house, more at ease 
and in confidence with her husband, since that long coldly 
beautiful face on the library wall no longer followed her with 
guarded eyes. It was as if Kenneth’s love had penetrated 
to the secret she hardly acknowledged to her own heart—her 
passionate need to feel herself the sovereign even of his past. 
With all this stored-up happiness to sustain her, it was 
curious that she had lately found herself yielding to a nervous 
apprehension. But there the apprehension was; and on this 
particular afternoon—perhaps because she was more tired 
than usual, or because of the trouble of finding a new cook or, 
for some other ridiculously trivial reason, moral or physical 
—she found herself unable to react against the feeling. Latch- 
key in hand, she looked back down the silent street to the whirl 
and illumination of the great thoroughfare beyond, and up at 
the sky already aflare with the city’s nocturnal life. “ Outside 
there,” she thought, “ sky-scrapers, advertisements, telephones, 
wireless, aeroplanes, movies, motors, and all the rest of the 
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twentieth century; and on the other side of the door something 
I can't explain, can't relate to them. Something as old as the 
world, as mysterious as life. ... Nonsense! What am I worrying 
about? There hasn't been a letter for three months now—not 
since the day we came back from the country after Christmas. 
. . . Queer that they always seem to come after our holidays! . . . 
Why should I imagine there's going to be onc to-night!” 

No reason why, but that was the worst of it—one of the 
worsts !—that there were days when she would stand there cold 
and shivering with the premonition of something inexplicable, 
intolerable, to be faced on the other side of the curtaincd 
panes; and when she opened the door and went in, there 
would be nothing; and on other da уз when she felt the same 
premonitory chill, it was justified by the sight of the grcy 
envelope. So that ever since the last had come she had taken 
to feeling cold and premonitory every evening, bccause she 
never opened the door without thinking the letter might 
be therc. 

Well, she'd had enough ofit; that was certain, She couldn't 
go on like that. If her husband turned white and had а 
headache on the days when the letter came, he seemed to 
recover afterward; but she couldn't. With her the strain had 
become chronic, and the reason was not far to seek. Her 
husband knew from whom the letter came and what was in it; 
he was prepared beforchand for whatever he had to deal with, 
and master of the situation, however bad; whercas she was 
shut out in the dark with her conjectures. 

“I can't stand it! I can't stand it another day!" she 
exclaimed aloud, as she put her key in the lock. She turned 
the key and went in; and there, on the table, lay the letter. 


п 

She was almost glad of the sight. It seemed to justify 
everything, to put a seal of definiteness on the whole blurred 
business. A letter for her husband; a letter from a woman 
--по doubt another vulgar case of “old entanglement.” 
What a fool she had been ever to doubt it, to rack her brains 
for less obvious explanations! She took up the envelope with 
a steady contemptuous hand, looked closely at the faint letters, 
held it against the light and just discerned the outline of the 
folded sheet within. She knew that now she would have 
no peace till she found out what was written on that sheet. 

d er husband had not come in; he seldom got back from 
his office before half-past six or seven, and it was not yet six. 
She would have time to take the letter up to the drawing- 
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room, hold it over the tea-kettle which at that hour always 
simmered by the fire in expectation of her return, solve the 
mystery and replace the letter where she had found it. No 
one would be the wiser, and her gnawing uncertainy would 
be over. The alternative, of course, was to question her 
husband; but to do that seemed even more difficult. She 
weighed the letter between thumb and finger, looked at it 
again under the light, started up the stairs with the envelope 
—and came down again and laid it on the table. 

“ No, I evidently can’t,” she said, disappointed. 

What should she do, then? She couldn’t go up alone to 
that warm welcoming room, pour out her tea, look over her 
correspondence, glance at a book or review—not with that 
letter lying below and the knowledge that in a little while her 
husband would come in, open it and turn into the library 
alone, as he always did on the days when the grey envelope 
came. 

Suddenly she decided. She would wait in the library and 
see for herself; see what happened between him and the letter 
when they thought themse ives unobserved. She wondered 
the idea had never occurred to her before. By leaving the 
door ajar, and sitting in the corner behind it, she could watch 
him unseen. . . . Well, then, she would watch him! She drew 
a chair into the corner, sat down, her eyes on the crack, and 
waited. 

As far as she could remember, it was the first time she had 
ever tried to surprise another person's secret, but she was 
conscious of no compunction. She simply felt as if she were 
fighting her way through а stifling fog that she must at all costs 
все out of. 

At length she heard Kenneth’s latchkey and jumped up. 
The impulse to rush out and meet him had nearly made her 
forget why she was there; but she remembered in time and 
sat down again. From her post she covered the whole range 
of his movements—saw him enter the hall, draw the key from 
the door and take off his hat and overcoat. Then he turned 
to throw his gloves on the hall table, and at that moment he 
saw the envelope. The light was full on his face, and what 
Charlotte first noted there was a look of surprise. Evidently 
he had not expected the letter—had not thought of the possi- 
bility of its being there that day. But though he had not 
expected it, now that he saw И he knew well Soh what it 
contained. He did not open it immediately, t stood 
motionless, the colour slowly ebbing from his face. Appar- 
ently he could not make up his mind to touch it; but at 
length he put out his hand, opened the envelope, and moved 
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with it to the light. In doing so he turned his back on Char- 
lotte, and she saw only his bent bead and slightly stooping 
shoulders. Apparently all the writing was on one page, for 
he did not turn the sheet but continued to stare at it for so long 
that he must have re-read it a dozen times—or so it seemed to 
the woman breathlessly watching him. At length she saw 
him move; he raised the letter still closer to his eyes, as though 
he had not fully deciphered it. Then he lowered his head, 
and she saw his lips touch the sheet. 

“ Kenneth!” he exclaimed, and went out into the hall. 

The letter clutched in his hand, her husband turned and 
looked at her. “ Where were you?” he said, їп a low 
bewildered voice, like a man waked out of his sleep. 

“In the library, waiting for you.” She tried to steady her 
voice: “ What's the matter! What's in that letter? You 
look ghastly.” 

Her agitation seemed to calm him, and he instantly put the 
envelope into his pocket with a slight laugh. “Ghastly? 
I’m sorry. Гуе had a hard day in the office—one or two 
com plicated cases. 1 look dog-tired, 1 suppose.” 

“You didn't look tired when you came in. It was only 
when you opened that letter——" 

He had followed her into the library, and they stood gazin, 
ateach other. Charlotte noticed how quickly he had regained 
his self-control; his profession had traincd him to rapid 
mastery of face and voice. She saw at once that she would 
be at a disadvantage in any attempt to surprise his secret, but 
at the same moment she lost all desire to manceuvre, to trick 
him into betraying anything he wanted to conceal. Her wish 
was still to penetrate the mystery, but only that she might help 
him to bear the burden it implied. “ Even if it is another 
woman,” she thought. 

“Kenneth,” she said, her heart beating excitedly, “I 
waited here on purpose to see you come in. I wanted.to 
watch yeu while you opened that letter.” 

His face, which had paled, turned to dark red; then it 
paled again. “ That letter? Why especially that letter?” 

“ Because Гус noticed that whenever one of those letters 
comes it seems to have such a strange effect on you.” 

A line of an; ger she had never seen before came out between 
his eyes, and she said to herself: “ The upper part of his face 
із too narrow; this is the first time I ever noticed it.” 

She heard him continue, in the cool and faintly ironic tone 
of the prosecuting lawyer making a point: “Аһ; so уошге 
in the habit of watching Perle open their letters when they 
don’t know you're there?” 
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“Not in the habit. I never did such a thing before. But 
I had to find out what she writes to you, at regular intervals, 
in those grey envelopes." 

He weighed this for a moment; then: “ The intervals have 
not been тер ular,” he said. 

“ Oh, 1 daresay you've kept а better account of the dates 
than I have,” she retorted, her magnanimity vanishing at his 
tone. * АП I know is that every ume that woman writes to 

Othe? 

“ Why do you assume it’s a woman? ” 

“Its а woman's writing. Do you deny it?” 

He smiled. “ No, | don't deny it. 1 asked only because 
the writing is generally supposed to look more like a man’s.” 

Charlotte passed this over impatiently. “ And this woman 
—what does she write to you about?” 

Again he seemed to consider a moment. “ About business.” 

“ Legal business? ” 

“In a way, yes. Business in general.” 

“ You look alter her affairs for her? ” 

"Yes? 


“ You’ve looked after them for a long time? ” 

“Үс. А very long time.” 

“Kenneth, dearest, won't you tell me who she is? ” 

“Νο. lcan'L" He paused, and brought out, as if with a 
certain hesitation: “ Professional secrecy.” 

The blood rushed from Charlotte's heart to her temples. 
* Don't зау that—don’t!” 

“Why по?” 

“ Because І saw you kiss the letter.” 

The effect of the words was so disconcerting that she instantly 
repented having spoken them. Her husband, who had sub- 
mitted to her cross questioning with a sort of contemptuous 
composure, as though he were humouring an unreasonable 
child, turned on her a face of terror and distress. For a 
minute he seemed unable to speak; then, collecting himself 
with an effort, he stammered out: “ The writing is very faint ; 
you must have seen me holding the letter close to my eyes to 
try to «есірі her it.” 

“ Ко; Í saw yon kissing it.” He was silent. “Didn't I 
see you kissing it? ” 

He sank back into indifference. “ Perhaps." 

“Kenneth! You stand there and say that—to те?” 

** What possible difference сап it make to you? The letter 
is on business, as I told you. Do you suppose I'd lie about 
it? The writer is a very old friend whom I haven't seen for 
a long time." 
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“ Меп don't kiss business letters, even from women who аге 
very old friends, unless they have been their lovers, and still 
rej же them." 

e shrugged his shoulders slightly and turned away, as if he 
considered the discussion at an end and were faintly disgusted 
at the turn it had taken. 

“Kenneth!” Charlotte moved towards him and caught 
hold of his arm. 

He paused with a look of weariness and laid his hand over 
hers. “ Won't you believe me?” he asked gently. 

“ Ном can I? Гус watched these letters come to you—for 
months now they’ve been coming. Ever since we came back 
from the West Indies—one of them greeted me the very day 
we arrived. And after each one of them I see their mysterious 
effect on you, I see you disturbed, unhappy, as if someone 
were trying to estrange you from me.” 

“ No, dear; not that. Never!" 

She drew back and looked at him with passionate entreaty. 
“ Well, then, prove it to me, darling. It’s so easy!” 

He forced a smile. “ It's not easy to prove anything to a 
woman who's once taken an idea into her head.” 

“ You've only got to show me the letter.” 

His hand slipped from hers and he drew back and shook 
his hcad. 

“ You won't? " 

“1 can’t.” 

“ Then the woman who wrote it is your mistress.” 

“Νο, dear. No.” 

* Not now, perhaps. I suppose she’s trying to get you 
back, and you're struggling, out of pity for me. My poor 
Kenneth!” 

“1 swear to you she never was my mistress.” 

Charlotte felt the tears rushing to her eyes. “ Аһ, that's 
worse, then—that's hopeless! The pendent ones are the kind 
that keep their hold on a man. We all know that.” She 
lifted her hands and hid her face in them. 

Her husband remained silent; he offered neither consolation 
nor denial, and at length, wiping away her tears, she raised 
her ፻ es almost timidly to his. 

“ Kenneth, think! We've been married such a short time. 
Imagine what you're making me suffer. You say you can't 
show me this letter, You refuse even to explain it.” 

“ I've told you the letter is оп business 1 will swear to 
that too." 

“А man will swear to anything to screen a woman. If 
you want me to believe you, at least tell me her name. If 
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i do that, I promise you I won't ask to see the 
tter.” 

There was a long interval of suspense, during which she felt 
her heart beating against her ribs in quick admonitory knocks, 
as if warning her ofthe danger she was incurring. 

“1 can't," he said at length. 

“ Not even her name? ” 

“No.” 

“You can’t tell mc anything тоге?” 

“No.” 

Again a pause; this time they seemed both to have reached 
the end of their arguments and to be helplessly facing cach 
other across a baffling waste of incomprehension. 

Charlotte stood breathing rapidly, her hands against her 
breast. She felt as if she had run a hard race and missed the 
goal. She had meant to move her husband and had succeeded 
only in irritating him; and this error of reckoning scemed to 
change him into a stranger, a mysterious incomprehensible 
being whom no argument or entreaty of hers could r 
The curious thing was that she was aware in him of no hostility 
or even impatience, but only of a remoteness, an inaccessi- 
bility, far more diflicult to overcome. She felt herself 
excluded, ignored, blotted out of his life. But after a moment 
or two, looking at him more calmly, she saw that he was 
suffering as much as she was. His distant guarded face was 
drawn with pain; the coming of the grey envelope, though it 
always cast a shadow, had never marked him as deep iy as 
this discussion with his wife. 

Charlotte took heart; perhaps, after all, she had not spent 
her Jast shaft. She drew nearer and once more laid her hand 
on his arm. “Poor Kenneth! If you knew how sorry I 
am for you” 

She thought he winced slightly at this expression of sympathy, 
but he took her hand and pressed it. 

“I can think of nothing worse than to be incapable of 
loving long," she continued; “ to feel the beauty of a great 
love and to be too unstable to bear its burden.” 

He turned on her а look of wistful reproach. “ Oh, don't 
say that of me. Unstable!” if 

She felt herself at last on the right tack, and her voice 
trembled with excitement as she went on: “ Then what 
about me and this other woman? Haven’t you already 
forg otten Elsie twice within a year? ” 

he seldom pronounced his first wife's name; it did not 
come naturally to her tongue. She flung it out now as if she 
were flinging some dangerous explosive into the open space 
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between them, and drew back a step, waiting to hear the 
mine go off. 

Her husband did not move; his expression grew sadder, 
but showed no resentment. “I have never forgotten Elsie,” 
he said. 

Charlotte could not repress a faint laugh. “ Then, you 
poor dear, between the three of us——" 

“There are not—” he began; and then broke off and 
put his hand to his forehead. 

“Not what? ” 

“I’m sorry; I don't believe I know what I'm say ing. I've 
got a blinding headache.” He looked wan and furrowed 
enough for the statement to be true, but she was exasperated 
by his evasion. 

“АҺ, yes! the grey-envelope headache!” 

She saw the surprise in his eyes. “ГА forgotten how closel 
I've been watched," he said coldly. “ If you'll excuse me, I 
think ГИ go up and try an hour in the dark, to sce if 1 can 
get rid of this neuralgia.” 

She wavered: then she said, with desperate resolution: 
"Im sorry your head aches. But before you go 1 want to 
say that sooner or later this question must be settled between 
us. Someone is trying to separate us, and 1 don't care what 
it costs me to find out who it is.” She looked him steadily in 
the eyes. lf it costs me your love, 1 don't care! 1f I can't 
have your confidence 1 don't want anything from you." 

He still looked at her wistfully. “ Give me time.” 

“Time for what? 115 only a word to say.” 

“Time to show you that you haven't lost my love ог my 
confidence." 

“ Well, I'm waiting.” 

He turned towards the door, and then glanced back hesi- 
tatingly. “ Oh, do wait, my love," he said, and went out of 
the room. 

She heard his tired step on the stairs and the closing of his 
bedroom door above. Then she dropped into a chair and 
buried her face in her folded arms. Нег first movement was 
one of compunction: she scemed to herself to have been hard, 
unhuman, unimaginative. “ Think of telling him that Í 
didn't care if my insistence cost me his love! The lying 
rubbish!" She started up to follow him and unsay the 
meaning less words. But she was checked by a reflection, He 
had had his way, after all; he had eluded all attacks on his 
secret, and now he was shut up alone in his room, reading that 
other woman's letter. 
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She was still reflecting on this when the surprised parlour- 
maid came in and found her. No, Charlotte said, she wasn't 
going to dress for dinner; Mr. Ashby didn't want to dine. 
Не was very tired and had gone up to his room to rest; later 
she would have something brought on a tray to the drawing- 
room. She mounted the stairs to her bedroom. Нег dinner 
dress was lying on the bed, and at the sight the quict routine 
of her daily li fe took hold of her and she began to feel as if the 
strange talk she had just had with her husband must have 
taken place in another world, between two beings who were 
not Charlotte Gorse and Kenneth Ashby, but phantoms 
projected by her fevered imagination. She recalled the year 
since her marriage—her husband's constant devotion; his 
persistent, almost too insistent tenderness; the feeling he had 
given her at times of being too eagerly dependent on her, too 
searchingly close to her, as if there were not air enough between 
her soul and his. It seemed preposterous, as she recalled all 
this, that a few moments ago she should have been accusing 
him of an intrigue with another woman! But, then, what—— 

Again she was moved by the impulse to go up to him, bez 
his pardon and try to laugh away the misunderstanding. But 
she was restrained by the fear of forcing herself upon his 
privacy. Не was troubled and unhappy, oppressed by some 
grief or fear; and he had shown her that he wanted to fight 
out his battle alone. It would be wiser, as well as more 
generous, to respect his wish. Only, how strange, how un- 

arable, to be there, іп the next room to his, and feel herself 
at the other end of the world! In her nervous agitation she 
almost regretted not having had the courage to open the letter 
and put it back on the hall table before he came in. At least 
she would have known what his secret was, and the bogy 
might have been laid. For she was beginning now to think 
of the mystery as something conscious, malevolent: a secret 
persecution before which he quailed, yet from which he could 
not free himself. Once or twice in his evasive eyes she thought 
she had detected a desire for help, an impulse of confession, 
instantly restrained and suppressed. It was as if he felt she 
could have hel рей him И she had known, and yet had been 
unable to tell her! 

There flashed through her mind the idea of going to his 
mother. She was very fond of old Mrs. Ashby, a firm-fleshed 
clear-eyed old lady, with an astringent bluntness of sj መቋ 
which responded to the forthright and simple іп Charlotte's 
own nature. There had been a tacit bond between them 
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ever since the day when Mrs. Ashby senior, coming to lunch 
for the first time with her new daughter-in-law, had been 
received by Charlotte downstairs in the library, and glanciny 
up at the еру wall above her son's desk, had remarke 
laconically: “ Elsie gone, eh?” adding, at Charlotte's mur- 
тигей explanation: “ Nonsense. Don't have her back. 
Two's company." Charlotte, at this reading of her thoughts, 
could hardly refrain from exchanging a smile of complicity 
with her mother-in-law; and it secmed to her now that Mrs. 
Ashby's almost uncanny directness might pierce to the core 
of this new mystery. But here а gain she hesitated, for the 
idea almost suggested a betrayal. What right had she to call 
in any one, even so close a relation, to surprise a secret which 
her husband was trying to keep from her? “ Perhaps, by 
and by, he’ll talk to his mother of his own accord,” she thought, 
and then ended: “But what does it matter? He and І 
must settle it between us.” 

She was still brooding over the problem when there was a 
knock on the door and her husband came іп. He was dressed 
for dinner and seemed surprised to sec her sitting there, with 
her evening dress lying unheeded on the bed. 

** Aren't you coming down? ” 

“I thought you were not well and had gone to bed,” she 
faltered. 

He forced a smile. “I'm not panicularly well, but we'd 
better go down." His face, though still drawn, looked calmer 
than when he had fled upstairs an hour earlier. 

“ There it is; he knows what's in the letter and has fought 
his battle out again, whatever it is,” she reflected, “ while 
I'm still in darkness.” She rang and gave a hurried order 
that dinner should be served as soon as possible—just a short 
meal, whatever could be got ready quickly, as both she and 
Mr. Ashby were rather tired and not very hungry. 

Dinner was announced, and they sat down to И, At first 
neither seemed able to find a word to say; then Ashby began 
to make conversation with an Sem tion of ease that was 
morc oppressive than his silence. “ How tired he is! How 
terribly over-tired! " Charlotte said to herself, pursuing her 
own thoughts while he rambled on about municipal politics, 
aviation, an exhibition of modern French painting, the health 
of an old aunt and the installing of the automatic telephone. 
“ Good heavens, how tired he is! ^ 

When they dined alone they usually went into the library 
after dinner, and Charlotte curled herself up on the divan 
with her knitting while he settled down in his armchair under 
the lamp and lit a pipe. But this evening, by tacit agreement, 
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they avoided the room in which their strange talk had taken 
place, and went up to Charlotte's drawing-room. 

They sat down near the fire, and Charlotte said: “ Your 
pi pe? * after he had put down his hardly tasted coffee. 

е shook his head. “ Мо, not to-night.” 

“You must go to bed early; you look terribly tired. I'm 
sure they overwork you at the ol fice" 

“ ቨ suppose we all overwork at times.” 

She rose and stood before him with sudden resolution. 
“ Well, I'm not going to have you use up your strength slaving 
in that way. It’s absurd. 1 сап see you’re ill.” She bent 
over him and laid her hand on his forehead. “ My poor old 
Kenneth. Prepare to be taken away soon on a long holiday.” 

He looked up at her, startled. “А holiday?” 

“ Certainly. Didn't you know I was going to carry you off 
at Easter? We're going to start in a fortnight on a month's 
voyage to somewhere or other. On any one of the big cruisin, 
steamers.” She paused and bent closer, touching his forehea 
with her lips. “ I’m tired, too, Kenneth.” 

He seemed to pay no heed to her last words, but sat, his 
hands on his knees, his head drawn back a little from her caress, 
and looked up at her with a stare of apprehension. “ Again? 
My dear, we can’t; I can’t possibly go away.” 

“1 don’t know why you say ‘ again,’ Kenneth; we haven’t 
taken a real holiday this year.” 

“Αι Christmas we spent a week with the children in the 
country.” 

“Yes, but this time I mean away from the children, from 
servants, from the house. From everything that’s familiar 
and fatiguing. Your mother will love to have Joyce and Peter 
with her.” 

He frowned and slowly shook his head. “ Мо, dear; I 
can’t leave them with my mother.” 

“Why, Kenneth, how absurd! She adores them. You 
didn’t hesitate to leave them with her for over two months 
when we went to the West Indies.” 

He drew a deep breath and stood up uneasily. “ That was 
different.” 

“ Different? Why?” 

“І mean, at that time I didn't realise——” Не broke off 
as if to choose his words and then went on: “ My mother 
adores the children, as you say. But she isn’t always very 
judicious. Grandmothers always spoil children. And she 
‘sometimes talks before them without thinking.” He turned 
to his wife with an almost pitiful gesture of entreaty. " Don't 
ask me to, dear.” 
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Charlotte mused. It was true that the elder Mrs. Ashby 
had a fearless tongue, but she was the last woman in the world 
to say or hint anything before her grandchildren at which the 
most scrupulous parent could take offence. Charlotte looked 
at her husband 18 perplexity. 

«Т don't understand.” 

He continued to turn on her the same troubled and entreating 
gaze. “ Don't try to," he muttered. 

“ Not try to? " 

“Not now—not yet" He put up his hands and pressed 
them against his temples. “ Can't you see that there's no use 
іп insisting? 1 can't go away, no matter how much I might 
want to.” 

Charlotte still scrutinised him gravely. “ The question is, 
do you want to? ” 

He returned her gaze for a moment; then his lips began to 
tremble, and he said, hardly above his breath: “1 want— 
anything you want." 

end усы мар 

“Don’t ask me. I can't leave—I can’t!” ፡ 

“You mean that you can't go away out of reach of those 
letters! ” 

Her husband had been standing before her in an uneasy 
half-hesitating attitude; now he turned аБгш piy away and 
walked once or twice "p and down the length of the room, 
his head bent, his eyes fixed on the carpet. 

Charlotte felt her resentfulness rising with her fears. “ It’s 
that,” she persisted. “ Why not admit it? You can't live 
without them.” 

He continued his troubled pacing of the room; then he 
stopped short, dropped into a chair and covered his face with 
his hands. From the shaking of his shoulders, Charlotte saw 
that he was weeping. She bad never seen a man cry, except 
her father after her mother’s death, when she was a little 
and she remembered still how the sight had frightened ዒ። 
She was frightened now; she felt that her husband was bein; 
dragged away from her into some mysterious bondage, ап 
that she must use up her last atom of strength in the struggle 
for his freedom, and for hers. 

“ Kenneth—Keenneth ! ” she pleaded, kneeling down beside 
him. “ Won't you listen to me? Won't you try to see what 
Tm suffering? I'm not unreasonable, darlin, gi really not. 
I don’t suppose I should ever have noticed letters. if it 
hadn’t been for their effect on you. It’s not my way to pry 
into other people’s affairs; and even if the effect had been 
different—yes, yes; listen to me—if ГА seen that the letters 
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He continued to stare at it for so long, he must have re-read it a 


dozen times—or so it seemed to the woman breathlessly watching him. 
(Facing page 544) 
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Charlotte, as she watched her mother-in-law, saw а look of fear 
and hatred, of incredulous dismay, and almost defiance 
(Facing page 545) appear on her face. 
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made you happy, that you were watching eagerly for them, 
counting the days between their coming, that you wanted 
them, that they gave you something I haven’t known how to 
рус IN Kenneth, 1 don’t say I shouldn’t have suffered 
om that, too; but it would: һауе been in a different way, 
and I should have had the courage to hide what 1 felt, and the 
hope that some day you'd come to feel about me as you did 
about the writer of the letters. But what 1 can’t bear is to 
see how you dread them, how they make you suffer, and yet 
how you can’t live without them and won't go away lest you 
should miss one during your absence. Or perhaps,” she 
added—her voice breaking into a cry of accusation—' perhaps 
it’s because she’s actually forbidden you to leave. Kenneth, 
you must answer me! 18 that the reason? 15 it because she's 
rbidden you that you won't go away with те?” 

She continued to kneel at his side, and raising her hands, 
she drew his gently down. She was ashamed of her persistence, 
ashamed of uncovering that baffled disordered face, yet 
resolved that no such scruples should arrest her. His eyes 
were lowered, the muscles of his face quivered; she was 
making him suffer even more than she suffered herself. Yet 
this no longer restrained her. 

** Kenneth, is it that? She won't lct us go away together? ” 

Still he did not spcak or turn his eyes to her; and a sense оГ 
defeat swept over һег. After all, she thought, the struggle was 
a losing one. “You needn’t answer. 1 sce I'm right,” she 
said. 

Suddenly, as she rose, he turned and drew her down again. 
His hands caught hers and presscd them so tightly that she felt 
her rings cutting into her flesh, There was something 
frightened, convulsive in his hold; it was the clutch of a man 
who felt himself sli pring over a precipice. He was staring up 
at her now as if salvation lay in the face she bent above 86. 
“ Of course we'll go away together. We'll go wherever you 
want," he said in a low confused voice; and putting his arm 
about her, he drew her close and pressed his lips on hers. 


፲ኛ 


Charlotte had said to herself: “ I shall sleep to-night,” but 
instead she sat before her fire into the small hours, listening 
for any sound that came from her husband's room. But he, 
at any rate, seemed to be resting after the tumult of the 
evening: . Once or twice she stole to the door and in the faint 
light that came in from the street through his open window 
she ru gos out in heavy sleep—the sleep of weakness 
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and exhaustion. “ He's ill,” she thought, “ he's undoubtedly 
ill. And it’s not overwork; it's this mysterious persecution. 

She drew a breath of relief. She had fought through the 
yay fight and the victory was hers—at least for the moment. 
If only they could have started at once—started for anywhere! 
She knew it would be useless to ask him to leave before the 
holidays; and meanwhile the secret influence—as to which 
she was still so completely in the dark—would continue to 
work against her, and she would have to renew the struggle 
day after day till they started on their journey. But after 
that everything would be different. If once she could get her 
husband away under other skies, and all to herself, she never 
doubted her power to release him from the evil spell he was 
under. Lulled to quiet by the thought, she too s ep at last. 

When she woke, it was long past her usual hour, and she sat 
up in bed surprised and vexcd at having overslept herself. 
She always liked to be down to share her husband’s breakfast 
by the library fire; but a glance at the clock made it clear 
that he must have started long since for his office. To make 
sure, she jumped out of bed and went into his room; but it 
was empty. No doubt he had looked in on her before leaving, 
scen that she still slept, and gone downstairs without disturbing 
her; and their relations were sufficiently loverlike for her to 
regret having missed their morning hour. 

he rang and asked if Mr. Ashby had already gone. Yes, 
ncarly an four ago, the maid said. ` He had given orders that 
Mrs. Ashby should not be waked and that the children should 
not come to her till she sent for them. . . . Yes, he had gone up 
to the nursery himsclf to give the order. АШ this sounded 
usual enou gu and Charlotte hardly knew why she asked: 
“Апа did Mr. Ashby leave no other message? ” 

Yes, the maid said, he did; she was so sorry she'd forgotten. 
He'd told her, just as he was leaving, to say to Mrs. Ashby 
that he was going to see about their passages, and would she 
please be ready to sail to-morrow? 

Charlotte echoed the woman's “ To-morrow,” and sat 
staring at her incredulously. “ To-morrow—you're sure he 
said to sail to-morrow?” 

“ Oh, ever so sure, ma’am. І don’t know how I could have 
forgotten to mention it.” 

* Well, it doesn’t matter. Draw my bath, please.” Char- 
lotte sprang up, dashed through her dressing, and caught 
herself singing at her image in the glass as she sat brushin; 
her hair. It made her fed young again to have scored suc! 
a victory. The other woman vanished to a speck on the 
horizon, as this one, who ruled the foreground, smiled back 
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at the reflection of her lips and eyes. He loved her, then— 
he loved her as passionately as ever. He had divined what 
she had suffered, had understood that their happiness depended. 
on their getting away at once, and finding each other again 
after yesterday's desperate groping in the fog. The nature of 
the influence that һа come between them did not much 
matter to Charlotte now; she had faced the phantom and 
dispelled it. “ Courage—that's the secret! If only people 
who are in love weren't always so afraid of risking their 
happiness by looking it in the eyes.” Ав she brushed back 
her light abundant hair it waved electrically above her head, 
like the palms of victory. Ah, wcll, some women knew how 
to manage теп, and some didn't—and only the fair—she 
gaily paraphrased—deserve the brave! Certainly she was 
looking very pretty. 

The morning danced along like a cockleshell on a bright 
sea—such a sca as they would soon be speeding over. She 
ordered a particularly good dinner, saw the children off to 
their classes, had her trunks brought down, consulted with the 
maid about getting out summer clothes—for of course they 
would be heading for heat and sunshinc—and wondered if 
she oughtn’t to take Kenncth’s flannel suits out of camphor. 
“ But how absurd,” she reflected, “that I don’t yet know 
where we're going!" She looked at the clock, saw that it 
was close on noon, and decided to call him up at his office. 
There was a slight delay; then she heard his secretary’s voice 
saying that Mr. Ashby had looked in for a moment early, and 
left again almost immediately. . . . Oh, very well; Charlotte 
would ring up later. How soon was he likely to be back? 
The secretary answered that she couldn't tell; all they knew 
in the office was that when he left he had said he was in а 
hurry because he had to go out of town. 

Out of town! Charlotte hung up the receiver and sat 
blankly gazing into new darkness. Why had he gone out of 
town? And where had he gone? And of all days, why 
should he have chosen the eve of their suddenly planned 
departure? She felt a faint shiver of apprchension. Of 
course he had gone to see that woman—no doubt to get her 
permission to leave. He was as completely in bondage as 
that; and Charlotte had been fatuous enough to see the palms 
of victory on her forehead. She burst into a laugh and, 
walking across the room, sat down again before her mirror. 
What a different face she saw! The smile on her pale lips 
seemed to mock the rosy vision of the other Charlotte. But 
gradually her colour crept back. After all, she had a right 
to claim the victory, since her husband was doing what she 
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wanted, not what the other woman exacted of him. It was 
natural enough, in view of his abrupt decision to leave the 
next day, that he should have arrangements to make, business 
matters to wind up; it was not even ከ to suppose that 
his mysterious trip was a visit to the writer of the letters. He 
might simply have gone to sec a client who lived out of town. 
Of course they would not tell Charlotte at the office; the secre- 
tary had hesitated before imparting even such meagre informa- 
tion as the fact of Mr. Ashby’s absence. Meanwhile she would 
go on with her joyful preparations, content to learn later in 
the dey to what particular island of the blest she was to be 
carried. 

The hours wore on, or rather were swept forward on a rush 
of eager preparations. At last the entrance of the maid who 
came to draw the curtains roused Charlotte from her labours, 
and she saw to her surprise that the clock marked five. And 
she did not yet know where they were going the next day! 
She rang up her husband’s office and was told that Mr. Ashby 
had not been there since the early morning. She asked for 
his partner, but the partner could add nothing to her informa- 
tion, for he himself, his suburban train having been behind 
time,.had reached the office after Ashby had come and gone. 
Charlotte stood perplexed; then she decided to telephone to 
her mother-in-law. Of course Kenneth, on the eve of a month's 
absence, must have gone to see his mother. The mere fact 
that the children—in spite of his vague objections—would 
certainly have to be left with old Mrs. Ashby, made it obvious 
that he would have all sorts of matters to decide with her. 
At another time Charlotte might have felt a little hurt at being 
excluded from their conference, but nothing mattered now but 
that she had won the day, that her husband was still hers and 
not another woman’s, Gaily she called up Mrs. Ashby, 
heard her friendly voice, and began: “ Well, did Kenneth’s 
news surprise you? What do you think of our elopement? ” 

Almost instantly, before Mrs. Ashby could answer, Charlotte 
knew what her reply would be. Mrs. Ashby had not seen her 
son, she had had no word from him and did not know what 
her daughter-in-law meant. Charlotte stood silent in the 
intensity of her surprise. “ But then, where has he been?” 
she thought. Then, recovering herself, she explained their 
sudden decision to Mrs. Ashby, and in doing so, gradually 
regained her own self-confidence, her conviction that nothing 
could ever again come between Kenneth and herself. Mrs. 
Ashby took ኮታ е news calmly and approvingly. She, too, had 
thought that Kenneth looked worried and overtired, and she 
agreed with her daughter-in-law that in such cases change was 
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the surest remedy. “ I’m always so glad when he gets away. 
Elsie hated travelling; she was always finding pretexts to 
prevent his going anywhere. With you, thank goodness, it’s 
different” Nor was Mrs. Ashby surprised at his not having 
had time to let her know of his departure. He must have 
been in a rush from the moment the decision was taken; but 
no doubt he'd drop in before dinner. Five minutes’ talk was 
really all they needed. “ I hope you'll gradually cure Kenneth 
of his mania for going over and over a question that could be 
settled in a dozen words. He never used to be like that, and 
if he carried Ше habit into his professional work he'd soon lose 
all his clients. . . . Yes, do come in for a minute, dear, if you 
have time; no doubt he'll turn up while you're here.” the 
tonic ring of Mrs. Ashby’s voice echoed on reassuringly in 
the silent room while Charlotte continued her preparations. 

Towards seven the telephone rang, and she darted to it. 
Now she would know! But it was only from the conscientious 
secretary, to зау that Mr, Ashby hadn't been back, or sent any 
word, and before the office closed she thought she ought to 
let Mrs. Ashby know. ''Oh, that's all right. Thanks a 
lot!" Charlotte called out cheerfully, and hung up the 
receiver with a trembling hand. But perha p: by this time, 
she reflected, he was at his mother's. She shut her drawers 
and cupboards, put on her hat and coat and called up to the 
nursery that she was going out for a minute to sec the children’s 
grandmother. 

Mrs. Ashby lived near by, and during her brief walk through 
the cold spring dusk Charlotte imagined that every advancing 
figure was her husband’s. But she did not meet him on the 
way, and when she entered the house she found her mother- 
in-law alone. Kenneth had neither telephoned nor come. 
Old Mrs. Ashby sat by her bright fire, her knitting needles 
flashing steadily through her active old hands, and her mere 
bodily presence gave reassurance to Charlotte. Yes, it was 
certainly odd that Kenneth had gone off for the whole day 
without letting any of them know; but, after all, it was to be 
expected. А busy lawyer held so many threads in his hands 
that any sudden change of plan would oblige him to make all 
sorts of unforeseen arrangements and adjustments. He might 
have gone to see some client in the suburbs and been detained 
there; his mother remembered his telling her that he had 
charge of the legal business of a queer old recluse somewhere 
in New Jersey, who was immensely rich but too mean to have 
atelephone. Very likely Kenneth had been stranded there. 

But Charlotte felt her nervousness gaining on her. When 
Mrs. Ashby asked her at what hour they were sailing the next 
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day and she had to say she didn't know—that Kenneth had 
simply sent her word he was going to take their passages—the 
uttering of the words again brought home to her the strange- 
ness of the situation. Even Mrs. Ashby conceded that it was 
odd; but she immediately added that it only showed what a 
rush he was in. 

“But, mother, it’s nearly cight o'clock! He must realise 
that I’ve got to know when we're starting to-morrow.” 

“Оһ, the boat probably doesn't sail till сащ, Some- 
times they have to wait till midnight for the tide. Kenneth's 
probably counting on that. After all, he has a level head." 

Charlotte stood up. “It’s not that. Something has 
вар ened to him.” 

rs. Ashby took off her spectacles and rolled up her knitting. 
STE yes begin to let yourself imagine things——” 

“ Aren’t you in the least anxious? ” 

“I never am till Г have to be. I wish you'd ring for dinner, 
my dear. You'll stay and dine? He's sure to drop in here 
оп his way home.” 

Charlotte called up her own house. No, the maid said, 
Mr. Ashby hadn't come in and hadn't telephoned. She 
would tell him as soon as he came that Mrs. Ashby was dining 
at his mother’s. Charlotte followed her mother-in-law into 
the dining-room and sat with parched throat before her 
empty plate, while Mrs. Ashby dealt calmly and efficiently 
with a short but carefully prepared repast. “ You'd better 
eat something, child, or you'll be as bad as Kenneth. . . . Yes, 
a little more asparagus, please, Jane.” 

She insisted on Charlotte drinking a glass of sherry and 
nibbling a bit of toast; then they returned to the drawing- 
room, where the fire had been made up, and the cushions in 
Mrs. Ashby’s armchair shaken out and smoothed. How safe 
and familiar it all looked; and out there, somewhere in the 
uncertainty and mystery of the night, lurked the answer to 
the two women’s conjcctures, like an indistinguishable figure 
prowling on the threshold. 

At last Charlotte got up and said: “I'd better go back. 
At this hour Kenneth will certainly go straight home.” 

Mrs. Ashby smiled indulgently. “Its not very late, my 
dear. It doesn’t take two sparrows long to dine.” 

“It’s after nine.” Charlotte bent down to kiss her. “ The 
fact is, I can’t keep still.” 

Mrs. Ashby pushed aside her work and rested her two hands 
on the arms of her chair. “I’m going with you," she said, 
helping herself up. 

harlotte protested that it was too late, that it was not 
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necessary, that she would call up as soon as Kenneth came in, 
but Mrs. Ashby had already rung for her maid. She was 
slightly lame, and stood resting on her stick while her wraps 
were brought. “ If Mr. Kenneth turns up, tell him he'll find 
me at his own house," she instructed the maid as the two 
women got into the taxi which had been summoned. During 
the short drive Charlotte gave thanks that she was not returning 
home alone. There was something warm and substantial in 
the mere fact of Mrs. Ashby's nearness, something that согге- 
sponded with the clearness of her eyes and the texture of her 
fresh firm complexion. As the taxi drew up she laid her 
hand encouragingly on Charlotte’s. “ You'll see; Іһеге 1 be 
a messagi ер» 

The door opened at Charlotte’s ring and Ше two entered. 
Charlotte's heart beat excitedly; the stimulus of her mother- 
in-law’s confidence was beginning to flow through her 
veins. 

“ You'll see—you'll see," Mrs. Ashby ге] penied. 

The maid who opened the door said no, Mr. Ashby had not 
come in, and there had been no message from him. 

“ You're sure the telephone's not out of order? ” his mother 
suggested; and the maid said, well, it certainly wasn't half 
an hour ago; but she'd just go and ring up to make sure. 
She disappeared, and Charlotte turned to take off her hat and 
cloak. Ав she did so her eyes lit on the hall table, and there 
lay a grey envelop е, her husband's name faintly traced on it. 
“Oh!” she cried out, suddenly aware that for the first time 
in months she had entered her house without wondering if one 
of the grey letters would be there. 

“ What is it, my dear? " Mrs. Ashby asked with a glance 
of surprise. 

Charlotte did not answer. She took up the envelope and 
stood staring at it as if she could force her gaze to penetrate 
to what was within. Then an idea occurred to her. She 
turned and held out the envelope to her mother-in-law. 

“ Do you know that writing? ” she asked. 

Mrs. Ashby took the letter. She had to feel with her other 
hand for her eyeglasses, and when she had adjusted them she 
lifted the envelope to the light. “ Why!” she exclaimed; 
and then stopped. Charlotte noticed that the letter shook in 
her usually pos hand. “ But this is addressed to Kenneth,” 
Mrs. Ashby said at len gh, in a low voice. Her tone seemed to 
imply that she felt her daughter-in-law’s question to be 
slightly indiscreet. 

* Yes, but no matter,” Charlotte spoke with sudden decision. 
* I want to know—do you know the writing? ” 
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Mrs. Ashby handed back the letter. “ No,” she said 
distinctly. 

The two women had turned into the library. Charlotte 
switched on the electric light and shut the door. She still 
held the envelope in her hand. 

“ I’m going to open it," she announced. 

She caught her mother-in-law’s startled glance. “ But, 
dearest—a letter not addressed to you? My dear, you can’t!” 

“ As if I cared about that—now!” She continued to look 
intently at Mrs. Ashby. “ This letter may tell me where 
Kenneth is.” 

Mrs. Ashby’s glossy bloom was effaced by a quick pallor; 
her firm cheeks seemed to shrink and wither. “ Why should 
it? What makes you believe—— It can't possibly ———" 

Charlotte held her eyes steadily on that altered асе, “ Ah, 
then you do know the writing? " she flashed back. 

“ Know the writing? How should 1? With all my son's 
correspondents. . . . What 1 do know is” Mrs. Ashby 
broke off and looked at her daughter-in-law entreatingly, 
almost timidly. 

Charlotte caught her by the wrist. “ Mother! What до 
you know? Tell me! You must!" 

“That I don’t believe any good ever came of a woman’s 
opening her husband's letters behind his back.” 

The words sounded to Charlotte's irritated ears as flat as а 
phrase culled from a book of moral axioms. She laughed 
impatiently and dropped her mother-in-law’s wrist. “Is 
thatall? Ко good can come of this letter, opened or unopened. 
I know that well enough. But whatever ill comes, | mean 
to find out what's in it.” Нег hands had been trembling as 
they held the envelope, but now they grew firm, and her voice 
also. She still gazed intently at Mrs. Ashby. “ This is the 
ninth letter addressed in the same hand that has come for 
Kenneth since we've been married. Always these same grey 
envelopes. I’ve kept count of them because after each one 
he has been like a man who has had some dreadful shock. It 
takes him hours to shake off their effect. I’ve told him so. 
I’ve told him I must know from whom they come, because I 
can see they’re killing him. He won’t answer my questions; 
he says he can’t tell me anything about the letters; but last 
night he promised to go away with me—to get away from 

em." 

Mrs. Ashby, with shaking steps, had gone to one of the 
armchairs and sat down in it, her head drooping forward on 
her breast. “ Ah,” she murmured. 

“ So now you understand ——" 
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“ Did he tell you it was to get away from them? ” 

“Не said, to get away—to get away. Не was sobbing so 
that he could hardly speak. But I told him I knew that was 
why.” 

“апа what did he say?” 

“Не took me in his arms and said he’d go wherever I 
wanted." 

“ Ah, thank бой!” said Mrs. Ashby. There was a silence, 
during which she continued to sit with bowed head, and eyes 
averted from her daughter-in-law. At last she looked up and 
spoke. “ Are you sure there have been as many as nine?” 

“ Perfectly. This is the ninth. I’ve kept count.” 

“ And he has absolutely refused to explain? ” 

** Absolutely.” 

Mrs. Ashby spoke through pale contracted lips. “ When 
did they begin to соте? Do you remember? ” 

Charlotte laughed again. * Remember? The first one 
came the night we got back from our honeymoon.” 

“ All that time?” Mrs. Ashby lifted her head and spoke 
with sudden energy. “ Then—— Yes, open it.” 

"Тһе words were so unexpected that Char! fee felt the blood 
in her temples, and her hands began to tremble again. She 
tried to slip her finger under the flap of the envelope, but it 
was so úghuy stuck that she had to hunt on her husband's 
writing table for his ivory letter-opener. Аз she pushed about 
the familiar objects his own hands had so lately touched, they 
sent through her the icy chill emanating from the little personal 
effects of someone newly dead. In the deep silence of the 
room the tearing of the рарсг as she slit the envelope sounded 
like a human cry. She drew out the sheet and carried it to the 
lamp. 

“ Well? ” Mrs. Ashby asked below her breath. 

Charlotte did not move or answer. She was bending over 
the page with wrinkled brows, holding it nearer and nearer 
to the light. Her sight must be blurred, or clse dazzled by the 
reflection of the lamplight on the smooth surface of the paper, 
for, strain her eyes as she would, she could discern only a few 
faint strokes, so faint and faltering as to be nearly 
undecipherable. 

“TI can't make it out,” she said. 

“What do you mean, dear? ” 

“The writing's too indistinct. . . . Wait.” 

She went back to the table and, sitting down close to 
Kenneth’s readin; ig lamp, slipped the letter under a magni- 
fying glass. All this time she was aware that her mother-in- 
law was watching her intently. 
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“ Well? ” Mrs. Ashby breathed. 

“ Well, it’s no clearer. I can't read it.” 

“ You mean the Pap er is an absolute blank? ” 

“No, not quite. There is writing on it. I can make out 
something like ‘mine’—oh, and ‘come.’ It might be 
‘come.’ ” 

Mrs. Ashby stood up abruptly. Her face was even paler 
than before. She advanced to the table and, resting her 
two hands on it, drew a deep breath. “ Let me see,” she said, 
as if forcing herself to a hateful effort. 

Charlotte felt the contagion of her whiteness. “ She knows," 
she thought. She pushed the letter across the table. Her 
mother-in-law lowered her head over it in silence, but without 
touching it with her pale wrinkled hands. 

Charlotte stood watching her as she herself, when she had 
tried to read the letter, had been watched by Mrs. Ashby. 
The latter fumbled for her glasses, held them to her eyes, 
and bent still closer to the outspread page, in order, as it 
seemed, to avoid touching it. The light of the lamp fell 
directly on her old face, and Charlotte reflected what depths 
of the unknown may lurk under the clearest and most candid 
lineaments. She had never seen her mother-in-law’s features 
express any but simple and sound emotions—cordiality, amuse- 
ment, a kindly sympathy; now and again a flash of wholesome 
anger. Now they seemed to wear a look of fear and hatred, 
of incredulous dismay and almost cringing defiance. It was 
as if the spirits warring within her had distorted her face to 
their own likeness. At length she raised her head. “I can’t 
--І can’t,” she said in a voice of childish distress. 

“You can’t make it out either? ” 

She shook her head, and Charlotte saw two tears roll down 
her cheeks. 

“ Familiar as the writing is to you? ” Charlotte insisted with 
twitching lips. 

Mrs. Ashi by did not take up the challenge. “І can make 
out nothing—nothing.” 

“ But you do know Ше writing?” 

Mrs. Ashby lifted her head timidly; her anxious eyes stole 
with a glance of apprehension around the quiet familiar room. 
“How can I tell? I was startled at ἤτοι... .” 

“Startled by the resemblance? ” 

“Well. I thought ——" 

“ You’d better say it out, mother! You knew at once it 
was her writing? ” 

“ Oh, wait, my dear—wait.” 

“Wait for what?” 
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Mrs. Ashby looked up; her eyes, travelling slowly past 
Charlotte, were lifted to the blank wall behind her son's 
writing table. 

Charlotte, following the glance, burst into a shrill laugh of 
accusation. “I needn't wait any longer! You've answered 
me now! You're looking straight at the wall where her 
picture used to hang!” 

Mrs. Ashby lifted her hand with a murmur of warning. 
“ Sh-h." 

“Оһ, you needn’t imagine that anything can ever frighten 
me again!” Charlotte cried. 

Her mother-in-law still leaned against the table. Her lips 
moved plaintively. “But we're going mad—we're both 
going mad. We both know such things are impossible.” 

Her daughter-in-law looked at her with a pitying stare. 
“νε known for a long time now that everything was possible.” 

“ Even this?” 

“ Yes, exactly this.” 

“ But this letter—after all, there's nothing in this letter ——" 

“Perhaps there would be to him. How can I tell? I 
remember his saying to me once that if you were used to a 
handwriting the faintest stroke of it became legible. Now I 
sec what he meant. He was used to it.” 

“ But the few strokes that I сап make out are so рак. No 
one could possibly read that letter.” 

Charlotte laughed again. “I suppose everything’s pale 
about a ghost,” she said stridently. 

“Oh, my child—my child—don’t say it!” 

“Why shouldn't I say it, when even the bare walls cry it 
out? What difference does it make if her letters are illegible 
to you and me? If even you can see her face on that blank 
wall, why shouldn’t he read her writing on this blank paper? 
Don’t you sce that she’s everywhere in this house, and the 
closer to him because to everyone else she’s become invisible? ” 
Charlotte dropped into a chair and covered her face with her 
hands. A turmoil of sobbing shook her from head to foot. 
At length a touch on her shoulder made her look up, and she 
saw her mother-in-law bending over her. Mrs. Ashby’s face 
seemed to have grown still smaller and more wasted, but it 
had resumed its usual quiet look. Through all her tossing 
anguish, Charlotte felt the im pact of that resolute 5) pirit 

፻ To-morrow—to-morrow. You'll see. Тһеге be some 
explanation to-morrow.” 

Charlotte cut her short. “ An explanation? Who's going 
to give it, I wonder?” 

Mrs. Ashby drew back and straightened herself heroically. 
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“Kenneth himself will,” she cried out in a strong voice. 
Charlotte said nothing, and the old woman went on: “ But 
meanwhile we must act; we must notify the police. Now, 
without a moment's delay. We must do everything— 
everything." 

Charlotte stood up slowly and stifflp; her joints felt as 
cramped as an old woman's. “ Exactly as if we thought it 
could do any good to do anything?” 

Resolutely Mrs. Ashby cried: 8 Yes!" and Charlotte went 
up to the telephone and unhooked the receiver. 


EDNA FERBER 


(1887-  ) now ranks as one of America's foremost women 
playwrights and novelists. She is known to most people as 
the author of “ Show Boat,” which appeared first as a novel, 
and was laier made into а musical comedy and a film. “ So 
Big,” an inspired study of American small-town life, won 
the Pulitzer Prize in 1924. In collaboration with George 
S. Kaufman, she wrote two very successful plays: “ Theatre 
Royal” and “ Dinner at Eight." The bs was also made 
into a film. 


PERFECTLY INDEPENDENT 


እር HANAUER апа Mrs. Grimm were perfectly indepen- 
dent. Frequently they reminded one another of the fact, 
and always with pride. They boasted of it to their friends. 
In hoity-toity moments Mrs. Hanauer said to her daughter 
and son-in-law (as did Mrs. Grimm to her son and daughter- 
in-law), “ You don't have to look after me. Nobody has to 
bother about me. I'm perfectly independent.” 

This precious independence was not the only tie that bound 
these two in friendship. True, they were sufficiently unlike 
to prevent boredom. But their lives held much in common. 
Both were widows. Each dwelt alone, comfortably, occupying 
two rooms and bath in an expensive family hotel overlooking 
(to quote the ad.) Central Park. In years both could see the 
sixties receding as the seventies loomed near. They enjoyed 
mah jong and bridge, commenting on each other's play with 
an insulting frankness that, in a professional game of chance, 
could have been wiped out only with blood. Each used the 
other as a safety valve. Alternately Mrs. Hanauer bragged 
and complained to Mrs. Grimm of her daughter and son-in- 
law. Mrs. Grimm’s son and daughter-in-law came in for the 
same treatment. 

In moments of triumph: “ You'd think they couldn't do 
anything without me. It's Mother, what do you think of 
this, and, Mother, what do you think of that. . . . I told 
them they didn't want an old woman like me along. But 
they said, “АП right. If you don't go, then we won't’... 
Ed sent me two tickets for the matinée. 1 just happened to 
say I would like to see that Leonore U! t’s got so I can’t 
even mention a ching: . The next minute I have it. ... 
Bernice brought me these handkerchiefs from Atlantic City. 
If I've got one Гус got a hundred. I said, * Can't you and 

19 even go away over the week-end without thinking you 
ve to fring me something!’ She said, ‘Why, Mother, 
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it isn’t that we think we have to. We love to.’ They spoil 
me. Honestly, you'd think I was . . ." 

In other moments: " I told them! If I don't tell them the 
truth, who will? І said I'd like to know what young married 
people are thinking of ο ys. I'm not a person to make 
trouble between husband and wife. And Stella can't say 
that I ever said a word to turn Ed against her. I hope I'm 
too modern a mother-in-law for that. But I said to Ed yester- 
day, I said, ‘Ed, mark my words . . . Of course they're 
spoiling these children, but you can't make them see that. . . . 
Well, Í didn't say another word. I didn't even dispute her. 
I turned and marched right out of the house. I had hardly 
got into the room when the telephone rang and there shc 
was, saying she was sorry, and that she had spoken hastily 
because she was worried. 1 told her it was all right, but that 
I wouldn't take that kind of thing from anybody, daughter 
ог no daughter. I don’t have to. I’m perfectly independent.” 

Characteristically, though cach might deplore а short- 
coming in one of her own Бу , no criticism of that family 
was tolerated in the other. “ Оһ, that's because you don't 
rcally know Bernice. She never was one to make a fuss in 
public. But she doesn't select a piece of chintz for a bedroom 
curtain that she doesn’t want me to go along to give my 
opinion.” 

Side by side, then, with their favourite boast of their own 
indep endence was the mythical belief in their families’ de- 

endence on them. “ The children say it's all right for me to 
[νε here alone in Ше hotel during the winter, if I insist. But 
in the summer nothing will do but that I've got to be with 
them, wherever they are.” For years, Mrs. Hanauer declared, 
her daughter's family had gone to the mountains because she, 
Mrs. Hanauer, could not stand the sea air. Mrs. Grimm, 
with her son's family, spent the summer months at the seashore 
because the mountains were bad for her heart. 

The hotel apartments of the two women were in the same 
tier, though Mrs. Grimm's was five floors higher than Mrs. 
Hanauer's, and costlier. She was the more moneyed. Sitting- 
room and bedroom of each presented a bewildering diversity 
of tastes and periods. Some hotel furniture, some saved from 
their own housekeeping days, some selected by the smartly 
modern daughter or daughter-in-law. Before their widow- 
hood each had lived in one of those narrow high-stooped 
houses that line New York's side streets. From these days 
each had cherished certain pieces of furniture or bric-a-brac 
grimly Victorian in mould. Relics, Mrs. Hanauer’s daughter 
called them, of the brown stone age. 
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These were likely to be fat armchairs once dressed like portly 
dowagers in plush, now rejuvenated and simpering in the 
flowered ru files of gay-patterned chintz. A gloomy and 
hideous lamp-base of the gnarled nineties was topped by a 
silk shade palpably representing the Madison Avenue taste of 
а young matron. The whole gave the effect of an old hag 
tricked out in a garden hat. 

There were pert pillows, gay hangings, colourful book-ends 
quarreling with dyspeptic old vases and disgruntled desks. 

costly and beautiful toilet set of enamel Sh озса on the broad 
bosom of a hopelessly old-style bureau. 1 these odds and 
ends mingled in a kind of discordant harmony, through which 
ran the motif of comfort. A Vernis-Martin cabinet, curtained 
in green, displayed when opened an array of china and silver 
rather surprising when one remembered that these were non- 
housekeeping hotel apartments. Mrs. Hanauer or Mrs. Grimm 
would hasten to explain, 

“I never do any cooking in my room. I wouldn't bother. 
Tm at the children's two nights a week. They’d make me 
come every night if I would, but I won't. I have these things 
because I like to feel that I can make myself a cup of tea, 
without sending downstairs for it. Besides, the stuff they 
send up! Boiled straw, my daughter-in-law calls it.” 

The visitor, surveying the chop plates and vegetable dishes 
and saucers, said of course. 

On the dresser in the bedroom and on the mantel in the 
sitting-room were silver-framed photographs of infants. Mrs. 
Hanauer and Mrs. Grimm always called attention to these. 
“ My grandchildren! ” 

“ How lovely! How old are they? ” 

“Lets see. Junior is fifteen and Sister is going on 
twelve——" 

** But then these pictures must have been taken years ago! 
They're babies! ” 

“Oh, уез. They're old pictures. But I like them better 
than the new ones. I always think of them as babies. They 
were Ше cutest babies I ever saw, if I do say so.” 

“ Cuter than your own меге?” 

“ Oh, Ed was the ugliest, blackest little thing you ever saw, 
and cried day and night. Time I was a bride they didn't 
know all about babies before they were married. Nowadays 
girls of sixteen know thin; g a midwife wouldn’t talk about.” 

This last speech could have been uttered only by Mrs. 
Grimm. She prided herself on her modern outlook, but the 
truth was that her attitude toward that much-discussed menace 
known as the younger generation bristled with indignation. 
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In this, as in many other points, she differed from Mrs. 
Hanauer. Tiny, dark, nervous, you thought of an intelligent 
little simian as you saw her quick movements, heard her 
scolding chatter, watched the darting venom of her deep-set 
black eyes. Despite her years Mrs. Grimm’s hair had remained. 
stubbornly black, except for a reluctant strand here and there 
at the temples. Her eyebrows, too, were dark and vigorous. 
This, with her sallow colourinj 9 gave to her a formidat, e look 
at variance with the almost childlike smallness of her frame. 
Quick-tempered, arrogant, she was like a little black-and-tan 
ee snapped her disapproval. 

“ Look at that girl! ГП wager she hasn't a stitch on except 
that flimsy dress and her step-ins. It’s disgusting!” 

“ 1 think it’s grand,” Mrs. Hanauer would say. 

“ What's grand about it, Га like to know! ” 

“ Oh, healthy—and kind of cute.” Helplessly. 

“Honestly, Sophy Hanauer, sometimes I think you're not 
quite brig ከር” 

Mrs. Hanauer did not resent this. In fact, her next remark 
might have been considered quite irrelevant. Certainly the 
bristling Mrs. Grimm so considered it. What Mrs. Hanauer 
said was, “I don't like being an old woman any more than 
you do.” 

Sophy Hanauer was what is known as easy-going; a delight- 
ful quality. Though slightly older than her friend, she actually 
looked younger Бу ten years. This, paradoxically enough, in 
spite of her white hair. Plump cushions of fat, comfortably 
upholstered her generous old frame. Her skin had been lovely 
in her girlhood and still was fine and soft. She was not above 
using a dash of rouge to heighten the effect of her white hair, 
of which she was very proud. She was quite finicking about the 
bluing in the rinsing water when she had her hair shampooed, 
at the Beth Beautye hoppe on Broadway, near Seventy-fourth. 

Her son-in-law called her the Sport. Не was fond of telling 
his friends a characteristic story. Mrs. Hanauer, one winter, 
repaid social obligations by giving a dinner for eight at her 
hotel. The guests were women of her own age, widowed, 
many of them, well dressed, priding themselves on their 
modernness. “ Tell you what, Sophy her genial son-in-law 
had said, “ I'll mix a bunch of cocktails and send them over 
before dinner, see. Start the girls off right.” Mrs. Hanauer 
liked a cocktail with the best of them. 

“ Oh, they!” she now said, with infinite scorn. “It’s по 
use passing cocktails to them. They've all got high blood- 
pressure.” г had roared at this. 

“ Listen, Sophy,” he would often say, to her infinite delight, 
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* if this daughter of yours was half the sport that you are I'd 
look forward to old а; ὅς without a quiver.” 

Mrs. Hanauer and Mrs. Grimm were but two of many well- 
to-do elderly women living their days in the comfortable, care- 
free atmosphere of the hotel, with its red-carpeted corridors, 
its liver-coloured marble lobby, its flat-footed old waiters, its 
reluctant lifts. They enjoyed complaining about the food іп 
the dining-room. Yearly they announced their decision ‘hot 
to renew the lease. Often they spoke of going abroad for a 
year or more “ only the children need me.” ‘On rainy days, 
and during the raw winter months, it was pleasant not to be 
obliged to go out for company or recreation. Almost any 
afternoon or evening the quiet of the wide bright corridors 
was broken by the rattle and clack of mah jong tiles. Through 
open transoms you heard N poken the poetic or absurd terms of 
the game. One bam! est wind! Four flowers! 

They called cach other on the telephone, often addressing 
one another by the last name only. Coming from them, it 
produced a racy and piquant effect most startling, and faintly 
avoured with rowdyism. “ Hello! That you, Hanauer? 
What are you doing? " 

“Оһ, Гуе got some mending——' 

“Let it wait. Mrs. Renner is here. I thought we'd have a 
game if you don't mind playing three-handed.” 

Their days were very full. They were meticulously mani- 
cured at the Beth Beautye Shoppe. They went to the matinée. 
They went to the theatre occasionally in the evening. They 
attended symphony concerts. They heard the lectures given 
under the auspices of the League for Sociological Instruction, 
of which organisation they were members. Here, English 
novelists and English university professors and English editors 
spoke with bright insultingness and an Oxford accent on the 
subject of money-mad, materialistic America, following which 
зр eech they hurriedly collected their fee and scurried on to 

hicago, there to eject another mouthful of cultural spittle 
into the eager faces of the members of the Pantheon Club. 
They read the new books and discussed them. Theirs was 
the sprightly intelligence of the American middle-class old 
lady, alert, eager, curious. A strangely youthful buoyancy 
was expressed in terms of beige silk stockings and smart hats 
and modish jewellery and jersey sport costumes. They were 
di gnified but snappy. 

місе a week they dined with the children. They 
endeavoured not to criticise what they considered the extrava- 
gance of the household of which they were guests. Yet some- 
times they could not resist it. 
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Strawberries, h’m? In January! My goodness! Some- 
body must get an awfully big housekeeping allowance. Thi 
said, as Ed or Jo carved generous portions of the roast, “Т 
that's for me I only want half of that." 

They invited the children to dinner. “ But, Mother, how 
foolish! We're housekeeping. It’s so much easier for you to 
come here." 

“ Т ат here twice a week. You haven't had dinner with me 
in over a month now.” 

“ But there's four of us, and only one of you.” 

“ А person would think I was a beggar. I wouldn't ask you 
if I couldn't afford it. I’m perfectly independent.” 

And so they were. Financially independent. Physically 
active. Socially interested. Equipped to provide themselves 
with entertainment, stimulus, companionship, a home, clothes, 
food. Dependent on their children and grandchildren only 
for that one thing without which they could not live. Love. 
Human affection. 

It was, curiously enough, after one of these family dinners 
that both Mrs. Hanauer and Mrs. Grimm learned of a change 
in the children’s usual plans for the summer. Perhaps it was 
not, after all, so strange. Their grandchildren were tall, slim 
athletic boys and girls. They thought of them still as babies. 
Their children were nearing middle age, with greying hair, 
and with little sudden fans of wrinkles at the corners of the 
eyes when they smiled. 

They regarded them as children, not nearly grown up and 
needing advice and guidance still. And these children, 
perhaps becausc of that very independence of which they so 
often heard the boast, failed to realise that old age, after all, 
had really overtaken this courageous, keen, and dominating 
figure whose presence во often brought discord into the 
household. 

‘They talked it over, husband and wife. It isn’t fair to the 
children. After all, she's as strong as any of us. Twice the 
energy Гуе got, if you ask me. Last summer Junior and Sister 
couldn’t stir from one to three because she was lying down. 
Almost group now, really. Little parties—their friends 
over in the evening. You can't expect them to act like babies 
any more. Entitled to their freedom. After all, we're atten- 
tive all winter. No опе can say we're not. But we've got to 
consider the children first, I should think. 

So then, summer in the offing. The handsome houses in 
the East Fifties and Sixties began to be boarded up. You 
sought the shady side of the street. The En glish culturists 

their American dollars home to idealistic Europe. The 
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plays by Molnar and Shaw and Ibsen and Werfel and O'Neill 
melted before the hot sun and in their place came the cool 
vapidness of the musical shows. 

* Mother ”—Mrs. Grimm's daughter-in-law speaking rather 
hurriedly, and not looking at her husband—‘ Ed's hay fever 
was simply terrible last year, and the cold that Junior had all 
through August, that hung on so, wasn’t a cold at all, but hay 
fever, too. I suppose. he’s inherited it.” 

“ Fiddlesticks! ” said Mrs. Grimm. 

Her daughter-in-law compressed her lips. Then she opened 
them and spoke still more quickly. “ Doctor Borsch said that 
the pine air is what they both need. In fact, he insists upon 
it. Pm afraid we'll simply have to go to the mountains this 

ear. Now, you know perfectly well we'd be delighted to 
ave you come along, if you think it would agree with you. 
We're going quite high up. To Kendall's. Fhe cottage is 
small, but perhaps you wouldn't mind a day-bed in the . . . 
or maybe a room at the inn near by, and your meals with us. 
Cook has promised to go along. . . . Joan has asked two of 
her friends for July. . . .” 

“Nobody,” replied Mrs. Grimm, with terrible distinctness, 
“ nobody has to put themselves out for me. Nobody ever has 
and nobody ever will. A person would think I was a child. 
I don't know what I may do this summer. I may go abroad." 

From Ed, quickly, ^I wouldn't hear of your going to 
Europe alone. 

“ Who said I was going alone! І can always hire somebody, 
for that matter. I’m perfectly independent.” 

“Now, Mother, don't talk like that. You know how Ed 
and 1—” 

“Үс; I know,” said Mrs. Grimm. 

Mrs. Hanauer's dep hter wore the double frown of worry 
between her eyes. “ You know how pale and listless Dorothy 
was all last summer. Well, Borsch says that what she needs 
is the ocean air and salt bathing. It’s only two hours from 
New York. ІСІ be wonderful for Jo. Не can come out every 
Friday and stay till Monday. During August, when it's slack, 
he might even make it on Thursday. Just think, after all 
these years of having to take a sleeper overnight to get to us in 
the Adirondacks. I know the sea air doesn’t agree with your 
bronchitis, but Гус ne got to consider the children, and Jo.” 

“ Nobody,” said Mrs. Hanauer, not unkindly, “ has got to 
consider me.” One fore-finger was making little circles, round 
and round, on the arm of her chair; round and round. “A 
person would think I was a child.” 

“ Don't say that, Mother. It isn’t fair. You know we've 
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always loved having you with us, summers. There's room for 


you. Dorothy can share—” 

“TI don't know what I shall do this summer. I may go to 
Europe." 

* I wouldn't hear of your going alone.” 

“ Did I say I was going alone? I have plenty of friends, 
goodness knows, who go every year and who've begged me to 
come with them, time and again. For that matter, I could 
hire a companion. l'm perfectly independent." 

Neither would confess to the other the true state of affairs. 
Mrs. Hanauer lied газу to Mrs. Grimm. Mrs. Grimm was 
bristlingly οὔ παπά to Mrs. Hanauer. I'm sick of the sea- 
shore. I’m tired of the mountains. The same people you see 
all winter in the city. What's the change! А little air. 
What's that! 

“Why don't you try the mountains, for a change? " asked 
Mrs. Hanauer. 

“They don't agree with me. My heart. Why don't you 
go to the seashore? ” 

“ The doctor forbids it. My bronchial tubes.” 

They eyed each other for a moment with wary unconcern. 
Mrs. Grimm spoke first, her tone casual to the point of airiness. 
“ Pd go to Europe, only I don’t want to go alone, and there 
are very few people I'd travel with.” 

“ Ноу about me?” suggested Mrs. Hanauer, with heavy 
jocularity. 

“ Are you joking, Hanauer? ” 

It was arranged. They had both been abroad before, in 
the days of the defunct Grimm and Hanaucr; Mrs. Hanauer 
only once, Mrs. Grimm many times. Grimm, big, blond, 

ersonable, had been an importer; and she had accompanied 
her husband оп his frequent foreign trips with a persistence 
that savoured more of suspicion than of fidelity. He had, in 
fact, been known to come home at five with the announcement 
that he was sailing next morning at ten. Whereupon Mrs. 
Grimm, looking strangely like Rosa Dartle, would pack a 
hurried trunk, leave the boy Ed in care of the capable Fraulein, 
and steam triumphantly away with him, for all the world like 
an impish little gnome who has a dejected giant in her power. 
“ I have crossed," Mrs. Grimm would tell you on the sl Төмен 
[оеш “ thirty-six times. In fact, I feel as much at 

ome in Paris or London as I do in New York.” 

She was inclined to patronise the less cosmopolitan Mrs. 
Hanauer. For that matter; her manner toward her friend 
Естеу was tinged with some spaciousness. Mrs. Grimm 
had always had money. She was inclined, therefore, to be 
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prudent to the point of parsimony. Mrs. Hanauer, on the 
other hand, had the gay lavishness of a child with a bag of 
lollipops. She had known strug le. Hanauer had bought 
real estate, but it was as though his name on a deed of sale 
brought blight to that property. Did he buy east the dwellers 
fled west, as though from a pestilence. He bought north, and 
progress marched south. 

Suddenly, after his death, tumble-down buildings and vacant 
lots near the East River, left by him to his widow, a source of 
no revenue, bloomed Aladdin-like into twenty-two storey 
studio buildings, with ninety-nine-year leases, and Mrs. 
Hanauer began buying her hats in Fifty-seventh Street. 
Struggle and disappointment had not embittered her. They 
had, on the contrary, iven her a racy sweetness and tolerance. 
“ What's the diff!’ she used to say. “ You only live once.” 
As though she had discovered a great truth. 

“Ata girl!” her son-in-law would shout. “Ага good 
sport! ^ 

Their preparations for the journey were simple. In their 
well-ordered lives there was no need for sudden rush and flurry. 
Mrs. Grimm was full of travel maxims. “Со with empt 
trunks and come back with full ones. . . . Take enougi 
American silk stockings. Those over there you can't wear 
once, even. . . . Comi fortable shoes, if you don’t take another 
thing. . . . Your own coffee. This stuff on the boat is like 
licorice. Sunny side of the deck—heavy coat—American 
money. . . .” 

They had two cabins, with a bath between, at a really 
outrageous cost. “Travelling like a couple of prima donnas, 
that's what you girls are,” Mrs. Hanauer's son-in-law said 
jovially. Certainly the appearance of those cabins, at depar- 
ture, verified his pita Flowers, books, candy, fruit, 
telegrams. 

** Why do people do it! Mrs. Grimm exclaimed, making 
a little sound of disappr roval between tongue and teeth. “ What 
a waste! Look at this enormous basket from Mr. Grimm’s 
ex-partner.” She surveyed Mrs. Hanauer’s less imposing 
floral edifices with a patronising eye. ል small buttons stagger 
in with a structure of fruit that might have lasted the Noah 
family their voyage. “ Grimm? ” inquired the lady of that 


name. 

“ Hanner or Hanor o” 

“ Hanauer,” said the ἃς 'enial Sophy, not without a tinge of 
complacency. “ My, look at the size of those pears! А meal 
in itself.” 

“ Those big pears are generally hard. I don't know why 
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people doit. Ialways said to Mr. Grimm, the thirty-six times 
we crossed, if people would only send telegrams, and that's 
all, how much more sensible.” 

“I Ще it,” said Mrs. Hanauer. Her voice held a little 
excited note, like a child's. “I think it's grand. It makes 
me feel so popular.” 

“It’s an old story to me,” remarked Mrs. Grimm. 

They stood at the ship’s тай as she drew warily out into the 
bay. Waving up at them from the dock were daughter, son, 
daughter-in-law, son-in-law, grandchildren. Their faces were 
round white disks turned towards them in space. To the two 
at the rail those disks were their world; their solar system; 
their symbol of achievement in life; their living connection 
with Life itself. 

Write, now! Cable as soon as you land. Don’t forget! 
Take care of yourself! Final futile clutchings into the space 
that was widening between them. Suddenly the little sallow, 
black-eyed face at the rail and the plump, pink, blue-eyed 
face at the rail, side by side, broke into grimaces that were 
absurd and yet not funny. The white disks swam in a blue. 

Mrs. Hanauer’s daughter, Bernice, clutched her husband’s 
arm. The fingers of the other hand were closed over her 
mouth, in a tight fist, like that of a child who is fearful. “ Oh, 
Jo, she’s crying! Look! I don’t think we should have let 
her ፳ I don't know—she looks so—so kind of” 

* Oh, now, Bernie, she's all ng ht," said Mrs. Hanauer's 
son-in-law briskly. “ She's a good sport. 8ከር']] have a swell 
time. Person'd think you were the mother and she the daughter, 
the way you carry on.” 

Mrs. Grimm’s son, Ed, his face turned up toward that wizened 
dark face so strangely contorted at the rail, suddenly set his 
teeth so that a white-ridge sprang out along either side of his 
Зам. He fumbled foolishly with fis hat in jm hand. 

“Look, Stell! She's crying. I don't know. Do you 
think we ought've let her go like that, alone? She looks so— 

» 


“She isn't alone, stupe! What's the matter with you! 
You know, Jo, I've always said that you had a mother complex. 
You spoil her.” 

They were 5) splendid, sailors, both of them. Three meals a 
day—i hur for Mrs. Hanauer, who liked her tea and cakes in 
the afternoon. 

“I never touch tea on board,” Mrs. Grimm declared, 
bristling, as though there were some special virtue in this 
abstinence, 

Close as their friendship had been, they had never known 
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the irritating intimacy that comes with travel. Mrs. Hanauer 
was the kind of person who does not screw the top tight on the 
tube of tooth paste. A sticky white worm usually ornamented 
the wash-bowl. Mrs. Grimm was the sort of person whom 
this infuriates. Both women. awoke early and had their 
breakfast in their rooms, but while Mrs. Hanauer rose, dressed, 
and went out on deck, Mrs. Grimm remained in bed until 
noon. 

“Тһе day's long enough," she said. “Besides, what a 
chance to rest. Nobody who’s used to travel goes galloping 
around a boat at this hour of the morning.” 

Their breakfast trays were a startling point of contrast. In 
one bright little cabin you saw the plump and ruddy Mrs. 
Hanauer propped comfortably among her pillows, protected 
by a baby-blue challis bed jacket, a dish-laden tray on her 
knees, blandly consuming a meal such as that with which a 
Kansas farm-hand starts his day. The least of its items were 
the two cups of coffee, with excellent cream from the private 
stock which had been one of the many boat gifts sent them. 
Mrs. Grimm, hearing her give the order to the somewhat 
astounded stewardess, would sniff with disapproval. She 
would state her order in a tone whose every shade was a 
reproach. Coffee, hot water, dry toast. 

“Му!” called Mrs. Hanauer from her room, аз she deftly 
applied a quarter of a cube of butter to a hot roll, embellished 
this with an amber crown of orange marmalade, and popped 
the whole between her lips, “ my goodness, Grimm! No 
wonder you're so skinny.” 

The swart little Mrs. Grimm, in bed, was a fly-speck in a 
pan of milk. The sound of Mrs. Hanauer’s bath annoyed her. 

rs. Hanauer was one of those musical bathers. “ Will you 
kindly shut the door, Mrs. Hanauer! 1 didn't close my eyes 
all night. I might get a few minutes’ sleep this morning if I 
had the chance. 

As they sat on deck side by side, swathed in rugs, relaxed, 
contempla lative, they could not but betray in their conversation 
something of the hurt which son and daughter had dealt them. 
Little vague remarks, spoken almost unconsciously, after a 
long silence, as though the speaker were thinking aloud; 
phrased incompletely. Well, I suppose that’s life... . You 
spend your life bring ing them up, and then when they don’t 
need you. . . . A daughter is a daughter all her life, but а 
son is your son only until he marries. . . . Oh, I don't know 
about that. I sometimes think my son-in-law, Jo, is more 
considerate of me than my own. . . . They need me a whole 
lot worse than I need them, I can tell you. 
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They would catch themselves, and eye each other warily, 
stiffening. They would fall to commenting አን on their 
fellow passengers tramping the decks in parade. There was а 
certain type of old lady encountered on the boat and later in 
their continental travels, that aroused their mirth and con- 
tempt. These were the frumpy genteel type, the old conserva- 
tive American family type, or the English gentlewoman in 
historic hats, black, cloth-to pped, buttoned high shoes, black 
garments of excellent material and bunchy cut. These were 
attended, usually, by a defeated-looking maiden азии hter or 
a crushed companion. They walked timorously, under sun- 
shades. Тһе sight of them seemed to release something impish 
in Mrs. Напаисг and Mrs. Grimm. 

“I think I'll һауе my hair bobbed when I get to Paris,” 
Mrs. Hanauer would announce. “ Bernice says she thinks 
it'll be becoming." 

* Don't be a fool! Look at that woman, will you! June, 
and she's wearing black spats. Black spats always make me 
think of undertakers. I'll bet she’s ola family, all right." 
Mrs. Grimm would survey her own small trim foot in its smart 
patent-leather slippers and cut-stecl buckle. She was vain 
of the size of her foot for some obscure rcason, that people 
have for being proud of a member which is built merely in 
proportion to the rest of the body. 

London, Paris, Deauville, Frankfort, Brussels, Lucerne. 
Theirs was а terrific energy. It was as though, now that the 
sands were running so fast, so fast, they begrudged the time 
lost in sleep, in repose. They would sleep long enough, they 
thought, secretly, and pushed the thought from their minds. 
They seldom retired until after midnig ከር read in bed, were 
wide awake at six. They lay there, thinking, Mrs. Grimm іп 
her room, Mrs. Hanauer in hers. More than threescore years 
of life lay behind them. They thought of yesterday, and of 
to-day, but never of to-morrow. 

And they quarrelled. Their bickering was almost constant. 
Perhaps, in the closeness of their companionship, each saw 
herself constantly reflected in the face of the other. To each 
other they would not confess to being tired, slecpy, nervous, 
lonely, travel weary—to any of the quite natural sufferings of 
sight-seeing. They found fault with one another. They 
complained of each other, privately, to chance friends or 
acquaintances encountered in hotel бым, on trains, in the 
parks or shops. 

Mrs. Hanauer's magnificent appetite was a source of increas- 
ing annoyance to the bird-like Mrs. Grimm. Certainly Mrs. 
Hanauer, large, placid, amiable, liked to eat. She ate lobster, 
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sweets, cucumbers, acids; liked a glass of mild white wine at 
dinner. She consumed the four or five courses of the European 
midday lunch, topping it off with cheese and fruit. Always 
you heard the crackle of a surreptitious paper bag in her room, 
after she had gone to bed. 

Mrs. Grimm would regard her bristling, tight-lipped with 
disapproval. “ You know you can’t cat lobster. Why do 
you order veal when you can't digest it! Nobody can digest 
it. My daughter-in-law won’t have it in the house. Mark 
my words, youl be sick. Don’t come to me complaining if 
you are. If you do get sick who'll have to suffer for it!” A 
rhetorical question, certainly. 

Mrs. Hanauer would survey her in mild surprise. “ Why, 
I will." 

“You! No!" Mrs. Grimm would retort. “I will! TN 
have to take care of you.” 

“Nobody has to take care of me, Mrs. Grimm. I’m 
perfectly independent.” 

Now that each leaned so hard on the memory of the children 
in America, they perforce denied their dependence on each other. 

They confided in such friends as they met on their journey- 
ings. “1 hope I can stand it until September,” Mrs. Grimm 
would say to a chance New York friend. “ But my patience 
is nearly exhausted. It has taught me a lesson, I can tell you. 
My son and daughter-in-law begged me to come to the moun- 
tains with them this summer, but 1 thought a change would 
do me good. Well, live and learn.” 

The easy-going Mrs. Hanauer complained in gentle wonder- 
ment: S ከ5; makes Mich a. Ве about everything. She 
quarrels with everybody ; porters and waiters and chamber- 
maids and people at the railway stations. 1 honestly am look- 
ing forward to the day we sail in September. We'll be home 
September tenth. I wish it was to-morrow. My daughter 
insisted that I come with them to the seashore, but I thong ht 
I'd come to Europe for a change. It was a mistake. You 
never know a person till you travel with them, I always say." 

Mrs. Grimm's cosmopolitan knowledge was always being 
flaunted in Mrs. Hanauer's mildly resentful face. “ You over- 
tip. They're not used to it. Anybody who has ever travelled 
wouldn't tip like a drunken sailor. They only take your 
money and despise you for it." Е 

“ What do I care if they despise me! I want my comfort. 
If an extra few cents at the end of the week means I get hot 
water with my tea and an extra pillow and two clean bath 
towels, what do I care what they say about me in the back 
hall! I don't want to live with them.” 
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“ They only laugh at you.” 

“ Let them laugh, poor things. If they can laugh for fifteen 
cents Im glad to furnish the money." 

“It isn't the money. It's the principle of the thing.” 

Sometimes you saw them returning from an afternoon's 
sight-seeing, walking not together but one behind the other, 
sulkily, like naughty children. 

True to the nickname bestowed upon her by her son-in-law, 
Mrs. Hanauer, the Sport, loved to gamble. She rarely won, 
but her glee when she did was out of all proportion to her 
winnings. In the French watering places, nightly, after 
dinner, she would scurry to the Casino, there to throw her 
francs into the omnivorous green maw of the roulette table. 
She shivered delightfully with the curious tension of excite- 
ment that hovers, almost a palpable form, above and around 
the gaming board. She became quite chummy with the 
weird: exotic creatures manacled from wrist to elbow with 
incredible diamond bracelets. Sometimes these borrowed 
money of her—pathetic sums—fifty francs—twenty—ten, even. 
The ligi ht from the huge crystal chandeliers that hung like 
frozen fountains above them sent a hundred glorious ruby and 
amber and blue and orange lights, darting from these jewels 
as the white arms were thrust forward to place a disk on the 
red, on the black, on the seven, оп the eleven. 

Mrs. Grimm rarely played. “ Гуе seen too much of it in 
my Ше,” she said, boredly. “It doesn't interest me. Мг. 
Grimm used to win five hundred francs one minute and lose 
it the next. That was when five hundred francs meant some- 
thing.” Sometimes she refused even to accompany Mrs. 
Hanauer on her night’s revelry. “ По you know who that 
woman was you were talking to last night at the Casino, next 
to you? A woman I met in the lobby just told те. That 
was that Madame Bey Khan, or whatever her name is—that 
Frenchwoman who married the Turk, or something, and 
murdered him іп a London hotel. The papers were full of it.” 

“1 thought she looked sad for a woman so young,” said 
Mrs. Hanauer, pityingly. 

“ Well, I’ve got something better to do than run to casinos 
and talk to murderesses.”” 

** What? ” inquired Mrs. Hanauer, bluntly. 

“ What what? ” demanded Mrs. Grimm, bewildered. 

“ What better to do? ” 

“Oh, all right. Only when you get sick from nervous 
indigestion, eating all kinds of things a horse couldn't stand 
and then working yourself up over winning a few francs, who'll 
have to pay for it, I'd like to know! ” 
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Pathetically enough, it turned out to be Mrs. Grimm who 
first fell ill. There had been some mistake about the train 
from Frankfort to Brussels. At the last minute they found 
themselves on the ten-twenty-six, which was not their train, 
instead of on the ten-thirty-six, which was. Their trunks, too, 
and innumerable bags were aboard. They discovered this in 
one panic-stricken minute before the train would have carried 
them heaven knows where. 

There followed the cacophony which attends the making of 
a mistake in a foreign railway station. Porters, passengers, 
station agents; shouts, screams, arms waving, luggage hurled, 
imprecations shouted. Cologne! But we thought it stopped 
at Cologne. That's the border. We have to change at the 
border. Which one is it, then? Where is it? We have to 
get off. Let us off. We're American citizens. 

They were off the wrong train and on the right опе. Their 
faces were dully red, with a thick purplish colour. Their fore- 
heads were damp. They were trembling. At last they found 
seats in a first-class compartment and sank down, spent, their 
eyes looking strained. 

An hour later they could joke about it, fecbly. They could 
even go into the dining-car and cat some of the hot and steam- 
ing meal with which the European train bombards its passengers. 
‘Thick bilious soup. Veal. Greasy potatoes. Stewed and 
mysterious greens. Salad. Cheese. Fruit. Mrs. Grimm 
d ed to eat the salad, the cheese; the fruit; wherein she 
made her mistake. The terror and excitement of the past 
hour had set all the nerves a jangle in the little frame. Arrived 
at the hotel, their journey’s end reached, she was seized at 
midnight with the stabbing, jagged pains of ptomaine. 

“I won't have a doctor. I wouldn't have one of these 
foreign doctors near me. They almost killed Mr. Grimm, 
once. In Vienna, 100. Of all places." 

“Now, Fanny, don't be silly. You've got to take somc- 


thing” 
“Castor oil and bismuth. That’s all they give for ptomaine. 
That's what itis. Ptomaine. I told you I didn’t want to eat 
on that train, and you nagged me and nagged me, and so I ate 
something. Oh!” The little face on the pillow was wizened, 


en. 
=ሟ ГЇЇ send а boy for it. There must be somebody awake іп 
this hotel. It's only a little after twelve.” 
“ Your bare feet. You're walking around in your bare feet. 
You'll catch your—oh!” She drew herself into a knot of agony. 
Finally at the door, a red-eyed waiter ridiculously formal in 
a dress suit. No, he could not go. No, there was no one to 
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send. It was after midnight. The chemists’ shops were 
closed, naturally. He did not know. He did not know. He 
did not know. The dark eyes in the face on the pillow were 
glazed with pain. 

“TI go," said Mrs. Hanauer. “ГИ get somebody up. 
My Lord, when you think of all we did for them in the war.” 
A skirt over her nights омп. А coat over this. 

“Your hat,” gasped Mrs. Grimm, the stickler. “ Hat!” 

“Hat hell!" said Mrs. Hanauer; and returned twenty 
minutes later with a bottle of castor oil, an orange, a spoon, a 

packet of bismuth. Hold your nose while you swal Tow it. 
Now wipe out your mouth with this towel. Suck a piece of 
orange. Bismuth now, and again in the morning. Mrs. 
Hanauer was up most of the night, thudding across the floor 
fearfully to gaze at the shrunken and wattled face turned so 
gratefully, so wistfully up to hers. Yes, you've got a little bit 
of fever, maybe. But by morning you'll never know you were 
sick. 

“Put on your shoes,” moaned Mrs. Grimm, outraged. 
“Go back to bed.” 

But twenty times during the night the bare feet thudded 
anxiously across the floor. 

Next morning Mrs. Grimm was weak, but had only occasional 
and slight pain. By afternoon she was sipping warm milk. 
Her eyes were sunk deep in her head, but the black lines which 
jus had etched deep in her face had vanished. Ву evening 
ir. Hanauer was sniffing suspiciously. Next day Mrs. 
Grimm was crawling about, feebly, to administer hot-water 
bags and aspirin and hot lemonades to the bronchial and 
wheezy Mrs. Hanauer. 

There followed a week of a sort of happy wretchedness, in 
which each ministered tenderly, unselfishly, to the other. 

“You don't need to do anything for me, Fanny. I'm all 
right.” 

* Honestly, Sophy, sometimes I think you're not quite 
brig ht. If your cold turns into pneumonia who'll have to 
suffer for it? ” 

“You will,” retorted Mrs. Hanauer unexpectedly, and 
cackled a hoarse bronchial laugh. 

They were sailing from Cherbourg. By the time they 
reached Paris they were a markedly changed pair, these two 
who had started out so blithe and independent. Yet still so 
unchanged. For tho they leaned heavily on each other 
for support, both spiritual and physical, how consistently they 
refused to admit it. 

“You're not fit to go shopping alone, Look at yesterday! 
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If I hadn't pulled you back, that taxi would have run over you 
the next minute." 

“А person would think I was a farmer to hear you talk. I 

gs T I can get around in New York I can get around in 
aris. I knew Paris before you ever heard of it.” 

The city's bewildering, frantic street life swirled and eddied 
all about them. ТІ hey leaped from curb to curb like harried 
hares. Oh, well, I'm sick of shopping, anyway. Гус got the 
dress for Bernice, and the handkerchie! ዩ for Jo, and the bracelet 
for Sister and (ከሮ ficld-glasses for Junior. 1 guess they'll have 
to be satisfied with that. 

Weary, but undefeated. Heads bloody, but unbowed. 

The children were on the dock to meet them. Son and 
daughter-in-law, daughter and son-in-law, they kissed these 
with a happy perfunctoriness. But the grandchildren they 
kissed with rapturous devouring kisses, folding them hungrily 
in their arms. 

Please don’t stand around me like that while the inspector 
looks over my things. It makes me nervous. No, Ed, don’t 
give him a cigar. It makes them suspicious. No, I have 
declared everything, I tell you. But anyway, I get nervous. 

“What do you mean, I don’t look well!" demanded Mrs. 
Grimm of her daughter-in-law. * I had a touch of ptomaine, 
but everybody has that in Europe." 

“ Just Ше same,” declared her son Ed stoutly, “ next summer 

ou ll stay with us. 1 don't want you running around alone in 
Euro с. 1 don't like it.” 

“Га like to know why not!” blazed Mrs. Grimm, the 
indomitable. “ Nobody has to look out for me. I'm perfectly 
inde, рада, 

“ Mother!” exclaimed Mrs. Hanauer's daughter, Bernicc, 
“you look thin! You've lost weight! Have you been sick? ” 
р x А touch of my old bronchial trouble. Anyway, I was too 
fat. 

** Well, the next time you'll have your bronchitis right with 
us, at home. 1 don’t like your running around Europe alone.” 

“ Fiddlesticks 1 ” said Mrs. Hanauer. She eyed her daughter 
with loving severity. “ For риуз sake, where did you get 
that hat! Nobody's wearing turned-up brims. Everything 
turns down this year in Paris.” 
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WAS a very young man in the publishing business at the 

time—even younger, I think, than most young men arc 
nowadays, for this was before the war. Dianna poised her 
bow at the sky above a Madison Square Garden that was 
actually on Madison Square—and some of the older men in 
our New York office still wore the paper sleeve-protectors 
and worn alpaca coats of an older Фу "There are young 
с сев and old ones: brisk, shiny, bumptious new offices that 
positively buzz with expert incfficiency; and resigned, rather 
wistful little offices that have come to know they will never do 
well in the world. But the prevailing atmosphere of Thrush- 
wood, Collins, and Co. was that of substantial tradition and 
solid worth. The faded carpet in the reception-room had becn 
trodden by any number of famous feet—perhaps by not quite 
so many as I avouched to the young men of other publishers, 
but still the legends were there. Legends of Henry James and 
William Dean Howells and a young man from India named 
Kipling who was taken for a boy from the printer's and sent 
off with a flea in his ear. New authors were always greatly 
impressed by our atmosphere—until they looked over their 
contracts and discovered that even their Australian rights had, 
somchow or other, become the inalienable property of Thrush- 
wood, Collins, and Co. But then they had only to see Mr. 
Thrushwood to be convinced that their most successful works 
were being published from a rigid sense of duty as a distinct 
financial loss. 

I had the desk that was farthest away from both radiators 
and window in the front office, so I broiled in summer and 
froze in winter and was Peon appy. I was in New York, 
I was part of the making of books, I saw celebrities, and every 
Sunday I wrote home about it to my family. True, some of 
the celebrities were not nearly so impressive in the flesh as 
in the річ but that made me feel I was seeing Real Life at 
last. d there was always Mr. Thrushwood, with his thin, 
worn, cameo face and his white plume of hair, to restore my 
faith in mankind. When he put his hand on my shoulder 
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and said: “ You're coming along nicely, Robbins,” I felt an 
accolade. 1 did not discover until later that I was doing three 
men's work, but, if I had known it then, I would not have 
cared. And when Randall Day, of Harper's, irreverently alluded 
to us as “ The Holy Burglars," I flung the insinuation back 
in his teeth, with an apt quotation about Philistines. For we 
talked about Philistines, then. 

As a matter of fact, we had an excellent list, on the whole— 
for, though Mr. Thrushwood, like most successful publishers, 
hardly ever read a book, he had a remarkable nose for the 
promising and the solid. On the other hand, there меге 
names which, as an idealist, I boggled over—and the first and 
foremost of these was Angela Poe. 1 could tolerate Caspar 
Breed and his lean-jawed, stern-muscled cowboys with the 
hearts of little children. I could stomach Jeremy Jason, 
the homespun philosopher, whose small green ooze-leather 
booklets: A Wapa s Creed, A Wayfarer’s Vow, A Wayfarer's 
Hearthstone, produced much the same sensation in me as run- 
ning atorn [πι ег пай over heavy plush. Publishers must live, 
and other publishers had their Breeds and their Jasons. But 
Angela Poe was not merely an author—she was something 
like breakfast-food or chewing-gum, an American institution, 
untidy, inescapable, and vast. I could have forgiven her— 
and Thrushwood, Collins—if she had sold moderately well. 
But long ago, the New York Times had ceased to say anything 
about her except: “ Another Angela Poe . . . sure to арр 
to her huge audience . . .” before Из painstaking resumé 
of the plot. I often wondered what unhappy reviewer wrote 
those resumés. For he must have had to read the books, 
from Wanda of the Marshes to Ashes of Roses, and I did not sce 
how that was possible for any one man. 

Тһе settings of the novels ranged from the fjords of Norway 
to the coasts of Tasmania, and every page betrayed that 
intimate knowledge of a foreign uny, which can only be 
acquired by a thorough study of the chattier sort of guide- 
books. But though the scene might shift, the puppets remained 
defiantly the same. Even in Tasmania, the wia roses in the 
heroine's cheeks remained quite unaffected by the climate 
and the malign but singularly unintelligent snares of the cynical 
villain in riding-clothes. The villains almost always wore 
riding-clothes, as I remember it, and were usually militant 
atheists, though of high social position. The heroines were 
petite, unworldl ly, and ያ to calling the native flora pet names. 
And over all, insipid, lingering, and sweet as the taste of a 

iant marshmallow, there brooded the inimitable style of 

gela Рос. Occasionally, this style would goad some fledgling 
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reviewer to fury and he would write the sort of scarifyin; 

review that only very young reviewers write. Then the id 
at our reception desk would be warned and Mr. Thrushwood 
would put off all other appointments for the day. For Angela 
Poe read all her reviews with passion. 

It was on such an occasion that I saw her for the first time. 
I was passing Mr. Thrushwood's private office, when Mr. 
Collins pop ped out of it with a worried look on his face. A 
dumpy little man who haunted the business department, 
he left all personal contacts with authors to Mr. Thrushwood, 
as a rule. But this time, Angela Poe had descended in Mr. 
Thrushwood’s absence and caught him unprepared. 

“ Look here, Robbins,” he said, with no more preface than 
a drowning man, "have we got any really magnificent re- 
views on the last Poe? You know the kind Г mean—all honey 
and butter. The Washoe Gazette has just called her a purveyor 
of literary lollipops—and if I could get hold of her clipping- 
agency, there'd be blood on the moon." 

“Why,” I said, “ Pm afraid I—” and then I remembered. 
Randall Day had the pestilent habit of sending me all the most 
fulsome reviews of Angela Poc that he could find—and one had 
arrived only that morning, with a neat border of hearts and 
flowers drawn around it. 

“ As a matter of fact, I have,” I said, “ but” 

“ Thank God!” said Mr. Collins fervently and, taking me 
by the hand, he fairly ran me into the room. 

But at first I could see no reason for the odd, tense look on 
his face—and on that of Mr. Catherwood, our art director, 
who was also there. The plump, demure, little old lady with 
the face of a faded pansy who sat in the big chair opposite 
them had nothing terrifying about her. She was ‘Angela Poe, 
of course, though ten years older than her oldest publicity- 
pictures. And then she began to talk. 

Tt was a sweet, tinkling voice, monotonous and constant. 
And as it went on, about Mr. Thrushwood and all her kind 
friends in Thrushwood, Collins, and then—I could not mark 
the transition—about how her flowers in her wee garden were 
also her friends, I began to realise the secret of the look on Mr. 
Collins's face. It was boredom, que and simple, but boredom 
raised to а fine ап. For when Ángela Poe was angry she did 
not fly into a temper any more. She mercly talked in her 
low, sweet voice—and, as she talked, she bored, relentlessly 
and persistently, like a drill boring into a shell. 

10 was no use trying to interrupt her or change the conversa- 
tion—you cannot change a conversation that has no real 
subject to change. And yet, as she continued, and each 
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Now and then he would boom, “Мо, ту dear, that will not do!” 
“Very well, my dear,” she would say 
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“I sneezed that evening as I was wiping the handle of the hatchet. 
It wasn’t really necessary,” she added thoughtfully, “we knew little 
of fingerprints then—but it seemed tidier—I’d let it fall on the 
(Fume раке 577, floor, and the floor was dirty.” 
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moment seemed Jong er than the last until the brute flesh could 
hardly be restrained from breaking into a veritable whimper 
of tedium, I began to realise that she knew exactly what she 
was about. For somchow or other, we always came back 
to Angela Poe and the fact that she was waiting for Mr. 
Thrushwood. Till I began to feel, myself, that Mr. Thrush- 
wood's absence was a grave calamity of nature and that, if 
he did not come soon, I, too, might burst into tears. 


Fortunately, he arrived in time, and saved us, as only Mr. 
wThrushwood could. Fortunately or unfortunately, for he 
came while I was showing her the review that Day had sent me. 
Xt mollified her greatly, though she said, in a serious voice, 
that of course she never read reviews. They broke the wings 
of the butterfly. I didn't know what she meant by that, but 
I must have made some appropriate response. For Mr. 
Thrushwood, with one of his Napoleonic gestures, informed 
me at five o'clock that afternoon that henceforth my salary 
was raised ten dollars a month. 

“ And, by the way, Robbins,” he said, “I don't want to 
pat too much on you—but Miss Poe liked your looks to-day. 

ell, Miss Poe is just beginning a new novel—I think this one 
is to be about Iceland, or possibly Finland—not that it matters 
greatly——" and he gave me a smile of com] plicity. “ But, 
as you know, we always get her reference books for her and 
send them out every week-end—and she will have them 
brought by some member of the staff. It's on the west shore 
of the Hudson—and I'm afraid she calls her house “Тһе 
Eyrie, ” he went on, with a chuckle, “ but she's really a учу 
sensible little woman—quite a head for business, yes, indeed, 
quite a head," and his face held unwilling respect. “ So, if 
you wouldn't mind? Then that's all settled. How jolly of 
you, Robbins! " he said, with his boyish laugh. 

I had meant to tell him I would do nothing of the sort, 
but, while you were with him you were under his s] рер. Never- 
theless, it was with internal revolt that I got on the ferry that 
week-end, with my bag of books in my hand. And then, 
when I got to “ The Eyrie,” I met a nice old lady who reminded 
me of my aunts. She put me at ease at once, she fed me епог- 
mously, she fussed over me with just the right amount of fussi- 
ness. Тһе tea was solid and bountiful—I was sent to the station 
ina carriage and pair. То my despair, in the train going back, 
I discovered that I had enjoyed myself. And ugh my 
mind still ran the small, tinkling monotonous voice of Angela 
Poe—saying nothing, and yet, remembered. I tried very 
hard to pisce Ber; she was like any dozen ladies I knew in 

т (πο. 
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Central City, ladies with little gold watches pinned over their 
bosoms, who fussily but efficiently presided over strawberry 
festivals and sales at the Woman’s Exchange. And she was 
not—there was something else about her, some quality I could 
not place. It had made her Angela Poe—and yet, what was 
it? Her servants, I had noticed, were perfectly trained and 
civil and the dog got up from the hearth-rug when she told it 
to get up. And yet, instinctively, you gave her your arm, 
when she came down a staircase. I could not make it out, 
but I knew, rather shamefacedly, that I was looking forward 
to returning to “The Eyrie.” Young men are apt to be 
hungry—and the tea was superb. 

And then, as I told Randall Day, “Тһе Eyrie” alone was 
worth the price of admission. It was one of those big wooden 
houses with wide verandas that the eighties built on the cliffs 
of the Hudson—houses that, somehow or other, remind you 
of grandiose cuckoo-clocks. There were the lawns and the 
shrubbery, the big cupolaed stable and the gravelled drive; 
the hardwood floors and the heavily framed oil-paintings. 
It might all have come out of an Angela Poe novel—she had 
done it perfectly, down to the last gas-bracket. And through 
it all wandered Mr. Everard De Lacey, the man опе must 
never address as Mr. Angela Poe. 


It was my first experience with the husband of a celebrated 
authoress, and he still remains unique in my memory. You 
do not meet them now as often as you did—those men with the 
large, mobile mouths, the Hamlet eyes, and the skin that has 
known the greasc-paint of a thousand small-town dressing- 
rooms. The new actors are another breed. Mr. De Lacey 
was not merely an actor, he was a Thespian—and it makes а 
difference. He must have been very handsome in his youth.-- 
handsome in the old barn-storming tradition of black, flashing 
eyes and Hyacinthine curls—and his voice still had the rich, 

portentous boom of Michael Strogoff, the Courier of the Czar. 

Nhen he fixed me with his Hamlet cyes and quoted—it was 
The Bard—I felt ashamed of myself for not being a larger 
audience. But he was really very considerate about it, and 
I liked the way he treated Miss Poe. 

For they were obviously and deeply attached to each other, 
those two ageing people, and one sensed the bond the moment 
one saw them together. They deferred to each other cere- 
moniously, with a Victorian civil ity that I found rather touching. 

Everard was by no means the harmless, necessary husband 
such husbands often are. It was agreed that he was “ resting ” 
from a modern and sin-struck stage unworthy of his talents, 
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but it was also agreed that at any moment, he might return 
to the boards, amid the plaudits of welcoming multitudes. 
Later on I discovered that he had been “ resting ” for almost 
thirty years, or since Angela Poe first started to sell by thc 
carloa 4 But that made no difference to either of them. 

“I could never have done what I have done without Mr. 
De Lacey," she would say in her sweet, tinkling voice and 
Everard would boom in return: “ My dear, it was but given 
me to water and tend the rose. The flowers are all your own.” 
Such things, if said, are oftener said than meant. But you felt 
that the Poes, I mean the De Laceys, meant them. Then a 
look would pass between them, the look of two souls who 
arc linked by a deeper tie than the crass world knows. 

I seem to be writing a little like Angela Poe myself, in de- 
scribing them. But it was difficult, in that setting, not to 
become infected with Poe-ishness. If a beautiful girl in a 
simple muslin frock had met me accidentally in the garden 
and flitted away with flushed cheeks and a startled cry, 1 
would have been embarrassed but not in the least surprised. 
And there were times when I fully expected to meet a little 
lame boy, his pale, courageous face ra Giant for once with the 
sunset glow, at almost any corner of the drive. But the De 
Laccys had no children, though they were extremely kind to 
the innumerable offspring of Mr. De Laccy’s relatives. And 
that seemed to me rather a shame. 


I had come to scoff, you see. But I remained, if not to 
pray, well, to be rather fascinated. They fed me well, the 
treated me with ceremonious politeness, they were sentimental, 
but generous as well. 1 had to listen a good deal to the tinkling, 
incessant flow of Angela Poe’s words—but, as time wore on, 
І even became used to that. It was as Мг. Thrushwood had 
said; she could be extremely sensible, even pun; gent, when 
she wished. And she could take criticism, too, which surprised 
me. At least she could take it from Everard De Lacey. Now 
and then he would say, in his rich boom, as she sketched a 
scene or a character for us: “ No, my dear, that will not do.” 

“ But, Everard, how is Zepha to escape from the insane 
asylum, then? ” 

“ That, my dear, I have to leave er 'our genius. But this 
passage will not do. I sense it. I feel it. It is not Angela 

'oe. 


* Very well, my dear," she would say, submissively and 
turn to me with: “ Мг. De Lacey is always right, you know.” 
And he would say at the same moment: “ Young Man, I 
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am not always right. But such poor gifts as I possess are 
always at Mrs. De Lacey's service— 

4. The fruits of a richly stored mind, Everard — 9 

* Well, my dear, perhaps some slight acquaintance with 
the classics of our tongue—some trifling practical experience 
in interpreting The Bard —" 0 

Then each would make the other a little bob, and again I 
would be irresistibly reminded, not of a cuckoo-clock but of 
one of those wooden weather-prophets where an old woman 
comes out for fine weather, an old man for rain. Only, here, 
the old man and the old woman were coming out at the 
same time. 

I hope I have given the impression that they gave me—that 
of two ageing people, a trifle quaint, more than a trifle 
ridiculous, but, beyond all that, essential to each other. For 
that is an important thing for a young man to see, now and 
then; it restores his faith in the cosmos, though he may not 
realise it at the time. The first taste of real life, for the young, 
has its frightening moments: one suddenly discovers that 
actual people, not in books, commit suicide in gas-filled 
bedrooms because they would rather die than live; one dis- 
covers that others really enjoy being vicious and make a success 
of it. Then, instinctively, one clings to the first security at 
hand, like a swimmer to an overturned boat. I wouldn't 
have thought it possible when I first met them, but one of the 
things I clung to was the De Laceys. 

And as I became more and more drawn into the endless 
spider-web of the work of Angela Poe, I began to realise how 
much she owed to her husband. Oh, he could never have 
written anything—be sure of that. But he knew the well- 
worn paths of stock-melodrama in all their spurious vitality, 
he knew when a thing would “go.” І know because, inevitably, 
I followed one book of Angela Росз from conception to de- 
livery. It was not any better, speaking from the point of view 
of letters, for his suggestions; for it was perfectly terrible. 
But it worked; it was Angela Poe; the sun rose over the card- 
board mountains at precisely the right instant. And every 
one of his criticisms helped it on. 

Then one day, when I came to “Тһе Eyrie,” she had a 
touch of influenza and was in bed. He was obviously worried 
about her, but insisted on my staying to tea because I always 
had. I had my own worries at the moment and was glad for 
a breath of serenity. АП his courtliness came into play and 
he told me a couple of mild theatrical jokes, but you cou а ке! 
his eyes wandering „ his ears listening for any sound from 
upstairs. If he had not been worried, I wonder—but worry 
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makes people confidential. I thought it a good chance to 
congratulate him on his part in her woi He listened 
abstractedly, but I could see he was pleased. 

“ Glad you think so, my dear fe low, glad you think so,” 
he said. “ Often I have said to myself: ‘No! This time old 
boy, let genius burn unhampered! Who are you to profane 
the—um—the sacred flame?’ But genius—even genius— 
must have its trammels to bring it down to the level of us worka- 
day folk. And, as the—cr—appreciative trammel, perha) 

1 llave played my part. I hope so," he said, quite simpl b. 
“She means a great deal to me.” 

“ I know that, sir,” I said, but he wasn’t listening. К 

“Yes,” he said, “ we mean a great deal to each other. I 
hope she's taking those drops; you know, she hates drops. 
Yes, indeed, my dear fellow. Our first meeting was like а 
flash of lightning." Не stared at me solemnly. “I wish that 
Mr. Wedge, her first husband, could have understood it better. 
But he was an earthbound soul. He could not comprehend 
a marriage of true minds.” 

“ Mrs. De Lacey was married before? ” I said, and I could 
not keep the shrillness of surprise from my voice. 

46 dear boy," said Mr. De Lacey, looking surprised in 
his turn, “I forgot that you did not know. She was Mrs. 
Marvin Wedge when we first met," he said, reflectively, “ and 
beautiful as a just-unfolding rose.” 

A thousand иш hrasable questions rose to my lips and died 
еге. For Mr. De Laccy continued. 

“ I used to call her the ose of Goshen,” he said. “ Goshen, 
Indiana, dear boy—I was—er—resting there at the time, after 
my tour with Barrett. I played both grave-diggers and Charles, 
the wrestler. Charles, the wrestler, is not a large part, but 
one can make it tell. It was hard to return to Goshen, after 
that, but there are financial necessities. But as soon as I 
met Angela, I knew that I had been led. Wedge was—um— 
proprietor of our hay-and-feed store—rather older than I 
ат; һе used to chase me and call me Slats when I was a boy. 
But I had not known Angela before. She came from Zook 
Springs.” 


He paused and stared at me with his Hamlet eyes. I could 
see the whole scene so plainly—the dusty streets of the small 
town and the pg, down-at-heels actor, back home dis- 
couraged, after his trial flight. I could see Angela Poe, forty 
yes ago, in the simple gingham dress of one of her heroines. 

t must have been all so innocent and high-minded—innocent 
and unreal as a stage melodrama, even to the cynical figure 
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ofthe burly hay-and-feed merchant. Icouldsee him, somehow, 
in his shirt sleeves, roaring with laughter at the timid respectful 
Pp сесһев of—but the boy could not have been called Everard 

e Lacey, then. And yet, Romance had triumphed in 
Goshen. 1 wondered how. 

“ So Miss Poe was divorced—divorced Mr. Wedge. I mean,” 
I said. 

My companion looked curiously shocked. “ Dear boy,” 
he said, with dignity, “ never once, in any of her books, has 
Angela Poe drawn a divorced woman.” 

E I know," I said feebly, though I didn't. “ But in real 
life” 

“ The books of Angela Рос arc real life,” said Mr. De Lacey, 
crushingly. Then he relented. “ No," he said, “ Mr. Wedge 
is not living. He passed over.” 

“ Passed over? ” 

“ Within a year of my return to Goshen. As a matter of fact, 
he was murdered,” he said, with his Hamlet eyes fixed upon me 
so sternly that, for an instant, I had the horrif fe idea that I was 
about to listen to an incredible confession. But I was not. 
“Ву a tramp,” he said at last. “Іп his feed store. For 
purposes of robbery. It was vey upsetting for Angela.” 

1 opened and shut my mouth, but no words came forth. 

“ Yes, really very upsetting. I was glad I could be with 
her,” he said naively. “ Though, naturally, we were not 
married till later. She was married in a tailored dress, but 
she held a bouquet of orange-blossoms and lilies-of-the-valley. 
I insisted upon that,” he said with some pride. 

“ And the tramp? ” I said, with youth’s delight in horrors. 
“ Was he—” 

“Оһ, he was never found," boomed Мг. De Lacey ab- 
stractedly, as a small sound came from upstairs, “ but Angela 
bore up wonderfully. She is a wonderful woman." Не rose. 
' If you'll just excuse me one moment, my dear fellow——” 

“ Í must catch my train,” I said. “ But thank you, Mr. De 
Lacey. And be assured I shall respect your confidence,” I 
said, trying to equal his manner. 

He nodded seriously. “ Yes, yes," he said. “Perhaps I 
should have said nothing—but, well, my dear bo, Y we have 
grown to know you and value you, in your visits to ‘ The Eyrie.’ 
And they must not cease with this book—my dear fellow, no. 
Only, I would not bring up the matter in talking with Miss 
Poe. She does not like to dwell upon those days; they were 
not happy ones for her. Mr. Wedge was really——” Words 
kiled pim; “ Mr. Wedge was really not a very sensitive man,” 

с said. 
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Т assured him of my entire understanding and took my leave. 
But, all the way home, certain thou; gh kept revolving in my 
mind. I was not surprised that Providence, in the shape 
of a burglarious tramp, had seen fit to remove the insensitive 
Mr. Wedge. That was just the sort of thing that happened to 
Angela Poes. But why had she ever married him, in the first 
place, and how, having touched real life in her own persons 
had she been able to forget it so completely in her books? 
But those were the sorts of questions опе could not ask. 


And yet in the end І asked them, with youth’s temerity. 
1 asked them because I had come to like her—to like them both. 
And when you like people, you are apt to be more honest 
with them—that is the trouble. 

We had planned to have a little celebration—the three of us 
— when the book was actually published. But it was not I who 
put the first copy in her hands. I Drought out the dummy 
and the jacket. That particular Saturday Mr. De Lacey 
had made one of his rare excursions to New York. I was glad 
to find her alone, as a matter of fact, for I thought I had noticed 
a slight constraint betwcen us since my conversation with him. 
At least, I was conscious that I knew a secret—and kept 
wondering if she knew that I knew. And I meant to tell her, 
in all honesty, how much the security and peace of “ The 
Еуге” had meant to me through the year. 1 was only 
waiting a good opening. But, naturally, we started by talking 
publishing. Her comments were shrewd and I enjoyed them— 
though the influenza had left its mark, and she looked frailer 
than before. And then suddenly she startled me by asking 
what I really thought of her work. 

Six months Бе fore; І would merely have buttered her, 
buttered her with a trowcl, for the good of Thrushwood, 
Collins, and let it go at that. But now I had come to like her— 
and, after all, one has one’s convictions. It wasn't the best 
butter, and she knew it. And monotonously, relentlessly, 
in her small, gracious voice, she кер t Pressing the point. That 
should have warned me, but it didn’t. If authors were not 
megalomaniacs, no books would ever get written. But I 
forgot that first rule of publishing and floundered on. 

“Апа yet, Mr. Robbins, I can feel that you don’t really 
believe in me—you don’t really believe in Angela Poe,” she 
would say, gently and maddeningh ЙА till at last with the rash- 
ness of youth I took my coura; ge in both hands. 

“It isn’t that, Miss Poe," I stammered, “ but if you'd 
only once—why don't you? It mightn't please your audience, 
but a woman of your experience—of your Ше--” 
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“Му Ше?” she said, with dignity. “ And what do you 
know of my life, young шап?” 

* Oh, nothing," I said, blundering from bad to worse, 
“ but Mr. De Lacey said you both came from small towns— 
well, now, a real novel about an American small town——” 

“ So Everard has been telling tales—naughty boy! I must 
scold him,” said Angela Poe brightly. But the brightness 
was all in the voice. I suddenly had the impression that she 
thought me a tedious young fool and wished me away. I began 
to long for Mr. De Lacey’s return. But though I strained my 
ears I heard no echo of his rich boom from any corner of the 
house. 

," I said, “ please don't. They were such delightful 
He—he told me you were married in a travelling 


“Dear Everard!” said Angela Poe. “Не remembers 
everything. А dove-silk grey, with white collar and cuffs. 
I looked very pretty in it. And you think I might make a 
son of that, Mr. Robbins? ” 

“ We have always hoped—your memoirs—the readers of 
An ngela Poe——” I said. 

с shook her head, decisively. “1 shall never write my 
memoirs,” she said. “ Authors’ memoirs never sell, you know 
—not really. The publishers think they are going to, but 
they don't. And then, it would lift the veil. Do you know 
who I am, young man? Do you know that people write me 
from all over the country, every day? Тү write me askin; 
me what to do with their lives. And I tell them,” she sai 
sitting up very straight. “I tell them. Very often they do 
it, too. Because I’m Angela Poe—and they know my picture 
and my books. So they can write as they might to Another,” 
and she bowed her head for an instant. “ And that is not bad 
for a woman who writes what you think trash, Mr. Robbins! 
But I always knew I could do it,” she ended, unexpectedly. 
“I always knew I could do it. But things were put in my 
way.” 


I could not leave, for it was not my train-time d but I 
began to feel more and more uncomfortable. еге was 
something odd in the sweet, tinkling voice—the note of a fanatic 
egoism almost religious in its sinceri! je I was used to the egosim 
о gathan, but this was in ano! 


е 3 
“ Dear, dear, I forget so many things since my illness," she said. 
“ What were we talking about? Oh, yes, you were suggesting 
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an idea to me—a story about an American small town. Do 
you know them, Mr. Robbins? ” 

She asked the question so suddenly and fiercely that I 
almost said no instead of yes. Then she relaxed. 

“But of course,” she said, a trifle primly, * you do know 
them. You know how cramped one’s cultural opportunities 
аге. And how one is mocked, perhaps, for striving after them? 
Or perhaps you do not know that? ” 

It was a rhetorical question, Мара . So I nodded 
hoping against hope for the sound of Mr. Ос Lacey’s footfall 
in the hall. 

“ Even so,” she said sweetly, “ you are not a member of 
the female sex. And they are morc cay wounded than 
gentlemen think. Even Everard has wounded me now and 
then—oh, not intentionally and I soon forgave him," she said 
with а regal gesture. “ Still, he has wounded." She was 
evidently talking more to herself than to me, now, but this 
fact did not increase my comfort. 

“I could have forgiven Marvin ign thing else," she said, 
“his drinking, his unbridled passions, his coarse jests. That 
is woman’s mission—to submit and forgive. He made jokes 
about my housekeeping, too. And it would have cost him 
only eighty dollars to publish my poems. I had the sweetest 
wreath of field daisies for the cover. I thought he would be 
a way to higher things; after all, one has so little opportunity 
in a small town and the feed store was quite successful, 
financially. But I was mistaken,” and she sighed, gently. 
I was now past wishing for Mr. De Lacey’s ар) pearance; 
I only wished for my train to roar into the room and bear me 
away у. But such things do not happen, unfortunately. 

“ But I never thought of divorce," the mild, tinkling voice 
went on. “ Never. ዩ crossed my mind, once or twice, but 
т firmly. ри put it aside. I have always been glad of that. I 
don’t think he really cared,” she said, opening her pansy eyes 
widely. “ But he might have hurt Ever: badly—he was 
such a very strong man. Sometimes, in the early days of our 
marriage, he to any me around the room on one arm. 
It frightened me, rather, but I always submitted and forgave. 
It was always so dusty in the store, too. It used to make me 
sneeze and then he would laugh. He laughed when Everard 
read Shakespeare to me. I sneezed that evening, , as І was 
wiping the handle of the hatchet, but no one hi me." 

As you were what? " I said, and my voice was thin and 


hig! ih. 
Me 1 P it wasn't necessary,” she said thoughtfully. 
“и would be, be, now, with the fingerprints, but they were quite 
T2 
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stupid рор le and we knew little of fingerprints then. But it 
seemed tidier—I'd let it fall on the floor and the floor was 
dirty. They never really swept the store. He was sitting 
with his back to me, reading my poems and laughing. I'd 
hidden the new ones, but he'd found them and broken open 
the drawer. The hatchet was an old one—they used to 
cut the wire on the feed bales with it. You know, he didn’t 
say anything at all. He was still laughing and trying to get 
out of the chair. But he wasn't quick enough. I burned 
the money in the stove and nobody even asked me about 
the dress. They say salts of lemon will take out blood stains 
immediately,” she murmured. “ But it seemed better not to try 
though it was quite a nice dress.” 

“ But weren't you ever—didn't they ever——” I babbled. 

“Why, Mr. Robbins, of course," she said, with perfect 
placidity, “ you have no idea of the petty malice and gossip 
of a small town. But I was in bed, you know, when they came 
to tell me—in bed with a bad cold. Any emotional strain 
always gives mea very bad cold—I had quite a bad one the day 
Everard and I were married. And every body knew he used 
to sit up in the feed store till all hours, drinking and readin; 
vile atheist books like that horrid Colonel Ingersoll’s. The ol 
cats said it was because he was afraid to go home. Afraid of 
me!” she said with perfect inge enuousness. “ There’s по 
limit to what people will say. у, they even talked about 
Everard, though everybody knew he was driving a load of 
vegetables to market with his father. I thought of that before 
I went to the store.” 

“And yet," I said, “you lived іп Goshen—you didn’t 
marry Mr. De [y till a year later——” 

“А year and a day,” she corrected. “ That seemed more 
fitting. But I went into half-mourning at the end of six months. 
It’s rather soon, I know, but I thought I might. Аз long as I 
was to be en, aged to Everard,” and a faint blush coloured 
her cheeks. ld him I could discuss nothing of the sort 
while I was still in full mourning and he appreciated т; 
wishes—Everard has always been so considerate. At first, 
thought the time would hang very heavy, on my hands. But, 
as a matter of fact, it passed quite quickly. 1 was writing my 
first novel,” she said, in a hushed voice. 


I do not know yet how I gi out of the house—I hope with 
decency. But I had left “ The Eyrie ” behind and was well 
along on my two-mile tramp. to the station before I really 


came чолан. myself. It was her last words—and Ше picture they 
gave at sent the cold, authentic shudder down my spine. 
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І kept wondering wildly how many successful authors were 
AIEEE OF mi Чен and why the police did not arrest 
them all. For I could see the whole story and fill in every 
detail. It was fatally plausible, even to Angela Poe's prim- 
ness. І could even believe that if the unfortunate Mr. Wedge 
had paid a printer cighty dollars, he might have lived. For 
there are eogisms which it is not safe to mock or dam up—if 
you do, you are tempting the explosion of primal forces. 

And then, when I had almost reached the station, I suddenly 
began to laugh—the healing laughter of sanity. For the whole 
thing was ridiculous and Angela Poe had taken an impeccable 
revenge. I had told her what I thought of her work—and 
subtly, tinklingly, convincingly, she had made me swallow 
the most preposterous farrago of nonsense she could think of; 
swallow it whole. And, in doing so, she had proved her powers 
as a story-teller past cavil. But, once away from the mono- 
tonous spell of her voice, it was merely impossible to think 
of her as а murderess, and yet more impossible to think of 
Everard De Lacey as an accomplice. For accomplice he 
must have been—after the fact if not before it. Or else, she 
had hidden the truth from him all these years—and that was 
impossible too. 

ог а second, I even thought of turning back to “ The 
Еуге” and humbly admitting to its mistress my folly and my 
defeat. But my train, after all, was duc in fifteen minutes, 
and I had a dinner engagement in New York. I would write 
her a letter instead—she would like a letter. I walked up and 
down the station platform, composing orotund phrases in my 
mind. 

The late afternoon train from New York arrived some six 
minutes before my own, and I was pleased to see it disgorge the 
statuesque form of Everard De Lacey. He shook hands with 
me and boomed apologies for missing my visit. “ And how 
did you leave Miss Poe?” he said, anxiously. “ І have been 
away since early morning 

“Оһ, she was perfectly splendid—I never saw her looking 
better,” I said, warmed }у а glow of secret laughter. “ We 
talked for hours—she’ll tell you.” 

“ That's good—that's good, my dear fellow—you relieve me 
greatly,” he said, while his eyes roved for the carriage that had 
not yet arrived. “ fens is tardy to-day,” he said. Then he 
gave a me quick look. “ You didn't happen to mention what 
you told me in our little chat when she was so ill? " he said. 

“Mention it?” I said with a broad grin. “Oh, yes, 
indeed.” 

He seemed curiously relieved. “I am much indebted,” 
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he said. “ Then you really do feel—and it means somethi: 
coming from you—that I am of some genuine help to her? 
To her books, І mean—her career? ” 

«Т do, indeed,” I said, though І was now puzzled. 

“ Excellent,” he boomed. “ Excellent.” Не took me by 
the lapel with the old actor’s gesture. “ You see," he said, 
“ oh, it's foolish of me, I know—and we are old now, of course. 
But every now and then I have the feeling that I may not really 
be indispensable to her. And it worrics me greatly.” 

For the instant, as he said it, I saw fear look out of his eyes. 
It was not an ignoble fear, but he must have lived with it a 
long time. 


I did not go back to “Тһе Eryie”; indeed, I did not go 
back to Thrushwood, Collins. То do the latter without doing 
the former would have required explanations and I did not feel 
like giving them. Instead, I changed ту boarding-house, 
and went to work as a salesman of aluminium-ware. And, 
after six months of that, I went back to Central City and the 

lace in my father’s cement business that had been waiting 
ы те. Forl had come to the decision that I was not made Гог 
New York, nor the life of letters; I did not have the self- 
confidence of Angela Poe. 

Once, during the six months, I thought I saw Mr. De 
Lacey on the street, but he did not sece me and I fled him. 
And, naturally, though I tried to escape them, I saw advertise- 
ments of the last completed novel of Angela Poe. She died 
when I had been three months in Central City, and when I 
read that she was survived by her husband, the actor, Everard 
De Lacey, I felt as if a weight had been lifted from my breast. 
But he only survived her a few months. He missed her too 
much, 1зшр с, and some ties are enduring. I should like to 
have ask ከ one question, only опе, and now I shall never 
know. He certainly played Shakespearian roles—and there 
must have been quite a period, after they left Goshen, when he 
was playing. In fact the obituary mentions Othello and 
Hamlet. But there is another role—and I wonder if he ever 

layed it and what he made of it. I think you know the one 
mean. 


0. HENRY 


(5852-1910), whose real name was William Sydney 

orter, was а “ Southerner,” for he came originally from 
Carolina, He wrote the first of his famous short stories 
when he was serving a sentence for embezzlement. On his 
release, his stories gained a wi ያ D larity, and he died a 
rich man. O. Henry ranks as America’s classic short- 
story writer. His chief attributes are his wit and humour, 
his deep knowledge of people, and his genius for giving his 
stories a “ twist” at the end. 
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ርንፎ Jerome Warren lived in а hundred-thousand-dollar 
house at 35 East Fifty-Soforth Street. He was a down- 
town broker, so rich that he could afford to walk for his 
health a few blocks in the direction of his office every morning 
and then call a cab. 

He had an adopted son, the son of an old friend named 
Gilbert—Cyril Scott could play him nicely—who was becom- 
ing a successful painter as fast as he could squeeze the paint 
out of his tubes. Another member of the household was 
Barbara Ross, a stcp-niece. Man is born to trouble; so, as 
old Jerome had no family of his own, he took up the burdens 
of others. 

Gilbert and Barbara got along swimmingly. There was a 
tacit and tactical understanding all round that the two would 
stand up under a floral bell some high noon, and promise the 
minister to keep old Jerome’s money in a state of high com- 
motion. But at this point complications must be intro- 
duced. 

Thirty years before, when old J jerome was young Jerome, 
there was a brother of his named Dick. Dick went West to 
seek his or somebody else's fortune. Nothing was heard of 
him until one day ol la Jerome had a letter from his brother. 
It was badly written on ruled paper that smelled of salt bacon 
and coffee-grounds. The writing was asthmatic and the 
spelling St. Vitusy. 

1६ appeared that instead of Dick having forced Fortune to 
stand and deliver, he had been held up himself, and made to 

ive hostages to the enemy. That is, as his letter disclosed, 

[^ was on the point of ре) (Eins out with a com plication of 

disorders that even whisky failed to check. l that his 

thirty years of prospecting had netted him was one daughter, 

nineteen years old, as ps invoice, whom he was shipping East, 

charges prepaid, for Jerome to clothe, feed, educate, comfort, 
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and cherish for the rest of her natural Ше or until matrimony 
should them part. 

Old Jerome was a board-walk. Everybody knows that the 
world is supported by the shoulders of Atlas; and that Atlas 
stands on a rail-fence; and that the rail-fence is built on a 
turtle’s back. Now, the turtle has to stand on something; 
and that is a board-walk made of men like old Jerome. 

I do not know whether immortality should accrue to man; 
but if not so, I would like to know when men like old Jerome 
get what is due them? 

They met Nevada Warren at the station. She was a little 
girl, deeply sunburned and wholesomely y good-looking, with a 
manner that was frankly unsophisticated, yet one that not 
even a cigar-drummer would intrude upon without thinking 
twice. Looking at her, somehow you would expect to зес 
her in a short skirt and leather leggings, shooting glass balls 
or taming mustangs. But in her plain white waist and black 
skirt she sent you guessing again, With an easy exhibition of 
strength she swung along a heavy valise, which the uniformed 
porters tried in vain to wrest from her. 

“T am sure we shall be the best of friends,” said Barbara, 
pecking at the firm, sunburncd cheek. 

“Т hope so,” said Nevada. 

“ Dear little піссе,” said old Jerome, “ you are as welcome 
to my house as if it were your father’s own.” 

“ Thanks,” said Nevada. 

“ And I am going to call you ‘ cousin,’ ” said Gilbert, with 
his charming smile. 

* Take the valise, please,” said Nevada. “It weighs a 
million pounds. It’s got samples from six of dad’s old mines 
in it,” she explained to Barbara. “I calculate they'd assay 
about nine cents to the thousand tons, but I promised him 
to bring them along.” 

It is a common custom to refer to the usual complication 
between one man and two ladies, or one lady and two men, 
ог a lady and a man and a nobleman, or—well, any of those 
problems—as the triangle. But they are never unqualified 
triangles. They are always isosceles—never equilateral. So, 
upon the coming of Nevada Warren, she and Gilbert and 
Barbara Ross lined up into such a figurative triangle; and of 
that triangle Barbara formed the hypotenuse. 

One morning old Jerome was lingering long after breakfast 
over the dullest morning paper in the city before setting forth 
to his down-town fly-trap. He had become quite fond of 
Nevada, finding in her much of his dead brother’s quiet 
independence and unsuspicious frankness. 
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A maid brought in a note for Miss Nevada Warren. 

“А messenger-boy delivered it at the door, please," she 
said. “ He's waiting for an answer.” 

Nevada, who was whistling a Spanish waltz between her 
teeth, and watching the carriages and autos roll by in the 
street, took the envelope. She knew it was from Gilbert, 
before she opened it, by the little gold palette in the upper 
left-hand corner. 

After tearing it open. she pored over the contents for a 
while, absorbedly. ‘Then, with a serious face, she went and 
stood at her unc! les elbow. 

** Uncle dome Gilbert is a nice boy, isn't һе?” 

“Why, bless the child!" said old Jerome, crackling his 
paper loudly; “ of course he 15. I raised him myself.” 

He wouldn't write anything to anybody that wasn't 
exactly—I mean that everybody couldn't know and read, 
would Ве?” 

“Га just like to sec him try it," said uncle, tearing a handful 
from his newspaper. “ Why, what——" 

“Read this note he just sent me, uncle, and see if you think 
it's all right and proper. You see, I don't know much about 
ጫ со one and their ways.” 

ዘ erome threw his paper down and set both his feet 
upon и. He took Gilbert's note and fiercely perused it twice, 
and then a third time. 

“Why, child,” said he, “you had me almost excited, 
although I was sure of that boy. He's a duplicate of his 
father, and he was a gilt-edged diamond. He only asks if 

ou and Barbara will be ready at four o’clock this afternoon 
for an automobile drive over to Long Island. I don’t see 
anything to criticise in it except the stationery. I always did 
hate that shade of blue.” 

“ Would it be all ri; gh to go?” asked Nevada, eagerly. 

“Yes, yes, yes, child; of course. Why not? Still, it 
pleases пс to see you so careful and candid. Go, by all 
means.” 

“I didn't know,” said Nevada demurely. 
ask you. Couldn't you go with us, uncle? ” 

4% No, no, no, no! I've ridden once in a car that 
boy was driving. Never again! But it's entirely prop er for 
you and Barbara to go. Yes, yes. But I will not. No, no, 
no, по!” 

Nevada flew to the door, and said to the maid: 

“You bet we'll go. I'll answer for Miss Barbara. Tell 
the boy to say to Mr. Warren, “ You bet we'll go.’ ” 

“ Nevada," called old Jerome, “ pardon me, my dear, but 


“T thought I'd 
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wouldn't it Бе as well to send him a note in reply? Just a 
line would do." 

“Νο, I won't bother about that,” said Nevada, gaily. 
“ Gilbert will understand—he always does. I never rode in 
an automobile in my life; but I’ve paddled a canoe down Little 
Devil River through the Lost Horse Сайоп, and if it’s any 
livelier than that Га like to know! ^ 

Two months are supposed to have elapsed. 

Barbara sat in the study of the hundred-thousand-dollar 
house. It was a good place for her. Many places are pro- 
vided in the world where men and women may repair for the 

urpose of extricating themselves from divers difficulties. 

here arc cloisters, wailing-places, watering places confes- 
sionals, hermitages, lawyers' offices, beauty-parlours, airships, 
and studies; and the greatest of these are studies. 

It usually takes a hypotenuse a long time to discover that it 
is the longest side of a triangle. But it's a long line that has 
no turning. 

Barbara was alone. Uncle Jerome and Nevada had gone 
to the theatre. Barbara had not cared to ро. She wanted to 
stay at home and study in the study. If you, miss, were а 
stunning New York girl, and saw every day that a brown, 
ingenuous Western witch was getting hobbles and a lasso on 
the young man you wanted for yourself, you, too, would lose 
taste for the oxi dised silver setting of a musical comedy. 

Barbara sat by the quartered-oak library table. Her right 
arm rested upon the table, and her dextral fingers nervously 
manipulated a sealed letter. The letter was addressed to 
Nevada Warren; and in the up) рег left-hand corner of the 
envelope was Gilbert's little gold palette. It had been delivered 
at nine o'clock, after Nevada had left. 

Barbara would have given her pearl necklace to know 
what the letter contained; but she could not open and rcad 
it by the aid of steam, or 2 pen-handle, or a hairpin, or any 
of the generally approved methods because her position in 
society forbade such an act. She had tried to read some of 
the lines of the letter by holding the envelope up to a strong 
light and pressing it hard against the paper, but Gilbert had 
too good a taste in stationery to make that possible. 

At eleven-thirty the theatre-goers returned. It was а 
delicious winter night. Even so far as from the cab to the 
door they were powdered thickly with the big flakes down- 
pouring dia; gona | from the east. Old Jerome ое good- 
naturedly about villainous cab service and streets, 
Nevada, coloured like a rose, with sapphire ey ез, babbled оГ 
the stormy nights in the mountains dad's cabin. 
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During all these wintry apostrophes, Barbara, cold at heart, 
sawed wood—the only appropriate thing she could think of 
to do. 

Old Jerome went immediately upstairs to hot-water bottles 
and quinine. Nevada fluttered into the study, the only 
cheerful lighted room, subsided into an arm-chair, and while 
at the interminable task of unbuttoning her elbow gloves, 
gave oral testimony as to the demerits of the “ show.” 

“ Yes, I think Mr. Fields is really amusing—sometimes,” 
said Barbara. “ Here із a letter for you, dear, that came 
by special delivery just after you had gone.” 

“ Who is it from? ” asked Nevada, tugging at a button. 

“Well, really,” said Barbara, with a smile, “I can only 
guess. The envelope has that queer little thing in one corner 
that Gilbert calls a palette, but which looks to me rather like 
a gilt heart on a schoolgirl’s valentine.” 

I wonder what he's writing to me about," remarked 
Nevada listlessly. 

“Were all alike," said Barbara; “all women. We try 
to find out what is in a letter by studying the postmark. Аз 
a last resort we use scissors, and read it from the bottom 
upward. Неге it is." 

She made a motion as if to toss the letter across the table 
to Nevada. 

“ Great catamounts! " exclaimed Nevada. “ These centre- 
fire buttons are a nuisance. I'd rather wear buckskins. Oh, 
Barbara, please shuck the hide off that letter and read it. 
It'll be midnight before I get these gloves off! ” 

“Why, dear, you don't want me to open Gilbert’s letter 
to you? Из for you, and you wouldn't wish anyone else to 
read it, of course! ” 

Nevada raised her steady, calm, sapphire eyes from her 
loves. 

κ. Nobody writes me anything that everybody mightn't 
read," she said. “ Со on, Barbara. Maybe Cil Dert wants 
us to go out in his car again to-morrow.” 1 

Curiosity can do more things than kill a cat; and if emotions, 
well recognised as feminine, аге inimical to feline life, then 
Jealousy would soon leave the whole world catless. Barbara 
opened the letter, with an indulgent, Slightly bored air, 

“ Well, dear,” she said, “ I'll read it if you want me to.” 

She slit the envelope, and read the missive with swift- 
travelling eyes; read it again, and cast a quick, shrewd glance 
at Nevada, who, for the time, seemed to consider gloves as 
the world of her interest, and letters from rising artists as no 
more than messages from Mars, 
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For a quarter of а minute Barbara looked at Nevada with 
a strange steadfastness; and then a smile so small that it 
widened her mouth only the sixteenth part of an inch, and 
narrowed her eyes no more than a twentieth flashed like ап 
inspired thought across her face. 

Since the beginning no woman has been a mystery to 
another woman. Swift as light travels, each penetrates thc 
chart and mind of another, sifts her sister's words of their 
cunningest disguises, reads her most hidden desires, and 
plucks the sophistry from her wiliest talk like hairs from a 
comb, twiddling them sardonically between her thumb and 
fingers before letting them float away on the breezes of funda- 
mental doubt. Long ago Еусз son rang the door-bell of the 
family residence in Paradise Park, bearing a strange lady on 
his arm, whom he introduced. Eve took her daughter-in-law 
aside and lifted a classic eyebrow. 

“The Land of Nod,” said the bride, languid! flirting the 
leaf of a palm. “1 suppose you've been there, of course?” 

“Not lately,” said Eve, absolutely unstaggered. “ Don’t 

m think the apple-sauce they serve over there is execrable? 
rather like that mulberry-leaftunic effect, dear; but, of course, 
the real fig goods are not to be had over there. Come over 
behind this lilac-bush while the gentlemen split a celery tonic. 
I think the caterpillar-holes have made your dress open a 
little in the back.’ 

So, then and there—according to the records—was the 
alliance formed by the only two who's-who ladies in the world. 
Then it was agreed that women should for ever remain as 
clear as a pane of glass—though glass was yet to be discovered— 
to other women, and that she should palm herself off on man 
as a mystery. 

Barbara seemed to hesitate. 

“Really, Nevada,” she said, with a little show of em- 
barrassment, * you shouldn't have insisted on my opening 
this. I—I'm sure it wasn't meant for anyone else to know.” 

Nevada forgot her gloves for a moment. 

“Then read it aloud," she said. “Since you've already 
read it, what's the difference? If Mr. Warren has written to 
me something that anyone else oughtn’t to know, that is all 
the more reason why everybody should know it.” 

“Well,” said Barbara, "this is what it says: ‘Dearest 
Nevada—Come to my studio at twelve o'clock 0-81 ght. Do 
not fail.’ ” Barbara rose and dropped ed the note in Nevada's 
lap. “Tm awfully sorry,” she said, “ that I knew. It isn't 
like Gilbert. There must be some mistake. Just consider 
that I am ignorant of it, will you, dear? I must go upstairs 
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now, I have such a headache. I'm sure I don't understand 
the note. Perhaps Gilbert has been dining too well, and will 
ex piain: Good night!” 

еуада tiptoed to the hall, and heard Barbara’s door close 
upstairs. The bronze block in the study told the hour of 
twelve was fifteen minutes away. She ran swiftly to the front 
door, and let herself out into the snowstorm. Gilbert Warren’s 
studio was six squares away. 

By aerial ferry t the white silent forces of the storm attacked 
the city from beyond the sullen East River. Already the 
snow lay a foot deep оп the pavements, the drifts heaping 
themselves like scaling-ladders against the walls of the besieged 
town. The Avenue was as quiet as a street in Pompeii. Cabs 
now and then skimmed past like white-winged gulls over a 
moonlit ocean; and less frequent motor-cars—sustaining the 
comparison—hissed through Ше foaming waves like sub- 
marine boats on their jocund, perilous journeys. 

Nevada plunged like a wind-driven storm-petrel on her 
way. She looked up at the ragged sierras of cloud-capped 
buildings that rose above the streets, shaded by the night 
lights and the congealed MT ours to grey, drab ashen, lavender, 
dun, and cerulean tints. They were so like the wintry moun- 
tains of her Western home that she felt a satisfaction such as 
the hundred-thousand-dollar house had seldom brought 
her. 

A policeman caused her to waver on a corner just by his 
eye and weight. 

“Hello, Mabel!” said he. “Kind of late for you to be 
out, ain't it? " 

“1—1 am just going to the drug store," said Nevada, 
hurrying past him. 

‘The excuse serves as а passport for the most sophisticated. 
Does it prove that woman never тот esses, or that she 
sprang fom Adam's rib, full-fl ede in intellect and 
wiles? 

Turning castward, the direct blast cut down Nevada’s speed 
one half. She made zigzag tracks in the snow; but she was 
as tough as a pifion sapling, and bowed to it as gracefully. 
Suddenly the studio-building loomed before her, a familiar 
landmark, like a cliff above some well-remembered сайоп. 
The haunt of business and its hostile neighbour, art, was 
darkened and silent. The elevator stopped at ten. 

Up εἰ {ж flights of Stygian stairs [πο climbed, and 
rapped ly at the door numbered “ 89.” She had been 
there many times before, with Barbara and Uncle Jerome. 

Gilbert opened the door. He had a crayon pencil іп опе 
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hand, a green shade over his eyes, and a pipe in his mouth. 
The pipe dropped to the floor. 

І late?” asked Nevada. “I came as quick as I 
could. Uncle and me were at the theatre this evening. Here 
I am, Gilbert!” 

Gilbert did a Pygmalion-and-Galatea act. He changed 
from a statue of stupefaction to a young man with a prob] fem 
to tackle. He admitted Nevada, got a whisk-broom, and 
began to brush the snow from her clothes. А great lamp, 
with a green shade, hung over an easel, where the artist had 
been sketching in crayon. 

" You wanted me,” said Nevada simply, “ and I came. 
You said so in your letter. What did you send for me 
for?" 

“You read my letter?" inquired Gilbert, sparring for 
wind. 

* Barbara read it to me. I saw it afterward. It said: 
* Come to my studio at twelve to-night, and do not fail” I 
thought you were sick, of course, but you don't seem to Бе.” 

“Aha!” said Gilbert irrelevantly. “ГИ tell you why I 
asked you to come, Nevada. I want you to marry me im- 
mediately—to-night. What's a little snowstorm? Will you 
do it?” 

* You might have noticed that I would long ago," said 
Nevada. “Апа I'm rather stuck on the snowstorm idea 
myself. I surely would hate one of these flowery church 
noon-weddings. Gilbert, I didn't know you had grit enough 
to propose it this way. Let's shock ’em—it’s our funeral, 
ain't it? ” 

“You bet!" said Gilbert. “ Where did I hear that сх- 

ression? " he added to himself. “ Wait a minute, Nevada; 
want to do a little phoning.” 

He shut himself in a little dressing-room, and called upon 
the lightnings of the heavens—condensed into unromantic 
numbers and districts. 

“That you, Jack? You confounded sleepy-head! Yes, 
wake up; this is me—or I—oh, bother the difference in 
grammar I Im going to be married right away. Yes! 

ake up your sister—don’t answer me back; bring her 
along, too—you must. Remind Agnes of the time I saved 
her from drowning in Lake Ronkonkoma—I know it’s caddish 
to refer to it, but she must come with you. Yes! Nevada is 
here, waiting. We've been engaged quite a while. Some 
opposi tion among the relatives, you know, and we have to 
pull it off this way. We're waiting here for you. Don’t let 
Agnes out-talk you—bring her! You will? Good old boy! 
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PI order a carriage to call for you, double-quick time. Con- 
found you, Jack, yo u're all right!” 

Gilbert returned to the room where Nevada waited. 

“Му old friend, Jack Peyton, and his sister were to have 
been here at a quarter to twelve," he explained; “ but Jack 
is so confoundedly slow. I've just “phoned them to hurry. 
They'll be here in a few minutes. I'm the happiest шап in 
the world, Nevada! What did you do with the letter I sent 
you to-day? ” 

“Tve got it cinched here,” said Nevada, pulling it out 
from beneath her opcra-cloak. 

Gilbert drew the letter from the envelope and looked it 
over carefully. Then he looked at Nevada thoughtfully. 

“ Didn't you think it rather queer that I should ask you 
to come to my studio at midnight? " he asked. 

“Why, no,” said Nevada, rounding her eyes. “Not if 
you needed me. Out West, when a pal sends you a hurry 
call—ain't that what you say here?—we get there first and 
talk about it after the row is оусг. And it's usually snowing 
there, too, when things happen. So I didn't mind." 

Gilbert rushed into another room, and came back burdened 
with overcoats warranted to turn wind, rain, or snow. 

“Put this raincoat on,” he said, holding it for her. “ We 
have a quarter of a mile to go. Old Jack and his sister will 
be here in a few minutes.” He began to struggle into a 
heavy coat. “ Oh, Nevada,” he said, “ just look at the head- 
lines on the front page of that evening paper on the table, 
will you? It’s about your section of the West, and I know 
it will interest you.” 

He waited а full minute, pretending to find trouble in the 
getting оп of his overcoat and then turned. Nevada had not 
moved. She was lookin, hei him with strange and pensive 
directness. Нег cheeks a flush on them beyond the 
colour that had been contributed by the wind and snow; 
but her eyes were stony А ° 

“I was going to tell you," she said, “ anyhow, before— 
you—before we—before—well, before anything. Dad never 
gave me a day of schooling. . I never learned to read or 
write a darned word. Now if——” 

Pounding their uncertain way upstairs, the feet of Jack, the 
somnolent, and Agnes, the fe , were heard. 

When Mr. and Mrs. Gi Warren were spinning softly 
homeward in a closed carriage, after the ceremony, Gilbert 


said: 
* Nevada, would you really like to know what I wrote 
you in the letter that you received to-night? ” 
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“ Fire away!” said his bride. 

“Word for word," said Gilbert, “1 was this: ‘My dear 
Miss Warren—You were right about the flower. It was a 
hydrangea, and not a lilac.” 

“АШ right,” said Nevada. “But let's forget it. The 
joke’s on Barbara, anyway!” 


EDGAR ALLAN POE 


(1809-1849). The son of an actor, he was born at Boston, 
Massachusetts, and was adopted ጫሪ John Allan, a rich 
merchant, who sent him to England to be educated at Stoke 
Newington. After a period at Virginia University and as a 
military cadet at West Point, he became an editor and journalist. 
His most famous poems and short stories were writien between 
1831 and 1846. “Тһе Mystery of Marie Rogét" is a supreme 
example of f brilliant mind working at its logical best. Не 
died in poverty. 


THE MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGÉT 


HEN, in an article entitled “ The Murders in the Rue 

Morgue,” I endeavoured, about a year ago, to depict some 
very remarkable features in the mental character of my 
friend, the Chevalier С. Auguste Dupin, it did not occur 
to me that I should ever resume the subject. This depicting 
of character constituted my design; and this design was 
thoroughly fulfilled in the wild train of circumstances brought 
to instance Dupin’s idiosyncrasy. I might have adduced 
other examples, but I should have proven no more. Late 
events, however, in their surprising development, have startled 
me into some further details, which will carry with them the 
air of extorted confession. Hearing what I have lately heard, 
it would be indeed strange should I remain silent in regard to 
what I both heard and saw so long ago. 

It may readily be supposed that the part played by my 
friend, in the drama at the Rue Morgue, had. not failed of 
its impression upon the fancies of the Parisian police. With 
its emissaries, the name of Dupin had grown into a household 
word. The simple character of those inductions by which he 
had disentangled the mystery never having been explained even 
to the Prefect, or to any other individual 5 ап myself, of course 
it is not surprising that the affair was regarded as little less than 
miraculous, or that the Chevalier's analytical abilities acquired 
for him the credit of intuition. Ни frankness would have led 
him to disabuse every ing шігег of such prejudice; but his 
indolent humour forbade all further agitation of a topic whose 
interest to himself had long ceased. It thus happened that 
he found himself the cynosure of the policial eyes; and the 
cases were not few in which attempt was made to engage his 
services at the Prefecture. One of the most remarkable 
instances was that of the murder of a young girl named Marie 
R. 


ግ event occurred about two years after the atrocity 
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in the Rue Morgue. Marie, whose Christian and family 
name will at once arrest attention from their resemblance 
to those of the unfortunate “ cigar-girl," was the only: daughter 
of the widow Estelle Rogét. The father had died during the 
child’s infancy, and from the period of his death, until within 
eighteen months before the assassination which forms the 
subject of our narrative, the mother and daughter had dwelt 
together in Ше Rue Pavée Saint Andrée; Madame there 
keeping a pension, assisted by Marie. Affairs went on thus until 
the latter had attained her twenty-second year, when her 
great beauty attracted the notice of a perfumer, who occupied 
one of the shops in the basement of the Palais Royal, and 
whose custom lay chiefly among the des] porate adventurers 
infesting that neighbourhood. Monsieur Le Blanc was not 
unaware of the advantages to be derived from the attendance 
of the fair Marie in his perfumery ; and his liberal proposals 
were accepted eagerly by the girl, although with somewhat 
more of hesitation by Madame. 

The anticipations of the shopkeeper were realised, and 
his rooms soon became notorious through the charms of 
the sprightly grisette. She had been in his employ about 
a year, when her admirers were thrown into confusion by 
her sudden disappearance from the shop. Monsieur Le 
Blanc was unable to account for her absence, and Madame 
Rogét was distracted with anxiety and terror. The public 
papers immediately took up the theme, and the police were 
upon the point of making serious investig ations, when, one fine 
mornin g after the lapse of a week, Marie, in good health, 
but with a somewhat saddened air, made her re-appearance 
at her usual counter in the perfumery. All inquiry, except 
that of a private character, was of course immediately hushed. 
Monsieur Le Blanc professed total ignorance, as before. 
Marie, with Madame, replied to all questions, that the last 
week had been spent at the house of a relation in the country. 
Thus the affair died away, and was generally forgotten; for 
the girl, ostensibly to relieve herself from the impertinence of 
curiosity, soon bade a final adieu to the dei መና) sought the 
shelter of her mother’s residence in the Rue Pavée Saint Andrée. 

It was about five months after this return home, that 
her friends were alarmed by her sudden disappearance 
for the second time. Three days elapsed, and nothi 
was heard of her, On the fourth her corpse was fo 
floating in the Seine, near the shore which is opposite the 

ег of the Rue Saint Andrée, and at a point not very far 
ትሽ from the secluded neighbourhood oí F the Barriére du 
още. 
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Upon the first discovery of Ше cor] it was not supposed 
that the murderer would be able to ale for more chante very 
brief period, the inquisition which was immediately set on foot. 
It was not until the expiration of a week that it was deemed 
necessary to offer a reward; and even then this reward was 
limited to a thousand francs. In the meantime the investiga- 
tion proceeded with vigour, if not always with judgment, and 
numerous individuals were examined to no purpose; while, 
owin| {о the continual absence of all clue to the mystery, the 
popular excitement greatly increased. At the end of the 
tenth tel it was thought advisable to double the sum ori finally 
propo ; and, at length, the second week having elapsed 
without leading to any discoveries, and the prejudice which 
always exists in Paris against the Police having given vent to 
itself in several serious émeutes, the Prefect took it upon himself 
to offer the sum of twenty thousand francs “ for the conviction 
of the assassin,” or, if more than one should prove to have been 
implicated, ' for the conviction of any one of the assassins." Іп 
the proclamation setting forth this reward, a full pardon 
was promised to any accomplice who should come forward 
in evidence against his fellow; and to the whole was appended, 
wherever it appeared, the private placard of a committee of 
citizens, offering ten thousand francs, in addition to the amount 
proposed by the Prefecture. The entire reward thus stood at 
no Tess than thirty thousand francs, which will be regarded as 
an extraordinary sum when we consider the humble condition 
of the girl, and the great frequency, in large cities, of such 
atrocities as the one described. 

No one doubted now that the mystery of this murder 
would be immediately brought to light. But although, in 
one or two instances, arrests were made which promised 
elucidation, yet nothing was elicited which could implicate 
the parties suspected; and they were discharged forth- 
with. Strange е аз it may appear, the third week from the 
discovery of the body had passed, and passed without any light 
being thrown upon the subject, before even a rumour of the 
events which had so agi itate Шер ublic mind reached the ears 
of Dupin and myself. Enga in researches which had 
absorbed our whole attention, it had been nearly a month since 
either of us had gone abroad, or received a visitor, or more 
than glanced at the leading political articles in one of the daily 

papers. The first intelligence of the murder was brought us by 

, in person. He called про! n us early in Ше аһег- 
noon of the 13th of July 18—, and remained with us until late 
in the night. Не had been piqued by the failure of all his 
endeavours to ferret the assassins. His reputation—4o he said, 
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with a peculiarly Parisian air—was at stake. Even his honour 
was concerned. The eyes of the public were upon him; and 
there was really no sacrifice which he would not be willing to 
make for the development of the mystery. He concluded a 
somewhat droll speech with a compliment upon what he was 
pleased to term the tact of Dupin, and made him a dircct, 
and certainly a liberal proposition, the precise nature of which 
I do not feel at liberty to disclose, but which has no bearing 
upon the proper subject of my narrative. 

The compliment my friend rebutted as best he could, 
but the proposition he accepted at once, although its ad- 
vantages were altogether provisional. This point being settled, 
the Prefect broke forth at once into explanations of his own 
views, interspersing them with long comments upon the 
evidence; of which latter we were not yet in possession. He 
discoursed much, and beyond doubt learnedly; while I 
hazarded an occasional suggestion as the night wore drowsily 
away. Dupin, sitting steadily in his accustomed arm-chair, 
was the embodiment of respectful attention. He wore 
spectacles during the whole interview; and an occasional 
glance beneath their green glasses sufficed to convince me that 
he slept not the less soundly, because silently, throughout the 
seven or eight leaden-footed hours which immediately рге- 
ceded the departure of the Prefect. 

In the morning I procured, at the Prefecture, a full report 
of all the evidence elicited, and, at the various newspaper 
offices, a copy of every paper in which, from first to last, had 
been published any decisive information in regard to this sad 
affair. Freed from all that was positively disproved, this mass 
of information stood thus :— 

Marie Rogét left the residence of her mother, in thc Rue 
Pavée Saint Andrée, about nine o'clock in the morning 
of Sunday, June the 22nd, 18—. Іп going out she gave 
notice to a Monsieur Jac ques St. Eustache, and to him only, 
of her intention to spend the day with an aunt who resided in 
the Rue des Drémes. The Rue des Drémes із a short and 
narrow but populous thoroughfare, not far from the banks of 
the river, an ER a distance of some two miles in the most direct 
course possible from the pension of Madame Кок ét. St. 
Eustache was the accepted suitor of Marie, and lodged, as 
well as took his meals, at the pension. Не was to have gone for 
his betrothed at dusk, and to have escorted her home. In the 
afternoon, however, it came on to rain heavily; and, supposing 
that she would remain all night at her aunt's (as she ha d done 
under similar circumstances before), he did not think it 
necessary to keep his promise. As night drew on, Madame 
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Rogét (who was ап infirm old lady, seventy years of age) was 
heard to express a fear “ that she should never see Maric 
again"; but this observation attracted little attention at the 
time. 

On Monday, it was ascertained that the girl had not been 
to the Rue des Drémcs; and when thc бау elapsed without 
tidings of her, a tardy search was instituted at several points 
in the city and its environs. It was not, however, until the 
fourth day from the period of her disappearance that anything 
satisfactory was ascertained respecting her. On this day 
(Wednesday, the 25th of June), a Monsieur Beauvais, who, with 
a friend, had been making inquiries for Marie near the Barrière 
du Roule, on the shore of the Seine which is opposite the Ruc 
Pavée Saint Andrée, was informed that a corpse had just been 
towed ashore by some fishermen, who had found it floating in 
the river. Upon sceing the body, Beauvais, after some hesita- 
tion, identified it as that of the perfumery girl. His friend 
iecognised it more promptly. 

The face was suffused with dark blood, some of which 
issued from the mouth. No foam was seen, as in the case of 
the merely drowned. There was no discoloration in the 
cellular tissue. About the throat were bruises and impressions 
of fingers. The arms were bent over on the chest, and were 
rigid. The right hand was clenched; the left partially open. 
On the left wrist were two circular excoriations, apparently the 
effect of ropes, or of a rope in more than one volution. A part 
of the right wrist, also, was much chafed, as well as the back 
throughout its extent, but more especially at the shoulder- 
blades. In bringing the body to the shore the fishermen had 
attached to it a rope, but none of the excoriations had been 
effected by this. Тһе flesh of the neck was much swollen. 
‘There were no cuts apparent, or bruises which appeared the 
effect of blows. A piece of lace was found tied so tightly 
around the neck as to be hidden from sight; it was completely 
buried in the flesh, and was fastened by a knot which lay j just 
under the left ear. This alone would have sufficed to produce 
death. The medical testimony spoke confidently of the 
virtuous character of the deceased. She had been subjected, 
it said, to brutal violence. The corpse was in such condition 
when found that there could have been no difficulty in its 
recognition by friends. 

The dress was much torn and otherwise disordered. In 
the outer garment, a slip, about a foot wide, had been torn 
upward from the bottom hem to the waist, but not torn off. 
It was wound three times around the waist, and secured by a 
sort of hitch in the back. The dress immediately beneath the 
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frock was of fine muslin; and from this a slip eighteen inches 
wide had been torn entirely out—torn very evenly and with 
great care. It was found around her neck, fitting loosely, and 
secured with a hard knot. Over this muslin slip and the slip 
of lace, the strings of a bonnet were attached, the bonnet being 
appended. The knot by which the strings of the bonnet were 
fastened, was not a lady's, but a slip or sailor's knot. 

After the Tecognition of the corpse, it was not, as usual, 
taken to the Morgue (this formality being superfluous), 
but hastily interred not far from the spot at which it was 
brought ashore. Through the exertions of Beauvais the 
matter was industriously hushed up, as far as possible; and 
several days had elapsed before = public emotion resulted. 
А weekly paper, however, at length took up the theme; the 
сое е was disinterred, and а re-examination instituted; but 
nothing was elicited beyond what has been already noted. 
The clothes, however, were now submitted to the mother and 
friends of the deceased, and fully identified as those worn by the 
girl upon leaving home. 

Meantime, the excitement increased hourly. Several in- 
dividuals were arrested and discharged. St. Eustache fell 
especially under suspicion; and he failed, at first, to give an 
intelligible account of his whereabouts during the Sunday on 
which Marie left home. Subsequently, however, he submitted 
to Monsieur С--- affidavits, accounting satisfactorily for 
every hour of the day in question. Ав time passed and no 
discovery ensued, a thousand contradictory rumours werc 
circulated, and journalists busied themselves in suggestions. 
Among these, the one which attracted the most notice, was the 
idea that Marie Rogét still lived—that the corpse found in the 
Seine was that of some other unfortunate. It will be proper 
that I submit to the reader some passages which embody the 
suggestion alluded to. These passages arc literal translations 
from L'Etoile, a paper conducted, in general, with much 
ability :— 


“Mademoiselle Rogét left her mother’s house on Sunday 
morning, June the 22nd, 18—, with the ostensible purpose 
of going to see her aunt, or some other connection, in the 
Rue des Drémes. From that hour nobody is proved to 
have seen her. There is no trace or tidings of her at all. 
2... There has по person, whatever, come forward, so 
far, who saw her at all, on that day, after she left her mother’s 
door. . . . Now, thoug h we have no evidence that Marie 
Rogét was in the of the living after nine o'clock on 
Sunday, June the 22nd, we have proof that, up to that hour, 
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she was alive. Оп Wednesday noon, at twelve, a female body 
was discovered afloat on the shore of the Barriére du Roule. 
This was, even if we presume that Marie Rogét was thrown 
into the river within three hours after she left her mother's 

house, only three days from the time she left her home—three 

days to an hour. But it is folly to suppose that the murder, 

if murder was committed on her body, could have been 

consummated soon enough to have enabled her murderers 

to throw the body into the river before midnight. Those 

who are guilty of such horrid crimes, chosc darkness rather 

than light. . . . Thus we see that if the body found in the 

river was that of Marie Rogét, it could only have been in the 

water two and a half days, or three at the outside. All 

experience has shown that drowned bodies, or bodies thrown 

into the water immediately after death by violence, require 

from six to ten days for sufficient decomposition to take place 

to bring them to the top of the water. Even where a cannon 

is fired over a corpse, and it rises before at least five or six 

days’ immersion, it sinks again, if let alone. Now, we ask, 

what was there in this case to cause a departure from the 

ordinary course of nature? . . . If the body had been kept in 

its mangled state on shore until Tuesday night, some trace 

would be found on shore of the murderers. It is a doubtful 

point, also, whether the body would be so soon afloat, even 

were it thrown in after having been dead two days. And, 

furthermore, it is exceedingly improbable that any villains 

who had committed such a murder as is here supposed, would 

have thrown the body in without wcight to sink it, when such a 

precaution could have so easily been taken.” 


"The editor here proceeds to argue that the body must have 
been in the water ፻ not three days merely, but, at least, five 
times three days," because it was so far decomposed that 
Beauvais had great difficulty in recognising it. This latter 
point, however, was fully disproved. continue the 
translation :— 


* What, then, are the facts оп which M. Beauvais says 
that he has no doubt the body was that of Marie Roj ge 
Непр ripped up the gown sleeve, and says he found marks which 
satisfied him of the identity. Тһе public generally supposed 
those marks to have consisted of some description of scars. 
He rubbed the arm and found hair upon it—something as 
indefinite, we think, as can readily be imagi ined—as little 
conclusive as finding an arm in the sleeve. M. Beauvais did 
not return that night, but sent word to Madame Rogét, at 
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seven o'clock on Wednesday evening, that an investigation was 
still in progress respecting her daughter. If we allow that 
Madame Rogét, from her age and grief, could not go over 
(which is allowing a great deal), there certainly must have 
been some one who would have thought it worth while to go 
over and attend the investigation, if they thought the body was 
that of Marie. Nobody went over. There was nothing said 
or heard about the matter in the Rue Pavée Saint Andrée, 
that reached even the occupants of the same building. М. St. 
Eustache, the lover and intended husband of Marie, who 
boarded in her mother's house, deposes that he did not hear of 
the discovery of the body of his intended until the next morn- 
ing, when M. Beauvais came into his chamber and told him of 
it. For an item of news like this, it strikes us it was very coolly 
received.” 


In this way the journal endeavoured to create the im- 

ression of an apathy on the part of the relatives of Maric, 
inconsistent with the supposition that these relatives believed 
the corpse to be hers. j^ insinuations amount to this—that 
Marie, with the connivance of her friends, had absented herself 
from the city for reasons involving a charge against her chastity ; 
and that these friends, upon the discovery of a corpse in the 
Seine, somewhat resembling that of the girl, had availed them- 
selves of the portunity to impress the public with the belief of 
her death. In a subsequent number of the paper, an attempt 
was made to throw suspicion upon Beauvais himself. The 
editor says :— 


“Now, then, a change comes over the matter. We are 
told that, on one occasion, while a Madame B—— was at 
Madame Rogét's house, M. Beauvais, who was going out, told 
her that a gendarme was expected there, and that she, Madame 
B., must not say anything to the gendarme until he returned, 
but let the matter be for him. . . . In the present posture of 
affairs, M. Beauvais ا‎ to have the whole matter locked Ni 
in his head. A single step cannot be taken without M. 
Beauvais; for, go which way you will, you run against him. 
. . . For some reason, he determined that nobody shall have 
anything to do with the Proceedings but himself, and he has 
elbowed the male relatives out of the way, according to their 
representations, in a very singular manner. He seems to have 
реп уегу much averse (о permitting the relatives to see the 

ly. 


By the following fact, some colour was given to the suspicion 
thus thrown upon Beauvais. А visitor at his office, a few days 
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prior to the girl's disappearance, and during the absence of its 

occupant, had observed a rose in the keyhole of the door, and 

the паше ** Marie” inscribed upon а slate which hung near at 
and. 

"The general impression, so far as we were enabled to glean 
it from the newspapers, scemed to be, that Marie had been the 
victim ofa gang of desperadoes—that by these she had been borne 
across the river, maltreated and murdered. Le Commerciel, 
however, a print of extensive influence, was earnest in combating 
this popular idea. I quote a passage or two from its columns :— 


“ We are persuaded that pursuit has hitherto been оп a 
false scent, so far as it has been directed to the Barriére du 
Roule. It is impossible that a person so well known to 
thousands as this young woman was, should have passed three 
blocks without some one having seen her; and any one who 
saw her would have remembered it, for she interested all who 
knew her. It was when the streets were full of people, when 
she went out. . . . It is impossible that she could have gone 
to the Barriére du Roule, or to the Rue des Drémes, without 
being recognised by a dozen persons; yet no one has come 
forward who saw her outside of her mother’s door, and there is 
no evidence, except the testimony concerning her expressed 
intentions, that she did go out at all. Her gown was torn, 
bound round her, and tied; and by that the body was carried 
asabundle. Ifthe murder had bcen committed at the Barriére 
du Roule, there would have been no necessity for any such 
arrangement. The fact that the body was found floating near 
the Barriére, is no proof as to where it was thrown into the 
water. . . . A piece of one of the unfortunate girl's petticoats 
two feet long and one foot wide, was torn out and tied under her 
chin around the back of her head, probably to prevent 
screams. This was done by fellows who had по pocket- 
handkerchiefs.” 


A day or two before the Prefect called upon us, however, 
some important information reached the police, which 
seemed to overthrow, at least, the chief portion of Le Com- 
merciel’s argument. Two small boys, sons of a Madame 
Deluc, while roaming among the woods near the Barriére 
du Roue, chanced to penetrate a close thicket, within which 
were three or four larg е stoncs, forming a kind of seat, with а 
back and footstool. Оп the upper stone lay a white petticoat ; 
on the second a silk scarf. А parasol, gloves, and a pocket- 
handkerchief were also here found. Тһе handkerchief bore 
the name “Marie Кор.” Fragments of dress were dis- 
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only him who suggests pungent contradictions of the general idea. 
In ratiocination, not less than in literature, it is the epigram 
which is the most immediately and the most universally 
appreciated. In both, it is of the lowest order of merit. 

What I mean to say is, that it is the mingled epigram 
and melodrama of the idea that Marie Roget still lives, rather 
than any true plausibility in this idea, which have suggested 
it to L’Etoile, and secured it a favourable reception with the 
public. Let us examine the heads of this journal’s argument ; 
endeavouring to avoid the incoherence with which it is originally 
set forth, 

“ The first aim of the writer is to show, from the brevity 
of the interval between Maric's disappearance and thc finding 
of the floating corpse, that this corpse cannot be that of Marie. 
The reduction of this interval to its smallest possible dimension, 
becomes thus, at once, an object with the reasoner. In the 
rash pursuit of this object, he rushes into mere assumption at 
the outset. “It is folly to suppose,’ he says, ‘ that the murder, 
if murder was committed on Fer body, could have been con- 
summated soon enough to have enabled her murderers to 
throw the body into the river before midnight.’ We demand 
at once, and very naturally, why? Why is it folly to suppose 
that the murder was committed within five minutes after the 
girl’s quitting her mother’s house? Why is it folly to supp ose 
that the murder was committed at any Руса period of the day? 
There have been assassinations at all hours. But, had the 
murder taken place at any moment between nine o'clock in 
the morning of Sunday, and a quarter before midnight, there 
would still have been time enough ‘to throw the body into 
the river before midnight.’ This assumption, then, amounts 
precisely to this—that the murder was not committed on Sun- 
day at all—and, if we allow L'Etoile to assume this, we may 
permit it any liberties whatever. The paragraph beginning 

It is folly to suppose that the murder,’ etc., however it 
appears as printed in L’Etoile, may be imagined to have 
existed actually thus in the brain of its inditer: ‘It is folly 
to suppose that the murder, if murder was committed on the 
body, could have been committed soon enough to have 
enabled her murderers to throw the body into the river before 
midnight; it is folly, we say, to supp ose all this, and to suppose 
at the same time (as we are resolved to suppose), that the body 
was not thrown in until after midnight '—a sentence sufficiently 
inconsequential in itself, but not so utterly preposterous as the 
one printed. b < 

“Were it my purpose," continued Dupin, “ merely to 
make out a case against this passage of L’Etoile’s argument, 
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I might safety leave it where it is. It is not, however, with 
L'Etoile that wc have to do, but with the truth. The sentence 
in question has but one meaning, as it stands; and this meaning 
I have fairly stated: but it is material that we go behind the 
mere words for an idea which these words have obviously 
intended, and failed to convey. It was the design of the jour- 
nalist to say that, at whatever period of the day or night of 
Sunday this murder was committed, it was improbable that the 
assassins would have ventured to bear the corpse to the river 
before midnight. And herein lies, really, the assumption of 
which I complain. It is assumed that the murder was com- 
mitted at such a position, and under such circumstances that 
the bearing it to the river became necessary. Now, the assassina- 
tion might have taken place upon the river’s brink, or on the 
river itself; and, thus, the throwing the corpse in the water 
might have been resorted to, at any period of the day or night, 
as the most obvious and most immediate mode of disposal. 
You will understand that I suggest nothing here as probable, 
or as coincident with my own opinion. My design, so far, has 
no reference to the facts of the case. I wish merely to caution 
you against the whole tone of L’Etoile’s suggestion, by calling 
your attention to its = (ee character at the outset. 

* Having prescribed thus a limit to suit its own pn. 
ceived notions; having assumed that, if this were the ly of 
Marie, it could have been in the water but a very brief time; 
the journal goes on to say :— 


“<All experience has shown that drowned bodies, or 
bodies thrown into the water immediately after death by 
violence, require from six to ten days for sufficient decom- 

osition to take place to bring them to the top of the water. 
Even when a cannon is fired over a corpse, and it rises before 
at least five or six days’ immersion, it sinks again if let alone.’ 


“These assertions have been tacitly received by every 
paper in Paris, with the exception of Le Moniteur. ‘This latter 
print endeavours to combat that portion of the paragraph 
which has reference to ‘ drowned bodies ’ only, by citing some 
five or six instances in which the bodies of individuals known to 
be drowned were found floating after the lapse of less time than 
is insisted upon by L’Etoile, But there is something excessively 
unphilosop! ical in the attempt on the part of Le Moniteur, to 
rebut the general assertion of L Etoile, by a citation of particular 
instances militating against that assertion. Had it been 

ossible to adduce fifty instead of five exam ples of bodies found 
Boating at the end of two or three days, these fifty examples 
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could still have been properly regarded only as oe tions to 
ГЕюйг rule, until such time as the rule itself should be con- 
futed. Admitting the rule (and this Le Moniteur does not deny, 
insisting merely upon its exceptions), the argument of L’ Etoile 
is suffered to remain in full force; for this argument does not 
pretend to involve more than a question of the probability 
of the body having risen to the surface in less than three days; 
and this probability will be in favour of L’ Evoile’s position until 
the instances so childishly adduced shall be sufficient in number 
to establish an antagonistical rule. 

“You will see at once that all argument upon this head 
should be urged, if at all, against the rule itsel Е and for this 
end we must examine the rationale of the rule. Now the 
human body, in general, is neither much lighter nor much 
heavier than the water of the Seine; that is to say, the specific 
gravity of the human body, in its natural condition, is about 
equal to the bulk of fresh water which it displaces. Now, in the 
struggles of one unused to swimming, the arms are invariably 
thrown upwards, while an attem, ре is made to keep the head іп 
its usual perpendicular position. The result is the immersion of 
the mouth and nostrils, and the inception, during efforts to 
breathewhile beneath the surface, of water into the lungs. Much 
is also received into the stomach, and the whole body becomes 
heavier by the difference between the weight of the air originally 
distending these cavities, and that of the fluid which now fills 
them. is difference is sufficient to cause the body to sink, 
as a general rule; but it is insufficient іп the cases of individuals 
with small bones and an abnormal quantity of flaccid or fatty 
matter. Such individuals float even after drowning. 

“The corpse, being supposed at the bottom of the river, 
will there remain until, by some means, its specific gravity 
again becomes less than that of the bulk of water whic! 
it displaces. This effect is brought about by decomposition, 
or otherwise. But decomposition is modified by innumerable 
circumstances—is hastened or retarded by innumerable 
agencies; for example, by the heat or cold of the season, by 
the mineral impregnation or purity of the water, by its depth or 
shallowness, by its currency or stagnation, by the temperament 
of the body, by its infection or freedom from disease before 
death. Thus it is evident that we can assign no period, with 
anything like accuracy, at which the corpse shall rise throu h 
decomposition. Under certain conditions this result would 
be brought about within an hour; under others, it might not 
take piace, at all. 

“ The whole of this paragraph must now appear a tissue 
of inconsequence and incoherence. All experience does 
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not show that ‘drowned bodies’ reguire from six to ten days 
for sufficient decomposition to take place to bring them to the 
surface. Both science and ences show that the period 
of their rising is, and necessarily must be, indeterminate. 

* And now what are we to make of the argument, that 
the body found could not be that of Marie Rogét, because 
three days only having elapsed, the body was found floating? 
If drowned, being a woman, she might never have sunk; or 
having sunk, might һауе reappeared in twenty-four hours, ог 
les. But no one supposes her to have been drowned; and, 
dying before being thrown into the river, she might have been 
found floating at апу period afterwards whatever. 

“ ‘ But,’ says L'Etoile, ‘if the body had been kept in its 
mangled state on shore until Tuesday night, some trace would 
be found on shore of the murderers.’ Неге it is at first difficult 
to perceive the intension of the reasoner. Не means to antici- 
pate what he imagines would be an objection to his theory— 
viz., that the body was kept on shore two days, suffering ra pid 
decomposition—more rapid than if immersed in water. Не 
supposes that, had this been the case, it might have appeared at 
the surface on the Wednesday, and thinks that only under such 
circumstances it could so have appeared. He is accordingly in 
haste to show that it was not kept on shore; for, if so, ‘ some 
trace would be found on shore of the murderers.’ I presume 
you smile at the sequitur. You cannot be made to see how 
the mere duration of the corpse on the shore could operate to 
multiply traces of the assassins. Nor can I. 

** ‘ And furthermore, it is exceedingly improbable,’ continues 

ur journal, ‘that any villains who had committed such a 
murder as is here su d, would have thrown the body in 
without weight to sink it, when such a precaution could have so 
easily been taken.’ Observe, here, the laughable confusion of 
thought! No one—not even Z'Étoile—disputes the murder 
committed on the body found. The marks of violence are too 
obvious. It is our reasoner’s object merely to show that this 
body is not Marie’s. He wishes to prove that Marie is not 
assassinated—not that the corpse was not. Yet his observa- 
tion proves only the latter point. Here is a corpse without 
(7274 к attached. Murderers, casting it in, would not have 
failed to attach а weigh ht. Therefore it was not thrown in by 
murderers. This із all which is proved, if anything із. Тһе 
question of identity is not even approached, and L'Etoile has 
been at great pains merely to gainsay now what it has admitted 
only a moment before. ° We аге чең convinced,’ it says, 
* that the body found was that of them егей female." 

“Nor is this the sole instance, even in this division of his 
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subject, where our reasoner unwittingly reasons against him- 
self. His evident object, I have alread) Y ani is to reduce, as 
much as possible, the interval between Marie's disappearance 
and the finding of the corpse. Yet we find him urging the point 
that no person saw the girl from the moment of her leaving her 
mother's house. ‘We fave no evidence,’ he says, ‘ that Marie 
Roget was in the land of the living after nine o'clock on Sunday, 
June the 2280.” As his argument is obviously an ex parle one, 
he should, at least, have left this matter out of sight; for had 
any one been known to sce Marie, say on Monday, or on Tues- 
day, the interval in question would have been much reduced, 
and, by his own ratiocination, the probability much diminished 
of the corpse being that of the grisette. It is, nevertheless, 
amusing to observe that L’ Etoile insists upon its point in the full 
belief of its furthering its general argument. 

“ Reperuse now that portion of this argument which 
has reference to the identification of the corpse by Beauvais. 
In regard to the hair upon the arm, Г’ Etoile has been obviously 
disingenuous. M. Beauvais, not being an idiot, could never 
have urged, in identification of the corpse, simply hair upon its 
ат. No arm is without hair. The generality of the expression 
of L'Etoile is a mere perversion of the witness's phraseology. 
He must have spoke of some fecularity in this hair. It must 
have been a peculiarity of colour, of quantity, of length, or of 
situation. 

“In respect to the insinuations levelled at Beauvais, you 
will be will fing to dismiss them in a breath. You have already 
fathomed the true character of this good gentleman. He is a 
busybody, with much of romance and little of wit. Any one so 
constituted will readily so conduct himself, upon occasion of 
real excitement, as to render himself liable to suspicion on the 
part of the over-acute, or the ill-disposed. 

“ The suspicious circumstances which invest him will be 
found to tal ly much better with my hypothesis of romantic 
busybodyism, than with the reasoner's suggestion of guilt. 
Once adopting the more charitable interpretation, we shall 
find no difficulty in comprehending the rose in the key! hole ; 
the ‘ Marie’ upon the slate; the ‘ 4 [bowing the male relatives 
out of the way’; the ' aversion to permitting them to see the 
body ’; the caution given to Madame B—, that she must hold 
no conversation with the gendarme until his return (Beauvais) Н 
ала, ее his apparen t determination ‘ that nobody shou! 
have ап! ig to do with the proceedings except himself.’ It 
seems to me unquestionable that Beauvais was a suitor of 
Marie's; that she coquetted with him; and that he was 
ambitious of being thought to enjoy her fullest intimacy 
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and confidence. I shall say nothing more upon this point; 
and, as the evidence fully rebuts the assertion of L'Etoile, 
touching the matter of арайу on the part of the mother and 
other relatives—an араб ty inconsistent with the supposition 
of their believing the corpse to be that of the perfumery girl— 
we shall now proceed as if the question of identity were settled 
to our perfect satisfaction.” 

“And what,” I here demanded, “do you think of the 
opinions of Le Commerciel ? ” 

“That, in spirit, they are far more worthy of attention 
than any which have been promulgated upon the subject. 
The deductions from the premises are philosophical and 
acute; but the premises, in two instances at least, arc founded 
in imperfect obscrvation. Le Commerciel wishes to intimate 
that Marie was seized by some gang of low ruffians not far 
from her mother's door. ‘It is impossible,’ it urges, ‘ that 
a person so well known to thousands as this young woman was, 
should have passed three blocks without someone having scen 
her. This is the idea of a man long resident in Paris—a public 
man—and one whose walks to and fro in the ay have been 
mostly limited to the vicinity of the public offices. He is 
aware that he seldom pene so far as a dozen blocks from his 
own bureau, without being recognised and accosted. And, 
knowing the extent of his personal acquaintance with others, 
and of others with him, he compares his notoriety with that of 
the perfumery girl, finds no great difference between them, and 
reaches at once the conclusion that she, in her walks, would be 
equally liable to recognition with himself in his. This could 
only be the case were her walks of the same unvarying, 
methodical character, and within the same species of limited 
region as аге his own. Не passes to and fro, at regular inter- 
vals, within a confined periphery, abounding in individuals 
who are led to observation of his person through interest in thc 
kindred nature of his occupation withtheirown. Butthe walks 
of Marie may, in general, be supposed discursive. In this 
particular instance, it will be understood as most probable that 
she proceeded upon a route of more than average diversity 
from her accustomed ones. 

“ But whatever force there may still аррсаг to be in the 
suggestion of Le Commerciel, will be much diminished when we 
take into consideration the hour at which the girl went abroad. 
‘It was when the streets were full of people,’ says Le Commerciel, 
< that she went out.’ But not so. lt was at nine o'clock іп the 
morning. Now at nine o’clock of Sem morning in the week, 
with the exception of Sunday, the streets of the city are, it is true, 
thronged with people. At nine on Sunday, Ше populace are 
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chiefly within doors preparing for church. Мо observing person 
can have failed to notice the peculiarly deserted air of the town, 
from about eight until ten on the morning of every Sabbath. 
Between ten and eleven the streets are thronged, but not at so 
early a period as that designated. 

“There is another point at which there seems a deficiency 
of observation on the part of Le Commerciel. “А piece,’ it says, 
* of one of the unfortunate girl's petticoats, two feet long, and 
one foot wide, was torn out and tied under her chin, and around 
the back of her head, probably to prevent screams. This was 
done by fellows who had no pocket-handkerchiefs. Whether 
this idea is, or is not well founded, we will endeavour to see 
hereafter; but by ‘ fellows who have no pocket-handkerchiefs,’ 
the editor intends the lowest class of ruffians. These, however, 
are the very description of people who will always be found to 
have handkerchie! е even when destitute of shirts. You must 
have had occasion to observe how absolutely indispensable, of 
late deam to the thorough blackguard, has become the pocket- 
handkerchief. 

“At Ment we must occupy ourselves with other investiga- 
tions. You cannot fail to have remarked the extreme laxity 
of the examination of the corpse. То be sure the question оГ 
identity was readily determined, or should have been; but 
there were other points to be ascertained. Най the body been 
in any respect despoiled ? Had the deceased any articles of 
jewellery about her person upon leaving home? if so, had she 
any when found? These are important questions utterly 
untouched by the evidence; and there are others of equal 
moment, which have met with no attention. We must en- 
deavour to satisfy ourselves by personal inquiry. The case of 
St. Eustache must be re-examined. I have по 899 ባር of 
this person; but let us proceed methodically. We will 
ascertain beyond a doubt the validity of the affidavits in 
regard to his whereabouts on the Sunday. Affidavits of this 
character are readily made matter of mystification. Should 
there be nothing wrong here, however, we will dismiss St. 
Eustache from our investigations. His suicide, however 
corroborative of suspicion, were there found to be deceit in the 
affidavits, is, without such deceit, in no respect ап unaccount- 
able circumstance, or one which need cause us to deflect from 
the line of ordinary analysis. 

“ In that which I now propose, we will discard the interior 
points of this aged) уыш concentrate our attention upon Из 
outskirts. Not ast usual error, in investigations such as 
this, is the limit ting of inquiry to the immediate, with total dis- 
regard of the eral or circumstantial events. It is the 
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malpractice of the courts to confine evidence and discussion 
to the bounds of apparent relevancy. Yet experience has 
shown, and a true philosophy will always show, that a vast, 
perhaps the larger portion of truth, arises from the seemingly 
irrelevant. It is t Brough the spirit of this principle, if not 
precisely through its letter, that modern science resolved to 
calculate upon the unforeseen. But perhaps you do not compre- 
hend me. The history of human knowledge has so uninter- 
ruptedly shown that to collateral, or incidental, or accidental 
events we are indebted for the most numerous and most 
valuable discoveries, that it has at length become y 
in any prospective view of improvement, to make not only 
large, but the largest allowances for inventions that shall arise 
by chance, and quite out of the range of ordinary expectation. 
It is no longer philosophical to base, upon what has been, а 
vision of what is to be. Accident is admitted as a portion of the 
substructure. We make chance a matter of absolute calcula- 
tion. We subject the unlooked-for and unimagined, to the 
mathematical formulz of the schools. 

“ [ repeat that it is no more than fact, that the larger portion 
of all truth has sprung from the collateral; and it is but in 
accordance with the spirit of the principle involved in this fact, 
that I would divert inquiry, in the present case, from the 
trodden and hitherto unfruitful ground of the event itself, to 
the contemporary circumstances which surround it. While 
you ascertain the validity of the affidavits, I will examine the 
newspapers more generally than you have as yet done. So far, 
we have only reconnoitred the field of investigation; but it 
will be strange indeed if a Comprehensive survey, such as I 
propose, of the public prints, will not afford us some minute 
points which shall establish a direction for inquiry.” 

In pursuance of Dupi in's suggestions, I made scrupulous 
examination of the affair of the affidavits. The res alt was 
a firm conviction of their validity, and of the conegu uent 
innocence of St. Eustache. In the meantime my friend 
occupied himself, with what seemed to me а minuteness 
altogether objectless, in a scrutiny of the various newspaper 
files. At the end of a week he placed before me the following 
extracts :— 


“ About three years and a half ago, a disturbance very 
Similar: to the (present wa caused by the Араррсагаш се of 
this same Marie Roget, from the parfumerie of Monsieur Le 
Blanc in the Palais Royal. At the end of a weck, however, 
she reappeared at her customary comptotr, as well as ever, with 
the exception of a slight райспем not altogether usual. Te was 

va 
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given out by Monsieur Le Blanc and her mother, that she had 
merely been on a visit to some friend in the country; and the 
affair was speedily hushed up. We presume that the present 
absence is a freak of the same nature, and that, at the expiration 
of a week, or perhaps a month, we shall have her among us 
again.” —Evening Paper, Monday, June 23. 

“Ап evening journal of yesterday, refers to a former 
mysterious disappearance of Mademoiselle Корё. It is 
well known that, during the week of her absence from Le 
Blanc's parfumerie, she was in the company of a young naval 
officer, much noted for his debaucheries. A quarrel, it is 
supposed, providentially led to her return home. We have 
the name of the Lothario in question, who is, at present, 
stationed in Paris, but, for obvious reasons, forbear to make it 
public."—Le Mercurie, Tuesday Morning, June 24. 

“Ап outrage of the most atrocious character was per- 
petrated near this city the day before yesterday. А gentleman. 
with his wife and daughter, engaged about dusk the services of 
six young men, who were idly rowing a boat to and fro near the 
banks of the Seine, to convey him across the river. Upon 
reaching the opposi ite shore, the three passengers stepped out 
and had proceeded so far as to be beyond the view of the boat, 
when the daughter discovered that she had left in it her parasol. 
She returned for it, was seized by the gang, carried out into the 
stream, gagged, brutally treated, and finally taken to the shore 
at a point not far from that at which she had originally entered 
the boat with her parents. The villains have escaped for the 
time, but the police are upon their trail, and some of them will 
soon be taken."— Morning Paper, June 25. 

“ We have received one or two communications, the object 
of which is to fasten the crime of the late atrocity upon Men- 
nais; but as this gentleman has been fully exonerated by a 
legal inquiry, and as the arguments of our several corre- 
spondents ap ear to be more zcalous than profound, we do not 

nk it advisable to make them public.”—Morning Paper, 
June 28. 

“ We have received several forcibly written communica- 
tions, apparently from various sources, and which go far to 
render it a matter of certainty that the unfortunate Marie 
Rogét has become a victim of one of the numerous bands of 
blackguards which infest the vicinity of the city upon Sunday. 
Our own opinion is decidedly in favour of this supposition. 
We shall endeavour to make room for some of these arguments 
hereafter.”—Evening Paper, June 30. 

“ Оп Monday, one of the bargemen connected with the 
revenue service, saw an empty boat floating down the Seine. 
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Sails were lying in the bottom of the boat. The bargemen 
towed it under the barge office. The next morning it was 
taken from thence, without the knowledge of any of the officers. 
‘The sadder is now at the barge office." —Le Diligence, Thursday, 
June 26. 

Upon reading these various extracts, they not only seemed 
to be irrelevant, but I could perceive no mode in which any 
one of them could be brought to bear upon the matter in hand. 
1 waited for some explanation from Dupin. 

“It is not my present design," he said, “ to dwell upon 
the first and second of these extracts. I have copied them 
chiefly to show you the extreme remissness of the police, 
who, so far as I can understand from the Prefect, have not 
troubled themselves, in any respect, with an examination of the 
naval officer alluded to. Yct it is mere folly to say that between 
the first and second disappearance of Marie, there is no suppos- 
able connection. Let us admit the first elopement to have 
resulted in a quarrel between the lovers, and the return home 
of the betrayed. We are now prepared to view a second 
elopement (if we know that an elopement has again taken place) 
as indicating a renewal of the betrayer’s advances, rather than 
as the result of new proposals by a second individual—we are 
prepared to regard it as a ‘making up’ of the old amour, 
rather than as the commencement of a new one. Тһе chances 
are ten to one, that he who had once eloped with Maric, would 
again propose an elopement, rather than that she to whom 
proposals of elopement had been made by опе individual 
should have them made to her by another. ` And here let me 
call your attention to the fact, that the timc elapsing between 
the 2 ascertained and the second supposed el fopement, isa 
few months more than the general period of the cruises of our 
men-of-war. Had the lover been interrupted in his first 
villainy by the necessity of departure to sea, and had he seized 
the first moment of his return to renew the base designs not yet 
altogether accomplished—or not yet altogether accomplished 
by lim? Of all these things we know nothing. 

“You will say, however, that, in the second instance, 
there was no clopement as imagined. Certainly not—but 
are we prepared to say that there was not the frustrated 
design? Beyond St. Eustache, and perhaps Beauvais, we 
find no recognised, no open, no honourable suitors of Marie. 
Of none other is there anything said. Who, then, is the secret 
lover, of whom the relatives (at least most of them) know nothing, 
but whom Marie meets upon the morning of Sunday, and who 
is so deeply in her confidence, that she hesitates not to remain 
with him until the shades of the evening descend, amid the 
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solitary groves of the Barriére du Roule? Who is that secret 
lover, I ask, of whom, at least, most of the relatives know 
nothing? And what means the singular prophecy of Madame 
Rogét on the morning of Marie's departure—' Í fear that I 
shall never see Marie again '? 

* But if we cannot imagine Madame Rogét privy to the 
design of elopement, may we not at least suppose this design 
entertained by the girl? Upon quitting home, she gave it 
to be understood that she was about to visit her aunt in the 
Rue des Drómes, and St. Eustache was requested to call for 
her at dark. Now, at first glance, this fact stron gly militates 
against my suggestion; but let us reflect. That she did meet 
some comp anion, and proceed with him across the river, 
reaching the Barrière du Roule at so late an hour as thrce 
o'clock in the afternoon, is known. But in consenting so to 
accompany this individual (for whatewer purpose—to her mother 
known or unknown), she must have thought of her expressed 
intention when leaving home, and of the surprise and suspicion 
aroused in the bosom of her affianced suitor, St. Eustache, 
when, calling for her at the hour appointed, in the Rue des 
Drómes, he should find that she had not been there, and when, 
moreover, upon returning to the pension with this alarming 
intelligence, fe should become aware of her continued absence 
from home. She must have thought of these things, I say. 
She must have foreseen the chagrin of St. Eustache, the suspicion 
of all. She could not have thought of returning to brave this 
suspicion; but the suspicion becomes a point of trivial im- 
portance to her, if we suppose her not intending to return. 

“We may imagine her thinking thus—'Í am to meet 
a certain person for the purpose of elopement, or for certain 
other purposes known only to myself. It is necessary that 
there be no chance of interruption—there must be sufficient 
time Ете us to elude pursuit—I will give it to be understood 
that I shall visit and spend the day with =፪ aunt at the Rue des 
Drómes—1 will tell St. Eustache not to сай for me until dark— 
in this wa: у, my absence from home for Ше longest possible 

Rod, without causing suspicion or anxiety, will be accounted 
ог, and I shall gain more time than in any other manner. If 
I bid St. Eustache call for me at dark, he will be sure not to call 
before; but, if I wholly neglect to bid him call, my time for 
escape will be diminished, since it will be expected that I 
return the earlier, and my absence will the sooner excite 
anxiety. Now, if it were my design to return at all—if I had 
in contemplation merely a stroll with the individual in question 
—it would not be my policy to bid St. Eustache call; for 
calling he will be sure to ascertain that I have played him false— 
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а fact of which I might keep him for ever in ignorance, by 
leaving home without noti! ing him of my intention, by 
returning before dark, and by then stating that I had been to 
visit my aunt in the Rue des Drémes. But, as it is my design 
never to return—or not for some weeks—or not until certain 
concealments are effected—the gaining of time is the only point 
about which I need give myself any concern." 

“ You have observed, in your notes, that the most general 
opinion in relation to this sad affair is, and was from the first, 
that the girl had been the victim of a gang of blackguards. 
Now, the popular ор inion, under certain conditions, is not to 
be disregar ded. When arising of itself—when manifesting 
itself in a strictly spontancous manner—we should look upon 
it as analogous with that intuition which is the idiosyncrasy of the 
individual man of genius. In ninety-nine cases from the 
hundred I would abide by its decision. But it is important 
that we find no palpable traces of suggestion. The opinion must 
be rigorously the public's own; and the distinction is often 
exceedingly difficult to perceive and to maintain. In the 
present instance, it appear to me that this “ public opinion,’ 
1n respect to a gang, has been superinduced by the collateral 
event which is detailed in the third of my extracts. All Paris 
is excited by the discovered corpse of Marie, a girl youn; P 
beautiful, and notorious. This corpse is found, bearing marl 
of violence, and floating in the river. But it is now made 
known that, at the very period, or about the very period, in 
which it is supposed that the girl was assassinated, an outrage 
similar in nature to that endured by the deceased, although less 
in extent, was perpetrated, by a gang of young ruffians, upon 
the person of a second young female. Is и wonderful that the 
onc known atrocity should influence the popular judgment in 
regard to the other unknown? This judgment awaited direc- 
tion, and the known outrage seemed so opportunely to afford it. 
Marie, too, was found in the river; and upon this very river 
was this known outrage committed. Тһе connection of the 
two events had about it so much of the palpable, that the true 
wonder would have been a failure of the populace to appreciate 
and to seize it. But, in fact, the one atrocity, known to be so 
committed, is, if anything, evidence that the other, committed 
at a time nearly coincident, was not so committed. It would 
have been a miracle indeed, if, while a gang of ruffians were 
perpetrating, at a given locality, a most unheard-of wrong, 
there have another similar gang, in a similar 
locality, in the same city, under the same circumstances, with 
the same means and appliances, engaged in a wrong of 
precisely the same aspect, at precisely the same period of time! 
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Yet in what, if not in this marvellous train of coincidence, does 
the accidentally suggested opinion of the populace call upon us to 
believe? 

“ Before proceeding farther, let us consider the supposed 
scene of the assassination, in the thicket at the Barriére du 
Roule. This thicket, although dense, was іп the close vicinity 
of a public road. Within were three or four large stones, 
forming a kind of seat, with a back and footstool. On the 
D pper stone was discovered a white petticoat; on the second, a 
silk scarf. A parasol, gloves, and a pocket-handkerchicf, were 
also here found. The handkerchief bore the name, ‘ Marie 
Корё’ Fragments of dress were seen on the branches around. 
The earth was trampled, the bushes were broken, and there was 
every evidence of a violent struggle. 

“ Notwithstanding the acclamation with which the dis- 
covery of this thicket was reccived by the press, and the 
unanimity with which it was supposed to indicate the precise 
scene of the outrage, it must be admitted that there was some 
very good reason for doubt. That it was the scene, I may orl 
may not believe—but there was excellent reason for doubt. 
Had the true scene been, as Le Commerciel suggested, in the 
neighbourhood of the Rue Pavée Saint Andrée, Ше рег- 
petrators of the crime, supposing them still resident in Paris, 
would naturally have been stricken with terror at the public 
attention thus acutely directed into the proper channel; and, 
in certain classes of minds, there would have arisen, at once, a 
sense of the necessity of some exertion to redivert this attention. 
And thus, the thic ket of the Barriére du Roule having been 
already suspected, the idea of placing the articles where they 
were found, might have been naturally entertained. There is 
no real evidence, although Le Soleil. so supposes, that the 
articles discovered had been more than а very few days in the 
thicket; while there is much circumstantial proof that they 
could not have remained there, without attracting attention, 
during the twenty day clapsing between the fatal Sunday and 
the afternoon upon wi lich cy were found by the boys. * They 
were all mildewed down hard, says Le Soleil, adopting the 
opinions of its predecessors, * with the action of the rain, and 
stuck together fom mildew. The grass had grown around and 
over some of them. The silk of the parasol was strong, but 
the threads of it were run together within. The uj ሯ= art, 
where it had been doubled and folded, was all mild and 
rotten, and tore on being opened. In respect to the grass 
Having ы grown around and over some of them,’ it is obvious 
that the fact could only have been ascertained from the words, 
and thus from the recollections, of two small boys; for these 
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boys removed the articles and took them home before they had 
been seen by a third party. But grass will grow, especially in 
warm and damp weather (such as was that of the period of the 
murder), as much as two or three inches in a single day. A 
parasol lying upon the newly turfed ground, might, in a single 
жесі, be entirely concealed from sight by the upspringing 
Tass. And touching that mildew upon which the editor of Le 
oleil so pertinaciously insists that he employs the word no less 
than three times іп the brief paragraph just quoted, is he reall 
unaware of the nature of this mildew? [5 he to be told that it 
is one of the many classes of fungus, of which the most ordinary 
featurcisits upspringing and decadence within twenty-four hours? 
“ Thus we see, at a glance, that what has been most triumph- 
antly adduccd in support of the idea that the articles had been 
“Гог at least three or four weeks ° in the thicket, is most absurdly 
null as regards any evidence of that fact. On the other hand, 
it is exceedingly difficult to believe that these articles could have 
remained in the thicket specified, for a longer period than a single 
weck—for a longer period than from one Sunday to the next. 
Those who know anything of the vicinity of Paris, know the 
extreme difficulty of finding seclusion unless at a great distance 
from its suburbs, Such a thing as an unexplored, or even an 
unfrequently visited recess, amid its woods or groves, is not for 
а moment to be imagined. Let апу one who, being at heart 
a lover of nature, is yet chained by duty to the dust and heat 
of this great metropolis—let any such one attempt, even during 
the weck-days, to slake his thirst for solitude amid the scenes of 
natural loveliness which immediately surround us. At cvery 
second step, he will find the growing charm dispelled by the 
voice and personal intrusion of some ruffian or party of carousing 
blackguards. He will seek privacy amid the densest foliage, 
all in vain, Here are the very nooks where the unwashed 
most abound—here are the temples most desecrate. With 
sickness of the heart the wanderer will flee back to the polluted 
Paris as to a less odious because less incongruous sink of pollu- 
tion. But if the vicinity of the city is so beset during the work- 
ing days of the week, how much more so on the Sabbath! 
It is now especially that, released from the claims of labour, or 
deprived οἱ Pie customary opportunities of crime, the town 
blackguard seeks the precincts of the town, not through love of 
the rural, which in his heart he despises, but by way of qap с 
from the restraints and conventionalities of society. Не 
desires less the fresh air and the green trees, than the utter 
licence of the country. Here, at the roadside inn, or beneath 
the foliage of the woods, he indulges, unchecked by any 276 
except those of his Бооп companions, in all the mad excess of a 
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counterfeit hilarity—the joint off-spring of liberty and of rum. 
Isay nothing more than what must be obvious to every dis- 
passionate observer, when I repeat that the circumstance of the 
articles in question having remained undiscovered, for a longer 
period than from one Sunday to another, in any thicket in the 
immediate neighbourhood of Paris, is to be looked up as little 
less than miraculous. 

“ But there аге not wanting other grounds for the suspicion 
that the articles were placed in the thicket with the view of 
diverting attention from the real scene of the outrage. And 
first, let me direct your notice to the date of the discovery of the 
articles. Collate this with the date of the fifth extract made by 
myself from the newspapers You will find that the discovery 
followed, almost immediately, the urgent communications sent 
to the evening paper. These communications, although various, 
and apparently Pom arises sources, tended all to the same 
point—viz., the directing of attention to а gang as the per- 

trators of the outrage, and to the neighbourhood of the 

Barrière du Roule as its scene. Now here, of course, the 
suspicion is not that, in consequence of these communications, 
or of the public attention by them directed, the articles were 
found by the boys; but the suspicion might and may well have 
been, that the articles were not before found by the boys, for the 
reason that the articles had not before been in the thicket; 
having been deposited there only at so late a period as at the 
date, or shortly prior to the date of the communications, by the 
guilty authors of these communications themselves. 

“This thicket was a singular—an exceedingly singular 
one. It was unusually dense. Within its naturally walled 
enclosure were three extraordinary stones, forming a seat with a 
back and footstool. And this thicket, so full of a natural art, was 
in the immediate vicinity, within a few rods, of the dwelling of 
Madame Deluc, whose boys were in the habit of closely examin- 
ing the shrubberies about them in search of the bark of the 
sassafras. Would it be a rash wager—a wager of one thousand 
to one—that a day never passed over the heads of these boys 
without finding at least one of them ensconced in the um- 
brageous hall, and enthroned upon its natural throne? Those 
who would hesitate at such a wager, have either never been 
boys themselves, or have forgotten the Бо; yish nature. I 
repeat—it is exceedingly hard to comprehend how the articles 
could have remained in this thicket, undiscovered, for a longer 
рейді than one or two азу: ала that this there is good ground 
or suspicion, in spite ie dogmatic ignorance 1 
that they were, at a comparatively late date, deposited where 
und. 
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“ But there are still other and stronger reasons for believing 
them so deposited, than any which I have as yet rg ed. An 
now, let me beg your notice to the highly artificial arrange- 
ment of the articles. On the upper stone lay a white petticoat; 
on the second a silk scarf; scattered around, were a parasol, 
gloves, and a pocket-handkerchief bearing the name, ‘ Marie 
ogét' Here is just such an arrangement as would naturally 
be made by a not over acute person wishing to dispose the 
articles naturally, But it is by no means а really natural arrange- 
ment. I should rather have looked to see the things all lying 
on the ground and trampled under foot. In the narrow 
limits of that bower, it would have been scarcely possible that 
the petticoat and scarf should have retained a position upon 
the stones, when subjected to the brushing to and fro of many 
struggling persons. ' There was evidence,’ it is said, ‘of a 
struggle; and the earth was trampled, the bushes were 
broken '—but the petticoat and scarf are found deposited as if 
upon shelves. * The pieces of the frock torn out by the bushes 
were about three inches wide and six inches long. One part 
was the hem of the frock, and it had been mended. They 
looked like strips torn off.’ Here, inadvertently, Le Soleil has 
employed an exceedingly suspicious phrase. The pieces, as 
described, do indeed * look like strips torn off’; but purposely 
and by hand. It is one of the rarest of accidents that a piece is 
“ torn off,’ from any garment such as is now in question, by the 
agency of а Шот. From the very nature of such fabrics, а 
thorn or nail becoming entangled in them, tears them rec- 
tangularly—divides them into two longitudinal rents, at right 
angles with cach other, and meeting at an apex where the 
thorn enters—but it is scarcely possible to conceive the piece 
“torn off” 1 never so knew it, nor did you. То tear a piece 
off from such fabric, two distinct forces, in different directions, 
will be, in almost every case, req uired. If there be two edges 
to the fabric—if, for example, it be a pocket-handkerchief, and 
it is desired to tear from it a slip, then, and then only will the 
onc force serve the purpose. But in the present case the 
question is of a dress, presenting but one edge. To tear a 
рес from the interior, where no edge is presented, could only 
с effected Бу a miracle through the agency of thorns, and 
no ene thorn could accomplish it. But, even where an edge 
is presented, two thorns will be necessary, operating, the one 
in two distinct directions, and the other in one. And this іп 
the supposition that the edge is unhemmed. If hemmed, the 
matter is nearly out of the question. We thus see the numerous 
and great obstacles in the way of pieces being ‘torn off" 
through the simple agency of ‘ thorns’; yet we are required 
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to believe not only that опе piece but that many have been so 
torn. ‘And өлер art,’ too, * was the hem 4 the frock’! Another 
piece was * part of the skirt, not the hem’—that is to say, was torn 
completely out through the agency of thorns, from the un- 
edged interior of the dress! These, I say, are things which 
one may well be pardoned for disbelieving; yet, taken col- 
lectedly, they form, perhaps, less of reasonable ground for 
suspicion, than the one startling circumstance of the articles 
having been left in this thicket at all, by any murderers who had 
enough precaution to think of removing the corpse. You will 
not have apprehended me rightly, however, if you suppose it 
my design to deny this thicket as the scene of the outrage. 
There might have been a wrong. here, or, more possibly, an 
accident at Madame Deluc’s. But, in fact, this is a part of 
minor importance. We are not engaged in an attempt to 
discover the scene, but to produce the perpe trators of the 
murder. What I have adduced, notwithstanding the minute- 
ness with which I have adduced it, has been with the view, first, 
to show the folly of the positive and headlong assertions of 
Le Soleil, but secondly and chiefly, to bring you, by the 
most natural route, to a further contemplation of the doubt 
whether this assassination has, or has not, been the work of a 


ang. 
А “ Ме will resume this question by mere allusion to the 
revolting details of the surgeon examined at the inquest. 
It is only necessary to say that his published inferences, in 
regard to the number of the ruffians, have been properly 
ridiculed as unjust and totally baseless, by all the reputable 
anatomists of Paris. Not that the matter might not have been as 
inferred, but that there was no ground for the inference—was 
there not much for another? 

“Let us reflect now upon ‘ the traces of a struggle’; and 
let me ask what these traces have been supposed to demon- 
strate. A gang. But do they not rather demonstrate the 
absence of a gang? What struggle could have taken place— 
what struggle so violent and so enduring as to have left its 
‘traces’ in all directions—between a weak and defenceless 
girl and the gang of ruffians imag ined? If we imagine but one 
violator, we can conceive, and thus only conceive, the struggle 
of so violent and so obstinate a nature as to have left the ‘ traces’ 
apparent. 

And again. I have already mentioned the suspicion 
to be excited by the fact that the articles in question were 
suffered to remain at all in the thicket where discovered. It 
seems almost impossible that these evidences of guilt should 
have been accidentally left where found. There was sufficient 
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presence of mind (it is supposed) to remove the corp se; and 
E а more positive evidence than the corpse itself (whose 
atures might have been quickly obliterated by decay), is 
allowed to lie conspicuously in the scene of the outrage—I 
allude to the handkerchief with the name of the deceased. If 
this was accident, it was not the accident of а gang. We сап 
imagine it only the accident of an individual. Let us see. 
An individual has committed the murder. Не is alone with 
the ghost of the de parted. He is appalled by what lies motion- 
less before him. с fury of his passion is over, and there is 
abundant room in his heart for the natural awe of the deed. 
His is none of that confidence which the presence of numbers 
inevitably inspires. He is alone with the dead. He trembles 
and is bewildered. Yet there is a necessity for disposing of the 
corpse. He bears it to the river, but leaves behind him the 
other evidences of guilt; for it is difficult, if not impossible 
to carry all the burden at once, and it will be easy to return 
for what is left. But in his toilsome journey to the water his 
fears redouble within him. His sole thought is immediate 
escape. He turns his back for ever upon those dreadful shrub- 
beries, and flees as from the wrath to come. 

“ But how with a gang? Their number would have inspired 
them with confidence; if, indeed, confidence is ever wanting 
in the breast of the arrant blackguard; and of arrant black- 
guards alone are the supposed gangs ever constituted. Their 
number, I say, would have prevented the bewildering and 
unreasoning terror which I have imagined to paralyse the 
single тап. Could we suppose an oversight іп one, or two, or 
three, this oversight would have been remedied by a fourth. 
They would have left nothing behind them. 

“ Consider now the circumstance that, in the outer garment 
of the corpse when found, “а slip, about a foot wide, had been 
torn upward from the bottom hem to the waist, wound three 
timesround the waist, and secured by a sort of hitch in the back." 
This was done with the obvious design of affording a handle by 
which the carry the body. But would any number of men have 
dreamed of resorting to such an expedient? То three or four 
the limbs of the ore ¢ would have afforded not only a sufficient, 
but the best possible hold. The device is that of a single 
individual; and this brings us to the fact that ‘ between the 
thicket and the river, the rails of the fences were found taken 
down, and the ground bore evident traces of some heavy 
burden having been dragged : along it’! But would a number 
of men have pt th lves to the superfluous trouble of 
taking down a fence, for the purpose of draggi ing through it a 
corpse which they might have lifted over any fence in an instant? 
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Would a number of men have so dragged a corpse at all as to have 
left evident traces of the dragging ? 

“And here we must τε! fer to an observation of Le Сот- 
merciel; an observation upon which I have already, in some 
Measure, commented. ‘A piece,’ says this journal, ‘ of one of the 
unfortunate girl’s petticoats was torn out and tied under her chin, 
and around the back of her head, p robably to prevent screams. 
This was done by fellows who had no pocket-handkerchiefs." 

“T have before suggested that a genuine blackguard is 
never without a pocket-handkerchief. But is is not to this fact 
that I now especially advert. That it was not through want 
of a handkerchief for the purpose imagined by Le Commercicl, 
that this bandage was employed, is rendered apparent by the 
handkerchief left in the thicket; and that the Dbject was not 
“to prevent screams’ appears, also, from the bandage having 
been employed in preference to what would so much better 
have answered the purpose. But the language of the evidence 
spe aks of the strip in question as ‘found around the neck, 
tting loosely, and secured with a hard knot.’ These words 
are sufficiently vague, but differ materially from those of Le 
Commerciel. The slip was eighteen inches wide, and therefore, 
although of muslin, would form a strong band when folded 
or rumpled longitudinally. And thus rumpled it was dis- 
covered. My in ference is this. The solitary murderer, having 
borne the corpse for some distance (whether from the thicket 
or elsewhere), by means of the bandage hitched around Из 
middle, found the weight, in this mode of procedure, too much 
for his strength. He resolved to drag the burthen—the 
evidence goes to show that it was dragged. With this object 
in view, it became necessary to attach something like a rope 
to one of the extremities. It could be best attached about 
the neck, where the head would prevent it slipping of. And 
now the murderer bethoug! ht him, unquestionably, of the 
bandage about the loins. He would have used this, but for its 
volution about the corpse, the hitch which embarrassed it, and 
the reflection that it had not been ‘ torn off ’ from the gi 'arment. 
It was easier to tear a new slip from the petticoat. Не tore it, 
made it fast about the neck, and so dragged his victim to the 
brink of the river. That this ‘ bandage, only attainable with 
trouble and delay, and but imperfectly answering its purpose— 
that this bandage was employed at all, demonstrates that the 
necessity for its emp ment sprang from circumstances arising 
τ а period when Ше handk: На i Ме longer rate 

at 18 to за ay, arising, as we have imagined, after quitting 
thicket (if thicket it was), and оп the road between the 
thicket and the river. 
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“ But the evidence, you will say, of Madame реше) 
points especially to Ше presence of a gang, in the уі nity of 
thicket, at or about the epoch of the murder. This I grant. 
I doubt if there was not a dozen gangs, such as described by 
Madame Deluc, in and about the vicinity of the Barriére du 
Roule at or about the period of this tragedy. But the gang which 
has drawn upon itself the pointed animadversion, although the 
somewhat tardy and ny suspicious evidence of Madame Deluc, 
is the only gang which is represented by that honest and 
scrupulous Кл lady as having eaten her cakes and swallowed 
her brandy, without putting themselves to the trouble of 
making her payment. Et hinc ille ire? 

* But what is the precise evidence of Madame Deluc? 
“А gang of miscreants made their appearance, behaved 
boisterously, ate and drank without making payment, followed 
in the route of the young man and girl, returned to the inn, 
about dusk, and recrossed the river as if in great haste.’ 

“ Now this ‘great haste’ very possibly seemed greater 
haste in the eyes of Madame Deluc, since she dwelt ling eringly 
and lamentingly upon her violated cakes and ale—cakes and 
ale for which she might still have entertained a faint hope of 
compensation. Why, otherwise, since it was about dusk, should 
she make a point of the haste? It is no cause for wonder, surely, 
that even a gang of blackguards should make haste to get home, 
when a wide river is to be crossed in small boats, when storm 
impends, and when night approaches. 

1 say approaches; for the night had not yet arrived. It was 
only about dusk that the indecent haste of these * miscreants ° 
offended the sober eyes of Madame Deluc. But we are told 
that it was upon this very evening that Madame Deluc, as 
well as her eldest son, * heard the screams of a female in the 
vicinity of the inn.’ And in what words does Madame Deluc 
designate the period of the evening at which these screams were 
heard? It was * зоол after dark,’ she says. But ‘soon after 
dark,’ is at least dark; and ‘ about dusk ’ is as certainly daylight. 
Thus it is abundantly clear that the gang quitted the Barrière 
du Roule prior to the screams overheard (?) by Madame Deluc. 
And although, in all the many reports of the evidence, the 
relative expressions in question are distinctly and invariably 
employed just as I have employed them in this conversation 
with yourself, no notice whatever of the gross discrepancy has, 
as yet, been taken by any of the public journals, or by any of the 
myrmidons of police. 

“1 shall add but one to the arguments against a pend 5 
but this one has, to my own understanding at "feast, a wel t 
altogether irresistible. Under the circumstances of large 
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reward offered, and full pardon to any king’s evidence, it is 
not to be imagined, for a moment, that some member of a gang 
of low ruffians, or of any body of men, would not long ago have 
betrayed his accomplices. Each one of a gang so placed is not 
so much greedy of reward, or anxious for escape, as fearful of 
betrayal. Не betrays eagerly and early that he may not himself be 
betrayed. That the secret has not been divulged, is the very 
best of proof that it is, in fact, a secret. The horrors of this 
dark deed are known only to one, or two, living human beings, 
and to God. 

“Let us sum up now the meg re yet certain fruits of our 
long analysis. We have attained the idea either of a fatal 
accident under the roof of Madame Deluc, or of a murder 
perpetrated, in the thicket at the Barriére du Roule, by a lover, 
or at least by an intimatc and secret associate of the deceased. 
"This associate is of swarthy complexion. This complexion, the 
‘hitch’ in the bandage, and the © sailor’s knot" wit Г which the 
honnet-ribbon is tied, point to a seaman. Ни companionship 
with the deceased, a gay, but not an abject young girl, desig- 
nates him as above the grade of the common sailor. Here thc 
well-written and urgent communications to the journals are 
much in the way of corroboration. The circumstance of the 
first elopement, as mentioned by Le Mercurie, tends to blend the 
1063 of this seaman with that of the “ naval officer ° who is first 
known to have led the unfortunate into crime. 

“And here, most fitly, comes the consideration of the 
continued absence of him of the dark complexion. Let me 
pause to observe that the complexion of this man is dark and 
swarthy; it was no common swarthiness which constituted the 
sole point of remembrance, both as regards Valence and 
Madame Deluc. But why is this man absent? Was he 
murdered by the gang? If so, why are there only traces of the 
assassinated girl? ‘The scene of the two outrages will naturally 
be supposed identical. And where is his corpse? The 
assassins would most probably have disposed of both in the 
same way. But it may bc said that this man lives, and is 
deterred from making himself known, through dread of being 
charged with the murder. This consideration might be 
supposed to operate upon him now—at this late period—since 
it has been given in evidence that he was seen with Marie—but 
it would have had no force at the period of the deed. The 
first impulse of an innocent man would have been to announce 
the outrage, and to aid in idencifyi ing the ruffians. This 
[^ would have suggested. Не had been seen with the gu 

е had crossed the river with her in an open ferry-boat. 
denouncing of the assassins would have appeared, even to 
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an idiot, the surest and sole means of relieving himself from 
suspicion. We cannot suppose him, on the night of the fatal 
Sunday, both innocent himself and incognisant of an ошга ge 
committed. Yet only under such circumstances is it possible 
to imagine that he would have failed, if alive, in the denounce- 
ment of the assassins. 

“ And what means are ours of attaining the truth? We 
shall find these means multiplying and gathering distinctness 
as we proceed. Let us sift to the Bottom this affair of the first 
clopement. Let us know the full history of ‘the officer,’ 
with his present circumstances, and his whereabouts at the 
precise period of the murder. Let us carefully compare with 
each other the various communications sent to the evening 
papers in which the object was to inculpate a gang. This done, 
t us compare these communications, both as regards style and 
MS., with those sent to the morning paper, at а previous 
period, and insisting so vehemently upon the guilt of Mennais. 
And, all this done, let us again compare these various com- 
munications with the known MSS. of the officer, Let us 
endeavour to ascertain, by repeated questionings of Madame 
Deluc and her boys, as well as of the omnibus-driver, Valence, 
something more of the personal appearance and bearing 
of the ‘ man of dark complexion’ Queries, skilfully directed, 
will not fail to elicit, from some of these parties, information 
on this particular point (or upon others)—information which 
the parties themselves may not even be aware of possessing. 
And let us now trace the boat picked up by the bargeman on the 
morning of Monday, the 23rd of June, and which was removed 
from the barge-office, without the cognisance of the officer іп 
attendance, and without the rudder, at some period prior to the 
discovery of the corps se. With a proper caution and per- 
severance we shall іп дыш trace this boat; for not only can 
the bargeman who picked it up identify it, but the rudder 
is at hand. The ru der of a sail-boat would not have been 
abandoned, without inquiry, by one altogether at ease in 
heart. And here let me pause to insinuate a question. There 
was no advertisement of the picking up of this boat. It was 
silently taken to the barge 'e-office, and as silently removed. But 
its owner or employer—how Баррета 4 he, at so сагіу а period аз 
Tuesday morning, to be informed, without the agency of 
advertisement, of the locality of the boat taken up on Monday, 
unless we imagine some connection with the nayy—some 
personal permanent connection leading to cognisance of its 
minute interests—its petty local news? 

“In pen of the lonely assassin dragging his burden 
to the shore, I have already suggested the probability of 
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his availing himself of a boat. Now we are to understand 
that Marie оё was precipitated from а boat. This would 
naturally have been the case. The corpse could not have been 
trusted to the shallow waters of the shore. The peculiar marks 
on the back and shoulders of the victim tell of the bottom ribs of 
a boat. That the body was found without weight is also 
corroborative of the idea. If thrown from the shore a weight 
would have been attached. We can only account for its 
absence by supposing the murderer to have neglected the 
precaution of supplying himself with it before pushing off. In 
the act of consigning the corpse to the water, he would un- 
questionably have noticed his oversight; but then no remedy 
would have been at hand. Any risk would have been pre- 
ferred to a return to that accursed shore. Having rid himself 
of his ghastly charge, the murderer would have hastened to the 
city. ere, at some obscure wharf, he would have leaped on 
land. But the boat—would he have secured it? He would 
have been in too great haste for such things as securing a boat. 
Moreover, in fastening it to the wharf, he would have felt as in 
securing evidence against himself. His natural thought 
would have been to cast from him, as far as possible, all that had 
held connection with his crime. He would not only have fled 
from the wharf, but he would not have permitted the boat to 
remain. Assuredly he would have cast it adrift. Let us 
pursue our fancies. In the morning, the wretch is stricken with 
unutterable horror at finding that the boat has been picked up 
and detained at a locality which he is in the daily habit of 
frequenting—at a locality, perhaps which his duty compel 18 him 
to frequent. The next night, without daring to ask for the rudder, 
he removes it. Now where is that rudderless boat? Let it be 
one of our first purposes to discover. With the first glimpse we 
obtain of it, the dawn of our success shall begin. This boat 
shall guide us, with a rapidity which will surprise even our- 
selves, to him who employed it in the midnight of the fatal 
Sabbath. Corroboration will rise upon corroboration, and 
the murderer will be traced.” 


[For reasons which we shall not s рес, , but which to 
many readers will appear obvious, we have taken the li 
of here omitting, „ from the MSS. placed in our hands, pd 

portion as details the following 

obtained by Dupi. е feel it advisable only to state, in brief, 
that the result desired was йы у the 
fect fulfilled punctually, al reluctance, 
his compact with the Chevalier. Мг. Росз article concludes 
with the following words.—Eds.} 
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1६ will be understood that I speak of coincidence and no 
more. What I have said above upon this topic must suffice. 
In my own heart there dwells no faith in preternature. That 
Nature and its God are two, no man who thinks will deny. 
That the latter, creating the former, can, at will, control or 
modify it, is all unquestionable. I say “at will”; for the 
question is of will, and not, as the insanity of logic has assumed, 
of power. It is not that the Deity cannot modify His laws, but 
that we insult Him in imagining a possible necessity for modi- 
fication. In their origin these laws were fashioned to embrace 
all contingencies which could lie in the Future. With God all is 
Now. 

I repeat, then, that I speak of these things only as of coinci- 
dences. And further: in what I relate it will be seen that 
between the fate of the unhappy Marie Cecilia Rogers, so far 
as that fate is known, and the አሬ of one Marie Rogét up to a 
certain epoch in her history, there has existed a parallel in the 
contemplation of whose wonderful exactitude the reason 
becomes embarrassed. I say all this will be seen. But let it 
not for a moment be supposed that, in proceeding with the sad 
narrative of Marie from the epoch just mentioned, and in 
tracing to its dénouement the mystery which enshrouded her, it 
is my covert design to hint at an extension of the parallel, or 
even to suggest that the measures adopted in Paris for the dis- 
covery of the assassin of a grisette, or measures founded іп any 
similar ratiocination, would produce any similar result. 

For, in respect to the latter branch of the supposition, 
it should be considered that the most trifling variation in the 
facts of the two cases might give rise to the most important 
miscalculations, by diverting thoroughly the two courses of 
events; very much, as in arithmetic, an error which, in its own 
individuality may be inappreciable, produces, at length, by 
dint of multiplication at AT points of the process, a result 
enormously at variance with truth. And, in regard to the 
former branch, we must not fail to hold in view that the very 
Calculus of Probabilities to which I have referred, forbids all 
idea of the extension of the parallel—forbids it with a positive- 
ness strong and decided just in proportion as this parallel has 
already been long-drawn and exact. This is one of those 
anomalous propositions which, seemingly appealing to thought 
altogether apart from the mathematical, is yet one which only 
the mathematician can fully entertain. Nothing, for example, 
is more difficult than to convince the merely general reader 
that the fact of sixes having been thrown twice in succession 
by a player at dice, is sufficient cause for betting the larg est odds 
that sixes will not be thrown in the third attempt. A sugges- 
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tion to this effect is usually rejected by the intellect at once. 
1t does not appear that the two throws which have been com- 
leted, and which lie now absolutely in the Past, can have 
influence upon the throw which exists only in the Future. 
The chance for throwing sixes seems to be precisely as it was at 
any ordinary time—that is to say, subject only to the influence 
of the various other throws which may be made by the dice. 
And this is a reflection which appears so exceedingly obvious 
that attempts to controvert it are received more frequently with 
a derisive smile than with anything like respectful attention. 
The error here involved—a gross error redolent of mischief— 
I cannot pretend to expose within the limits assigned me at 
present and with the philoso) phical it needs no exposure. 
t may be sufficient here to say that it forms one of an infinite 
series of mistakes which arise in the path of Reason through her 
propensity for seeking truth in detail. 


ERNEST HEMINGWAY 


(1998- ) was born at Illinois. Не made his name as 
а writer with “ Three Stories and Ten Poems,” but mostly 
he is known for his war novel, “ A Farewell to Arms.” 
His other well-known novels are “ Death in the Afternoon” 
and “ Winner Take Nothing.” ‘He is noted for his unique 
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IN ANOTHER COUNTRY 


ІР the fall the war was always there, but we did not ро to 
it any morc. It was cold in the fall in Milan and the dark 
came very early. Then the clectric lights came on, and it 
was pleasant along the streets looking in the windows. There 
was much game han, ging outside the shops, and the snow 
powdered in the fur of the foxes and the wind blew their tails. 
The deer hung stiff and heavy and empty, and small birds 
blew in the wind and the wind turned their feathers. It was 
a cold fall and the wind came down from the mountains. 

We were all at the hospital every afternoon, and there were 
different ways of walking across the town through the dusk to 
the hospital. Two of the ways were alongside canals, but they 
were long. Always, though, you crossed a bridge across a 
canal to enter the hospital. There was a choice of three bridges. 
On one of them a woman sold roasted chestnuts. It was 
warm, standing in front of her charcoal fire, and the chestnuts 
were warm afterwards in your pocket. The hospital was very 
old and very bcautiful, and you entered through a gate and 
walked across a courtyard and out of a gate on the other side. 
There were usually funerals starting from the courtyard. 
Beyond the old hospital were the new brick pavilions, and 
there we met every afternoon and were all Mad polite and 
interested in what was the matter, and sat in the machines 
that were to make so much difference. 

The doctor came up to the machine where I was sitting and 
said: “ What did you like best to do before the war? Did 
you practise a sport? ” 

I said: “ Yes, football.” 

“ Good,” he said. “ You will be able to play football again 
better than ever.” 

My knee did not bend and the leg dropped straight from the 
knee to the ankle without a calf, and the machine was to bend 
the knee and make it move as in riding a tricycle. But it did 
not bend yet, and instead the machine lurched when it came 

635 


636 ERNEST HEMINGWAY 


to the bending part. The doctor said: “ That will all pass. 
You are a fortunate young man. You will play football again 
like a champion." 

In the next machine was a major who had a little hand like 
a baby's. He winked at me when the doctor examined his 
hand, which was between two leather straps that bounced u 
and down and flapped the stiff fingers, and said: “ And vili 
I too play football, captain-doctor?" Не had been a very 
great Бауы and, before the war, the greatest fencer in Italy. 

"The doctor went to his office in the back room and brought 
a photograph which showed a hand that had bcen withered 
almost as small as the major's, before it had taken a machine 
course, and after was a little larger. The major held the 
photograph with his good hand and looked at it very carefully. 

“А wound?” he asked. 

“ An industrial accident," the doctor said. 

“Very interesting, » very interesting,” the major said, and 
handed it back to the doctor. 

“You have confidence? ” 

“ No," said the major. 

There were three boys who came each day who were about 
the same age I was. They were all three from Milan, and one 
of them was to be a lawyer, and one was to be a painter, and 
one had intended to be a soldier, and after we were finished 
with the machines, sometimes we walked back together to the 
Café Cova, which was next door to the Scala. We walked 
the short way through the communist quarter because we were 
four together. The people hated us because we were officers, 
and from a wine-shop someone would call out, “А basso gli 
ufficiali!” as we passed. Another boy, who walked with us 
sometimes and made us five, wore a black silk handkerchief 
across his face because he had no nose then and his face was to 
be rebuilt. He had gone out to the front from the military 
academy and been wounded within an hour after he had gone 
into the front line for the first time. They rebuilt his 3 
but he came from a үчү old family and they could never get 
the nose exactly right. He went to South America and worked 
іп а bank. But this was a long time ago, and then we did not 
any of us know how it was going to be afterwards. We only 
knew then that there was always the war, but that we were 


not going to it any more. 

е all had the same medals, есер! the boy with the black 
pene across his ind pe mail boy жонді (е Бон, 
eno to म A . е with a 
face who was ч be Rf η er 
and had three medals of the sort we each had only one of. 
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He had lived a very long time with death and was a little 
detached. We were all a little detached, and there was 
nothing that held us together except that we met every after- 
noon at the hospital. Although, as we walked to the Cova 
through the tough part of the town, walking in the dark, with 
light and ang: ing coming out of the wine-shops, and sometimes 
Бакыр to walk into the street when the men and women would 
crowd together on the sidewalk so that we would have had to 
jostle them to get by, we felt held mes by there being 
something that had happened that they, the people who 
disliked us, did not understand. 

We ourselves all understood the Cova, where it was rich and 
warm and not too brightly lighted, and noisy and smoky at 
certain hours, and there were always girls at the tables and the 
illustrated papers on a rack on the wall. The girls at the Cova 
were very patriotic, and I found that the most patriotic people 
in Italy were the café girls—and I believe they are still patriotic. 

The boys at first were very polite about my medals and asked 
me what І had done to get t| fem. I showed them the papers, 
which were written in very beautiful language and full of 
fratellanza and abnegazione, but which really said, with the 
adjectives removed, that I had been given the medals because 
1 was an American. After that their manner changed a little 
towards me, although I was their friend aj gainst outsiders. I 
was a friend, but I was never really one of them after they had 
read the citations, because it had been different with them 
and they had done very different things to get their medals. 
І had been wounded, it was true; but we all knew that being 
wounded, after all, was really an accident. I was never 
ashamed of the ribbons, though, and sometimes, after the 
cocktail hour, I would imagine myself having done all the 
things they had done to get their medals; but walking home 
at ni ght through the empty streets with the cold wind and all 
the shops closed, trying to keep near the street lights, I knew 
that I would never have done such things, and I was very 
much afraid to die, and often lay in bed at night by myself, 
afraid to die and wondering how 1 would be when 1 went 
back to the front again. 

The three with the medals were like hunting-hawks; and I 
was not a hawk, although I might seem a hawk to those who 
had never hunted; they, the three, knew better and so we 
drifted apart. But I stayed good friends with the boy who 
had been wounded his first day at the front, because he would 
never know now how he would have turned out; so he could 
never be accepted either, and I liked him because I thought 
perhaps he would not have turned out to be a hawk either. 


638 ERNEST HEMINGWAY 


The major, who had been the great fencer, did not believe 
in bravery, and spent much time while we sat in the machines 
correcting my grammar. He had complimented me on how 
I spoke Kalian: and we talked together very easily. One day 
I had said that Italian seemed such an easy language to me 
that I could not take a great interest in it; ew hing was so 
easy to say. “АҺ, yes,” the major said. “Why, ከ5 еп, до 
you not take up Ше use of grammar?" бе we took up the 
use of grammar, and soon Italian was such a difficult language 
that I was afraid to talk to him until I had the grammar 
straight in my mind. 

The major came very regularly to the hospital. I do not 
think he ever missed a day, although I am sure he did not 
believe in the machines. ‘There was a time when none of us 
believed in the machines, and one day the major said it was 
all nonsense. The machines were new then and it was we 
who were to prove them. It was an idiotic idea, he said, “а 
theory, like another." I had not learned my grammar, and 
he said I was a stupid impossible disgrace, and he was a fool 
to have bothered with me. Не was a small man and he sat 
straight up in his chair with his right hand thrust into thc 
machine and looked straight ahead at the wall while the straps 
thumped up and down with his fingers in them. 

** What will you do when the war is over if it is over? ” he 
asked ше. “ Speak grammatically! ” 

“I will go to the States.” 

“ Are you married?” 

“Νο, but I hope to be." 

“The more of а fool you are," he said. Не seemed very 
angry. “А man must not marry.” 

“ Why, Signor Maggiore? ” 

“ Don't call me ‘ Signor Maggiore.’ ” 

“ Why must not a man marry?” 

“Не cannot marry. He cannot marry," he said a ily. 
“If he is to lose everything, he should not place himself in а 
position to lose that. He should not place himself in a position 
to lose. He should find things he cannot lose.” 

He spoke very angrily and bitterly, and looked straight 
ahead while he talked. 

“ But why should he necessarily lose И?” 

“ He'll lose it,” the major said. He was looking at the wall. 
Then he looked down at the machine oad jerked his little 
hand out from between the straps and slapped it hard against 
his thigh. “ He'll lose it,” he almost shouted. “ Don’t argue 
with me!” Then he called to the attendant who ran the 
machines. “ Соше and turn this damned thing off.” 
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He went back into the other room for the light treatment and 
the massage. Then I heard him ask the doctor if he might 
use his telephone and he shut the door. When he came back 
into the room, I was sitting in another machine. Не was 
wearing his cape and had his cap on, and he came directly 
toward my machine and put his arm on my shoulder. 

“I ат so sorry,” he said, and patted me on the shoulder 
with his good hand. “1 would not be rude. Му wife has 
just died. You must forgive me.” 

“ Oh——” I said, feeling sick for him. “I am so sorry.” 

He stood there biting his lower lip. “ It is very difficult,” 
he said. “I cannot resign myself.” 

He looked straight past me and out through the window. 
Then he began to cry. “I am utterly unable to resign my- 
self,” he said and choked. And then crying, his head up, 
looking at nothing, carrying himself straight and soldierly, 
with tears оп both his cheeks and biting his lips, he walked 
past the machines and out of the door. 

The doctor told me that the major's wife, who was very 
young and whom he had not married until he was definitely 
invalided out of the war, had died of pneumonia. She had 
been sick only a few days. No one expected her to die. Тһе 
major did not come to the hospital for three days. Then he 
came at the usual hour, wearing a black band on the slceve of 
his uniform. When he came back, there were large framed 
photographs around the wall, of all sorts of wounds before and 
after they had been cured by the machines. In front of thc 
machine the major used were three photographs of hands like 
his that were completely restored. I do not know where the 
doctor got them. I always understood we were the first to 
use the machines. The photographs did not make much 
ως to the major because he only looked out of the 
window. 
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BY NEERJA DEODHAR 


It's easy to understand where the customer-is-god mentality is 
headed when entitlement and a need for things is created when it 
doesn't even exist. It's the clearest sign yet that we live in the age, 
not of enlightenment but entitlement. 


| nan urban Indian city, there are many 
undignified ways to die. 


Being stuck in traffic, unable to move 
even after the light has turned green 
three times over, induces rage. But once 
you add an ambulance to this image, rage 
turns into anxiety — even fear. The ambu- 
lance blares its horn and flashes its 
lights, and the sea of vehicles parts, al- 
lowing it to cut through like an awkward 
teenager at a social event. You're left 
feeling unsettled: What if it was you in 
the ambulance, and the traffic did not 
budge? What if you didn't make it to the 
hospital on time? All the decaces of your 
existence would be reduced to nothing in 
the face of poor infrastructure. Satish 
Shah's D'Mello in Jaane Bhi Do Yaaro may 
have been the victim of a brutal murderer, 
Бит at least his ride in а coffin on the 
highways of Mumbai was smooth — a feat 
possible only in the middle of the night. 


It was ambulances that countless people 
brought up when multiple food and deliv- 
ery companies began promising meals, 
groceries anc package deliveries within 
30, 20 and even 10 minutes. These people 
asked two questions: ‘What is the need?’ 
and ‘Why can’t this be applied to ambu- 
lances? Entrepreneurs who implement 
such ‘innovations’ would ponder these 
questions if they weren't obsessed with 
taking the ‘consumer is king’ philosophy 
to its most extreme, grotesque eventuali- 
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-ty: the consumer is no longer king, but a 
spoilt emperor, drunk on power and 
stuffed with biryani (bought using a dis- 
count coupon, obviously) until he can eat 
no more. Entitlement is the main dish on 
offer; everything else is incidental. 


The consumer is no longer king, but a 
spoilt emperor, drunk on power and 
stuffed with biryani until ne can eat no 
more. 


This need to serve and cive into custom- 
ers’ entitlement and impatience is not 
new. As far back as the 1970s, a beloved 
pizza brand in the US decided to offer 
30-minute deliveries. In India, this dutiful 
appeasement of customers comes with 
allowing them to track the delivery 
agent's every move. The agent's race 
against time plays out like a video game 
where the player has to dodge villains to 
reach their destination. This model is not 
without entertainment. But don’t accuse 
these companies of being inhuman and 
reducing agents to pawns in a game — 
they provide a detailed summary of the 
delivery agent’s life and personality, for 
your consumption. Bonus points if the 
agent is a woman! Maybe it'll warm your 
cold heart right before you give them a 
2.5/5 rating. Maybe it'll convince you to 
add a 20 rupee tip to compensate for the 
lack of a fair salary or fairer working con- 
ditions. 


Could the comfortable, air-conditioned, 
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work-from-home life exist without delivery 
agents? Possibly not, because that would 
mean cealing with the consequences of 
our actions like actual adults. Ran out of 
milk in the morning? Drink your coffee 
black. Forgot to buy meat in time for 
dinner? Make veg biryani and sit through 
the ridicule of your guests. Left behind 
your phone charger at a disappointing 
date’s home? It's too bad you can’t ghost 
them just yet. The lack of delivery apps 
would force a whole generation of urban, 
tech-savvy Indians to get off the couch and 
act, instead of delegate. Everyone’s a CEO 
during that exhilarating moment where 
you get to exercise control. 


The need to serve and give into customers’ 
entitlement and impatience is not new. 


One founder's explanation for ridiculously 
short delivery times is that consumers can 
no longer wait, that they don’t want to 
plan ahead. But this leaves out a crucial 
detail: The demand for instant delivery 
wouid not exist if it wasn't manufactured. 
The consumer, who knows they nave to 
wait 10 minutes (at the very least) for a roti 
or omlette to reach their plates from the 
kitchens in their homes, would never have 
imagined or fantasized about such short 
delivery times. A demand has been created 
where rone existed. But given the choice 
now, few millennials and Gen-Zs would say 
по to within-the-hour deliveries; fewer still 
would opt to go out and actually buy a 
product from a local store. As more apps 
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join the bandwagon, they solidify in- 
stant delivery’s position as the default. 
Nothing can or will come in the way of 
this instant gratification. 


The demand for instant delivery would 
not exist if it wasn't manufactured. 


Delivery apps and startups have taken 
this sordid epiphany and used it to 
build a vicious model: one that makes 
agents the face of their businesses 
without making them employees on 
their payrolls. Every single order they 
fulfill on every day they work is scruti- 
nised. They are made to seem like they 
are directly responsible *or ensuring 
you, the customer, does not go hungry. 
And yet they are 'partners', not employ- 
ees with contracts, which keeps them 
outside the protections of labour laws. 
When they protest to demand better 
working conditions, they are sued in 
return (in case you should be under the 
delusion that these companies possess 
the ability to care). As delivery times 
get smaller, so will the humanity afford- 
ed to agents. Claims nave been made to 
counter this suspicion, but if safety and 
security were real priorities, why offer a 
service that will certainly put 
everything at risk? 


As delivery times get smaller, so will 
the humanity afforded to agents. 


Businesses in the delivery game have a 
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transactional user interface, but their ap- 
pearance on social media is a stark con- 
trast: memes, vibes, relatable jokes and cu- 
rated responses to consumers are all em- 
ployed to replicate the warmth and ap- 
proachability of a kirana store. The stories 
of the founders and CEOs of these busi 

nesses are painted in shiny, aspirational 
colours — of the young ages at which they 
start, the break-neck speed at which they 
grow. Their keenness to listen to what their 
customers want and need. The exploitation 
of delivery agents is collateral damage; the 
customer's guilt-free, stress-free life and 
the founder's vision is the bigger picture. 
Entitlement is, after all, a two-way street. 


But what is this vision and the “innova- 
tion” that propels it further? It is the com- 
ing-together of logistics, capital and tech 
— and an invisible human cost. It is remark- 
ably improving some lives as it clearly en- 
dangers others. As these startups and ven- 
tures scale, it is inevitable that they will 
treat the real people who make their busi- 
nesses viable as inventory — useful until 
they are not, and ultimately, perishable. 


As these ventures scale, it is inevitable 
that they will treat the real peoole who 
make their businesses viable as inventory. 


A lawmaker recently said that even the 


police department's emergency wing 
cannot offer the swift commitment that 
express delivery promises. But | suppose 
this is the natural outcome of consumers 
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care services. The beloved pizza brand 
that kick-started the 30-minute delivery 
trend abanconed the idea after multi- 
ple lawsuits involving injuries sus- 
tained by people on the road. But India 
remains one of the countries where the 
trend survived and evidently continues 
to thrive. There's ал open secret about 
the country's favourite instant ramen: 
despite its advertising claims, it does 
not cook within two minutes. Maybe In- 
dia’s instant delivery obsession will 
force even this packet of ramen into 
submission. As it has tne rest of us. 


Neerja Deochar 

Neerja Deochar writes about art and 
cuiture when she isn't looking up. 
pasta recipes. She tweets а: @neer- 
jadeodhar and runs the newsletter 
‘Lunch Club for Three’. 
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Channel Change Karo! Why Indian Parents 
Reach for the Remote When There's a 
Kissing Scene 


BY AKANKSHA DHYANI 


Desi parents are some of the most vigilant gatekeepers of “objec- 
tionable" content in the world. To ensure that their children turn 
out to be as sanskari as Tulsi Virani, they turn to the remote 
control - skip, fast forward, change the channel. But in the age of 
the internet, is it possible to restrict what their children watch? 
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| t's the early 20005. On yet another typ- 
ical weekend night for the Dhyari family, 
the whole bunch is gathered around the 
television, watching yet another rented 
DVD. 


It's a Hollywood action flick, a largely safe 
bet for family viewing. But as the climax 
draws closer, the leading man and his 
damsel in distress look like they are get- 
ting a little too close for this desi family's 
comfort. There is uncomfortable shifting 
on the sofa; the tension in the room 
weighs heavy anc the kids hardly know 
where to look. 


105 a familiar routine, as papa Dhyani 
franticaliy searches for the remote. The 
stakes of what is about to appear on 
screen are seemingly much higher than 
whatever universe-threatening evil force 
the hero is fighting against. As the love- 
birds passionately move toward each 
other, papa hits the fast-forward button. 
Just in time. The movie skips forward to 
the fighting once more. The day is saved. 
Another day that the Dhyani kids did not 
have to watch two grown-ups kiss on 
screen. 


Welcome to my early teens. 


The Indian parental censoring game 15 
pretty strong, but for my parents, it was a 
methodical, highly skilled ritual. We spent 
a good part of my teenage years living in 
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Finland where there was absolutely no 
"sanskari" content to be found. So, we 
found solace in whatever content we 
could find that was in a language we 
could understand - English. 


This meant opening our desi family up to 
western TV shows, Hollywooc movies, 
and yes, even the dreaded МТМ. In г coun- 
try that’s mostly dark winters, this was a 
compromise my parents hac made for the 
sake of the family’s entertainment and 
general sanity, but one that came at a 
cost: They had to be on alert at all time to 
protect their bhole-bhale bacche from the 
onslaught of foreign indecencies. 


The Indian parental censoring game is 
pretty strong, but for my parents, it was a 
methodical, highly skilled ritual. 


As | found out later, this wasn’t a trait 
unique to my family. Desi parents are 
some of the most vigilant gatekeepers of 
“objectionable content” in the world. 
Having survived their entire adolescence 
without receiving the birds- and-bees talk 
themselves, most parents see no reason 
to discontinue that tradition with unnec- 
essary awkwardness. | mean, why have 
the talk when you can simply pretend sex 
does not exist until your kids grow old 
enough to figure it out themselves? And 
how care western TV disrupt this 
triec-and-testec method of bringing up 
Indian children? 


To ensure tha: their children turn out to 
be as sanskari as Tulsi Virani, the desi 
parents turn to the remote control. It be- 
comes their best friend, ally, weapon of 
defence. Skip, fast forward, change the 
channel. Handled. Done. 


My parents' war against "indecent" TV 
*aded not long after we moved back to 
our desh. I think it was their sudden re- 
“ива! to skip the charming kiss at the 
climax of a family viewing of Jab We Met 
that definitively marked the end of that 
era. Initially, | was shocked; instead of 
watching what was unfolding on screen, 
my eyes were glued to my parents. Since 
then, not only have ! watched their grip 
Over the remote control loosen, but 
they've also shocked me in ways that 
nothing they protected me from ever 
could. And then one a random night, my 
mother forwarced me a sex joke. Followed 
by three wink emoticons. 


This was mistake; maybe she wanted to 
forward it to a friend? | imagined how 
deeply embarrassed she must have been 
at what was clearly a mix up. І obviously 
did not respond until she came to be the 
next day and asked me specifically if Га 
received her forward. When I said yes, she 
laughec, possibly at my sheepish, con- 
*ounded half-smile and walked away with 
swag. 


So, what had happened to my re- 
mote-control-obsessed folks? 
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Well, for one, the internet and more spe- 
cifically, streaming changed the way we 
consume entertainment. A life in the age 
of on-the-go content means that desi 
parents have realised that even their 
асері censorship skills, honed over the 
years, might have finally met their match. 
Before the internet, entertainment time 
meant television time, which necessarily 
meant family time. But that's not the 
case anymore. There are five people in my 
family, and at any civen time, we can all 
be found in different parts of tne nouse, 
watching what we want. 


And how dare western TV disrupt this 
tried-and-tested method of bringing up 
Indian children? 


There is little any parent can co to ехег- 
сізе control over іле children's viewing 
habits. Black Mirror's “Arkangel”, where а 
mother shields her daughter from 
everything disturbing, including г dying 
grandfather in need of medical assis- 
tance, might be a bit of a hyperbole but is 
quite an eye-opener. The truth it is that is 
impossible to shelter your children for 
what is out there in the age of the inter- 
net. “Children should be protected, Arkan- 
gel seems to suggest, but not made to 
live in an alternate reality that leaves 
them unprepared to have a healthy, adult 
life in the actual one," an essay on Bustie 
points out. I'm glad my parents figured 
this out sooner than later. 


As for the question of protecting children 
from "indecent" foreign influences, well 
that has changed along with Indian con- 
tent. Our parameters of “indecent”, “im- 
moral" and the general sense of "haww- 
ness" have evolved significantly in the 
past decade. Bollywood has stopped 
shying away from on-screen kisses, and 
sex scenes have made their way into com- 
mercial, mainstream cinema, becoming 
more than just a cheap prop to promote 
B-grade movies. Indian cinema has start- 
ed questioning its own censorship param- 
eters and slowly but significantly pushing 
them. 


This change was reflected on our TV 
screens and thank*ully, my parents did 
not resist it. Somewhere along the way, 
their criteria for the changing of channels 
kept shrinking until one day, | think they 
thought it juvenile to do it at all. Aided by 
all the changes in the world around us, a 
lot of growing up happened in my family 
in the past decade. | crew up, old enough 
to cast - for the first-time ever - а 
"really?" glance at my father when he 
reached for the remote while we were 
watching Pulp Fiction. And somewhere, 
they grew up too. 


Having satisfactorily carried out their 
censorship responsibilities, my parents 
have taken on cooler, more relaxed roles. 
My father nas become a kick-back, 
lounge-around-the-house, Stephen Col- 
bert-binging figure, while my mother has 
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discovered a new-found passion for the 
desi part of YouTube. They are now both 
over 50 and display not the slightest іп- 
clination to tell my 17-year-old brother to 
stop watching Ted Mosby and his gang 
discuss their sex lives. They've clearly 
crossed over. 


I still haven't. | can’t sit through a sex 
scene with them in the room without 
itching for the remote control. Some of 
us take time to become “cool”. 


Akanksha Dhyani 

Akanksha Dhyani is a renowned expert 
on awkwardness, midnight snacking anc 
answering difficult questions with Mi- 
chael Scott memes. Exiled for her sup- 
port of pineapple on pizza, she is cur- 
rently believed to be hiding behind her 
humour and anxiety. Ask her about movie 
rights on social media @madrandomsoul. 
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What Has Taken the Pleasure 
Out of Porn? 
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BY GODOT 


In my small UP city, anything related to sex was - is - taboo. Your 
parents never talked about it and films and TV showed flowers 
brushing against each other. Which is why procuring porn was an il- 
licit pleasure. Today, pornography is ubiquitous, but the pleasure is 
all gone. 


Т here was а swiftness to his move- 
ment despite the heavy backpack as he 
made his way through the narrow school 
corridors. His palms are sweaty, knees 
weak, arms are heavy. Eminem's voice 
from that year's biggest hit was pounding 
in his head, reflecting his own stressful 
state. He slipped inside the boys’ wash- 
room, took out a black plastic bag from 
inside his backpack and handed it over to 
the boy he has just met. The smile on the 
receiver's face - and the relief on the de- 
livery guy's - said it all. “Sabse naya wala 
aaya hai. Sania Mirza ki duplicate hai," I 
whispered as I passed a scratched VCD to 
my waitina frienc. 


About 10-15 years ago, іп the glory days 
before the Internet and the ubiquitous 
tik-tik-tik-ing of dial-up modems, this is 
how porn was exchanged and cistributed 
in boys' schools in small towns. Just like 
contraband. And the rush from this ex- 
change matched that 07 any other con- 
trolled substance. 


1 come from a small city in UP, where апу- 
thing related to sex was - is - taboo. Your 
parents never talked about it, your school 
barely accepted it, and films and TV were 
showing flowers brushing against each 
other to insinuate any kind of sexual 
union. Add to that hormonal teenage boys 
discovering one specific part of their body 
that was capable of doing much more 
than they previously knew, and you һауе 
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the perfect storm of illicit CD trading, 
clandestine viewing sessions, and bouts 
of self-ciscovery. This was the time when 
a boy struck up a Lifelong bond o* friend- 
ship, loyalty, and companionship with his 
right (or left) hand, and watching porn 
was much more pleasurable because it 
was the forbidden fruit. 


A lot has changed in the last two decades, 
but porn, from its consumption to its pro- 
curement, has changed more than most. 
We did not have 4G phones streaming un- 
limited porn from the internet. Heck, the 
only useful thing on a phone back then 
was Snake ІІ. There were no tube website 
with sleek designs presenting a multitude 
of categories, subcategories, and porn 
stars to choose from, allowing us to pleas- 
ure ourselves any time we felt Like it. 


| could now sense what Eve must have felt 
while devouring that apple. It would have 
felt like the tastiest fruit in all of Eden, by 
virtue of it being forbidden. 


Back then, we made do with what we had. 
Porn had to be watched “by appointment”, 
it had its own set of rituals and was gov- 
erned by certain codes. 


It was a huge event in our otherwise mun- 
dane existence; a scandal if not guarded 
well. We had to plan bizarre excuses days 
in advance, just to get that one window, 
that uninterrupted hour-long session, 
which would transform our entire day, 
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even week. | don't want to sound Like а 
geriatric uncle, but kids today don't know 
what they're missing. There's plenty of 
porn, but the pleasure is all gone. 


Let's start at the beginning. 


Olcer readers will know what a boon 
Michel Adam's Fashion TV was in those 
pre-broadbanc, dial-up connection days. 
Never in their wildest creams would art- 
ists like Mario Testino or executives at 
Pirelli have imagined that schoolboys in 
India were learning to fap while watching 
their artsy calendar shoots on an elite TV 
channel with some 07 the world best 
models, sans clothes. Yet there І was, and 
in my hormonal daze, Fashion Ту felt like 
һегуег. 


Yet that was just a slice of what was to 
come. If you got on the right side of your 
cable operator, you could get REN TV, Rus- 
Sia's greatest export to a certain genera- 
tion of Indians. And this is where I found 
my first (оме, г goddess named Krista 
Allen in the softcore film Emmanuelle in 
Space which came on REN TV and blew 
me to shreds. For the first time, you could 
see people having sex, on TV! Fuck! Fricay 
to Sunday, every night, the holy channels 
woulc broadcast unholy stuff for bad 
boys. 


Getting into paradise is never easy, and 
this was no different. That's why you 
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needed those bizarre excuses prepared in 
advance. Finding a time when the whole 
family would be out at a party, forgoing а 
delicious biryani and kebab meal, and 
staying home alone with the fear that 
someone would barge in was no mean 
task, but it felt even better for the sacri- 
fices you had just made for those few 
minutes of pleasure. Doors would be 
bolted and curtains woulc be drawn. With 
just one TV placed in the living room, pri- 
vacy was an alien concept in those cays, 
necessitating the cloak-and-dagger rou- 
tine. 


І could now sense what Eve must һауе 
felt while devouring that apple. It would 
have felt like the tastiest fruit in all of 
Eden, by virtue of it being forbidden. For 
the rebeliious soul, everything suddenly 
becomes much more pleasurable the 
moment it becomes taboo - be it a secret 
love affair, that piece of pork and alcohol 
for a Muslim, or that medium-rare steak 
and hamburger for a Hindu. 


Having discovered a garden of nidden de- 
lights via cable TV, | needed more. And as 
if on cue, along came two revolutions, 
which forever changed the fapping habits 
of not just India, but the globe. The VCD 
followed by the DVD allowed you to watch 
high-quality porn anytime you wanted, so 
long as you had a CD player and privacy. 
Porn became a community event, as boys 
gathered every time a frienc's house was 
empty to view each other's CD collec- 
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tions. It was, and still is, the most private 
community event I've ever been a part of. 
These clandestine events solidified the 
bonds of friendship with our brethren, 
holier than any religion, more loyal than 
the army, and more secretive than the 
Mossad. 


The beginning of the end was the arrival 
of broadband internet. At first, we would 
save money and go to those particular 
cyber cafes that had private cabins. But as 
home connections became more afforda- 
ble, watching porn stopped being an event 
and was reduced to a mere activity. It 
began with JPEGs that took forever to load 
in a browser window, to letting the imagi- 
nation run wild reading the stories on lit- 
erotica.com, to the time when finally, 
videos could be streamed. 


And that is how we got to today, where 
your phone can give you a happy ending in 
under five minutes. (No one's judging.) 


As a veteran, | can safely say that we all 
consume much more porn than we ever 
did. The quality is much better, it’s safer, 
much more private than it ever was. And | 
can't stress enouch that even a Little bit of 
regulation has made the pornography in- 
dustry а little more equitable for women 
performers - or rather has made it equally 
exploitative for all performers. Porn has 
affected the world in many ways that аге 
impossible to count. 
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It is ubiquitous - but that thrill is gone. It 
might sound crazy to long for the days 
when videos would play only after buffer- 
ing г hundred times, and you lived with 
the anxiety of being caught despite bolt- 
ing every door, but what those times also 
held were stolen kisses, chance encoun- 
ters, and bonds of friendship that last to 
this day. 


Now, porn has become a cut-and-dried 
activity, with no romance attached to it. 
Ат a time when your engagement with 
your adult entertainment only lasts from 
when you log on to the website to when 
you close the browser window, this entire 
screed is a wistful bit of nostalgia porn. 


Godot 

Godot is in his late 20s and currently 
lives in Mumbai. When he's not writing, 
travelling, eating or producing films, 
Godot likes to reminisce about the past, 
wants to alter the present and waits for 
the real Godot to arrive. 
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Working From Home Might Be Messing 
With Our Mental Health 
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BY HARDIK RAJGOR 


The boundaries between home and work have been permanently 
blurred by work from home. The concept of “working hours" has dis- 
solved. So employees are expected to answer calls any time of the 
day, even on a Sunday evening. The desire to tune out from work 
has now become completely alien. 


үу hen the lockdown first came 
about, to work from home seemed like a 
great idea. We had these dream scenari- 
05 of waking up late, roaming around in 
ghar ke kapde, no commute, and chilling 
during work hours. Now more than six 
months into execution and much like “kal 
se pakka gym jaunga", things have not 
quite turned out as we had hoped and 
plannec. 


Do you feel you're working more from 
home than you actually were in office? 
You are probably right. When we're at 
work, we reach the office and have а 
snack. We work for a couple of hours and 
have a lunch break. We have another 
snack break in the evening and squeezed 
between all these breaks are multiple 
chai and sutta breaks. To quote a Hindi 
phrase, "din nikal jata hai". 


But as | have found in the last couple of 
months, а: home there are no breaks and 
it's relentless, We are burdened with 
more work than possible and we can't 
refuse or question it. If we're saving 
travel time and not taking all the point- 
less breaks, why can't we get it done? As 
employees, we even feel guilty making 
certain excuses because they might 
sound too silly. What if | can't log in on 
time because | have to co jnadu-pocna, 
solve leakage issues, or buy groceries? “1 
bet no one else makes these excuses," 
we feel. 
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So out of guilt, we now get back to work 
by taking a ten-minute lunch instead of 
the leisurely hour. We con't browse shop- 
ping websites to kill some time in the af- 
ternoon, or go downstairs for a post-lunch 
walk Like we did in office. Many of us have 
internalised the idea that "wasting time" 
at home is unethical or unprofessional. 
We are sitting in one location, staring at a 
screen and burning ourselves out working 
crazy long hours. How can we be az home 
all day and still feel so tired, we wonder? 
Because our minds are not getting rest 
and it is showing in the stress we feel. 


How can we be at home all day and still 
feel so tired, we wonder? Because our 
minds are not getting rest. 


Гат not the only one feeling the heat. An 
article titled, “Working From Home Might 
Take A Toll On Your Mental Health”, opines 
that it’s important “to consider your 
mental health history when making the 
decision [to work from home]. If you strug- 
gle with depression, for example, working 
from home has the potential to exacer- 
bate feelings of isolation and perpetuate 
inactivity.” Even if you enjoy it, Jane Scud- 
der, a certified personal development 
coach cited in the piece, says, “working re- 
motely creates a unique pressure to 
appear busy.” Minus the structure of an 
office environment, people feel the need 
to be “constantly available or otherwise 
prove you’re spending your time in a pro- 
ductive way”. 


Aside from the pressure, there are serious 
wellness-related questions to consider. In 
а 2019 article titled, “Are Home Offices 
Fueling A Mental Health Crisis?", Dr Amy 
Cirbus says that among remote workers, 
"insomnia and sleep disturbance are 
common, along with increased fatique, ir- 
ritation, sadness and feelings of discon- 
nection. Remote workers report a lack 07 
concentration and focus that can com- 
pound and exacerbate these mental 
health challenges. It can lead to a loss of 
self-worth and a questioning of one’s 
abilities.” 


A lot of these issues could be resolved by 
Just being in an office environment. 


In office, we chat with multiple people, 
joke around, engage in conversations 
other than work, celebrate birthdays, get 
scolded, embarrass ourselves at meet- 
ings, and occasionally, have a stroke of 
brilliance. It’s a whole gamut of emotions 
and experiences. At home, we're just in 
one location for months, possibly in a 
bleak cycle of horrid news on TV and 
social media, alone with our thoughts. If 
you're bothered by somethinc, you can 
keep thinking about it for hours without 
anyone to help you out or take your mind 
off it, or even to discuss it out loud with 
someone. 


In office, we chat with multiple people, 
joke around, engage in conversations 
other than work. 
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Because the thing is, the boundaries be- 
tween home and work have been perma- 
nently blurred by work “гот home. There 
is no longer any concept of “working 
hours” since your work is at home. And so 
employees are expected to pick up a call 
any time of the day, even on a Sunday 
evening. Combined with the lockdown, it 
isn’t as if you could have been at a party, 
or on a trek, or just be in an unavailable 
network zone, so what important thing 
could you possibly be doing? Concepts 
like mental peace or wanting to tune out 
from work for a couple of days have now 
become alien. 


What’s worse is, that work from home 
has also eroded the idea of home. With 
the boundaries between the two places 
dissolved, home is also where you cook, 
clean, answer your emails, and be on long 
calls while feeding the kids. If you're 
single and living alone, you have to do 
almost all of the above along with finish- 
ing that project on time. Just because we 
don’t get paid for it doesn’t mean it isn’t 
a constant and hectic part of schedule. 
No one accounts for the work and stress 
that goes into getting the home in order. 


Work from home is a combination of the 
worst of both worlds. We don’t have 
access to the office environment beyond 
work, nor can we avoid all the work that is 
to be done at home. In that sense, work 
from home is like a family trip to Goa. 
You're in Goa but you can't do fun things, 
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nor can you avoid the family bickering, 


and visiting pointless relatives. It was 
fine as a two-day exercise once in a while, 
but push your luck too much, and it has 
becun to seem like a really terrible idea. 


Hardik Rajgor 

Hardik is a Mumbaikar in his 20s. That 
could be his age, weight or waist size. 
Life is miserable, he Likes to look at the 
lighter side of it. 


My Mother, the Madwoman in the Attic 
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Most people know schizophrenia as a mental disorder that affects 
the way a person behaves and perceives the world. | know it 
intimately as the event that shaped my life. 


М y mother is a blurred presence in 
my head, occurring in slow, hazy silhou- 
ettes. 


| remember her as this curly-haired, 
big-eyed, magnificent woman who was 
often lost in a world that she created out 
of reccurring thoughts and surreal halluci- 
nations. One moment she would be cheer- 
ful, cooking while humming her favourite 
song, and in the next she would stand in 
an empty room with a terrified look on ner 
face and hauntingly ask me, “Do you hear 
a baby crying?" 


My earliest memory of her is from when | 
was three. It was a sultry afternoon and 
my father was at work; my elder sister 
was at her tuition class, and | was hungry. 
| kept telling mom that | wanted to eat 
and it was Like, she couldn't hear me. To 
her | did not exist. | ran to the kitchen and 
got an orange and asked her to peel it for 
me, and again, there was no response at 
all. So | spent the whole afternoon trying 
to bite into the orange and | just coulcn't. 
| ended up falling asleep on the floor, 
hungry. 


Most people know schizophrenia as a the- 
oretical construct - a mental disorder that 
affects the way a person behaves, thinks, 
and perceives the world, altering reality. | 
know it intimately as the event that 
shaped my life. 


^— 
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On a visit to Assam a few years ago, | was 
skimming through a random photo aloum 
at a maternal relative’s house when | 
found an old photograph of my mother 
tucked between the last dusty pages. 
There were three girls in the faded photo- 
graph, all of them draped in saris anc 
there she was standing in the centre - her 
curly hair tied in a bun, her lips wearing a 
subtle, shy smile, and ner beautiful, twin- 
kling eyes looking straight at me through 
the photograph. 


І was three when Ma was diagnosed with 
paranoid schizophrenia, but | was a teen- 
ager when | came across that photo. At 
13, | was old enough to understand what 
paranoid schizophrenia meant, but young 
enough to wonder how could this smiling 
woman be ill. She looked happy, she lovec 
to cook, and sang sweet Assamese songs. 


How could a person like that have been 
dealing with such a chronic mental 
illness? Shouldn't she look sad anc 
weary? Shouldn't her hair be messy anc 
tangled, her clothes shabby, anc 
shouldn't she lack motivation to do any- 
thing at all? | didn’t realise it, but from my 
naive understanding of the disease anc 
longing for my mother, who had been 
separatec from me, | was judging her. 
What | was essentially asking is, if she 
could manage to smile, surely she coulc 
have managed to raise a child. 


As | grew older, | began to understand the 
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the central reality of a mental illness - it 
is not always obvious. Your chirpy, sing- 
ing, cheerful co-worker could be dealing 
with depression, your next-door neich- 
bour, who always smiles at you and stops 
for a conversation, could have social anxi- 
ety and you would never know. A person 
dealing with a mental disorder may never 
show physical signs like a bruise or a 
bleed, yet it is one of the leading causes 
of suicide. 


Ma was a friendly, lively person, but she 
had no one to talk to. Trapped in an ar- 
ranged marriage and with two small girls 
to raise, she couldn't find time to talk 
about the chaos that had overtaken her 
mind. As her disease took hold of her, she 
stopped dressing up, stopped combing 
her hair, stoppec wearing her favourite 
red lipstick, and eventually stopped smil- 
ing. All that was left was a vacant look in 
her eyes, and the fading hope of ever get- 
ting better. She was accused of being a 
bad mother, a terrible wife, and a dys- 
functional person, just because she was 
dealing with an illness they couldr't wrap 
their head around. It would nave been 
easier if she nad diabetes or cancer; soci- 
ety would have been more forgiving. 


When her condition was finally diagnosed 
the family was shocked. They'd never 
dealt with a "mad" person before. She 
was put on anti-psychotic medication and 
like most people who are given this medi- 
cation without a strong emotional sup- 
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port system, she developed an unhealthy 
dependence on it. She was also severely 
dependent on tobacco, as it gave her a 
sense of relief every time she used it. But 
after my father stumbled upon that 
orange with my teeth marks on it, ne put 
his foot down, banned the pills, and 
Stopped giving her any money. 


My father always created this grey, abu- 
sive environment at home, even though 
he is supposed to be wholly sane by soci- 
ety's standards. 


This only made her more desperate. She 
would often trade her valuabies with 
someone to get her the pills and tobacco. 
But there were days when she didn't get 
her hands on either. Many a time, when 
she was deprivec of the substances, she 
would sleep for long hours at a stretch 
and sometimes a whole day would go by, 
without her getting out of bed. There was 
a point when she turned into a zombie 
with no sense of social etiquette. 


One day, she was sitting in the bedroom; 
my sister and | were in the house too. 
There was a Carpenter, fixing a table, and 
Ma just sat in her room, unresponsive, 
and staring into nothingness, She did not 
even have the consciousness to drape her 
Sari properly anc the pallu was spread 
across the floor. My sister, who was about 
seven or eight years old, ran and put a 
shawl around her, making sure she didn’t 
catch the carpenter's eye. 
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As her condition escalated, episodes of 
her normal self became few and far be- 
tween, and опе day things came to а 
head. It was а grey evening and my father 
was back from work and my parents were 
having yet another argument. My father 
wouid blame her for being irresponsible 
and as he abused her, she would often 
cower. But that day, she spoke up. She 
told him he was a terrible person, con- 
fronted him about his infidelity and vio- 
lent streak. The more she screamed, the 
angrier my father got. He pushed her to 
the ground, picked up a heavy wooden 
chair, and hit her with it on her heac, 
back, and shoulders. She bled all over the 
floor; there was blood on the walls as 
welL At the time, she was pregnant with 
my youngest sister. 


The bloodstains stayed on the wall for a 
long time after she left. 


m 


My mother went back to her maternal 
home in Assam. My father refused to let 
her take my sister and me, and a decace 
would pass before | would see her again. 


І met Ma and my youngest sister Ankita 
оп a visit to Assam when | was 72. The 
woman from my memories was still there. 
In her years in Assam with her loving par- 
ents, Ma began to heal. She also cooked 
regularly, but | realised she is not what 
you anc I call “normal”. Constant therapy 
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and medication is very expensive so she 
may never completely recover. 


But meeting Ankita was a joy. She is a 
testament to the fact that having a men- 
tally troubled person for a parent need 
not affect a child detrimentally. The envi- 
ronment is what matters. My grandpar- 
ents made sure to give her all the love 
and helped my mother to bring Ankita up. 
She understands what Ma goes through 
and that she has good days and 030 days, 
but she doesn't hold it against her. 


Ankita recently got her results for the 
tenth grade and is now deciding on her 
higher studies. She is a happy girl, full of 
compassion, and mature beyond her 
years. Even after living with someone 
dealing with schizophrenia, she has 
turned out to be a bright, well-adjusted, 
and happy person. 


Ironically, my sister and 1, who lived with- 
out my mother, have developed men- 
tal-health issues. My father always creat- 
ed this grey, abusive environment at 
home, even though he is supposed to be 
wholly sane by society’s standards. | 
suffer from post-traumatic stress disor 
der, which | was diagnosed with last year. 
I can't venture out in public. Fear and anx- 
iety аге my constant companions. 


I don't know if | will see my mother again. 
Too much time has passed; all that is 
water under the bridge now. But | һауе 
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а 
fond memories of her even today - telling 
me silly jokes, excitedly experimenting in 
the kitchen, and singing serene Assamese 
melodies. | hope she has a happy life. 
Nobody deserves it more than she does. 


Kavita Sarmah 

Kavita Sarmah is an artist, optimist, and 
a tea person. The world to her is in 
shades of blue, grey, and specks of rain- 
bow. Her natural state of being is midst 
Sheets of poetry, charcoal drawings, and 
buried in canvases. She believes in 
feminism, breaking stigma, and regularly 
posting to Instagram. 
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‘Akbar-Birbal’, these very names bring images of the greatest 
Mughal Emperor Akbar and his witty, just and loyal courtier 
Raja Birbal to our minds. Nowhere in the Mughal history has 
the name of a courtier been associated with that of an 
Emperor except Birbal's. 

Mughal Emperor Akbar was the greatest ruler of the 
Mughal dynasty. He reigned from 1556 A.D. to 1605 A.D. 
Akbar consolidated the Mughal empire and was a brave, 
learned and benevolent ruler. He had built his capital city at 
Fatehpuri Sikri, near Agra, from where a coterie of nine 
ministers, better known as his navaratnas managed the affairs 
of state for him. Mahesh Das or Raja Birbal as known 
popularly was the most well known naveraina of Akba 
Виба/з keen sense of justice, integrity, selfishness, loyalty and 
service made him an indispensable part of the Mughal court. 

He was Akbar's friend and advisor and endeared himself to 
Akbar by the virtue of his wit. Birbal was an extremely clever, 
quick-witted person who enthralled the king and his subjects. 
with his humour. With his keen sense of justice Birbal 
endeared himself to the general public also, He was the only. 
courtier who could point out mistakes even іп the Emperor's 
judgement. Raja Birbal was the only Hindu courtier to adopt 


|| G2 


the new religious path Deen-i-Ilahi, founded by Emperor | 


Akbar to foster unity among various religious groups, 


Akbar and Birbal were like candle and the wick where > 


Birbal provided the wax for the glory of the great Mughal 
emperor. 
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One fine summer morning, the young Mughal Emperor, Jalal-uddin Muhammad 
Akbar, went on a hunting expedition with his friends to the forest. He was fond of 
the sport and would often до riding. On this particular occasion, he was both 
excited and enthusiastic as they were heading for a forest known to have a variety 
οἱ animals. Itwas one of the favourite spots for hunting. 
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| creatures started to fade. They had ridden а long way and their supply of drinking 
water was over. Being thirsty and far from the palace, the group decided to find а 
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but it has a large water tank with 
plenty of fresh water.” 

“Then please take us there,” 
requested Akbar, 

“Sure sir,” the boy replied at once. 

The lad clambered up behind a 
rider on one of the horses and the 
group headed for the village. The 
boy confidently directed the hunting 
party over the forest trails and 
through meandering pathways to his 
village. 
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Once there, һе led them to the tank and quickly fetched a pitch 
water. The emperor and his friends drank thirstily, the clear water tasting as sweet 
as nectar, soothing their parched throats, 

The lad, however, was not done. He just as quickly fetched water for the horses | 
and saw that the tired animals were refreshed. 

All this while, the emperor watched the boy. He had observed the way in which 
he had directed the group of men, confident and sure of himself, young as he was. 
He noticed his energetic movements and caring ways with the horses. Akbar had | 
to know more about this bright and intelligent lad who, though a boy from 
village, had an unusual air about him. 

“What is your name, young man?" asked Akbar. 

"First, tell me your name, sir," said the boy, boldly. "Then, I'lltell you mine." | 

The emperor was taken aback. No one had ever dared to speak to him in this. 
manner. 

: | 
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first, tell me your name, sir,” said the boy, boldly. "Then, I'll tell 
emperor was taken aback. No one had ever dared to. 


"Do you know who am?" Akbar retorted sharply. 

"Do you know who | am?" replied the boy, 
cheekily. “I'm sure you don't. lam Mahesh Das,” 

Тһе bold manner of the lad came as a surprise to 
the emperor who always had everybody bowing 
before him. But, due to his generous nature and keen 
sense of humour, he could not help laughing at. the 
sight of the boy standing tall before him with aplomb. 
He slipped off a ring with his insignia from one of his 
fingers and put it in Mahesh's hand. 
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“Here, take this,” said Akbar. "The symbol on the ring will tell you who Гата”. 
“This," said Mahesh Das, carefully examining the ring, “is the sign of Emperor 
Akbar. | have seen it on the flags carried by his horsemen who pass by here. But 
only the emperor wears rings with the royal seal." 
Looking up at Akbar, the boy said slowly, "You, then, are the Emperor Akbar." 
“Yes,” said Akbar, impressed with the lad's reasoning. "And, you, my young 
friend, are a fine lad. You helped us out without knowing who we were. From what 
| seen of you, you are an intelligent as well as caring and hard-working, 
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Mahesh ran towards home аз fast as his legs could carry him so that he could 
show his mother the ring and tell her about his meeting the Emperor Akbar. He was 
sure she would be delighted. 

As soon as he got there, he excitedly described the whole incident to his mother 
who could hardly believe her ears. Her young Mahesh had met the great emperor 
in person! Amazed, she looked with wonder at her son. Although she knew that her 
зоп was special, yet sometimes she felt that all mothers felt the same about their 
children. Mahesh's mother often wondered how she could provide for her son if his 
learning required more than they could afford. The family was one of modest 
means and life was not always easy. Now, she was sure that come what may, 
Mahesh would complete his education. 
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ould hardly believe her ears. Her young Mahesh had met the great emperor 
on! Amazed, she looked with wonder at her son. Although she knew that her 
special, yet sometimes she felt that all mothers felt the same about their 
п. Mahesh's mother often wondered how she could provide for her san if his 
required more than they could afford. The family was one of modest 
and life was not always easy. Now, she was sure that come what may, 


ዝ 

“Mahesh!” she said joyously, “You аге а bright boy. Gain as much knowledge аб | 
you can here. Once you have done so. you will be worthy to meet the emperor | 
which will widen your horizon. Не is a wise person with a scholarly bent of mind. 
With your intelligence and the opportunities available to you at court, | am sure 
you will be a success. It is only a matter of time, my son, when you will be famous. 
and known ай over the kingdom." 

“You think that way about me only because you are my mother,” said Mahesh 
laughingly. “But, ves, 1 will do as you say. Gaining knowledge has never harmed 
anyone, only helped. 

“In a few, short years. you will grow up," said Mahesh's mother fondly ruffling 
his hair. “That ring is important. I'll keep it safely till you are old enough to look 
after it yourself. Remember, it is more precious than it already is as the ring is the 

ize you once you are an 


Knowledgeable and 
age. The time came for 
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Emperor Akbar beckoned him as the perfect destination for the brightest in the 
land. There, Mahesh thought, eyes shining, my mind will be challenged. | will have 
so much more to leam, so much more to gain. 

The young man exuded the same confidence he displayed when he was a lad, 
when spotted later as a young adult by Akbar. The emperor really did not need the 
ting to recognize the assured youth standing before him. No one else could have 
had the same bearing and the intelligence that shone in his bright, alert eyes. 

At court, Mahesh was like а sponge. No detail escaped him and he learnt from 
everything around him, Due to his common sense, wit and enlightened judgments 
Бе was known throughout the land and soon came to be known as Birbal which 
means ‘wise’, At a young age he was appointed as one of the navratnas or nine 
gems, a group of nine ministers hand-picked by the emperor to manage the affairs 
of state for him. 

Thus, а great and beloved figure in Indian history came into being and, a fond 


mother's predictions were fulfilled. в 
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same bearing ап the intelligence that shone in his bright, alert eyes. 
fourt, Mahesh was like а sponge, No detail escaped him and he learnt from 
jing around him. Due to his common sense, wit and enlightened judgments 
known throughout the land and soon came to be known as Birbal which 
‘wise’, At a young age he was appointed as one of the navratnas or nine 
a group of nine ministers hand-picked by the emperor to manage the affairs 
for him. 
а great and beloved figure in Indian history came into being and, a fond 
s predictions were fulfilled. 
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man dressed іп a crisp sherwani | 
Уеа He watched the morning hustle | 
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well as statecraft. Besides, he was a fine soldier, too, Mahesh had become а 
handsome, pleasing young man exuding a warm, charming personality and regal 


The grandeur of the sprawling capital of the Mughal dynasty, Fatehpur 
was impressive. Mahesh knew that the city was built on the holy stte where the 
great Sufi Saint Saleem Chishti had lived. It was here that the been | 
blessed with a son by the saint. The city consisted of spacious 
buildings like the two halls, the Diwan-e-Aam in which the со 
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At the command of the madari and to the amazement of 
the crowd, the animal majestically began to perform à 
number of intricate movements. The huge creature was 


dancer! The viewers: пред. ; 
| τος...) | 
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emperor 
e thought. You can see itin his face. | wonder why he did that, Curious, Akbar 


тпап summoned. ~ 
ascended the grand stairway leading to the royal seating area. After 
iis respectíul greetings, the emperor asked, "Young man, why did 
atthe — pi «» 
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Unperturbed at the question, Mahesh replied, “Your Majesty, 1 just wanted to 
check the perfection of the disquise." 

“What do you mean?" inquired Akbar, a little annoyed. “The camouflage 
couldn't have been better. Didn't you see the way the actors playing the bull 
walked. ate and charged just like the animals in real life?” 

"f agree," said Mahesh, calmly, "But, Your Majesty, any trained actor can do 
these things. The real perfection, however, came through in the impulsive reflex 
action. I threw the pebble and it evoked a flinching action, a twitching of the skin. It 
was perfect, exactly as a bull would have done in the circumstances. I knew then 
that true actors played the part.” 


"That's why, I guess,” mused the emperor, "you reserved your applause and. 
conveyed your appreciation only at the end.” 
Akbar was struck by the young man’s intellect, the fact that he didn't go along 
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‘Your Majesty, | am Mahesh Das," replied the youth, 
The name seemed familiar. Where | have heard It before? thought the emperor, 
his face creasing into a frown trying to remember somethi 
Seeing the puckered brow, Mahesh gently reminded, “Your Highness, | am the 
boy you met on your hunting trip few years ago. You and your friends were thirsty 
nd had quenched your thirst. 
There was a lull in the proceedings and all the courtiers were also now taking 


Das had come prepared for this 
play of caution. After ай, this was the 
emperor and many tried to forge 
. links with him. He took out the ring 

with the insignia kept safely within 
the folds of his cummerbund and 
“gave it to a soldier who, in turn, 
gave itto the king. 
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| The emperor needed no more proof. This was indeed the bright village lad who 
| had helped his friends and him as well as their horses quench their thirst. He has 
| been right in his assessment of the boy who had truly grown into a fine, young 


man. 

“Yes, Mahesh,” said the elated emperor. "Your intelligence still shines through, 
Ilisa great day that you are here, Му courtiers are getting relaxed and complacent. 
Iwant them to pit their intellect against yours.” Looking at his courtiers, 

| “Quiz the young man. Let's see how good you all are. 
looked at each other and smiled smugly. Quiz the young man? 
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tier came forward. With the emperor's permission, he directed a query to 
. “Who are the two neighbours who cannot see each other?” 


"One's fame," said the young man without blinking an 
quizzing grew more and more complex with courtiers racking their brains | 


The youth took only a moment to reply, "Its notes." 
24 


Tansen continued, "Whose music is the most melodious?" 
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continued, "Whose music is the most melodious?" 
ingly, Mahesh answered, "Music of the one who sings for god.” 

The final question was tricky, requiring a diplomatic answer, and, Mahesh came 
through all this with flying colours. 

Thrilled by the young man's wit and now, purely for entertainment, the emperor 
bade a courtier, Hussain Khan, to continue with the questioning. 

The courtier came forward and drew a line on the floor. He then asked Mahesh 
to make the line shorter without erasing it. All eyes were on the line. This time, 
thought the audience, the young man has been stumped! 

Without wasting any time, Mahesh got up and drew a longer line beside the 
earlier one. "Look, Your Majesty," blurted a viewer. “The line has become smaller 
without any rubbing out." There was a scattered applause. 

Hussain Khan tried again. "How," he asked, "would you separate a mixture of 
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Getting into the swing of things, АІ ed a question. "Youna 
said. “Сап you tell us how many pigeons are there in the city of Agra?" 

The courtiers were taken by surprise. What a thing the emperor had asked. Can 
there be an answer for it? 

But Mahesh remained unnerved. "Certainly, Your Majesty," came the calm 
reply. "There are fifty thousand, nine hundred and ninety-nine gray pigeons in the 
city and seven thousand six hundred and twenty-one white ones." 

The audience was flabbergasted and even Akbar had not expected such a 
thorough and quick reply. In fact, he had not expected any reply at all! "What," 
continued the emperor, "if there are less pigeons than the number you mention. 

“Then,” came the quicker reply. “some of the birds would have gone to visit 
their relatives outside the city.” 

“And, if there are more’ 

“Then the extra ones would be the quests of the birds living in Agra.” 

The whole court, including the emperor, burst out laughing. Enjoying himself, 
Akbar continued with the quizzing. "Tell me," he asked, “how many turns are there 
in the streets of Agra?" 
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"whole court, including the emperor, burst out laughing. Enjoying himself, 
continued with the quizzing. "Tell me," he asked, “how many turns are there 
streets of Agra?" 


Mahesh smiled and replied, "Just two, Your Majesty. Right and left." 

"True," murmured the emperor, nodding with satisfaction at the reply. "And, 
why does the river Yamuna cry outside our fort in Agra?" queried Akbar referring 
to the walling-like sound of the river which was especially noticeable at night. 

“Your Highness,” said Mahesh, sadly, “it is natural for a girl to cry when she ` 
leaves the home of her parents." 

“What do you mean?" asked Akbar. "Explain yourself clearly." NE ç: 

"Your Majesty,” continued Mahesh, “Yamuna river is going from her parent's 
Е 
passing Agra, she cries." 

The emperor could not stop marvelling at the clever reply, He looked around at 
the audience that was filled with admiration for the young man, Though convin 
of the youth's intellectual ability long ago, Akbar wanted to be certain that 
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ır Majesty," continued Mahesh, “Yamuna river is going from her parent's 
in the lofty Himalayas to her husband's abode in Bay of Bengal, hence while 
Agra, she cries,” 
р. emperor could not stop marvelling at the clever reply. He looked around at 
dience that was filled with admiration for the young man, Though convinced 
youth's intellectual ability long ago. Akbar wanted to be certain that there 
2 


was no doubt in the minds of his courtiers that Mahesh was indeed the wittiest, Не 
posed his final question, sure that the young man would field it as easily as he had 
theothers. 

"What," he asked kindly, "are man’s two most powerful weapons in times of 
crisis?" 

"Knowledge and cleverness,” replied Mahesh without hesitation 

Getting up from his throne and stepping down, Akbar went towards Mahesh 
and embraced him. “I accept you as one of my courtiers,” said the emperor, 
delighted, "And. for your sharp intellect displayed so brilliantly today, | hi 
with the title of Birbal, one whose wit is his strength.” 

The audience rose and gave Birbal a standing ovation, a fitting tri 
dazzling wit Later, he was also bestowed the title of ‘Raja’ 
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achieved the status of a dear friend, were sitting in this pleasurable, 


Looking at the nice gardens and admiring their perfection, Birbal mused aloud, 
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Your Majesty,” stated Birbal, his sharp mind already 8 


mea couple of days and | will be able to let you know the reason for the behaviour | 


displayed by our gods. 

After their walk, the emperor and his minister parted company. 

The very next day, armed with his plan, Birbal arrived at а candlemaker's. 
house. The candlemaker was sitting outside his shop, having а cup of tea and 
baskingin the sun. 

“1 want you to make а lifelike wax model of Prince Khurram, His Majesty 
Akbar's grandson," said Raja Birbal to the candlemaker. “If the work is done to 
perfection you will be rewarded handsomely. May 1 request you to have it ready by 
tomorrow morning?" 

"Certainly. sir." replied the candlemaker who was relatively free that morning. 

Taking leave of the candlemaker, Birbal went to the palace and contacted a 
trusted help of the royal family. 
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row, Í will give you a wax model of Prince Khurram,” said Birbal to the 

ake it near the pond in the royal gardens. At a signal from me, let the wax 

slip out of your hands and fall into the water. Pretend as if it is the prince and 
hue and cry." 

Knowing that Raja Birbal would do nothing to harm anyone, leave alone а 
member of the royal family, the help promised, “I will до as you say, sir." 

The next evening, Akbar and Birbal again went for a walk in the gardens of the 
palace. As usual, they chatted as they strolled, They had almost walked halfway on 
the path, when Birbal, unnoticed by the emperor, signalled as planned to the help 
who stood holding the wax image, The man started walking towards a pond 
nearby, his movements attracting the attention of Akbar, The next moment, Prince: 
Khurram seemed to sip out of the man's hoki and fall into the pond with a loud 
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said Birbal. "Your Majesty, that exactly is the way our gods feel. 
be dearer to Lord Krishna than those who depend on him and ask for 
his help. He comes to their aid, personally, whether anyone else does so or not." 
the emperor, thoughtfully, "I understand what you mean. When one 
holds someone dear, one is concerned like the love and concern of a parent for 
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“Are you sure that there's only one Supreme Being?" Akbar asked Birbal, 

“Iam sure of it,” said Birbal. “Take for instance the example of water. Once 
evaporated and in the atmosphere, it is known as clouds. When it comes down in 
the form of flakes and drops, it is called snow and rain. When it flows, making its 
way to the sea, It is named a river. Bodies of water are called lakes and ponds. And 
frozen, it is called ice. In the same way, God is one but is referred to by several 
names." 

Akbar looked at his minister affectionately, Patting Birbal on the back, he said, 
"Once again you have proved your point, my witty friend." 

36 
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Jook at this fanciful man. 1 had worked 
collected some money and gone to Persia 
these carpets for sale here. On my return, | gave 
this ungrateful person a lift in my boat, And, 
now he claims these carpets as his own." 
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Khan began to ask around for directions to the Diwan-e-Aam. While he 
was busy doing зо, Birbal happened to be passing by that way, The minister saw 
this traveller whose clothes were very dusty and almost torn asking for directions 
and from the stranger’s accent it was obvious that he was from а foreign country, 
‘As the man seemed distressed, Birbal stepped forward and said, “Sit, you seem to 
be upset about something. May Î be of any help to you?" 

Alam Khan saw before him a man with a regal bearing that hinted at authority. 
"Sir," blurted the distraught man. “1 am a carpet merchant from Persia and 1 came 
to your magnificent land to display my wares. When | got here, | was robbed of my 
valuable carpets by the boatman | had hired. { just wanted to know the way to the 
Diwan-e-Aam as wish to meet the emperor and tell him about my plight, 

“Dorit worry.” consoled Birbal. "Whatever the circumstances, you will get 


E ऑन e "By the way, 1 wish 


When taking 
| to buya carpet for: ch would a good one cost?" 
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"Sir." replied Alam Khan, who noticed that the man was much respected due to 
the deference paid to him by passers Бу, “lf | had one with me, 1 would have been 
honoured to present it to you. As for the cost, each is priced according to its size and 
intricacy of the pattern." 

“Thank you for your kind sentiments,” acknowledged Birbal. “However, would 
you say that 30 gold mohurs will do for a medium-sized carpet?" asked Birbal. 

“Oh no, sir!" said a shocked Alam Khan. “A carpet of the size you desire will cost 
atleast 70 gold mohurs.” 

“Thank you, again, for letting me know,” replied the minister. "Now Тат at least | 
aware of how much | will need to spend to get the right buy. As for the Diwan-e- | 
Aam, go straight and then, at the end of this road, turn to the path on your left. Ina 
short while, you will see the palace, | 

"Thank you, sir," said Alam Khan and the two men left the busy: | 


directed, the merchant made his way to the palace while Birbal decided to find the. 
boatman, | 
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splendid throne in the impressively decorated hall with an intricately carved 
and pillars. Birbal made his way through the crowd and took his place 


ted their cases before the emperor. Whatever the problem, simple or 
ited, Akbar gave each a fair hearing and wise judgments which could not 


44 


Finally, as registered Бу Birbal, the names of Alam Khan, 
the carpet merchant from Persia, and Chandan the local 


Chandan realized that if he tried to slip away now, he 
would be noticed by the watchful guards, making obvious his 
_ quilt. Instead he decided to remain confident throughout the 
proceedings. He stepped forward with the carpets to the 
~ surprise of Alam Khan who had never expected the boatman, W 

7 leave alone his carpets to be present at the hearing. 
Alam Khan оп his turn, fumbled and narrated his 


experience in a weak fashion, going back and forth regarding \ 
the 


m umm 
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The emperor was confused about the merchant's manners and did not know. 
what to make of it. It is обоюиз that he із from Persia where the finest carpets are 
made, thought Akbar. But, is he also а merchant who was robbed as һе says? Не 
does not seem to be sure of what he is talking about. Turning to his ministers, the 
emperor asked, "Who do you think is the thief?" 

Other than Birbal who said nothing, the ministers were sure that Alam Khan was 
guilty as the man seemed so unsure and couldn't prove his story. 
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mphant while the poor merchant, ashamed of even being considered 
thoroughly embarrassed and couldn't face the accusing looks thrown in 


toleri so easily from me, he thought miserably. 
haue expected to be given a fair hearing 
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"Your Majesty,” said Birbal, “this morning | met Alam Khan after he had just 
been robbed. After hearing his story, 1 asked him the price of a medium-sized 
Persian carpet on the pretext of wanting one for myself. He mentioned that it would 
cost me 70 gold mohurs at the very least, Later, | sought out the boatman and 
asked him to sell me 5 medium-sized carpet һе had in his possession for a mere 25 
gold mohurs. He agreed to this and, in fact, was more than happy to give all the 
carpets to me fora fraction of their real cost.” 

"What does that prove?” asked the emperor who listened attentively to every 
word Birbal had spoken. 

“Your Highness,” explained Birbal, ^no true merchant of these fine carpets who 
would have paid for them, himself, would have parted with these works of art for 
such а paltry sum. The boatman, however, did so as he didn't appreciate thelr 
value having paid nothing for them and just wanted to get rid of stolen goods. Any 
carpet seller will be able to tell you that the price Alam Khan quoted is right and in 
keeping with the splendid carpets you see here." 

“But what about the witnesses who swear by the boatman?” 

“Your Majesty," stated Birbal, "May | have your permission to question these 
witnesses?” | 

"Certainly," asserted the emperor. 

It did not take long for Birbal to establish that one of the witnesses who claimed 
to be a good friend of Chandan s was in fact only а day-old acquaintance. The next. 
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witness could not recall when his fellow boatman had made the trip to Persia. The 
third was not aware of where his dear friend Chandan lived. Whereas the fourth, 
seeing the plight of the three witnesses questioned before him, tried to melt into the 
crowd in order to make his escape. 

twas clear now that the boatman was a crook who had cheated a businessman, 
а foreigner in their land. Akbar was furious and declared that Chandan be sent to 
prison for his heinous act. The carpets were returned to Alam Khan with due 
apologies and an assurance from the emperor that he would be extended all help 
while in the kingdom and also for his journey back, Alam was so grateful to Birbal 
that he gifted one of his most beautiful carpets to him. 

As for his brightest minister, Akbar praised Birbal for trapping the trickster and 
saving the honour of the great Mughal Empire by standing up for what was right 


even ifit meant going against the tide. 
49 
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gies and an assurance from the emperor that he would be extended all 
the kingdom and also for his journey back. Alam was so grateful to Birbal 
gifted one of his most beautiful carpets to him. 
or his brightest minister, Akbar praised Birbal for trapping the trickster and 
the honour of the great Mughal Empire by standing up for what was right 
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^Whhh...aa...tdo you want me to do, sa... hib?" stuttered the fright 

“Oh, royal barber,” flattered Mirza Ali Baig. one of the schemers. "Yo 
to do much. Just something very simple." 

“Whh...aa. is little more thh.. at?" 

“Nothing much,” said Hussain Khan, another of the p 
buzz... buzz...buzz ..," he whispered in the petrified barber's ears. 

The barber seemed relieved. "If that's ай, sirs, the job will be done,” i 
getting greedy. Thinking of the promised baaful gold that would be 
fear, he forgot what was right, as well. 

The next morning, the barber armed with the emperor's shi 
Akbar's private room to give him his daily shave. The barber, wh 
cheerful, went about his work seriously, with undue concentration, Th 
puzzled to see the usually jolly and talkative man going about the ta 
him аз quietly asa mouse. 

“Б there any problem?" inquired Akbar wondering what was tro 
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stranger was and he refused to tell anyone his name, seeking permission only to meet 
the Emperor Akbar. On hearing about the man, Akbar asked for him to be brought 
before him. As soon as the shabby person was presented at court, the emperor 
recognized him at once, Why, he thought joyously, this is none other than my friend 
Birbal! 1 was sure he would come out unscathed from that crafty situation. 

"Birbal!" exclaimed Akbar, elated to see him. "What took you so | 
how are my ancestors up there?" The emperor decided to carry on with 
joke hoping that Birbal had found a way to deal with those whawished ta 
harm him. i ΄ 

“Your Majesty." replied Birbal, playing along. “Your respected deme 
ancestors are happy and living in luxury. They lack nothing. There 
isjustone thing....." i] 

“What is ii?" asked Akbar who couldn't wait for what Birbal 
would come up with. INS 

“They have no barber and are in desperate need of one,” said V NE 
Birbal. “It is difficult for them to manage their long hair and as for м; ካኣ 
their unshaven faces, the less said the better. In fact, you can see. - 
from my uncut hair and beard how uncomfortable things car 
be.” 
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by washing and ironing the clothes of | 
. He lived in a hut with a straw roof, 
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One evening, а tired and hungry Alladin and his donkey 
day of hard work, The washerman led his donkey to the stable and gave him water 
to drink and some grass to eat. He then went to his hut to have a glass of tea and a 
piece of bread. Because of his hunger, Alladin forgot to lock the stable door. The 
donkey saw the open stable door and stepped out. Seeing another door, he went 
past it, curious to explore, The doorway was that of Rehman s house. At the time, 
Rehman was busy making pots in his backyard and didn't notice the donkey. 

Crash! Bang! Crash! Crash! There on the floor lay most of Rehman's marvellous 
collection. The wandering donkey had brought it all down. The potter was furious 
and with his face now as red as a beetroot, picked up a stick and started beating the 
animal. The loud braying of the donkey alerted Alladin who rushed in the direction 
ofthe cries of the animal. To his surprise, he saw his neighbour Rehman mercilessly 
beating his beloved friend! 
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“Stop hitting my poor donkey,” shouted shocked Alladin. "How dare you even 
raise your stick on him?” 

"You!" the potter yelled back. "You keep quiet. Your foolish animal has 
destroyed my precious collection of pots. Now, what am | supposed to do? Tell me, 
teli me." 

"Calm down, my friend," said the washerman regaining his composure. “I will 
pay you for the loss you have incurred on account of my donkey. Is that okay with 
you?" 

By now, a small crowd had gathered and they were all watching the neighbour's 
quarrel with interest. They thought that the washerman had offered a fair deal to 
the potter. After all, the pots though unusual, were not rare or valuable and could 
always be made again. 

“Take the offer, Rehman,” called a person from the crowd. “It is a fair one." 

e 


"You have a gentleman as a neighbour!" exclaimed another. “Rehman, aren't 
you alucky man!" 

Being conceited and egoistical, Rehman could not imagine that his poor 
neighbour, Alladin, was being seen as a good man. | am sure the washerman sent 
his donkey here on purpose to break my pots, he thought suspiciously, And 
because of it, he has been able to make me an offer which has everyone praising his 
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a small crowd had gathered and they were ай watching the neighbour's 
with interest. They thought that the washerman had offered a fair deal to 
ter. After all, the pots though unusual, were not rare or valuable and could 
be made again. 

the offer, Rehman,” called a person from the crowd. “It is a fair опе," 
“ 


“You have a gentleman аз a neighbour!" exclaimed another. “Rehman, aren't 
you alucky man!" 

Being conceited and egoistical, Rehman could not imagine that his poor 
neighbour, Alladin, was being seen as a good man. | am sure the washerman sent 
his donkey here on purpose to break my pots, he thought suspiciously. And 
because of it, he has been able to make me an offer which has everyone praising his 
so-called noble act. What does he think of himself? | am sure he planned all this. 
The admiration is making him feel great while | am being criticized and humiliated. 
1 must come up with something totum the tables. 

Thinking quickly, Rehman said, "Oh no, my friend, 1 don't need any money. | 
was tired and lost my temper on seeing the broken pots. Please forgive me and let 
usbe good neighbours.” 

Simple as he was, Alladin was happy to accept Rehman’s hand in friendship. 
and left the potter's house leading his donkey back home. 
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this man with an unusual request, he called this man before him. "Jahanpanah," 
began Rehman politely. “1 have a Persian friend staying with me. He appreciates 
markets... In fact, 
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"Your Highness," said Rehman. "I suggest that you have someone scrub the 
royal elephants so that they are à sparkling white. And, | know just the person for 
thejob. 

“Who could perform such a great task?" inquired the emperor realizing that the 
potter had something specific in mind but it was definitely not to further the glory of 
the empire. It was something for himself. 

"Му neighbour, Alladin, Your Majesty,” said the cunning Rehman. “Не is a 
wonderful washerman. Ask anybody in the city and they will tell you so." 

Hmmm! thought the emperor. There it is. The man wants to implicate his 
neighbour. | want to get to the bottom of this. 

“That's a fantastic idea!" exclaimed Akbar in mock jubilation. "With these clean. 
elephants, my empire will be greater than that of Persia, | will сай for the | 
washerman and have him clean the elephants, Thank you for your suggestion, 

The potter could not believe his luck! Alladin would be summoned to the palace 
and would break his back trying to clean the elephants. 

64 
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' thought the emperor. There it is. The man wants to implicate his 
I want to get to the bottom of this. 

"за fantastic idea!" exclaimed Akbar in mock jubilation. “With these clean 
ants, my empire will be greater than that of Persia, | will call for the 
an and have him clean the elephants. Thank you for your suggestion,” 
potter could not believe his luck! Alladin would be summoned to the palace 
break his back trying to clean the elephants, 

ва 


oharch himself to see that the royal elephants were a sparkling white. Poor 
Alladin toiled the whole day and the next but the beasts were not à shade lighter. 
He scrubbed them again and again with lots of soap and water but it was all in vain. 
The elephants remained as grey as ever. 

When the emperor came around to inspect the animals, he was disappointed. 
“You are famed to be a good and hard-working washerman." said Akbar, "but you 
seem to have been unsuccessful at the task you were set to do.” 

Telling him that he had been personally recommended for the job by his good 
neighbour, Rehman, and that he should not let him down Әу doing а shoddy job, 
the emperor left the elephant enclosure. "Recommended by my good neighbour, 
Rehman!” repeated a surprised Alladin to himself. “Now, why would he do that?" 
Suddenly, he realized the whole thing. He recalled the sly smile the potter gave him 
when he was called to court. | may be simple but | am not stupid, thought Alladin. Г 
am sure Rehman is out to play a dirty trick on те, 
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с him that he had been personally recommended for the job by his good 

, Rehman, and that he should not let him down by doing a shoddy job, 

peror left the elephant enclosure, “Recommended by my good neighbour, 

n!" repeated a surprised Alladin to himself. “Now, why would he do that?" 

‚ he realized the whole thing. He recalled the sly smile the potter gave him 

е was called to court. | may be simple but ат not stupid, thought Alladin. | 
‘Rehman is out to play a dirty trick on те, 
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Just then, Alladin saw the wise minister, Birbal, pass by. Running up to him, the | 
desperate washerman pleaded, "Sir, please help me." He then narrated the events 
which had led up to his being in the palace. Birbal thought for a moment and then 
whispered a plan into the washerman’s ears. 

Early the next day, Akbar came once again to inquire about the progress 
regarding the elephants. On seeing him, Alladin said, "Your Majesty, there is only 
one way to get the elephants really clean." 

"And, what is that? Isn't the soap and water enough?" asked the emperor. 

"Your Highness, the soap and water are more than enough. But, to make the. 
animals shiny white, | need a vessel made of clay which would be large enough to 
fit an elephant. That way, 1 could rinse each animal off in one go and there would 
be no dirty grey water streaking off their backs." 

“But where would | find such a potter who is capable of making such a large 
vessel?” wondered the emperor aloud. 

“Your Majesty, think no more of if,” said Alladin quickly, “Му neighbour 
Rehman 8 a skilled potter who makes the most beautiful wares, They are sturdy, | 
too.” 
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shiny white, | need a vessel made of clay which would be large enough to 
phant. That way, 1 could rinse each animal off in one go and there would 


Wonderful! thought Akbar. The washerman has finally realized not to take 
things at face value and is getting even with his nasty neighbour. 

"That's a great idea," said the emperor, aloud. "I will have your neighbour 
summoned and have him make the vessel as required.” 

The next day, a puffing and panting Rehman got the huge vessel into the palace 
courtyard. Ha! Rehman thought to himself. The foolish washerman thought that 
he could get the better of me. | will show him who isthe best after all. 

The whole court was astounded to see such a massive vessel. The emperor, 
though as surprised as the others, at once ordered one of the royal elephants to 
step into the vessel, Crack! With just one step, the vessel broke into pieces. 

“Tut, tut,” said the emperor disapprovingly. "The container may be large but it is 
not strong enough! И is too fragile. Have a stronger one made and get it here by 
tomorrow. This has gone on long enough. | want to see my elephants glow os. 
impressively as those of the Persian Empire." 

"Ye,..es, Jahanpanah," the potter replied meekly. “I will do my very best." 
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Then, Raja Mansingh added his comments. Mansingh was the brother of, 
Jodhabai, the Rajput queen married to Akbar. He was also a close friend of the 
emperor. “Yes,” he mused. “Due to the booming economy, even fools have started 
to work as it pays rich dividends easily. In my opinion, I don't think there is even a 
single fool left in Agra. And of course, the whole credit for this goes to our great 
monarch,” 

Though Akbar was rarely taken in by flattery, the relaxed day and being with 
friends made him glow with pleasure on hearing the praise. "Hmmm," he said, 
thoughtfully. “I guess you are right. Our empire is certainly prosperous and that has. 
been possible because bright people reside here, not foolish ones." 

“I beg your pardon, Your Majesty,” interrupted Birbal politely. "I beg to differ.” 

Offended that his favourite minister did not agree with him, Akbar snapped. 
“How can you say that? Do you mean to say that we live in a city of fools?" He took 
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man could barely turn his head burdened as he was 
with the pile of clothing, "Why don't you put that 


Birbal suggested, nearing the man. 

"Sir." said the washerman, “lam nota fool. Don't 
you think | know that? It's just that my donkey is 
very tired, so to reduce some of the load he has to " 
сапу, | have put the heavy bundle on my head." 

Ah! thought Birbal, pleased. As if that makes any 
difference as the donkey carries the whole load 
anyway. | could not have found a better fool to be 


my first. Birbal offered the man а bagful of gold 
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Seeing the little group, the man said, “1 am so thankful you came along, Please 
help me get to my feet but don't touch my arms." 

Bursting with curiosity, Birbal got the rnan up by holding onto his hair and 
pushing his back up. "Now," said Birbal, "tell me why your arms have to be just 


"Sir." said the man, who was dishevelled now in addition to being dirty. “lama 
poor carpenter, Today, | went to a merchant's house who asked me to make him a 
table this big." The man nodded towards his outstretched arms. "If | put my arms 
down,” he continued, "I will have no way of knowing the measurements of the 
table which 1 am supposed to make and deliver to the merchant, To make things 
worse, 1 fell down and could not have got up if not helped by you. Thank you for 
helping me out. | now have to hurry and get the table done in order to make a 
living.” 

“Forget the table for now." said an amazed Birbal. ‘Join me and | will give you 
more gold than you will ever see. If you wish, you can return to your home 
tomorrow evening and make the table required by the merchant,” 
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gold than you will ever see. If you wish, you can return to your home 
ow evening and make the table required by the merchant," 
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“Yes, of course, the marker,” uttered the man. "The day I buried my ring, | could 
| see a green parrot sitting on that tree from the place | buried it. But, now, I can't find 
the parrot or my ring. What should Ido?” wailed the distressed man. 
Birbal could barely stop himself from laughing. “Don't worry,” he consoled, Г 
will give you a bagful of gold coins to buy hundreds of precious rings. Just follow 
ል” 


Overcome by grief. the poor man did not question Birbal and went along with 
As they walked back towards Birbal's home, loud shouts and abuses were heard 
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After making sure that each fool had understood his instructions, Birbal got 
them lined up and led them to the court. It was not an easy task with some of the 
foolish men stopping to gape at nothing and others laughing at almost anything 
that caught their attention. Birbal was getting late for court. Gosh! This is tough, 
thought the minister to himself. 

When they finally reached the palace, Birbal asked the court attendants to keep. 
the six men quiet till their names were called to be presented before the emperor. 
The minister then slipped inside the magnificent Най, bowed before the emperor 
with an apologetic look and took his seat near his friend Mian Tansen. Birbal said 
quietly, "Hello, okd pal. Sorry | am late. By the way, which was the first case to be 
presented?" 

79 
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ere was а hill in the proceedings and the emperor who had spotted Birbal, 
couldn't wait to know what had happened regarding the minister's venture asked, 
"My dear friend, how did the hunt for fools go?” 

“1 have been quite successful, Your Majesty,” replied Birbal with a smile. "My 
finds are waiting outside, ready to be presented. 

"Let the fools be brought in,” ordered Akbar, rubbing his hands in glee. 

The six men made their appearances one by one and in turn narrated what they 
were doing when they met the minister, Birbal. Each tale drew resounding laughter 
from the courtiers, The foolish men then collected а bagful of gold handed to each 
one of them by the emperor who was astonished at their foolishness, 

"But," remarked Akbar, "Birbal, | told you to find me eight fools, There are only 
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“Your Majesty,” replied Birbal, "there are eight fools present in the court today, 
These six and two more." 


"Where are the remaining two?" asked the emperor looking around impatiently, 

“Begging your pardon, sir," said the minister, respectfully, "the two remaining 

fools are you and I.” All the courtiers were stunned and stared angrily at Birbal. 
“What do you mean?" asked Akbar, curious and amused. 


“Sir,” said Birbal, “I am a fool for having fulfilled the bizarre task you set for me 
and you, Your Highness, with all respect, for sending me on such an errand and for 
givinga large amount to a complete stranger, the horse trader, this morning.” 

“Well said, my dear minister," remarked Akbar roaring with laughter. “I must 
always remember that an emperor's order is а fool's command,” 

Akbar had been well entertained and his trusted friend Birbal had proved once 
and for all that fools are found easier than a wise man. 
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bar had been well entertained and his trusted friend Birbal had proved once 
pr all that fools are found easier than a wise man. ግግ 
52 


Raja Birbal'swit and knowledge won accolades from the greatest Mughal Emperor 
Jalal-uddin Akbar. His phenomenal success made many courtiers jealous of him 
with the result that they were always plotting against him. Once they tried to 
instigate Emperor Akber's brother-in-law Hussain Khan against Birbal. 

Hussain Khan was begum's cousin who had come to the court some time back. 
Не had his eye оп minister's berth and had deverly cultivated a section of 
courtiers. His only drawback was that he was not intelligent and brave. When 
encouraged by his cronies Hussain Khan nodded thoughtfully and moved towards 
his sister's chamber. He asked her to speak on his behalf to the king. The begum 
agreed to talk tothe emperor. 
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The next morning she dressed in her finest clothes, and eagerly waited for the 
emperor, When the emperor arrived she served him the finest wine and choloest 
delicacies. Emperor Akbar shrewdly understood that the begum was trying to | 
please him, may be for some unreasonable wish. 

He enquired, "Do you wish to ask me for something, begum?" 

Without hesitating for even a second, the begum replied with a cajoling look, “I 
wish you would appoint my dear cousin Hussain Khan as your minister and. 
advisor instead of that jester Raja Birbal." 

Akbar tried to hide his grimace and said, “Perhaps you are not aware begum, 
Raja Birbal is adept at solving all administrative problems very efficiently, though 1 
cannot vouch the same for Hussain Khan." 
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‘Begum smiled mischievously and asked, "If give him an impossible task to do, 
will you fulfill my wish?” 

Emperor Akbar readily agreed, The begum then said, "It is settled then, that if 
Birbal does not complete a given task, you will give his post to Hussain Khan. Well, 
so in the evening, just insist that he brings me down in the gardens to meet vou, 
begum concluded with an innocent look. 

| ‘In the evening, while Emperor Akbar was walking in the garden, he said to 
Birbal, *Go to begum's chamber and ask her to meet me here. She is unhappy with. 
те and may refuse to come, but you must reconcile her to me or else you will lose 
your post." Birbal was taken aback with such a pronouncement. He understood. 
that the emperor was trying to warn him. Raja Birbal quickened his pace and went 


back towards the palace. He called one of his trusted guards and said something to 
him. Then he reached the royal chambers and conveyed Akbar s message to the 


= O ሟ 


1208 Вей a 9 55 Ж еи 


55 archive.org/detal © © 


[Return now [| Return now | ~ 


| 8501109 88 Q ic 


12:05 Вей ^ ወ 95 990 8 μεν 


KB/S ШЕ 


0 ?sarchiveorg/detai © (О) : 


what: now’ 
unperturbed. He said, “As far as | understand, His Majesty has 
that you can take all your dearest possessions with you. So who is the dearest 
"The emperor" said the begum earnestly. 
"You have hit the nail right on the head, Begum sahiba,” remarked Birbal with 8 
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begum summoned her maids and asked them to pack her belongings. 
she sent for the emperor to say goodbye. When the emperor Akbar 
in her chambers, she said, “I wish to offer you a glass of sharbet before | 
(ош Majesty." Emperor drank it and fell into a deep slumber. Тһе bequm 
liately called for royal palanquins and left the royal palace along with the 
br. Shewentto her father's house. 
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When the emperor woke up he was surprised to find himself in begum's father's | 
house. Then he saw the begum standing quietly in front of him. He thundered, 
"How could you bring me here? | am shocked by your behaviour." 

The begum was expecting such a reaction hence she replied in meek tone, “But 
you did say that can carry my dearest possessions and you are dearest to me." 

The emperor couldn't resist laughing upon himself. His sense of humour | 
prevailed over his anger and he declared, "I am pleased with you begum. It was 8. 
brilliant idea but whose was it?" 

Begum also smiled broadly and quipped, "Raja Birbal's." 

With a twinkle in his eves, Akbar said, "I thought so too." 
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piled over his anger and he declared, "1 am pleased with you begum. It wasa 
idea but whose was it?" 
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Later when they returned back to their 
palace, Raja Birbal called upon them. 
Begum за а said, "I am thankful to you 
Birbal. You helped me to win back 
emperor s trust." 

Emperor Akbar patted his friend and 
said, “I am proud of you Birbal. | cherish 
and value your loyality and selfless service 
rendered to our kingdom. Mughal dynasty 
will always remember you as the wittiest 
advisor,” 
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NEVER TRUST GOSSIP 


Emperor Akbar was known to be a patron of the arts. He was especially fond of | 
music. Among his brilliant musicians, Mian Tansen was by far the best. His soul | 
‘stirring music was said to light up the lamps in the room! This rare talent, the legacy 
of the Mughal Empire, has a special place in history and. to date, his compositions 
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chhajja. At the centre of the courtyard was a beautiful lotus pond with an 
exquisitely carved platform in the middle covered by a latticed chhatri. Here, Mian 
Tansen sat playing his compositions. The pond was surrounded by well-laid lawns 
and manicured gardens in which the courtiers would sit. Some, who were close to 
the Akbar like Raja Mansingh and Raja Birbal, would sit with the emperor, As the 
melody of Mian Tansen's ragas would rise into the air, the whole evening would 

with the rich notes of music. The melodies would be enjoyed 
by all and while this brilliant musician played, the politics of court would be 
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regularly at the palace and he even managed to acquire a small group of followers. 
Опсе, Raja Birbal had to go out of town for a couple of days to attend a wedding 
at his wife's parental home. When he got back, he went to the court and came 
Raja Mansingh near the entrance to the Diwan-e-Aam, 


“What is the matter?" inquired Birbal. "Did someone create trouble for you in 
my absence?" 

"So you have not heard the news?" said Raja Mansingh drawing the minister 
aside and speaking in a low tone. They aroused some interest from the passers by. | 
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everybody had congregated for the trial of the talented musician. 

way through the packed hall, the two ministers got to their seats in the ministers’ 
enclosure. A few moments later, to the rolling of drums, the chief court attendant 
announced the arrival of the Emperor Akbar. 

Тһе emperor sat on his throne and though he looked as impressive as ever, 
Birbal noticed the sadness in his eyes. The mood was somber. It was a difficult trial 
for Akbar but he knew that he had to put aside his personal affection for Mian 
Тапзеп and grant justice without any bias, 

The key witnesses were announced. The first one was an old herb-seller, He 
claimed that Mian Tansen had purchased from him a poisonous herb a day before 
the young singer, Mian Sajid Khan, was found dead. The second witness, Sajid 
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Khan's neighbour, said that he had seen Mian Tansen walking near Sajid's house 
the night before the singer's body was found. 

After the witnesses were examined, Birbal stood up and asked for permission to 
presentarguments in an attempt to defend his friend, 

"Why do you make this harder than it already is?” said Akbar sadly. "The case is 
crystal clear,” 

"Please, Your Highness,” pleaded Birbal. “Mian Tansen has served the court 
RE DD NUR pe ieee ta be ead, thot Ба on move in jet 
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“Yes sir," said the neighbour scared of the minister's eyes that seemed to bore 
‘through him. “In fact, some scruffy-looking youth had been live-in quests for a 
couple of days. In fact, when | saw them at the entrance of the house on the day 

| that Sajid Khan died, | asked what was happening and It was they who were the 
first to mention that the singer was dead and that they had seen Mian Tansen in the 
| neighbourhood. They disappeared soon after that.” 
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| me that they were acquaintances of his from his village.” 
they visit the young man on that unfortunate day?" asked Birbal., 
sir,” said the neighbour scared of the minister s eyes that seemed to bore 
him. "In fact, some scruffy-looking youth had been live-in quests for а 
οἱ days. In fact, when | saw them at the entrance of the house on the day 
Khan died, | asked what was happening and it was they who were the 
mention that the singer was dead and that they had seen Mian Tansen in the 
ood. They disappeared soon after that." 
87 
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Мо sooner had Akbar taken off the ring so that it could be viewed clearly than 
the man snatched it from his hand and ran away with the royal seal. 

"Thief! Thief!” shouted Akbar. "Catch that man. He isa thief!” Í | 

Some people, who happened to be around, ran after the on but 
surprisingly, a short distance away, the man himself stopped. He turned and fa 
the crowd, "Why are you running after me?" he inquired politely “1 am 
emperor. See, my ring proves it. 1 am only dressed like this to enable me to mingle 


easily with: Ww 
you, my people. η, 
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small parcel, It hadn't been there when he had left his room earlier in the evening. 
Wondering what it could be, the emperor tore И open and to his astonishment he 
saw that it contained his ring! “What's this?” he muttered to himself. “How was this 
ring returned to me?" 

In his hurry to check the parcel, Akbar had not noticed the note that fell out of 
the package. He saw it now. It said: "Haven't 1 always warned you not to go 
roaming about in disquise. It is unsafe. Today, it was your seal. But tomorrow, God 
forbid, something more disastrous could happen. Take care. Your friend, Birbal.’ 

The emperor could not help laughing aloud. “На! Ha! Ha!" he went. "So my old 
friend Birbal was the thief. Thank God it was only he, If my seal had got into the 
wrong hands, it could have been misused. [ have truly learnt my lesson." 
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РАМОП GANGARAM 


BIRBAL HAD GAINED ΤΗΕ REPUTA— BIRBAL SAHIB, 
TION OF BEING A SKILFUL SOLVER I HAVE 

OF PROBLEMS. ONE PAY, A PROBLEM 

A BRAHMIN CALLED GANGARAM WHICH ONLY YOU 
CAME 70 HIM. CAN SOLVE. 


I HAVE NEITHER 
MUCH LEARNING ME TO HELP 
NOR WEALTH. you GET 


€ 3 ei WORK? 
Bee 5 


NO,I ΑΜ CONTENTED 

WITH MM LIFE. BUT I 

НАМЕ JUST ONE WISH. 

I WANT PEOPLE ж CRLLED 
TO ADDRESS МЕ С Фау PANDIT 2 
Ee PANDIT. 2 


ТАМ 8 BRAHMIN BY BIRTH. MY 
FOREFATHERS WERE GREAT 

SANSKRIT SCHOLARS. 
EVERYONE CALLED 
THEM PANDITS. 


р ЧЕ5, 
( 1 REMEMBER 
Á ዛ0ሀ፳ FATHER 


DIFFICULT. BUT мо 
TASK 16 DIFFICULT 
FOR Чои. 


WILL BEGIN TO CALL THREE. BUT ЧОЦ 
ME PANDIT IN JUST MUST FOLLOW 

TWO PAYS? My 
INSTRUCTIONS. 


I CAN ро 74 
IT IN зает 
TWO 


amar сийга katha 


ілі DO 
ANYTHING 
чои SAY. 


FOR THE NEXT > 
DAYS, WHENEVER 
ANYONE CALLS ५०७ 
PANDIT, SHOUT AND 
HELL AT HIM 
ANGRILY. 


/ CHOWK, SECOND 
LANE. FOURTH 
HOUSE. 


ary TEL 
400 HOW то 
GET EVEN. 
JUST CALL 
HIM 
* PANDITIV. 


qES. НЕ 
SCOLDED US YESTERDAY 
BECAUSE WE WERE 
MARKING A LOT 
OF NOISE. 


WHY SHOULD I DO 

THAT? I LIKE 

BEING CALLED 
PANDIT. 


DON?T 
ARGUE. DO 
AS 1 SAY. 


NEXT DAY BIRBAL WENT TO THAT ADDRESS. HE 
FOUND SOME SMALL BOYS PLAYING OUTSIDE. 
HE CALLED ONE ASIDE — 


ро YOu KNOW 
GANGARAM WHO 
LIVES IN THAT 
HOUSE 2 


-፻ 500М 45 
THE BRAHMIN 
STEPPED OUT— 


THE INIMITABLE 
REMEMBERING BIRBAL’S 

WORDS, GANGARAM 

POUNCED ON THE BOY. 


BIRBAL 


Си: -- 
HOW DARE ЧОЦ 
CALL ME 
тнат. 


EACH TIME THEY SHOUTED, 
GANGARAM WOULD CHASE 
THEM; BRANDISHING HIS STICK. 


YOu WANT ТО 
HAVE SOME 
FUN? JUST 
CALL THAT MAN 
* PANDITII2 
PANDITJI ! 


SOON, HOWEVER , THEY TIRED OF THE THE GAME I HAVE TO GIVE 
GAME BECAUSE GANGARAM STOPPED STOPPED, BUT THESE SWEETS TO 
። THE NAME STUCK . | GANGARAM IN THIS 
STREET. WHICH 15 
HIS HOUSE 2 


DON’T чой 
KNOW 

PANDITJI'S 

HOUSE*HERE 


amar chitra katha 


AND CURRY OF COURSE [: 
-- EM. i 
DE 
ሃሁ 


ድ 11 HAD 
LAPPUS, PHIRNI, 


ау 


YR BIRBAL, YOU 
БЕС ОС | HAD BEEN TO 
А WEDDING 
YESTERDAY. 


02000 


— 
WHAT ELSE, / OH , THERE 
BIRBAL ? МЕКЕ 50 
LET МЕ TRY MANY THINGS 
TO REMEMBER. 
YES, THERE WAS 
KHEER AS WELL 
AS BIRYANI 


JUST THEN, A COURTIER INTERRUPTED WITH AN BIRBAL REALISED THAT AKBAR WAS 
IMPORTANT MESSAGE FOR THE EMPEROR, AND THE REFERRING 70 THE CONVERSATION OF 
CONVERSATION REMAINED UNFINISHED. NEXT DAY /N THE PREVIOUS DAY. PROMPTLY HE 


THE PURBAR AKBAR WANTED 70 TEST BIRBALS 
— , HE TURNED TO HIM — 


THE INIMITABLE BIRBAL 
THE COURTIERS PRESENT WERE 
PERPLEXED. 
WHY, THE KING MUST REALLY 
BE FOND OF CURRY. HE GAVE 
BIRBAL A PRESENT JUST FOR 
MENTIONING THE WORD 


AKBAR WAS IMMENSELY 
PL WAH! BIRBAL. 
YOU ARE INDEED 
GREAT. НЕКЕ! 
TAKE THIS 
PEARL 
NECKLACE. 


Ф 
даа 


dy 


AFTER THE COURT HAP 
DISPERSED, THEY GOT | THE BEST CURRY 
TOGETHER FOR FOR THE EMPEROR 


DISCUSSIONS TOMORROW. 


ез” WILL 
REWARD US 


ARRIVED IN THE DURBAR 
“| THESE МЕМ 
CARRYING HUGE LINE ёт 
u 
OF CURRY ON WER PEO 
Ж 


| # y 2 


BROUGHT CURRY c 


FOR ५00, 1 

ЗАНАМРАМАН. WE 7, 

KNOW NOW HOW Ag. ç 

MUCH YOU LIK 6 
. ረ "fi 


4 WAS IN ANOTHER ж, 
^ PUNISHMENT FOR YOUR 

STUPIDITY 1 WILL MAKE YOu EAT 
ALL THIS CURRY JUST NOW 


52 
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THE ONLY ROOSTER 


AKBAR LOVED Ji PLAY 
HARMLESS TRICKS ON - Ü 
бк - b. 
60 MANY 
TIMES HAVE I 
ὁ TRIED TO TRAP HIM, 


BUT HE ALWAYS 
GETS THE BETTER 


THIS TIME 
1 WILL GET 
EVEN WITH 
нм 

2 


4 


\ 
| 


SN LATER , WHEN І АК YOU TO 


НЕКЕ 15 
А BASKET ОҒ EGGS. 
X WANT EACH ONE OF 
You TO TAKE AN EGG 
AND KEEP IT HIDDEN 


QUEER IDEAS BUT WHEN BIRBAL RETURNED 
HIS MAJESTY TO THE COURT, THEY — — 


UNDERSTOOD > BIRBAL, 
/ YESTERDAY 1 НАР 
A STRANGE DREAM. FROM IT 


І GOT AN EXCELLENT IDEA 
FOR TESTING THE 

Lia OF THE MEN 
OF му COURT 


BETTER 
| HUMOUR нм 
AND DO AS 
HE SAYS 


THE INIMITABLE BIRBAL 


ALL OF dou [THE GENUINE MEN WiLL 
MUST DIVE INTO FIND AN EGG IN IT. ΙΕ 
чоп COME OUT WITHOUT 
AN EGG, IT WOULD 
MEAN 400 ARE NOT 

RELIABLE . 


THE PONP IN 
THE GARDEN 


/ АНА! THE EMPEROR 
WANTS TO PUT * 

BIRBAL iN HIS መ”: खा = 
Е: БАСТАЛ x 


N MARES US LOOK ! 
"unt TODAY ΙΤ 
k 


SOMETHING 
15 ЦРТ RM 
SURE THE 

EMPEROR 15 
uP TO ONE 
OF HIS 

TRICKS. 


ONE BY ONE, THE 
COURTIERS PIVED 
INTO THE POOL. 


BIRBAL SAW THEM 
WHISPERING, 


3 
JAHANPANAH , 
I HAVE 
THE EGG. 


2 WHAT WILL 


ኣ HAS NO 


BIRÓRL DO? HE / 


зе chitra Kc 


=6 ms 
HOUR TURN , 
BIRBAL 
2 


I suppose V. Г 
» THERE MUST ВЕ 1 
Š ^ BASKET ОҒ 


EGGS AT THE ) 


ÇH ом, 
BIRBAL ! 


£X» 5 
чои AND 
/, HOUR EGG 


ЗЕЕ 


ТНЕКЕ?5 
NOTHIN& HERE! 
НЕ MUST BE 
TRYING TO 
TRICK. ME 


WHERE'S YOUR 

EGG, BIRBAL * WHAT 

ON EARTH ARE 
40ህ CROWING 


COCK-A-DOODLE роо! 
COCK-A- DOODLE 
' 


YOU HAVE 

A LARGE 

BROOD OF 
HENS, 


SN 
400 KNOW 
THAT ONLY HENS 
LAY EGGS, NOT 


Uu I RM 
THE ONLY 
ROOSTER! 


THE COURTIERS FELT VERY 
EMBARRASSED, 


HA HA! TRULY 

BIRBAL , ЧОЦ ARE 

REALLY ONE OF 
A KIND! 


amar chitra katha 


«лене eu E 
PARTING OF FRIENDS| ED, HANDSOME 
БЗ እ. 

ONE PAY» WHILE eS AM ALITTLE እ ( 


WORRIED ABOUT 
PRINCE SALIM 


ROR AKBAR 
eec HIS 
COURTIERS TOGETWER 


ЕС та е oD 801, 
/ "ES; I KNOW YASIN? 
/ HE 45 A GOOD 


| Воу, Ват OF 
\ HE HAS 
FALLEN INTO 
BAD 
cons 


SALIM HAD LERRNT 
THE ROYAL DUTIES 


HIM = NOW ALL НЕ 

DOES 15 LAZE ABOUT ALL ያ 

DAY, PLAY CARDS, AND A= 
ао FOR „6 2 


THAT'S TRUE. ВИТ 
HUZOOR, IT 15 
DIFFICULT TO SEPA- 
RATE А 16-YEAR- 
OLD FROM HIS 
FRIEND, 


THAT 15 WHY I AM 
CONSULTING чоч =") 


THE INIM 


እኮ! г BIRBAL 


ALL, AS THE PRINCE, 
HIS FUTURE 1S YOUR 
CONCERN TOO. 


WHY NOT TELL \ NO, MIRZA, 


7 THE PRINCE 


BUT A WHOLE MONTH PASSED. NO ONE COULD 
THINK OF A PLAN ТО CORREC; 


Ыс SEND 


PLACE 


YASIN 


AWAY TO ANOTHER 


~ Qo, THAT 


WILL ONLY TURN 
SALIM AGAINST 


SALIM WHAT THAT MIGHT 
YOU THINK OF / MAKE SALIM 
HASIN? MORE FOND 


Ν 


WHEN BIRBAL RETURNED 
FROM #15 TRAVELS AKBAR 
TURNED ТО HIM FOR HELP. 


- TWO DAYS. 


JOU WANT TO SEPARATE 
THE TWO YOUNG MEN 
WHY, GIVE ME JU. 


αμ 


BREATHE 
А WORD OF THIS 
JO ANYONE. 


21 
s BE GOING CRAZY. 
HE JUST SAID, 
“ JUST ONE SEED 


k 


] 


HE С == 
LIM RUSHED 345 
WHISPERED 
SOME NON: 

SENSE. 


| WHAT WAS тг 
WHAT SECRET 

| 01р BIRBAL 
TELL YOu 2 


amor сһиға katha 


де ІМ WAS 


jou IN THE D 
TO WHISPE! 


VOT CONVINCED 


НЕ COULDN?T HAVE CALLED 


5 77 ALL HE 
SAID WAS“ JUST 
ONE SEED IN 

ነ 


ጩክ RY MANGO” 


YOU ARE HIDING SOME- 
THING FROM ME,YASIN, 
THOUGHT ५०७ WERE 


OF COURSE 1 RM 
I AM TELLING 
Jou THE 


c 
Вит 


BUT BIRBAL , WHO WAS zx ж-е 


π 
< НЕ SAID | | OVERHEARING 'ON VERSAHT/ON , —nn 
Just THAT WAS FAR FROM CRAZY 

ы bei а JASIN, I DON?T WANT ) Е 2007087 
A TO TALK TO You EVER / ТМ уурт 

AGAIN IN MY LIFE እሎ መሩ” ላ) 

K WAI YOu 

А FRIEND: 


[= 7i WENT BACK 


DUTIES 


THE INIMITABLE BIRBAL 


BIRBAL TRIED TO MINGLE WITH 
THE LOCAL CROWD, BUT— 


THE PHASES OF 
THE MOON 


| ONCE AKBAR SENT BIRBAL 
70 KABUL ON A SECRET 
ROYAL MISSION. 


I SUSPECT THAT ΜΑΝ ! 
НЕ DOESN’T LOOK YES, THOUGH 
LIKE AN ORDINARY — HE POSES TO ВЕ 
PERSON. ONE OF US, НЕ 15 
OBVIOUSLY AN 
OUTSIDER. 


THE KING ORDERED THE (hg 5 
SPY ТО BE BROUGHT BEFORE Iw 
№ 
| 
5 
(е | — ή 
WHO ARE ዛዐሀየ 


WHY ARE 
JOU HERE? 


I HAVE ο. THROUGH 
MANY Ы AND 
ARRIVED НЕКЕ. 


WELL, SINCE ЧОЧ 
HAVE TRAVELLED 
SO MUGH AND 

SEEN 30 MUCH 
OF THE WORLD, 

TELL ME, WHAT DO 
you THINK OF 


amar chitra katha 


Чой ARE | 
LIKE THE 
FULL MOON 

NO PHASE OF 

THE al CAN 
COMPARE WITH 
Т FOR GLORY. 


መጋጫ: ΑΜ VERY 

PLEASED WITH Ч00 

HERE TAKE THIS 

BAG OF COINS AS 
A GIFT. 


ρα KING а 


AS ΑΝ AF та 


EL 


OWN KING * 
ро чой THINK 
OF HIM? 

~ 


OH нима 

HE 15 LIKE THE 
CRESCENT MOON 
—THIN AND 


छ THANK 400, 


\ IN ARE.) 
INDEED KIND, 
> E. 


— - - — 
BIRBAL RETURNED TO DELHI. BUT 
NEWS OF HIS TRIP HAD REACHED 


THERE. AT DiWAN-I- KHAS— 
ل‎ 


TELL ME, 
HUSSAIN KHAN. 
WHAT SECRET 
OF BIRBAL DO. 
400 POSSESS? 


он, JAHANPANAN + YOU ET 
KNOW HE HAD GONE А ΠΝ 
то KABUL LAST 


MONTH 


YES, YES, L HAD 
ENT HIM THERE 


= SO WHAT? 


| Вит νο YOU KNOW 
WHAT HE SAID asp 
THE KING 


THE INIMITABLE BIRBAL 
SURE ENOUGH, NEXT 


HE PRETENDS TO BE YOUR 
LOYAL AIDE. BUT WHEN HE 
WENT TO KABUL HE DECLARED 
IN THE COURT THERE THAT 
THE KING OF KABUL WAS 
LIKE A FULL MOON, WHILE 
YOU WERE JUST 

A CRESCENT MOON. 


15 THAT 
SOI WILL 
ASK нім 
TOMORROW 


1 HAVE COME TO KNOW THRT 
IN THE COURT OF KABUL, 
JUST TO FLATTER THE KING 
THERE, YOU MADE DEMEANING 
е ABOUT ME 


HOW DARE JOU EJ 


DAY — 


BIRBAL , I 
HAVE A SERIOUS 
CHARGE AGAINST 


YOU NOT COMPARE МЕ 
TO A CRESCENT MOON, 


М THE кіма ОР 
ле KABUL TO А FULL 


Чой ARE SUPPOSED TO 
BE MY MOST LOYAL 
AIDE. 


1S FULL OF PROMISE FOR » 
FUTURE .1Т WILL GROW IN GLORY 
DAY BY DAY. DON'T THE MUSLIMS 
AND HINDUS VENERATE THE 
MOON OF THE SECOND LUNAR 
I DID MAKE THAT መጋ 
COMPARISON, SIRE. 
BUT DON?T чоц 


5 THAT THE FULL 


MOON 15 DESTINED 
TO DECREASE IN 


I SHOULD 
HAVE KNOWN BETTER 
THAN TO SUSPECT 


чой, 85 USUAL, 
es 


amar chitra katha 


BIRBAL INTERVENED — 


κα А LITTLE WHY а Е 
7. 2 

"n HUZOOR г / ANYTHING THAT 15 

ВКОКЕМ, CRUSHED 

OR КОТТЕМ 15 OF 

NO USE TO 

ANYONE . 


CHIPPED. NEVER 
SHOW ME ANY- 
THING BROKEN. 


BUT THAT 15 NOT FROM SUGARCANE BY 
ALWAYS TRUE. BREAKING AND CRUSHING 
GIVES SUGAR, JAGGERY 
AND DELICIOUS SWEETS 
FIT то BE A DIVINE 
OFFERING. 


THE ROTTEN DECAYING RAGS, 
OLD JUTE AND OTHER WASTES 

YIELD PAPER FOR THE SACRED 
QURAN AS WELL AS OUR 
PURANAS. 


E COTTON 
POD BURSTS 
FORTH TO YIELD 
THE COTTON 
STRING. CLOTHES 
MADE FROM ITS 
SPINNING AND 
WEAVING ARE 
FIT FOR EVEN 


INDEED THATS 
TRUE, BIRBAL . 
EVERYTHING HAS 
ITS USE, EVEN 
THE BROKEN, 
CRUSHED AND 
ROTTEN STUFF. 


ІНЕ TRUE OWNER, TRUE OWNER | 


BIRBAL AND THE 
WERE IN THE 


| ONE DRY AKBAR, 
0 URTIER: 


/ CALM ፻ 1 : 
| WHAT ро You 


WANT US 
то 20% 


SC 1 
>| HIRED А BOAT TO 
መላ BRING MY GOODS 


Е) NOW THE 
BORTMAN CLAIMS 
THAT HE 15 THE 
OWNER OF MY 

THINGS 


[7 


ІМ THESE РАЯ 
YOUR FAME AS 


LESS I 


KING. HELP МЕ, I 
ВЕЗЕЕСН You, PLL 
BE A RUINED MAN UN- 

GET JUSTICE 


HUZOOR » 
THEY ARE MINE 
HE JUST TOOK 
А RIDE ON МУ 
BOAT. ASK ALL 
MY OARSMEN 


E. NG THIS 
TRADER? GNE HIM / 
та LI 


READILY тен Ly 


THE OARSMEN 


ANSWERED | — 


ፖ 7 NE 


| | { 


5, 
TWE GOODS 
BELONG TO 
OUR SAHIB 


amar сАйга katha 
AFTER THE COURT APJOURNED,BIRBAL CHANGED 


HIS COURTIER’S CLOTHES TO THAT OF A МИМИ 
AND WENT 70 THE RIVERBANK WITH A FRIEND, 


BIRBAL PAUSED FOR A 


WELL SETTLE 
THE MATTER 
HERE IN THE 


THERE, THE 
SECOND BORT. 
HE 15 THE МАМ. / 


[o YOu PLANNING 
TO SELL YOUR =] 
THINGS HERE? POSSIBLE. ፲ HAVE 
5 GOODS WORTH 
WHAT GOODS ОН! THE EA TEN THOUSAND 
HAVE чой FINEST ΝΞ m RUPEES 
PERSIAN 3 T ጄ 
CARPETS. 


SAT 15 RATHER LOW я ABOUT IT 


А DELHI THESE DAYS. AND LET ME 
SO, IF YOU WANT TO 
SELL YOUR STUFF, DLL WAIT! TLL 


TAKE ІТ FOR FIVE ኀ SELL IT FOR 
THOUSAND. HALF THE BE FIVE 
PRICE ° THOUSAND: 4 


( 


X А CLERK 


THE INIMITABLE BIRBAI 


THE TRADER NOW TURNED TO HIS MUNIM WHO BIRBAL መ THE CARPETS 
WAS IN REALITY BIRBAL IN DISGUISE. CRITICALLY. 


MUNIMII, JUST CHECK 
THE 60005 FOR THEIR 
WORTH. 


LET ME CHECK 
THE PILE AND THE 
DESIGN OF ЧОЧК 
CARPETS. HMM, 


NOT VERY uoo d 4 
I’M AFRAID 4 


SHOW us 
SOME 
SAMPLES. 


EVEN FIVE THOUSAND 
15 TOO MUCH FOR 
THESE INFERIOR 
QUALITY CARPETS 


YES, YOU ARE 
RIGHT. WE 
SHOULDN?T PAY 
MORE THAN THREE 
THOUSAND я 


WELL, IF THATS THE AGREED.WELL COME 
MAXIMUM YOU ARE TOMORROW TO COLLECT 
READY TO PAY, DLL THE GOODS AND PAY 
HAVE TO ACCEPT IT. THE MONEY. 


WELL, THE DEMAND 
FOR CARPETS 15 RATHER 
<= LOW, WILL YOU SELL 
I HEARD YOU HAVE FOR FIVE 
BROUGHT GOODS THOUSAND г 
WORTH 10,000 


THEY ARE 
THE M" 
OF CARPETS. 


hitra katha 


Ж ONE HERE ΟΝ NEVER MIND. I 
6 


amar 


2. EVEN ар 
THOUSAND ! COME, IT’S 


А GOOD PRICE 


GINE ५0७ MORE HAVE BOUGHT THE 
| THAN THAT. THINK /GOODS FOR TEN 
4 NE I WILL 
SELL THEM ONLY AT 
A PROFIT y 


ЕЕЕ DAY, AT THE APPOINTED HOUR , THE [EET WAS ALMOST CERTAIN WHO WAS THE 
BOATMAN AND THE TRADER CAME 70 THE COURT TRUE OWNE ODS. HE SUMMONE: 
THE OARSMEN 7 


во „мно 
OWNER OF THES! 


SECRET. ADMIT, 
“ΒΡ к ειδε... Á 


PEEL TED, THE SCAR 1 ЕСЕ THAT HIS CRIME WAS OUT, THE | SINCE IT 
RIED OUT THE TRUTH. | | | BOATMAN QUICKLY CONFESSED — | YOUR FIRST 
ES = = = መም” OFFENCE.ILL 
м ο. Ν J | Jes „THAT 15 TRUE. ካህ daisy 0 MUST 
GOOUS BELONG —— | WAS TEMPTED ВУ (САУ > Jou 
THE TRADER v—— THE CHANCE 10 МАКЕ Д RETURN THE 50005 
OUR MASTER GAVE | ‘лек MONEY ТО THE OWNER 
| ав 25 RUPEES z СҮ ЖЕ) AND ALSO PAY 


EACH TO SAY 
THEY WERE HIS 
SPARE US! ή 


THE INIMITABLE BIRBAL 


LIMITS OF ie 


LOYALTY 


LOYAL AND THE MOST 
UNGRATEFUL 

THERE WAS NOTHING we N 

AKBAR LOVED MORE THAN ሷ ማጋ 7 


CREATURE ON 
CHALLENGING BIRBAL. 
ONE DAY IN THE COURT — KS: 
ሪሪ 


«а: 


U7 Don’t JUST SAY 

YES, YOU MUST 

PRESENT THEM IN 

THE DURBAR TOMORROW, 
OR ELSE... 


BIRBAL AGREED TO DO AS ASKED. BUT ON 
GOING HOME, #115 DAUGHTER SAID — A PROBLEM ME TO BRING HIM 
POSED BY THE THE MOST LOYAL 
пер κ AND ΤΗΕ MOST 
FATHER, YOU SEEM A CREATURE 


TO BE WORRIED. d BY TOMORROW 


YOUVE BEEN | 5 MORNING . 
AT THE CEILING Bi 
FOR THE LAST ap 
HALF HOUR. ή 
|Ә. ПЯ e ῄ а сады. 
1 Am’ 4 | 
А LITTLE Ν Z 
DISTURBED, A Ar V = 
y 113, 


amar chitra katha 


PON?T WORRY» FATHER 
SLEEP PEACEFULLY. 
ILL GIVE YOU BOTH 
THESE IN THE 
MORNING, 


ኞቹ сам І 
LOCATE THEM 
SO FAST? 


BIRBAL HAD TRUST IN THE MATURE 
INTELLIGENCE OF HIS DAUGHTER ን 
AND SLEPT SOUNDLY. 


V GET READY ALL YOU HAVE TO Do 
FOR COURT, 15 TAKE WITH You, WHY 1 1 
FATHER. / YOUR SON-IN-LAW Д እ THINK OF በ 
.| AND eg DOG, ነ EARLIER 5 
MOTI. 


м 
ү * WHY HAVE 
YOU BROUGHT YOUR 
DOG г DON'T You 
HAVE ANY RESPECT 


THE INIMITABLE BIRBAL 


4 2 
ASKED ME TO BRING 
YOU THE MOST 
LOYAL CREATURE . 


ह 


ұс 


SO You 
BROUGHT 


YES, IF YOU 
GIVE A STRAY DOG FOLLOW You YOU ARE RIGHT 
EVEN A MORSEL \ EVERYWHERE LIKE 5 Вит THE OTHER 
OF FOOD, A SHADOW ዩኒ; 2 
HE WILL BE EVER : > - 
SO GRATEFUL. 


ЧОЦ MEAN THE N= T 
UNGRATE FUL четен Д №1 / | SoNS-iN-LAW.NO MATTER 
MERE HE IS. U HOW MUCH YOU GIVE 
τρ n | THEM, THEY ARE NEVER 
poo ድ 3 E % 2 


° 
THAT 
BIR 


SON-IN-LAW. 
қ 5 TRUE; 
Ξ = BAL. 
Ud 7 
: š S 
? 


отаг chitra katha 


BUT WE LET THE DOG BE 

MUST THEN FED P^ mm 
REWARD THE| | AS FOR THE SON- IN- Bur.- 
DOG AND LAW, LET HIM BE Г. 
PUNISH THE HANGED. MUZOOR . 
Е 


IF YOU DECIDE 
ТО AWARD A 
PUNISHMENT, ALL 
OF THEM MUST 
ВЕ HANGED. 


NO BUTS, BIRBAL „т 
BELIEVE IN 
JUSTICE 


p REPRESENTATIVE 
OF ALL 
80136 -11३- LAW 


... INCLUDING ME AND 
YOUR ROYAL HIGHNESS. 
EVERYONE OF US 15 
SOMEBODY’S 
7 SON-IN-LAW 


CASE, LET 
HAVE TO HANG ¢ нім GO! 


ALL 


THE INIMITABLE BIRBAI 


г- 


AND OFF IT FLEW 


AKBAR WAS FOND OF STORIES, 
HE COULD NOT SLEEP UNLESS 
HE LISTENED TO A NEW TALE 
EVERY NIGHT. 


2 


ONE BY ONE, HIS COURTIERS 
WOULD BE SUMMONED. 


HURRY UP, 
ASIM. TODAY IT 
h YOUR TURN 


AH YES! 
AND THE KING 
DOESNT 


THE GOOD OLD 
STORIES. WE 

MUST TELL NEW 
TALES TO HIS 
MATESTY. 


ONE EVENING , IT WAS BIRBALDS TURN. | 
BIRBAL WOULD SPIN A LONG YARN. EACH 
TIME HE PAUSED FOR BREATH — 


ALL HEHAS TO —— 
SAY 15 SAND THEN? 
1776 МУ POOR JAW 
THAT GETS WEARY 
TALRING 


BIRBAL g PATIENTLY TILL HIS 
TURN CAME AGAIN. 


Ñ BIRBAL, ፒ AM 
FEELING RESTLESS. TELL 
ME A REALLY LONG 
STORY TONIGHT. 


ह НІМ OF THIS 
HABIT OF HIS. HOW 
CAN WE FIND END- 
LESS NEW STORIES 
EVERY РАУ 2 


BIRBAL SETTLED DOWN COMFORTABLY 
AND BEGAN 


ONE DAY, В RICH 
FARMER ORDERED 
А GRANARY TO 
BE MADE. 


отаг Chitra katha 


HE ES THE GRANARY 
ТО ВЕ ABSOLUTELY 


AIRTIGHT, WITHOUT ANY STORED IN SE ns | NEW 
WINDOW 
OR VENT! LATION 
~ 


ኤ 


WHEN THE WHEAT CROP 
WAS HARVESTED, IT WAS 


GRANARY. BUT THERE WAS 
ONE LITTLE PROBLEM 


HIGH UP ON ONE ОҒ THE 
WALLS OF THE GRANARY, A | 
SMALL OPENING REMAINED. 
ONE DAY, А SPARROW 

CAME, TOOK SOME GRAIN 
`— < AND FLEW OFF, | 


THEN ANCTHER SPARROW | 
CAME, FILLED HER y 
GRAIN, 
4 OFF IT / 


7 MORE SPARROW 
| MANAGED ТО GET IN AND 
OFF П FLEW WITH TWO 
GRAINS OF WHEAT. 


BIRBAL DESCRIBED HOW FIFTY BIRDS HAD GOT INTO 
THE GRANARY AND FLOWN OFF. 


BUT, 
OH COME 
JAHANPANAH, 
ON ! ENOUGH OF Y ሀ 5ስክርይ OF 


THE SPARROWS 0 
BIRDS CAME TO 
PICKING GRAIN! THAT GRANARY. I 
HAVE MENTIONED 
ONLY А FEW, ONLY 
WHEN THE GRANARY; 


= EMPTY WILL 
THE STORY MOVE! 


WHY IT MIGHT TAKE 


( MONTHS OR EVEN D 


TO COMPLETE ТНЕ 


- m 
X DON'T WANT 
TO HEAR 

ANY STORIES 


THE INIMITABLE BIRBAL 


BIRBAL, I HAD 
THE STRANGEST 
DREAM 
LAST NIGHT 


πιο -- 
SS W i) 


VW ER 


Í 258 
АА l 
J pe N 


A SHARED 
DREAM 


ONE DAY IN THE DURBAR 
OF ARBAR — 


en) WAS 
0: ІТ, 
7 JAHANPANAH 2 


τ ΜΈΚΕ ΒΟΤΗ 
FLOATING ΙΝ THE в 
SKy LIKE 
CLOUDS. 


BOTH FELL POWN 
WITH A BANG 


ше». ква, BN 


IN 
`£ | GUTTER 


tha 


fa [ I MEAN 13! 
HAD EXACTLY THE 
SAME PREAM 
ኣም 


Вест 


omar chitre 


с ха I ዝ 
1 AWOKE 
BEFORE THE 
PREAM ] 


< ይ ግ - 
I TOO ΝΑΙ 
TO CLAMBER 


| ЗАНАМРАМАН ' 
WE BOTH BEGAN 
TO LICK ONE 
ANOTHER Ee 


LISTEN... LISTEN I 
ALL YOUR WISHES 
WILL BE FULFILLED 
BY KALANDAR 
MAHARAJ. 


BABA! Je 
MY CRICKET 
MATCH. 


CHILD, YOU'LL HIT ል 
CENTURY BY EATING 
BABAS PRASAD. 
PRICE RS. 51. 


GOLDEN CHANCE | IG WANT 


TAKE PRASAD 
AND SUCCESS IS 


I WANT IT. 
"n 4 THE 


RAN'S FEATURES 


CHILD, TAKE THIS. VICTORY 
WILL ВЕ YOURS. 


РЕР COULD THIS HAPPEN? 
BABA KALANDAR SAID I'LL 
HIT A CENTURY. I'VE TAKEN 


HIS PRASAD. 


SN IHOW c 
DID YOU HAMPU | 
LIKE MY WHAT'S 
ET. 2 y 2 ALL 

A PD) га THIS? 


I AM INDIAN MICHAEL HERE'S MICHAEL... 
JACKSON. POP SINGERS ст 
WITH А РИМСТИКЕО 
LOOK SOMEWHAT UNIQUE, ---ᾱ ΜΥ CYCLE! ROCK AN 
ROLL... LETS HI 


LATEST 
THE FLOOR! 


WOW I SINGER LIKE - 
SHOULD PERFORM ABROAD. 


© PRAN'S FEATURES 


MY AC CAR'S READY 
TO DROP YOU AT THE 
AIRPORT. 


८ WHERE THAT HOARSE 
* II MICHAEL SINGER 7 
JACKSON JUNIOR | ANYON 
IS THERE SUCH 
APLACE ? 


x 


N 


а, DESERT! 
NOBODY CAN BE 
TRAUMATIZED BY HIS 
CACOPHONY 
μ.ο 


wa 


κ΄ 


РІМКІ 
BADMINTON 


SILKY | YOU'RE 
ALWAYS EATING 
YOU SHOULD TAKE 
EXERCISE 


በ55 OUT AND PLAY. 
DON'T INCREASE THE 
ELECTRICITY BILL BY 
WATCHING SO MUCH TV. 


T 16 EXERCISE 
FOR THE TEETH. 


NAUGHTY GIRLS | YOU'VE 
TORN THE CLUB'S NET. 


MRS. MADHU HERE'S A BILL OF 
RS. 5000. YOU & SILKY’ 
WILL SHARE IT, 


вктен! 1 МЕУЕК.САМЕ 


МЕ АЕЕМТ 
ТО OCCUPY YOUR. 
WEAKLINGS. COUNTRY, 50 


EVERY CHILD CAN 
SACRIFICE HIS COME TO थक 
LIFE FOR HIS OUR LAND ? 
MOTHER 
й" 


PINKI'S 


LET ME CLICK A PROOF 
OF PINKI'S WEIRDNESS, 
REMEMBER | YOU PINKI'S TALKING ТО] [I'LL SHARE IT WITH MY 
CAN'T STAY НЕКЕ. A POLE. HAS ӨНЕ FRIENDS. ALL WILL 
“በ ዘልሃ፻ ፐዕ σε WACKY ? 
nia FROM HERE, MAKE FUN 


YOU ARE 
КА US 3 I'LL GO CLOSER 


WITH A WAR... {с m CLICK. 
WE'RE NOT ° 


— a 


www.chachachaudhary.com 


E: Ж. 
BRITISHERS | 4 M 
7 à 


— ΞΕ 4 


© PRAN'S FEATURES 


Ек OTHERWISE THE 8611. 
WOULD'VE HIT MY CAMERA. 


/ ይ ^ 


x: SAW YOU TALKING TO zd POLE 
AND THOUGHT YOU'VE GOING 


REHEARSING FOR 
THE DRAMA. 


p» == 
PINKI GO + 
THROW THE 
GARBAGE 
IN THE BIN 
OUTSIDE. 


I'VE 
CAUGHT 
Δ. 


ІМА 
ТНЕЕ 
HIDING 
HERE 
FROM 
THE 
POLICE. 


үзір А 
CHOCOLATE. 
DON'T TELL 
ANYONE. 


ВКІРІМО 


እ... YOU HIDING 
HERE ? 


www.chachachaudhary.com 


т. THIEVES 


s. Lx » 


LIKE THEMSELVES. 


CONSTABLE 
САТКА |І SAW 
ONE THIEF. 


s 
SOUND. THAT 
THIEF HAD 


а: ሥታ COLD. 


TT 70mm РАМКИ NOW I'LL 
GET A PROMOTION. 


© PRAN'S FEATURES 


OIM UNCLE 
ГУЕ СОТ 

SOMETHING 
FOR YOU. 


OH | SOME کے‎ 
NEW 
PROBLEM. 


EE I YOUR САР IS SMALL, SHE'S COME TO HELP 

SO I'VE GOT A BIGGER ONE FOR YOU AND YOU'RE 
YOU ІТ WILL SAVE YOU FROM UNNECESSARILY SCARED. 
THE SUN. PRICE ONLY RS. 100. 


I'LL GO AND 
SHOW MY 
NEW CAP 


sees Jf МҮ é | 


IT'S τεῦ THAT NAUGHTY 
GIRL SNEAKED AWAY 
WITH IT FROM MY 
HOUSE. 


= HOW DO 
ILOOKIN THIS 
FASHIONABLE САР? 


JHAPAT | 
YOU'VE GOT 
THIS CAP II 


be: ІРІМКІ 
FOOLED МЕ. 


Ж ! 
WHERE АКЕ 
YOU GOING 


PINKI 
ADHAAR CARD 


YOUCAN. 
BUT TODAY 
ONLY MY 
PIC WILL 
BE 
CLICKED. 


IVE TO GET 
MY ADHAAR 
CARD MADE. 


x "LL 
TAKE YOU TO 
THE ADHAAR 
CARD CENTER. 


THE FACE. IT'S 
INJURED. 


HERE DADAJI. 
WE'VE 
REACHED. 


© PRAN'S FEATURES 


ГГ некто | 
ADHAAR CARD'S = ae І NOW THIS CARD 15 


YOUR IDENTITY FOREVER. 
READY. 


IT'S SAD, I'LL HAVE 
TO TIE THESE 
BANDAGES ON 9) 
FACE FOREVER. 


РІМКІ CRICKETER 


APPUI COM FIRST I'LL 
LET'S PLAY 
CRICKET. DO ВАТПНС. 


оните 
OK | HERE'S THE ВАТ. VERY HEAVY. 
Ша ; m 


HO!HO! CAN'T HANDLE 
THE BAT ? HOW'LL YOU 
DO THE BATTING? 


BUTIWANTA 
LIGHTER BAT. 


UE CRF YOU SEE HOW 

I'LL HIT FOURS δ. SIXES 

WITH THE SMALL ВАТ & 
RUBBER BALL. 


WAIT I'LL GET 
MY BAT. 


THIS BALL WILL 
GO OUT OF THI 
GROUND. 


МЕУЕК MIND. ГУЕ ТО 
DO THE BOWLING. 


КАТНЕКТНАМ |. 


FAST BOWLING, 
DO SPIN 


- BOWLING. 


= 1४00 
TAKE THIS. 


OH ITHE BALL 
FELL IN THE PIT. 


tc OH GOD I RUN! 


TAPPUIIT'SA 
MEMORABLE 
GAME. 


РІМКІ 
ELEPHANT IN ዘ5.5 


CHILD | WHERE ARE 
YOU GOING ? 


www.chachachaudhary.com 


SHOULD I GIVE 
YOU AREAL TOY 
FORRS. 5? 


WONDERFUL. IT'S A 
DEAL.HERE, TAKE RS 5. 


ех DAYS 
| САМ STROLL, KEEPING AN 


; ELEPHANT IS ል 
ON JUMBO'S BIGGER PROBLEM 
BACK. 


€ PRAN'S FEATURES 


Z 
RS 5 FOR 


THE 
ELEPHANT 
&RS 100 
FOR THE 
EXPENSES. 
NOI I CAN'T 
BEAR THE 


EXPENSES \ е 


THEN LEAVE THE 
ELEPHANT HERE 


--- 
JUMBO 
MUMBO! 
WE'VE TO 
TAKE LEFT & 
NOT RIGHT, 


PINKI I YOU'VE 

TO PAY MERS 

100 FOR THE 
BANANAS. 


OK, BIRJU UNCLE I YOU 
TAKE JUMBO MUMBO. 


PINKI I ARE YOU READY ? 
FROM TODAY YOU'LL GO 
TO SCHOOL BY A 

NEW BUS. 


WE NEED TO THINK 
RATIONALLY TO 
HAVE A PET. 


К 
КІЛКІЛ 5 МЕЕО ТО САТСН 
MANGO. десте) 


GARDENER Шы pua USEFUL IN 
CANHAVE IT. PLUCKING THE 
MANGOES. 


NJ 
YOU GAVE 
ΤΗΕ RIGHT IDEA, 


LACHCHU | 

IVE СОТ АМ 
EMPLOYEE FOR 
YOU TO PLUCK 

MANGOES. ይ 


1 
f 


Y &WAS στης ΜΑΝΟΟΕΘ. 


$e YESTERDAY, | HAD CLIMBED THE TREE 


BRANCH ВЕОКЕ 
DOWN AND..... 


ITLLBE 
HELPFUL 
IN 
PLUCKING 


www.chachachaudhary.com 


MANGOES 
IN 
EXCHANGE 


WOW !IT 
ISN'TA 
BAD DEAL. 


31 UNCLE! 
WHAT'S IN THE 


Е] ІТНЕ COW 
ATE ALL THE 


ΖΑΝ 


COME, YOU'RE МҮ 
CAPTIVE NOW. CLIMB 


THE TREE & PLUCK 


OUCH! | 
MY 
HEAD'S | 
GONE. /| 
= 
o 
ኖ: 


PRANS 
Р І ы K I and 
TOKEN TOPIWALA 


Т) МЕ! 


KUTKUT ! Wer 
EAVE MY SHOE | 


ЕСІ LARRY 
| BABY! СОТ ቻ Е | YOUR PET NEEDS 
TRAINING. 


ስም ትት ም ፓ ያና PINKI АМО THE CHARACTER ARE COPYRIGHT REG D BY GOVERNMENT OF INDIA FOR 
FEATURES. ዳ-ቆዛ NARAINA VIHAR, NEWDELHI REPRODUCTIC ^ 5 BOOK ISSTRICTL 1 
፲% NAMED ОЙ DELINEATED IN THIS FICTION COMICS. AN T HUMAN BEING ОЙ PLACE 15 PURELY COW 


ANIMAL WILL NOT ONL 


ФЧ» ? ፈጨ ፈሬ Та “ረ 200 4297 стане. 
SEE) NOT ONL 


BEHAVE NICELY, SHE'LL MY TOMI I$ A 


ALSO HELP YOU IN MAN ምኻ TRAINED DOG. 


099 | HE'S NICE AND 
> HELPFUL TOME. 
pA 


TOMI ! GO AND 
BRING MY BAG 
FROM CAR ! 


aaa trr 


ነ | DOES MY OTHER 
JOBS OBEDIENTLY, 
LIKE SHOE. POLISHING, 
CHANGING CHANNELS 
OF TY, BUYING EGGS ETC. 


ANIMALS AND MADE THEM 
ANIMAL 18 SOFT LIKE RUBBER. 


INAUGHTY. 


pum SHUT 


| THE DOOR 8” 


ТНАТ МО ОМЕ | 
SHOULD 
INTERFERE. 


YOU'LL HAVE TO 
LEARN HIGH JUMP 
JUMP OVER MY 


EST 
SQUIRREL ! THROW 
THAT BALL 
TOWARDS ME ! 


Iw HAS GONE 
THAT NAUGHTY 
THING ? 


ae DOWN OR um" 
HIT YOU WITH BAT ! 


= LEAVE THE 
COMPUTER. 
$: НАУЕ ТО ФЕМО 
AN E-MAIL. 


(ЕЕ HOURS LATER ! 424 ONE HOUR Р 


/ АТ PRESENT I'M PLAYING € 
3 THEN HOW / 
COME ILL GET 


COMPUTER AFTER | 


HOW LONG WILL FOUR 
HOURS ? 


— YOU PLAY 
|. GAMES? / i 


SAW THAT QUEUE ? PAPA WILL WRITE ACCOUNTS FOR ONE HOUR, 
MUMMY WILL DO FASHION DESIGNING,- == AND THEN’ 
GRAND PA WILL 1 - 


LOG ON THF 


WEB SITES. 


ሠ TEN RUPEES FOR 


ІРІ СЕТ ІСЕСЕЕАМ. 


29 
THEN IT 
COULD BE 


"ON E-MAIL 


THANKS! Now CAN 


gu t 
VOICE THAT 
IDE. 


ë .- бір 
а g PINKI ! WHERE ARE | 
58. 
3 10 807 Í | 1 
7 | ICE CREAM | oe 


1 — 


[ KNOW A SHOP m ONE 
GETS А FREE GIFT ON BUYING 
AN ICE CREAM. 


| 
"E ) іші. š 2% 
/ dd > 


HAPPY ON GETTING А 
FREE GIFT ? 


ae  (riucnivrvnie Ww eee 


ኮሽ TWO. 
ONE |6 
FREE GIFT! 


IT WOULD BE BETTER я 
| WOULD HAVE GOT A 
CHOCOLATE AS GIFT. IT 
15 DIFFICULT ТО 
CONSUME TWO 
ICE CREAMS. 


| CAN SOLVE YOU 
PROBLEM. IF YOU GIVE ME 
ONE ICE CREAM, I'LL GIVE 
YOU A CHOCOLATE IN 
EXCHANGE. 


WOW ! VERY | СНАМРИ ! FLL U THAT 
DELICIOUS ! NOW GIVE WHEN ! GET POCKET 


CHOCOLATE, 


m ! DID 
| COMMIT А 
MISTAKE ? 


NO PRINCIPAL ነ 
HAS SENT FOR YOU. ӨНЕ 
WANTS TO ENTRUST AN 
IMPORTANT JOB TO UOU. 


IS IT YOUR FREE 


PERIOD ? TASMAT HAS 


CALLED ME FO 
SOME WORK. 


GOOD LUCK! 


| | 
4 a 


Е - № ОЕАК ! YOUR 24 
NEIGHBOURS f 
DISCLOSED US THAT ey) 4 

| 


> YOU ARE QUITE 0७ 4 
GOOD AT FIGHTING ?/ Жа 
| А 
mi) m 
κο 


——— ———  =—— -------- 


THEREFORF WE DECIDED WHY NOT ቀ я 
YOU PLAY THE ROLE ОҒ RANI JHANSI | Bes MA'M ! YOU 
"ri THE DRAMA AT ANNUAL ONSIDERED ME QUITE 
FUNCTION ? ABLE FOR THAT 


DO WE HAVE 
A SWORD 
AT HOME ? 


мо, „2 ! 
BUT WHY DO YOU 
NEED THAT ? 


[ዚዚ HAVE ТО 
PLAY THE ROLE 
OF RANI JHANSI 
IN THE DRAMA. 


TRUE. BUT UA 
HAVE ONLY 

KITCHEN KNIFE, 
WHICH WE USE 


FOR CUTTING 
VEGETABLES. 


fes SHE FIGH 


ሥቻ 
6010 m 
MOGASINGH. 
YOU CAN GET 
THAT WEAPON 
FROM HIM. 


SHARPENIN 


| HAVE OFTEN SFEN HIM 
G THAT. 


UNCLE ! COULD 1 GET 
YOUR SWORD ? 


WHOSE MISFORTUNE 
HAS BEFALLEN ? 


I WANT THAT ONLY 
FOR REHEARSAL. 


YOU CAN GET А SMALLER ONE 
AT JHAPAT'S HOUSE. 


5-2 SMALLER 
SWORD ? 


AUNTY ! DO YOU 
HAVE A SMALL- 
= ? 


ጮ= 


" YES | BUT IT IS 


вс WAS THAT የ 


ἘΞ JHANSI 
WAS ON HORSE 
BACK IN 


BATTLE FIELD 


[ος UNCLE 1 CAN YOU ACT 
J | A HORSE FOR SOME TIME ? 


(ove (2: ! AM | 
COMING TO DESTROY 
YOUR 


ES | HELP YOU 
SOMETIME. 


I'LL FIGHT FOR МҮ 
COUNTRY TILL MY 


КЕЗ 

DIDN'T RANI JHANSI| 

JUMP FROM THE 

FORT ALONGWITH 
HORSE ? 


pud | CAN'T DO THAT ! 


СКАМОРА ! WHAT de YOU 
LOOKING FOR ? 


NEWSPAPER ! 
WHY DID NOT IT 
COME UPTIL 
NOW ? 


BUT A NEWSPAPER HAS SOME 
FEATURES, WHICH TV DOES 
NOT. | LIKE TO READ 
LISTEN TO THOSE. 


E ON ТУ. 


= 


Fa: न, Г ITIS LATE ENOUGH, THERE'S 
WAIT FOR HAWKER, | |NO HOPE HE WOULD COME NOW. 


HE MIGHT BRING 
THE NEWSPAPER ? 


WHY DID NOT | ( WITHOUT NEWSPAPER 
YOU TAKE І САМТ DIGEST 
FOOD ? ANYTHING. _ 


РЕ. CAN DO. ТАКЕ ك‎ 
BUY A NEWSPAPER FROM y = 
THE MARKET. i š я 601 


KUTKUT ! GO 
BACK 11 AM GOING 
FOR AN 
IMPORTANT WORK. 


— = = ни (በ. 


[5 SHOULD 
BE AVAILABLE 


ፌር d 


YES BABY ! COMICS 
OR MAGAZINE ? 


IN SUCH 
. TENDER 


. ጨ (е) ТНАТ 15 ЕОК 
МҮ 
GRANDPA ! 


HE πι - ΡΕ 
WAITING. ο 


WHY NOT | 


GRANDPA Г ει YOU 
HERE I$ i) ARE NOT 
3 4% ? 


PAPA | WHAT ARE 
YOU SEARCHING ? 


š = m 
CONNECT THE MOBILE FROM LANDLINE 


I PLACED MY MOBILE 
PHONE. WHEN ІТ RINGS, IT 15 FOUND. 


PHONE SOMEWHERE 
AND FORGOT. 
PINKI ! YOU 
DID SAY A 
Tu THING. 


ευ. DIAL MY 
MOBILE 
NUMBER. 


ВЕЦ. RINGS 
UNDERNEATH 5 
ТНЕ ФОҒА, ym کک‎ 1 
w E» 
w 


s B 


ще 3 ! PUT THE 
PHONE DOWN. 


xit GET 
ANGRY 
WITH YOU 


ылық. 06 GO OUT ! 


PRANS 
PINKI’S 
PICTURE 


ЕЕ SWEETS WILL 9 


DECAY YOUR TEETH. GO TO PENDING ON 
YOUR ROOM AND STUDY! WORTHLESS 
THINGS. те 


FOR YOU. 


=== ISA 
NAUGHTY GIRLI 


С THIS PICTURE 
REALLY ЗРЕАК?? 


СКАНОРА! THE 
PICTURE IN M'Y 
ROOM TALKS! 


ᾳ DID 
YOU SAY? 


1 SPOKE THE 
TRUTH. 


AMI ΩΝ [8] 


OR WHAT? 


I$ IT TRUE THAT 
YOU CAN SPEAK? 


YOU HAVE PEEN UP ALL = 
NIGHT STUDYING. YOU (шшш) em मा 


^ WORD | SAID! 


а" TJUST ΠῚ PINKI'S 
PICTURE TALKING IN MY 
| == ARE YOU ы Ὦ коом 


А FIX? ያድ 


τα Y DON'T -- 
HOW CAN ^ AFOOL OF 


PICTURE TALK? ME AGAINI 


PINKI! | AM QUITE WORRIED! THE 

PICTURE IN MY ROOM TALKS TO 

ME BUT NOT WITH OTHERS. 
ዳ 7 


SECRET? e 


REALLY? SO SiS жанаты 
WHAT'S THE HERE YOU 


FIRST GIVE ME 
MONEY FOR 
ICE-CREAM 


а 


ез СОМЕ 
BEHIND THE 
WALL TO THE 
OTHER SIDE! 


NOW LET ME EAT 
MY ICE-CREAM! 


COMPUTER AND FOOTBALL 


PINKI, | CALLED YOU 
HOME YESTERDAY. 
WHY DIDN'T YOU 
COME? 


CHAMPU! 
SORRY. 
ТУУЕНТ TO 
SEEA 
CRICKET 
MATCH 


2 ARE LYING! 


WHAT'S YOUR 
PROOF? | ТОО SAW 
ሕዝ MATCH ON TY. 


€ CAN YOU 5) зо 
SURE OF THE TIME? 


= AY, ТЕЦ. ME HALF PAST ка GOSH! THAT'S 
WHAT'S THE TIME ELEVEN AND TRUE! PINKI, HOW 
TEN SECONDS. COULD YOU DO THAT? 


BIKHU I$ UP TO 
THAT'S HIS 


BIKHU! COME, LET'S 
PLAY FOOTBALL AT 
ν THE GROUND. 


9 ዜ YOU GET me 
" ! WITH OUTDOOR SPORTS 
PLAT AND YOUR MUSCLES 


COMPUTER GAMES BECOME STRONGER т 


SS : 
ic GAMES 
SHARPEN THE MIND. 

UNDERSTAND? 


OW! WITH ALL | TER 
| FORGOT WHICH BUTTON 


D HAVE PRESSED ON 
THE KEYBOARD? 


^ г) BODY 
HAS A STRONG 


MY GAME IS ἵ/ρινκι GET 
ae LOST FROM 


) Cum) 1 CAN PLAY 
IN PEACE. 


222 τ 27) ( η PUT THE 


en ጋ ^7 (HAVE PRESSED ALL 
YIKES! WHY ISN'T THE BUTTONS ON THE 
RUNNING? MONITOR IS BLANK 


! INKI! LET ME PLA 
— το] FOOTBALL 
чи GO OUT! = WITH YOU! 
4 «X а 


WHY? ARENT 
YOU PLAYING 
COMPUTER 
GAMES? 


(= I LEFT THIS BAT IN МУ 
ROOM. A RAT CHEWED IT UP 
LAST NIGHT. 


WHAT ARE YOU 
ФАО ABOUT? ВЕ 
THANKFUL.IT DIDN'T 

CHEW UP YOUR 


LOC AC А NEW ВАТ COSTS 
ODAY. HOW DO| ТЫ BUY A TWO HUNDRED 
| PLAY WITH NEW ONE! RUPEES. 
A DAMAGED 
BAT? 


| ONLY HAVE А 
TENNER ON ME 


| TEJASINGH, THE 

| CARPENTER. НЕ 
CAN REPAIR 
YOUR BAT. 


ТЕЗ” 
SOLVED. | 
n 12: सार ኣብ 
d 59, 


“ 


ШЕШЕ, ТМ 
di BUT I CAN ONLY DO IT AFTER 
EIGHT DAYS. | AM BUSY WITH 
FURNITURE FOR A MARRIAGE. 


4 e? WAIT SO IFYOUREINA | 
LONG. | NEED TO HURKY. GO TO 
PLAY IN TODAY'S PIN 
MATCH WITH IT. нки 


% 
ዳኛ í 
PIN 
atte 

с 


AN THAT GIRL REALLY 
REPAIR MY BAT? 


WON'T TAKE LONGER. 
THAN TEN MINUTES. 


THEY SAY ONE MUST 

CUT OFF THE ROTTEN 

PART AND THROW IT 
OUT. 


BYE, 
E 


THE PLACE WHERE 1 GO 
| GET FREE MANGOES. 


со А TREE НЕКЕ | DROP 
MANGOES WITH MY STONES 
AND EAT THEM 


(Ез THE JOY OF 
EATING FREE 
MANGOES ISN'T 
THERE IN MANGOES 
BOUGHT! 


THAT'S му пеш) ном 
DARE YOU 
EAT THEM? 


г SMACK! 


DELICIOUS! 


ҰР” DID YOU 
BUY THIS DOG? 


7 
M'Y UNCLE LEFT FOR NO, | WANT 
ALLAHABAD FORA WEEK'S | SHERU TO PLAY 
TRIP. TILL THEN SHERU ы WITH KIDS. 

WILL STAY HERE . 


ር. HAVE WALKED ALL 

AROUND THE BLOCK 
PUT DIDN'T GET TO 
MEET ANY ONE 


PINKI! | WANT YOU TO PLAY 
WITH M'Y SHERU! 


>. DOES YOUR 
BUT FIRST | WANT DOG BITE? 
TO ASK YOU 
SOMETHING. 


THAT'S WHAT | WANT 
TO FIND OUT! 


| 'MREALLY HE'S GONE! NOW 


DRAINED РМ SAFE 
RUNNING SO ^ 


KUT-KUT! COME, 

2 LET'S MEET MY | 
IEND BITHI 

FRIEND = 


"Ғе I WILL 
N PRESS 
THE E. 
| | BELL 

= 
азаа 


OOPS! THE SQUIRREL a IT'S А РЕТ 
RAN IN. SHE'LL SPOIL SQUIRREL 
THE FLOOR 
d 


HE'S DIFFERENT. MY 
CAT'S THE SMARTEST 
ANIMAL IN THE WHOLE 


A HOW Ç 
MY CAT IS? НЕ 
KNOWS A GUN 
CAN KILL. THAT'S 
WHY HE RAN OUT. 


HOW STUPID YOUR SQUIRREL IS. 
SHE'S STILL SITTING HERE 


THAN YOUR CAT. SHE 7 
HAT ^ TOY GUN CAN NOT KILL 
ANYONE. THAT'S WHY SHE 
DIDNT RUN 


UNCLE JHAPAT. 
WHERE ARE 
ሺ ла GOING? 


LOOK PINKI! DON'T TROUBLE ME. 
ТАМ AS нов 


THE MATCH Bur 
OUR TY CONKED 
OUT. | AMTRYING 

TO CALL THE 
MECHANIC. 


| CAN HELP 
YOU REPAIR. 


DON'T KNOW WHY < ІТ над WITH 
THIS STUPID BOX YOUR FIST! 
BROKE DOWN 


7 
YES! zr 
THE WIRES GET 
LOOSE. А GOOD 
THUMP WILL 
MAKE IT WORK. 


ed WHEN OUR TY 
BROKE DOWN MY 
GRANDPA HIT IT AND IT 
STARTED WORKING 


YIKES! 
THE ТУ 
SCREEN 


BROKE! ከ:; ΟΕΕ | НАУ 


HOMEWORK 


ዶ 


ar 


PRANS 
PINKI 


ФІССІЕ BANK 


— — > 
THEN THERE MUST 
OME MONEY INL 


THERE MAY BE ENOUGH MONE Y TO BUY ICE- 
ΠΠ 


МАУ BE ENOUGH ТО BUY Йй T 

4 BICYCLE. T | 1 
Т 
|| Í 
d 


d m IT'S VERY 


ΤΙ, NECKLACE, 
BEAUTIFUL NECK LAC. vais 


THESE PEARLS. 


J THREADING PEARLS IS REALL 
ГА ሮማ JOB. MOREOVER 55 IT WHEN IT WILL BE READ 
МУ EYESIGHT IS WEAK, AND I WEAR IT AROUND 


ουν 


LET ME SEI 
GRANNY DOES /7 > ይ 


-መ 


E 
= 


е, 


5 ይጋ 


Ts. ТИ SABONWLE A LITTLE FVERYDMY 
AMP /7 FON ALMOST 
A VEAR TO FINISH THE BOTTLE 


МО NEED ТО ВЕ 
РЕ MUMMY в WILL EAT 
ALL THE 
RATS IN THE 
HOUSE. 


ΤΗΕ CAT'/S FREE. Те, መች 

NOW WATCH WELL DONE ЧК. 

THE SHOW « JOU VE FOUND A 
NOVEL WAY 72 
GET RID OF THE 
RATS. ~ 


"you САМ HAVE THE MONEY 
I'D KEPT ASIDE FOR 
RAT Рос 


GOSH! THE 
LETS SEE HOW CAT'S DRUNK ALL 
MANY RATS Е MILK 
МАМЕ BEEN KILLED 


pP HELLO ! CHAMPOO , 


16 А GOOD PROGRAMME 15 AB PROBLEM. CONSIDER 
ABOUT TO COME AND OUR T.V. AS YOURS, 
OUR T. V. HAS PACKED 

uP 


в pe Aou 
OKAY, I'M COMING 
то YOUR 
HOUSE . 


I'LL FETCHYOUA | 
COLD DRINK - 


в ТАКЕ 
THE TROUBLE . 


SON, 60 GET 
YOUR HAIR CUT. 


HAIRCUT ? LONG HAIR 
/5 THE FASHION NOWADAYS, 


vag GOD! I'LL GIVE ТЕМ MOM, I'LL NEITHER 
RUPEES TO WHOEVER 60704 НУ 
CUTS MY SON'S HAIR. NOR WILL ANYONE 

CUT MY HAIR, 


WHAT GREENERY 7 


SHOULD RELAX йл | ΤΗΕ 
Col BREESE s 


š ή 
Pm GRASS HAS xd 
TALL ५ I'LL MOW IT, 


% - 
f PINKI, HERE'S 
YOUR REWARD . 


/ е / 
“q 
š са 
- EVEN A LITTLE 
RAIN WATERLOGS 
| THE STREETS. 
7 
, 
! 


πι 


WALK ON THE FOOTPATH. | / 
LAMBUDIN 


Tp 


| 


E YOU'VE 
RETURNED FROM 
THE OFFICE / 


в ТЕА 


—— . 
CUP OF HOT IEA 
AND ГЦ ВЕ 

RELAXED. 


F ግ ን №07 WAVE TAKEN 


WHAT НАРРЕ ? 
SUCH TEA BEFORE, γα ee 


THERE NO 
SUGAR INIT? 


ED) SHE PUT TRULY, 


‘IVE 
IN EXTRA NEVER D 
SUGAR P LIKE THIS 


Е FROM 
WHICH CAN 
DID YOU TAKE 
OUT THE SUGAR ? 


L4 
ст FROM THIS ОМЕ. ) T? ar. 2002, 
፲0 κ а Se ^ 


ET 


#1 


- 


| ILOVE READING. 
THEY CONTAIN A LOT 
OF KNOWLEDGE. 


PEACEFUL ОМ 
THE RIVERSIDE . 


DIDI, WHAT'S WRITTEN 
IN THIS BOOK? 


IT HAS PICTURES THAT 
AT FIRST 5ΙΖΗΤ, LOOK 
LIKE STONES BUT 
ARE ACTUALLY 
TORTOISES. I'LL 
JUST SHOW 
ሁላ . 


THAT STONE YOU KEPT 
THE BOOK ΟΝ... 
IT'S A TORTOISE , 


IT TELLS ABOUT THE VARIED 
CKEATURES OF THE SEA . SUCH 
SMALL FISH THAT YOU САМТ 
` EVEN SEE WITH BARE EYES AND 50 
Ae THAT THEY CAN CAPSIZE A 
OAT. 


AT'S 5874 


DADDY? YOU'RE 
OOKING WORRIED, 


THAT UNINVITED GUEST | HE HAS 
BEEN HERE pos MONTHS AND NOT 


VING ५ 


PINKI, 1'M FEELING VERY 
HUNGRY. WHEN 15 MEAL TIME 2 


Gra LL JUS 
BRING /ፖ 


—— 
THE WHOLE BOX 
15 EMPTY. 


you CRIED OUT THA 

YOUR MOUTH'S 

BURNING-SO I 

THREW WATER TO 
: T. 


PINKI, THERE'S 


< PINKI, OUR τν 

SOF ON TIME . PACKED UP. CAN 
WATCH THE MAGIC SHOW 
ON YOUR TV 


p? 2 
ING MY VIE І 
CAN'T SEE THE TV + 


== WHAT'S me ሽሽ 
MATTER 2 YOU'RE 
LOOKING P . 


= 
23 WHOLE DAY PINKI 


REATING А i YOU SAY ያሄረ 
= COMMOTION AND KE HER ΗΟΜΕ. 


I’M FED UP. 


-— AT MY HOM. 


rs. = 
PROBLEMS P 


PINKI COME AND | 


PRANS 


PINKI. 
UNGLE SULEMANI 


РІМКІ АМО 
СНАСНА 
SULEMANI 


AHA! МУ BOAT IS 
SAILING. IT NEITHER 
STOPS NOR SINKS, 


NIKKI / HOW DOES € ልፎፎፎ/ 
ሃሯሀዊ я + FLOAT? ) | WHY ARE vou 
CLOSING THE 

WINDOW ? 


$0 THAT 

мои SHOULDN'T 
WATCH MY 
ro 


DF AN ORDINARY 
BOAT 7 I'M GOING 


НЕ HAS MANY 


NEVER TALK yr SULEMANI / WHICH 
TOY ARE YOU MAKING ? 


THEREAFTER BAIJU 
THE BAND. 


та 
ІР HOW'S > DAUGHTER, (T's 
TM NESS 2 REALLY DOWN / 
= тее ¥ 23 NOW THERE IS NO 
ኣኒ © DEMAND FOR 
HANDMADE Я 


PEOPLE Buy 
ELECTRONIC 
7) 


IS GOING TO THAT 
SHOP TO BUY TOYS 
ON THE OTHER HAND [ 
I'VE BEEN STARVING | - 
FOR THE PAST THREE 
DAYS. 
RS 


πα, 


LOOK / EVERYBODY 
Ë 


FRIEND, INSTEAD OF 
ELECTRONIC TOY, ВИЧ 
THIS WINDING CAR. 
IT’S STURDY AND 


DON T ВЕ DISHEAR TENED 
"Ἔξ PEOPLE WILL 
GO FOR OUR WINDING 
^w ET S Trey 


ELECTRONIC < Ne GO! TRY TO 
TO TWENTY ይገድኗፕ CENTURY. You BEFOOL SOME BODY 


WANT то ORAS ME ፕራ T 
PAST ERA? 2 ἘΠΕ ELSE 


ο FRIEND που RETURN THE BATTERY- HERE ARE TWO 
RUN CAR AND BUY THE ONE WHICH MOVES ВУ RUPEES. BUY 
NDING . THIS WAY POOR SULEMAN! GET 


HIS LIVELIHOOD. МЕ HAS г 
На Fo: 


DONE. LETSHAVE A RACE. 
YOU'LL BUY THE WINNING 


B | YOULL HAVE CAR. 


TO PROVE TMAT 
YOUR CAR IS 


км. #1 
WIND THE TOY, 


SULEMANI YOUR DEFEAT 15 
A FOREGONE CONCLUSION 
урик WINDING CAR WILL NOT 
RUN FOR MORE THAN A 
MINUTE WHEREAS THE 
ELECTRONIC CARIS 
GUARANTEED TO RUN 
CONTINUOUSLY FOR ТЕМ 


мү EC 
CAR SuRGEDP 


ave UTS 


CHAMPU! WHAT'S 
THERE N урик 


PINK! / A WALNUT. 
I WANT το CRACK 
ІТ AND TAKE OUT 
ITS KERNEL 


Bur ir 1$ 
DIFFICULT TO 


न ЗЕ HERE 

we've - z (TIS. HIT THE 
| BREAK A | WALNUT WITH 
WALNUT. 


AUGH H! 


A SLIPPED 


Away! 


ANKI / YOU HOLD THE WALNUT, SO THAT 
IT MUST NOT SUP ГЦ HIT IT WITH HAMMER. 


= ሠ ЕШ ç 


ТНЕ HAMMER 
WOULD HIT MY 
FINGER 


Е $ 
ANOTHER WAY, 


ЦЕ КЕР By 


ii IT HAS 
BROKEN. η | 


SPLIT МУ DOO 


THAT 
LE 


16 TRAINING 

THE Circus 
ELEPHANT. 

GIVE ME THE 
WALNUT / 


е ФОМАМА 
4 ТНЕ 


RABBITS (Т i$ CRUELITY TO 
MPRISON A CREATURE. I 


EC PRINCE ОМРА ОҒ МАННОЕРА- 
бАЕНЯЖЕКЕСЯ COMANA TURNED ME 
INTO А RABBIT. SME FORECASTED 
Е Г COULD COME OUT OF TWE 
CASE ТО ASAIN BECOME А 
HUMAN. 


« WHAT 5 THAT 
ROARING ? 


11 - 
(Есе 6/4ሠሖ 
5 COMING. 


$ | ‘OTHERWISE SHE WILL 
CATCH US AND pur INTO 
THE AGE 


है SEE ? THIS GIRL HAS SET 
you FREE ? "ን уби CANT 
ESCAPE FRO ERE . 


= 
ей 
№ 
f s THE FIRE OF DRY 
GRASS, WAL STOP You! 
4 3 


ዘዛ HAVE TO JUMP 
# WE ARE To ESCAPE 
оит OF THIS PALA 


(ЕТ us ኳነ FOR A 
2 WHILE UNDER THAT TREE, 
Й THEN we WILL PROCEED 


FURTH 


A 
GOMANA Is - T WORRY. 
FOLLOWING US, _ FAT WOMEN GET 
° TIRED VERY zJ 


PANTING. 


e Г CAN CATCH THEM ВУ 
STRETCHING MY HAND WITH 
MAGIC 


ЕЕ THORNS WILL 
RK AS А WEAPON 


е ЕЯ 
С 


h ARE STILL NOT OUT 
OF DANGER. 


] me фа ነ 
МЕ CAN'T 60 
FURTHER BECAUSE 
WE WILL В 


H HAVE 
T VOU ACCOMPANY 7 You 

к KINGDOM 

MAUENDRAGAR ዘ 2 


МЕ TO 


(шт) TIME 
TO 60 TO 


е ONLY ONE 
SOCK ! WHERE 
16 THE SECOND 


с г ΒΕ IN THE ALMIRAH, 

YOU MIGHT NOT HAVE 

SEARCHED THAT 
THOROUGHLY: 


PINKI? IM NOT GETTING МУ 
SECOND SOCK. HAVEN'T YOu KEPT 


LOOK, MIN к 

μας қама E (ЕТ ME SEARCH IT 
$TRIPES, WHILE MOREM mene, 
THAT QNE с 
WHICH IS IN 

YOUR HAND 

HAS CHECKS, 

— 


= үти съща ТРО 15 0७६, 
IT MEANS SOMEONE HAS WORN 
ONE CHECKED SOCK IN ONE 
FOOT AND А STRIPPED ОМ um) ТАРАЛ. PERHAPS 
IN THE OTHER. लु ыы 

“ DIFFERENT 


г 
1 PINKI / WHERE ARE YOU SONG? 


HE 
SOCKS OF 


DE 


al FRIEND CHOPRA SAAB 
$ SITTING WITH MIM IT 
WON T LOOK NICE IF YOU 
SEE His FEET IN HIS 
FRIEND'S PRESENC 


жаман A | GUEST * 
DEA TD FINE 4 I EVEN GUESS THAT 
= ç Гм LOOKING AT 
WEARING WRONG | HIS FEET 

KS. MOLD IT. 


MUMMY 


е 


WEARING ONE 
OF РАРА 8 ik 


HOW DO WE REVEAL THIS pe: ЛОТ WAS CALLING wu) ት HAVE 
" ———À ETAT 


FORE HIS πα yl WUR EARS. LET 
T CLEAN 

your 

EARS, 


DAJI / IN FACT Wu RE WEARING = "ти 
TWO DIFFERENT KINDS OF SOCKS. JUST COMING, 


TAKE YOURS. 6! VE 3^. 
“ Мү SOCK 


COLLECTED FIVE RUPEES AND FORTY PASE FROM)| | DAUGHTER + TAKE HALF 
“कर ІТ WILL ВЕ SuFFICI FOR ONE J| OF THE MONEY / 
Th ^ 


ON JUMPING 


wee 
SAAB! vou 
HAVE TMCORATED 
Your Room 
Wit WILD 
ANIMALS 
INSTEAD OF 
CALENDARS 


== ан, 2፡1. 
ALL WERE HUNTED 
BY ме 


D ANIMALS HEADS =o l ON 
WALL EXCEPT THAT OF 


`a 6HEESU 
GO AND BUY THAT 
BEAR FROM HIM 


ЕЗ? THIS 15 МУ 
LIVELIHOOD. SOME ይ 8 
ARE COLLECTED ON (TS 
EACH PERFORMANCE 
ГИ STARVE WITHOUT 


іш ЈА SAAB. те DARE THAT I MUST HAVE THE HEAD OF 
HE REFUSES Ju6eLER ? THAT ANIMAL, I (L PROCURE 


TO SELL THE y - 
BEAR 


THAT BY KILLING THE 


C So ዜመ ee 


O/ DON'T KILL THE ANIMAL /: 


Ov y УУ unns nO 


(C=. WHERE ARB VOU COMER. 
> 
— -- 


< o 


| 
| 


(602 SHEN 

р 

ደ YOU WANT, 
| 


YOU'VE DONE 


TODAY. HAVE 
SOME SWEETS / 


YOU'VE KNOCKED 
OUT ALL THE BUGS 
FROM THE Tu 


vs LISTEN 

το ў 

- е NING DASHRATH 
мар FOUR SONS 
RAM, LANSHMAN, 
BHARAT АМО 
ЗНА TRUG HAN, 


Де $ RAMAYAN. 
YOU MUST WAVE 
RELATED FAIS 


WELL, DEAR, I > 4 ONLY 
RELATE WHAT 7 KNOW, 


BUT I WANT TO 
4 ЛУ SOMETHING 
м А 


1 


ГМ GOING TO GRAND PA, i 
ME WILL CRATAINGY RELATE PLEASE 


RESTING S7 RELATE 
3 WTERESTING $ ሚሪ SOME STORY, 
- " "m 


ONAY. THEN I RELATE 
was THE TALE OF TOTA- 
AL/BABA. HE WAS MAINA, 


HEADACHE WH/LE 


LISTENING TO THE 
TALE OF ALIBABA AND 
FORTY THIEVES. 


ЧЕ L THESE ARE СКО А 
STORIES. PLEASE 
SOMETHING 


ምረረ | YOU WISN то 


LUSTEN SOME NEW 


| STORY, A WRITER FRIEND OF MINE 
KNOWN AS MAINU MULTANI LIVES 
IN THE NEXT LOCALITY. 


И Are vou κκ 
MAING MULTAN! Р 


le ISTEN TO 
SOME STORY, 


E THIS УМЕ 
STORY? 


P. 7 BRING 
MY FRESH STORY 
FROM INSIDE, 


зо MUCH 
PATIENCE 2 


= MEAP! το 
Fw VE RUPEES 


ABO MACHA WA 
ALIGARH МЕ TOUS 
ፊጋ ALTER ITNE MEN 7 
WAY GAVE ८7 JO ME x 


» 
4 
х 
« 
` 
Ñ 
$ | 
Y 


EN? WARE MAS гу 


Ors 


l di aa Az ovo) 
we 


Ех Ж 


2 > 
дем 


ጃቫ 
жеу PROVE TERRIBLY 
| жая”. X' MOT BOWE 
| тр SPARE VOU 


MOM! CONT OPEN 
INE DOOR. GANE GNI 
(3 WAITING ad 
FOR NV 


ጣፈ THIS HAPPENED 
DUE TO PNRI 
IM GOING TO GRAB 
MER MEN AND TEAR OFF 
5 ENTIRE WINES 


Δ ме MAN 
WIM A 


STRANGE. PEOPLE USUALLY 


GEF ¿Qe O. 


MEY жуу” МАГ HAPPENED 
72 YOUR WAND Ф 


YOU ALWAYS CREATE 
ANE OR ME 
OIM NUISANCE. 


КЛ 
ΚΝ 
i” 


7 RANT TO BREAK 
7 YOUR MAND 


7 Back 
MEANWHILE 


TINK OF 
Same 
ροών 


=" SONER I GET με 
Ағ ME SLUR 2%: 
GAT RELIEVED PROM TNS 
(77774 


2 
MANO SWIVERE D 
SHRUNK 7) 


Piel! WERE 
ARE жи SONS ም 


(тт) / WHAT $ ΤΗΕ 
LIMIT OF SEA? 


192% /ሠቃፐሪ 
bli VERY 
FAR OFF / 


LOOK, THE SEA HAS RISEN MAYBE THE SKY HAS COME 
uP T TOUCH ТИЕ SKY. DOWN TO TOUCH THE SEA. 
-A SO HAVE JOINED. 


5298 
«ΚΕ THAT. 
SEA 18 ON 
ЕДЕТН, 


THAT 1$ NOT TRUE EITHER. 
THE POINT WHERE SEA AND SK 


APPEAR TOUCHING EACH OTHER la 
THE EARTH — 


І GOT MORE 
SHELLS. ME TOO. THESE 
- ARE FOUND ІМ PLENTV 
ON THE SEA SHORES 


I MAKE А HEAP = 
OF SHELLS, 


LYING THERE ГИ 
CARRY MY ALL 
THE SHELLS IN 


HE BUCKET FIRST, WILL 
PUT THE SHELLS IN IT, 


/ ΤΗΕ WAVE 
НАС ENGULFED 
OUR SHELL HEAPS, 


" @ ICAN SEE THE REPUBLIC 
DAY PARADE PEACEFULLY / 


JHAPAT JI 


€ ЈНАРАТЈІ, CANI P THE 
ፈኢ ፈርድ л ое REPUBLIC DAY PARADE ON YOUR Т.М P 


OH NO! я 
FROM WHERE THIS T BRING AN TOP 
NUISANCE HAS 


JHAPATJI, THIS AND BEHIND THAT y 
15 THE THE JAWANS ОҒ RAJPUTANA 


VIJAYANTA TANK , RIFLES. 


à 


Ee ---- 


MUMMU ! WHAT 


TO DO? 


EXAMINATIONS 
OVER. TWO- MONTH 
ме VACATIONS 
HAVE COMMENCED, 

I GET > 0. 


WOW! INTERESTING » 


NOW VACATIONS WILL 4 FROG PRINCE. SHOUL 
PASS NICELY. Е READ THE STORY OF 
е FAIRY. 


— 
MUMMY / I'VE FINISHED THIS BOOK 
IN AN HOUR. WHAT TD DO NEXT? 


Е 

WIT SOME 
OF YouR 
FRIENDS 


5000 IDEA, THIS WAY 
WITHOUT SPENDING І 
BE ABLE 70 REAL 

MORE NEW STORIES. 


EXCHANGE 
WITH MINE 


THERE WL BE FEWER 
STORIES IN THAT. THIS 


WHERE ARE YOU 60! 
ALONGWITH THE 


C THERE 15 ENOUGH 
FOR ONE WEEK'S 
TAIN MENT. 


54 гуми vou EXCHANGE Yi 
NO, T Ἵν 4 BOOK WITH MNE? ሙጨ 


64870 / HOW MANY DAYS’ Үз 2 
READING MATTER IS 


ነ = 
А 4 ες እ. а 
| 4 а [ d 
YOU CAN'T FINISH THIS BOOK | e ме ric ο] AGAIN 
BEFORE TWO MONTHS А а 
THAT'S FINE. LET'S 
XCHANGE OUR BOOKS, 0 


NO??? IT Is з 
MATHEMATICS BOOK! ~ 


@ SWEET APPLE 


NAANI | WHAT 
HAVE YOU 
EATEN ? 


ANAPPLE! DOCTOR 3. ке MOUTH HAS BECOME 
ADVISED TO EAT ONE WET! PLEASE GIVE 
DALY! 1% ME ONE! 


YOUR NANA WILL BRING 


| HAD ONLY ONE WHICH ነች ቹ | MORE FROM MARKET IN 


MU ES істей ID 


AUNTIE! 
DO YOU HAVE 


| di. PREFER TO 
EAT FRESH FRUIT ! 


ΤΩ͂Ι T T 7 
PINKI, WHAT ETT { AN PROVIDE LOTS OF 


HAPPENED? | coup NOT GET 


чюй: ARE PLENTY 
OF THOSE IN 
GARDEN! 


| EATYOUR 
STOMACHFUL | p. 


YOU STEALING МУ 
FRUITS ! 


BILLOO ! LOOKING 
SAD ? 


; НЕАКО YOUR 


H IN > > 
CU e ж НЕЕЕ АЕЕ e | 


AWARD FUNCTION ? | FORTHE EVENT! 


| Ν 1 EVERYBODY IS 


= GOING TO 
AUDITORIUM ! 


РЕКҒОЕМАКСЕ ВҮ 


7 | SCINTILLATING 
ርዲ SCHOOLS ROCK BAND! 


tr. 
о” 4 


[^ 


5:2 % 


PERFORMANCE, OUR. | |--A COMEDY PLAY! 


ο οκ 1} ENJOYTHAT! 


IT UGLY WITCH OF INFLATION 
) I$ SWALLOWING 
EVERYBODY !---- 


NEXT IS - A 
DELIGHTFUL 
DRAMA ON ВИНО 


FAITH OF 
κ. А 
SAINTS! 


SIR! | HAVE SPENT 

MANY YEARS LIVING 
IN RENTED 
PREMISES! 


WOULD REQUEST THE (НЕР 
GUEST ТО PRESENT AWARDS 
TO OUTSTANDING STUDENTS! 


OUR NEXT ITEM 15 A 
CHORUS BY OUR 
STUDENTS | 


AND A STANDING ( 
BY AUDIENCE 


PINKI ! YOUR FRIEND BILLOO WAS 
NOT SEEN ? 


сө” 
ІМТІМЕ! 


| DONT 4 | 
KNOW, TIME 
|5 MONEY ? 


δ) 


у 


KEEP PACE WITH 


ae የ ማች 
ME, YOU WOULD 


ун Г. 


በሼ | 
ú 
$ 
à 


YOU САМ SEE 
MOVIE ON TV! 
| WANT TO 

TAKE REST ! 


THAT ? 


IF YOU'RE FREE TODAY, 
LET US BOTH GO TO A 
E | 


THEN WE'LL GOSSIP ! 
ІТІ5 
ENTEKTAINING ! 


Ene | 3 
SHOULD | DO? 


ሥ = 


У 


ж ЦЕТ ME FIRST 
Т) SE TEA! AFTERWARD, 


ы BOIL TEA 
WATER ? 


GOVERNMENT HAS PUT A CONTROL ¥ 


ON THE SUPPLY OF 


SO TO USE IT CAUTIOUSLY ] 
IS MY 
RESPONSIBILITY ! 


THERE АКЕ COBWEBS ON THE 
WALLS OF BUILDING! ON A 
HOLIDAY YOU CAN CLEAR 


ፈ.፡ GAS CONNECTION IS 
MY МАМЕ--- 


መ” J> š DONT FORGET ОИК 
TLL REMOVE THOSE SOME ۸ FAMILY IS MANAGED T ! 
THER DAY / BY SOCIALISTIC || 5 

- 2 теге 


ta RESTIS 
NOT POSSIBLE ! 


тұ 
САТАКА! 


WHAT A TIME HAS COME | PEOPLE LAUGH | SIR, WHAT MAKES YOU 


AT POLICEMAN ! | AM ALREADY WORRIED! WORRIED ? 


i YOU 
WOULD GOT 
PROMOTION 
BY NOW! 


DON'T TAKE 
TENSION ! 


та! USUALLY THIEVES USE 
WINDOWS TO ENTER A HOUSE ! 


LET THIS 

1 
1060 

IN VAIN ! 


€ ІНЕ 
LOOKS LIKE 
ATHIEF! 


3 -. АКЕ 
CONFUSING 


CONSTABLE GATAKA ! 
YOU AKE DOING 
^ WRONG THING ! 


б. COMMISSION AGENT 
Et ow 


MOTHER, | HAVE TO JOIN 
SOME VOCATIONAL CAMP 
DURING SUMMER VACATIONS ! 


№ PLEASE GIVE 5000/- 
AS FEE FOR THAT! 


ASTROLOGER ! HE CAN TELL WAYS 


TO PROMOTE DADDY'S 


OLD BUT ACT LIKE AN 
EIGHTY YEAR OLD! 


ፔ ІТНЕКЕ 
IS HIS 
OFFICE ! 


: 


1 АМ HOPEFUL ОҒ 
GETING THERE 
SOME SOLUTION! 


ЗВАНГ HAVE YO 
USINESS IS بج‎ 
DIPPING LOW ! TELL M HS HOR 


SOME 
SOLUTION ? 


| и SATURN HAS 
TAKEN OVER THIS ! 


PAY ELEVEN ἘΠ ሾ BUT THAT IS MORE THAN 
THOUSAND THE FEE OF MY 
RUPEES! VOCATIONAL COURSE ? 


TILL SATURN IS ANGRY, 
THERE LL ВЕ NO PROSPERI 
IN YOUR FAMILY ! 


PRANS 


а E 
se 
бк 
zz 
hs 

= 


(ЕЭ ! KUTKUT, THERE'S А 


CARTOON SERIAL ON TV 


DON'T YOU KNOW 


WHO AM L.. ? 


THAT DEFECT 15 МОТ 

NOTICEABLE BY ANYONE 
= AB STROES 

с 11 САМТ НЕАЙ ТНЕ 


DIALOGUE WITH THEIR 
CHATTER 


ONE CAN BUY SLIGHTLY 
DEFECTEO SALWAR 


SUITS АТ HALF PRICE 


SOMETIMES ОМ А SALE, YOU MAY EVEN 7 I MUST DO 
GET А SUIT АТ SOMETHING TO 


DRIVE Mrs 
25%) AWAY 


QUARTER RATE ' 


Ее 
AUNTY | WHERE DO NATURALLY AT HE'S GONE TO HIS OFFICE 
| WAS ALONE AT HOME 

YOU KEEP ALL YOUR 
HOME, WHERE ELSE? 80 1 CAME HERE TO 

За CLOTHES ? 


— - | GOSSIP 


ες. > YOUR 
HUSBAND 
MUST BE 
THERE 7 


(=== F YOUR LOVELY CLOTHES 
ARE STOLEN FROM YOUR 
HOUSE IN YOUR ABSENC gk YOU MUST GO 


HOME AT ОМСЕ 


| š w 
3 | NOW | CAN WATCH LM. % 
| | (no Ho " | N 
НИ TV WITHOUT یف و ا“‎ δν 
DISTURBANCE 
4 | ^ 


a, PLAN WAS 
SUCCESSFUL 


— ——4 


га MUCK 1 оон! ° 
DO YOU WEIGH ? MUMMY 15 
Mrs MADHU ! | HAVE GAINED WEIGHT „4 GOSSIPING 
A LOT. BUT GOOD FOOD 7 ON THe 


15 MY WEAKNESS. 4 РНОМЕ 


Е ST MAKE MUMMY 
5 t GO, CUT 


2 MER TALKS < ኔቦ 

TME TELEPHONE СОЯО 
WITH YOUR 
SHARP TEETH 


n ! 
TELEPHONE 
WIRES ARE 
CUT ? 


NEVERMIND. I'LL GO 
TO Mrs САНМСНАМ 5 
HOUSE АМО 
GOSSIP THERE 


OUR COMPANY IS PROMOTING THI! 
NEW BRAND OF MINI MIXIE, IDEAL FOR 
EVERY HOUSE WIFE. THE 
DEMONSTRATION 15 FREE 


1 | WATCHING THE 
DEMONSTRATION. 


WHEN'LL | GET 
то 


MUMMY 27 
COME BACK !! 


ra SALESMAN WANTS TO GIVE A 1 САМ GOSSIP LATER. LET 


DEMONSTRATION OF HIS MIXIE ME SEE THE 
DEMONSTRATION FIRST 


REALLY ? 
1 NEEDED 


BUSY. LET ME 
WATCH TV 


P ሣረ 
PUT BLACK PEPPER, DANIYA. लक > 
CINNAMON. CARDAMOM ETC 
x< IN THE GRINDER Τον. 
Z Š iD PRESS THE BUTTO! = 4 
ГУ TILL THEY 50, HOW 
η 
5 WS j ARE BOTH WAS THAT ? 
ñ 7 E 
p we, 
4 b. 


СНАМРОТ THAT SQUIRREL 
HAS CHEWEDTHE BALL WITH HER 
SHARP TEETH 

WHAT DO WE DO है 


ኮሾ ፤ YOUR KUTKUT 
HAS CHEWED UP 
OUR BALL 


NAUGHTY SQUIRREL! 
GO AWAY ! THAT 
IS OUR BALL ! 


a GO AND ASK HER TO 
PAY FOR THIS. WE CAN 
THEN BUY A NEW BALL 
WITH THAT MONEY. 


9 asap: 
JUST APOLOGISING WONT | | why SHOULD | ТНЕ SQUIRREL ! 
DO. YOU MUST COMPENSATE | PAY YOU ? WHO 


US WITH Rs 25/- | CHEWED UP 
THE BALL ? 


Е. А LESSON. | KNOW 
ONE DAANA WHO AN EXPERT FOR 


κ. ЗНЕ 15. САТСН АМО 
GIVE HER TO ΜΕ. WELL 
PAY YOU 50 RUPEES. 


| HAVE PLACED BAIT INSIDE THE 
заар. GREEDY ANIMAL WILL СОМЕ 
oU IT AND GET TRAPPED. 


“ብ 


pem cs md 


ГУЕ BUTTONED 
THE FLAP. NOW 


н 
РОСКЕТ АМО Е5САРЕО д 


c 


፦፦ 


GRANDMOTHER LETTER 


KAUSHALYA | WILL FIRST LET ME 
YOU MAKE A 
CUP OF TEA? 


ет 
: (тв QUITE FARITS DIFFIG 
ry вох 
TO GO SO FAR, 
TO POST THIS ም መ 
LETTER. ] ША BUT SOMEHOW | HAVE 


ο. 8 THE NEED FOR YOU TO GO ? ፎ PINKI ! YOU HAVE SAVED 


ТНЕ POST ВОХ IS ON MY WAY TO ME A LONG WALK 


SCHOOL. I'LL POST IT FOR YOU. 


WHEN YOU GET BACK ІМ 
THE EVENING I'LL GIVE 


== A CANDY BAR 


8 ти ! DON'T WORRY, 


FLL POST IT. 


KAUSHALYA ! YOU'RE SHE IS A GOOD GIRL. 
BACK SO SOON ? | PROMISED TO GIVE 
HER А CANDY BAR 


Ἔ рімкі ОМ 
THE WAY. SHE 
WILL POST 


MY LETTER 


BUT YOUR LETTER 15 STILL THEN WHAT DID | PUT 
οι INSIDE THE ENVELOPE 7 


a 
+ አሃ 4 > 


ЕЗ THE BILL 
ІМ INSTEAD OF 


DON'T WORRY. THESE 
INCIDENTS OCCUR IN LIFE. 


53 CN | 
< 
- % የሺያ σ΄ | 
ሂ \ F 
की: M ኤር | болты 
EF ο. 4 हु - 
LET ME GO. таи ЦЕ 
à < FEE 4” 
ТТИ ር ७७) м ise 
Т | НИ E 
7 т са 
| 
< Маған 


BY MISTAKE THAT ENVELOPE CONTAINED AN 
ELECTRICITY BILL INSTEAD ОҒ ALETTER. 


THEN YOU 
BE HAPPY. 


SHOULD 
حر‎ 
Ἂν 
4%! 
κα 


WHOEVER GETS 
THE BILL WILL 


PAY THAT. 


Vin S, THE SIGHT OF THE 
MOUNTAINS BRINGS 


AAH ! ISN'T IT JOY TO THE SOUL. 


REALLY PEACEFUL 


OUT HERE ? 


FAR FROM THE MADOING 

ПОМО OF THE CITY, THE 

FRESH AIR OF THE TENSIONS 

MOUNTAINS 18 GOOD OF ANY KIND 
FOR HEALTH. 


BUT PINK! 
HOW DID 
YOU GET 
MERE FROM 


DELHI ? 


THINK OF THE DEVIL ANO 
THERE SHE IS 


FEL RECOGNISED YOUR CAP FROM 


AFAR. WHAT A LUCK 


ፍጨ SCHOOL BROUGHT US 
MERE ON AN EXCURSION 


TEACHERS 
TOO 


NOW GET BACK TO YOUR CLASS I'VE LEARNT A TRICK OF JUGGLING 
MATES. THEY MAY BE BALLS | WON'T GO BACK TILL | SHOW 


WAITING FOR YOU. 


93 | THAT SWELLING 
18 PAINFUL 


NO BOX IS 
THERE. WHY 

DIO YOU 
SEND HER 


TA ? 
er 
f 


DO МЕ A FAVOUR. THERESA 
FIRST-AID BOX BEHIND THAT 
TREE. FETCH IT, 
SO | CAN APPLY SOME 


ІТ WAS THE ONLY 
WAY TO GET RID 


| T SEE АМҮ 
BOX HERE 


ES DON'T WE 


HIDE IN THAT 
THICK BUSH ? 


YOU HAVEN'T 
SHAVED 


WHY? HE ALWAYS 
BORROWS THE 
NEWSPAPER FROM ME 


PINKI! GO TO JHAPAT'S HOUSE. 
BORROW A SHAVING BLADE 


IS IT RIGHT 
TO BORROW 
THINGS? 


га TRY 
SOMEONE ELSE. 


UNCLE DEEP! CAN 
YOU LEND ME ^ 
BLADE? 


ክ ድ WILL I DO 
WITH ONE? 
IL WITH AN 
ELECTRIC RAZOR 


га TRY 
ELSEWHERE N 


ር HAVE LOST MY BLAD! 
PACKET. | HAVEN'T SHAVED 
FOR TWO DAYS MYSELF. 


` - 


ке 
А =й СКАНОРА МАҮ 
FIND IT USEFU 

F D 

` 


= 


mà YOU 
GET A 
BLADE? 


SANDPAPER? 
^ 3 N 4 
` í 
2 


А 
\ 


RUB THIS 
ONE ON 
YOUR FACE! 


IF ІТ CAN MAKE КОН 
AND WOOD SMOOTH 
WHY NOT YOUR CHEEKS? 


PRANS 
PINKI п 
MANTOO 


CLEVER 
MANTOO 


BOY 15 STANDING 
THERE ALONE ? 


| AM 51 ! 
NEW IN THE CITY ! 


WHICH CITY YOU 3 
COME FROM ? 


Fm 
у 


re 3 ? HOW 
РАК 15 ТНАТ? 


19:91 


SUN IS VERY - 115 
НАТ СІТҮ ЕУЕМ РАКТНЕК 1 


= CAN YOU SAY 
THAT ? 


APPEAR TO Jeo NOW SAY, WHERE 
AN INTERESTING ARE YOU GOING ? 


1 N YOU GIVE ME MONEY, Ñ 
| CAME OUT 3. BUY ICE CREAM, I CAN BRING ICE CREAM || 
BUT | HATE TO WALK IN SUN ! HERE FOR YOU ! ЕЕ | 

- 
y ж Y - ነ ጄ Я 


"Е THERE ! 
"LL FETCH 
THAT SOON! हि 


ua TIME HAS 

PASSED ! LET ME 

GO AND SEE HIM ! 
e 


|. |MANTOO | YOU ATE 
SOMETHING 


AMISS ! λε... ICE CREAM ? J 
क 


ГЕ | THOUGHT IT MIGHT MEL 
AWAY BEFORE I NM YOU ! 

GAME M 
Б 


ከ... 


45 AND 11:11 


ВНІКІ), 15 ТНАТ 
YOUR РЕТ DOG ? 


№ ( КОСКУ 15 МОТ ТНЕКЕ 
ТО ЭСАКЕ АМАУ 
BURGLARS ! 


YOUR HOUSE ! 
> ` ና 


22. КЕЕР НІМ ТО SHOO 
WAY YOUR SQUIRREL | 


БИ CHOCOLATE | THEN SHE 
MEI NIBBLED MY CRICKET BAT | 
ЩАТИ. TEACH НЕК A LESSON 


DOG CHASED 15 NOT 
mor ! MY KUTKUT 15 


FREEZED MILK 


MOM ! WHY DO 
YOU APPLY MAKE 
UP? 


TO LOOK 
BEAUTIFUL ЦД 


Зета ТНАТ 50 ? 
WHO SAYS | 


LE YOUVE 
ALREADY TAKE ef 
THIS WEEK'S 
POCKET MONEY ! 


NOW WHAT TO DO? = 
MOTHER IS AS HARD 
AS A STONE ! И 2 ? 


Г ТНЕМ СМЕ 
| БОМЕ RUPEES 


NAANI "E. > di WHICH 
Ц BENEVOLENT ! с! WOULD HARM 


YOUR HEALTH ! 


лу WOULD BUY 
ICE CREAM WHICH 
WOULD MAKE YOUR 
THROAT SORE ! 


"τρ FOR CHILDREN 


? Є, SHOULD 
HEALTH š $ ONSUME THAT 


ifa WILL MAKE =] 
OF BODY STRONG ! 


o RIGHT ! 


I'LL BUY 
THAT ! 


SS ONLY rie 
S А FREEZED 


BIRTHDAY GIFT 


WOW ! I'LL - 
IT TO MY 


таа { 
ይ ^ MOBILE 
PHONE ! 
= rx 
+ р 
ነ NI 


FRIENDS ! 
=o 


.[USTAAD ! WHY NOT WE 
ሽ SNATCH THAT MOBILE 


WE'LL :: |”... 
THAT AND 
EARN MONEY ! 


= 4. | 


| GIRL! HAND OVER YOUR | 


ке ITIS 
OF NO USE! 


ILL SHOW IT TO CHAMPOO ! | СНАМРОО ІҮ PINKI, ITIS 
D HE'LL BE JEALOUS ! ES SAW MY NEW AN ORDINARY | 
2 FB өлше MOBILE ? ма 
& ын —— سے‎ 
99 ә dy 


ኪኒ 15 FITTED WITH ТУ 


፦ 15 ORDINARY ! MINE 
τω 


ΓΝ e N 


a MY 
IMPRESSION INSTEAD ! 


BRIDEGROOM 


BEETHI! WHAT 
Fi 


ARE YOU HIDING ? 
8 | DOES A FRIEND 
Ў | ACT LIKE THAT? | 


[= LOOKING 


(PINK! | IT IS ONLY A DOLL! 
| РОВА 


SUITABLE 


MY GRANDPA IS 


CALL MY DOLL 


፲ HOW DARE YOJ 
| AN OLD ? 


WHY DON'T YOU 
MARRY YOUR 3 
WITH MY PRINCE ? 


EE. [Ler ME | 
Eus нм! 
ነጩ 


f | DON'T e 
EAR THE TALE 


HAT A PRINCE IN MAGIC ! 
URNED A F 3s a а "xl 


WITH THE SPELL 
OF CURSE 7 


ит ILL GIVE А CHOICE ! B 
8. | 47 


እ PRE 
DO YOU WANT 
A DOWRY ? 


YOU ! HERE IT 15 ዛ 


ll (WOW | DELICIOUS | 


NOBODY CAN BEAT ΤΕ 
| 


Е 
МО! DOES NOT ONE 
HOST A PARTY ON 

THE OCCASION ? 


g x 


ሚማ I'LL DRINK THIS TEA 


НОТ ТЕА 


а. ΤΗΕ TEA 
HAS SPILT ОН 


you 
CLOTHES. 


Ги GET ANOTHER e 
СИР OF TEA AND I'LL 
FOR YOU. 4 CLEAN YOUR 
жі TROUSERS. 
Y | 
ER 


ο το НЕКЕ 
IVE CLEANT 
YOUR 
TROUSERS. 


Es б) МАРАТ. 
| УЕ BRoveT 
М " ANSIS | 
WOULD NOT 


STE 
CRICKET 
(5 ተ” 


PINKI ! HOW à 


те 
SWITCHED он? 


PRANS 
PINKI 
CAMEL RIDE 


ном авоит А 
Е CAMEL RIDE ፇ 


ха 04.5 NAME 15 JHUMRU. ITS A 
вт NAUGHTY. YOU'LL HAVE πο 


DAUGHTER; 
DON’T во FAR 
OFF, 


| 


кей N= » 1M 


Тақ ти 
BRINGING А 
LADDER "bu 
MAY CLIMB 


SHUMRU / SIT DOWNS 
IVE TO GET DOWN. 


ста WHERE ARE 
Жи TAKING ME ТО? 
I'VE TO ро REHEARSAL 
FOR THE DRAMA. 


| С 
ГА p 
| 


= TER? 
HOW WAS = | 


| RIDE? 


є. ΓΣΑ, LONE 

O AK OA ΤΑ 
wer Ai жа? 
WEAR CAP + 


መመመ 
ee THOUS) THAT WELL AIK y дад TIO Ж 
WERE ARE CERTAIN 
ረ VOLCANOES OR WHAT ADVAN TAGES OF 
WEARING A САР” 


z 


WHENEVER YOU NEED F 
ΤΑΣ ως OR 
SPINS ETE INTE NER PORTION 


Хау CAN SWIM TWE EARTHEN 2 AMP 
BY KEEPING (NTO /7. 


1 MAKE TRE OPEL, 
OM AUNTIE 


OW AMT «σορός ану / SNE 21 | 
ΑΣΑ Р С 
ώρα TELE PONE г, 


| = 
SAR WHY AOT Ж? 
«ሪፍ MF 


τη ο h. 
OFFICE (PERLE. 


Еу TELEPHONE HIS «ЖӘНЕ OFF OF 
OCDE ANO МЕ MOE GONE 
ЗОВИ ДР LOOSE «καν 


=l el Г quy 4% m 
дає 
45 
6 (е 
ው - [ 


j τ | 
«ενα. 77, 


ግ J 


—— 9 on) 


PAKI! /7 SEEMS MS POP S VERY 
«ντος 
А 


rc 


]K ON / FER IMS 


| 


ЧАРУ OWFER: 


ү 


BISCUIT TO ый 


IMSO SED АО LOT OF 
ፍሪዳ WEN Т WAS A Со с 
LME жо. 
<. \ 
> 


4 ዴሬ መዳ PLEASE қ 
| AND LET ME ቁ Αέρα MOONS WALK + 
Е ^ — 


RAHIM / I'VE 
BUILT YOUR 


— > -ደ8 PARENTS MUST 
CT oray ED ( 2፡5. 
сомв. мом ги | ^"?! | || > 
Go у T 


HOME. 


PINK! ! WERE YOU - COME NEAR TO ME. 
PLAYING /N THE МИО? MY CLOTHES MAY GET 
YOUR FACE AND CLOTHES > 

ARE SMEARED WITH МИО. 


a "n 
GOING TO TAKE 
BATH. 


GRANDPA | |. 
TAKEN MY BATH, 


ВИТ I APPLIED 
LoT oF Figs 
SOAP WHILE 


g^ AT YOUR 
OVER GROWN NAILS / 
THESE ARE FULL OF 
DIRT. THAT'S NOT 
HYG/ENIC. 


NAILS MUST 


NOW THAT 15 GOOD. 


NO NEED, I САМ 

DO WHAT I WANT 

TO WITHOUT WAKING 
HIM UP, 


Е GOSH / GRANDPA WAS BLOWING МОТ 
МО COLD OVER MY LITTLE GROWN NAILS. 
"LL CERTAINLY SPIT FIRE IF HE 
HAPPENS TO SEE JOKHU'S NAILS. 


on , MY TEN YEARS 


LABOUR «5 LOST ! MY NAILS 
WERE LONGEST /М THE = @ ` 
AND MY NAME WAS To APPEAR 


- ^ № OF WORLD 
Ды. 77d 


my THE NURSE 15 ON LEAVE. 
፥ KNOW WHERE SME HAS 


КЕРТ THE THERMOMETER, 
CAN'T FIND ΙΤ. 


p BRING THE THERMOMETER: 
ELI " 


= НАР WRONG OPINION 
OF PINKI. SHE (5 A HELPFUL 
GIRL ін NEED. 


BILLOO ! YOU ARE 
LOOKING FRESH 1GO FOR A WALK 
EVERYDAY IN THE 
MORNING WITH 
MY DOG MOTI. 


THE MORNING MY MUMMY 
DUMPS THE CAT 
IN MY BED. THE CAT AND DOG 
FIGHT WAKES ME UP. 


PINKI NOW TELL ΜΕ WHERE 
ARE YOU GOING ? 


ГЕ GAVE NATTU 
TWENTY RUPEES 
AND AM 


— _ k 


510 M uu wm Ñi SHOES WORN 

OUT AFTER GOING TO HIM 

TIME AND AGAIN FOR THE 
lg аы 


TIME. IF HE DOES 4 Ë j PLL TRY. 
NOT PAY THEN WE 
WILL FIND A WAY 

e 


NATTU ! WHEN WILL PINKI ! WHY ARE YOU OUT 
TO RUIN MY HUNDREDS ? 


mc HUNDREDS, ONLY 


YOU PAY MY LOAN ? TWENTY RUPEES. 


е а I PAY YOU YOUR DEBT OTHER 
CREDITORS WILL ALSO DEMAND THEIR 
MONEY, 80 GET LOST AT ONCE. 


= ІНЕ 
REFUSED TO PAY. 


MY SHOE ፤((( 
UTOR ሺ YOUR (565 | 


HERE ARE 
TWENTY 
ME EE. 


ው ከለጋ ወ! መ | 
ITY OF NORWAY | 


WZ 


τ = | 
=> ЧЕ!) 
| |) гарите 


p 
2 


NA 


== 
S 


ሦ 1 
ча 


THAT WOULD COST ALOT! | 8 
TAKESOMEEXCUSE! / 


ኤ 


N 


|. UNS 
EN ए. 
<= Y ч = 9. 
mi за P < 
| | 


| 
% 


|| ዘ Pinki,G01 
| DON'T DISTURB | 


ЕССІЗ 
| ТУБА 


| 
Е ΚΙ ТҰСАУ! 
2 ; Ер 
75,2 


T 


| Ж EP 
НЕП TAKE YOU PE M 15 HARM IN MEETING HER FRIEND 
100510 со) 
FREE 


«| YOU HAVE TO TAKE 
MY UNCLE JHAPATJI TO d 1 


а 


PINKII THE 
BOOKED | THA 


9 5 
TIS NOT POSSIBLE! 
^ 


= SOME GIFTS 
Y | FORME! 


TODAY , | DID 
А GOOD JOB! 


im T TIRED I DON'T 
KNOW WHEN I WOULD 
LAND ? 
መ г 


INFORM ABOUT | В YOUR ATTENTION, PLEASE! WE'LL 
LANDING TO | В BELANDING АТ OSLO AIRPORT IN 
\ PASSENGERS! ASHORTWHILE| መ= 


TIME IS IMPORTANT 


PINKI! I 
HAVE TO 
SEND SOME 


ж {THIS GAME 


HAS ACTION AND Pl ae 
ለን | r 1 ЕХСІТЕМЕНТ |6 
SPOILT! 


E LET ME GO 


PINKI IIVE TO GO TO VASANT 
VIHAR TO MEET MY FRIEND 


TURN RIGHT AND 
GO STRAIGHT! 


DENN 


| STRAIGHT! 


Прон 


е: — ያ a А 
A DRIVE 
ИВ 1 | 4 > Ks 


„| NO TENSION PLEASE! 


WE'LL REACH OUR 


DESTINATION ! TURN | 
Û LEFTI 


ны ІМЕШ. а 8 TO 
THERE AS SOON AS s 
WE CROSS THIS 

FLY OVER! 


1 ТЕП. НІМ, BETTER 1. 
мо LATE THAN MEETING, 
WITHACCIDENT! 4' 
"| ሺ 
4 2 AE г 4 
с ет 1 : 


ОНАККИ YOU'RE LATE BY A 
MINUTES ! YOU NEED A CLOCK! 


| 
WE'RE LATE! IT 
ULD -Ψ) 
MY FRIEND! 
| 7% y / 


Бе Eg 


: № о 
HEWASA ҮЙ 
NCTUAL! 1 
1 : | (ውቁ) ከ 


ግ ወዘ) 
“ ነ" ያ 


w 


3 
UNCLE ! OPEN 


= WANT TO 
RETURN YOUR 


is HAVE 
THROWN IT 
INI CATCH 
THAT! 


277% CLOCK ВКОКЕ 
МҮТУ! 


HOWTO BECOME WISE) 


BHIKU ! WHY ARE YOU 
ALWAYS SITTING AT 


er) | ITRY TO SOLVE 
DIFFERENT QUIZZES ! 


SHOULD | ASK 
YOU GAINED as Jm 1 YOU A QUIZ FOR 
NOW? 


е ISA E LAMP, 
А MUSTARD OIL LAMP, AND ል 
CANDLE IN A ROOM | YOU HAVE 
ONLY ONE MATCH STICK | WHICH 
ONE YOU LIGHT FIRST ? 


г. АКЕКОФЕМЕ LAMP |-- NO, TO 
MUSTARD OIL LAMP |-- NO, | 


ШОНТТНЕ МАТСН 
STICK! 


DEETHI | WHERE ARE YOU 
COMING FROM 7 


AND WATCH ΙΤ! 


2.4% of É 
"- w; < 


у ᾿ᾱ μυ 
| (то =) 


ONE DOES NOT NEED 


zz HAVE SWITCHED ON CD 1] 


НЕ I$ BADLY WOUNDED! 
ICAN'T SEE THAT! 
SWITCH IT OFF | 


E 
RETURN THIS CD! 


= 
ITISINCLUDED IN 
OLYMPIC GAMES! | 


... THEREFORE І НАР TO RUSH TO LOOK, I'LL ТЕУ TO RETURN 


SCHOOL WITHOUT TAKING 
BREA 


SOON. IF Г FAIL You RING THE 
BELL AT2 O'CLOCK FOR 


TITLE PINK] AND THE CHARACTER ARE COPYRIGHT REGISTERED BY GOVERNMENT OF INDIA FOR THE PROPRIETORS 
PRANS FEATURES, NEW DKLML REPRODUCTION Of. ANY PART OF THIS BOOK 18 STRICTLY PROHIBITED. 
NO ACTUAL PERSON 19 NAMED OR DELINEATED IN THIS FICTION COMICS. ANY SIMILARITY TO REAL HUMAN BENG 
Ой PLACE 15 PURELY COINCIDENTAL የ 


Фр ГБО; I HOPE 
YOULL PERFORM THE DUTY 
PROPERLY IN MY ABSENCE, 


EH, KAKKAR CHAUDHARY / 
THIS IS A SCHOOL NOT А 
FERTILIZER SHOP 


IF YOU TAKE IT AWAY HOW WILL І RING ΤΗΕ 
SCHOOL BELL? 


BEA 


Буе P КАКА 
Е 70 SLEEP? 
= 
ሄ 


бом 


WITH 
2 ре THAT WI 
SCHOOL BELL. 


= В 
MAY ВЕ DELAYED, ВИТ "f ЕТ TAKE THE BELL 
TEMPLE'S MARTI IS 4 FOR SOMETIME, SCHOOL 
MUST. : WONT BE AFFECTED, 


es 
PAST 2 
O'CLOCK. 


መ Γι RUNG THE 3 um 


PINKI? т AM A BIT 
LATE in RETURNING, || [ МО чАттни KAKA? 
I HOPE You MUST ТНЕ BELL IS MISSING. 


ኝነ 


.|( TE se Rane,) EA 
274 
ж 


ы ወ/ሪ κ Fis a | 
Bi bê WITHOUT. THIS TEMPLE 
R MIGHT HAVE BEEN MSSED, 


ጽ 72ሀ SEE МУ SWOLLEN 
CHEEK. MY TOOTH IS ACHING, THATS 
WHY I CRIED. AAEEE 1! 


WITHOUT TICKET INA BUS . THE 
MAGISTRATE ASKED ME WHETHER 

I WOULD PAY RS, TWENTY FIVE AS FINE 
OR PREFER TO GO ТО JAIL. T WENT ТО JAIL 


περ SPENDING TWO WEEKS IN | 
I SAVED My FOOD Too. 
4 THEREFORE, SUGGEST. 
| SOME MONEY SAVING 4 


Look ! FIRST 
TOOTH FELL. 


3( TEETH WAVE 
FALLEN, 


IE. DOESN'T 
LIKE BATHING. 
IT'LL REMOVE 
THE DUST WITH 
WAGING HER TAIL, 


STOP/ DON'T ον < ο AE you БР 
HARASS ME. P : TN = ING киткит f | 


D 


И ILC MAKE IT BUSY IN CHT. CHAT ABN — 
OFFER NUTS, YOU BRING THE WATER THAT WILL 
BUCKET FROM THE BATHROOM AND | бе FINE 
і QUIETLY LA т. ነ 


i 


—————— 


| (Г I'M TIRED TALKING. EVEN NUTS 
| =; CONSUMED, BUT CHAMPU HA f 
| | i WITH WATER, SHOULD eo || 


HAYE А JUMP AND SPILL 
THE WATER ON IT? 


==) PINKY 
5 600р YOUVE 


COME. I WAS 
FEELING LONELY. 


DONT жи 
KEEP A CAT? 
ALL THE RATS 
WILL RUN 
AWAY, 


THAT WAL 
DRINK ΤΗΕ 
MILK ΤΗΙ 

IT's BETTER 


“езе HAS MORE NUMBER 
PAIRS OF SHOE 


Es 0 YOU KNOW THAT MY 
WEE СЕ BISHNU, THE SON SHANTU IS MOST 
COBBLER. THERE ARE BRILLIANT STUDENT. 
FOOTWEARS FOR REPAIRS, CE THE SCHOOL E 


δι. ο νοι MUST BE 
^N (Εντ νε 
ILLIANCE » 
६९८46 MY SONS 


" AB HINDI- А, DRAWING“ A, 
SUCCESS IN EXAMINATION. HIS | HISTORY AND 
GRADES ARE: ENGLISH-A, ih GEOGRAPHY- A. 
2 = А . ра па Pa =ч 
Em + 
p ana. 
g “uy 


i 


ANSE EM ASG IS 5 EE 
SHE WAS IN A HURRY, 
THAT'S WHY SHE 
ста TWO'AND- 


SITAR R 
PROGRAMME OF USTAD 
TASLARAI 15 TO BE 
TELECASTED ON CHANNEL 
FOUR TODAY. BEEN 


व NOW WE'LL TELL You HOW TO 
SAVE COOKING GAS...... 


> = 


ты STILL THERE 
Ig TIME To START 
SITAR RECITAL. 


ч 
ON ONE CONDITION, AS 


ТА RE COOKING, KEEP THE 
muses IN WATER FOR SOME TIME, 


IT WILL CONSUME LESS GAS. 


> Ë Ні STILL 
SAME PROGRAMME 
18 GOING ON ? 


ae VEGETABLES IN THE 
-- SwrrCH OFF THE PRESSURE COOKER ALWAYS. 
GAS KNOB WHEN МОТ МЕЕРЕР. 
ІТ BoRES ME. 
I CHANGE THE 
CHANNEL. 


( елее sime n WERE USTENING TO THE 
TABLARAI'S SITAR RECITAL... 


ፎር. 

/ & < WHY τὸ CARRY AN 
CLOUDS IN THE - EXTRA LOAD OF 
IT MAY RAIN, UMBRELLA. 


E GOOD. NOW THERE 
IS NO NEED FOR 
UMBRELLA. I GO ТО 
SCHOOL. 


ен NO Zf 

STARTED RAINING 
AGAIN. 

7, | 


40 


ВЕБЕ oo am τ zew ~ 
СНАМРИ / ONCE AGAIN I САМЕ ጓ- = 
BACK WITHOUT UMBRELLA, ` D. 
WHEN THERE IS NO RAIN WHATS B Ру, 16 oun 
THE USE ОҒ UMBRELLA? HOOL WHAT IF 
AGAIN THEREFORE, 
. ह ዒ КЕАСН . 
(Ὁ, } 
T ) 
( 2. 
uw 


E. 


E 


| І 7 a ` 


p^ - YES PINKY, I'M TRYING 
MOTHER” || то ጋርዝ му TORN 
SHAWL _ : 


р You DISTURB МЕ E 1 UNDERSTAND 
IT'LL NEVER ВЕ MI Your INTENTION... 
COMPLETE . о.к..гмвоще! 


МУ NAMES PINKY. MUMMY TOLD ME 
ар! You А ^ TO TAKE THE MILK , 
WHY ‘RE YOU ЖИ pone 


NEW COMER. SITTING HERE ? THE SAME . 


BUT YOU'RE 

EATING ICE-CREAM, 

INSTEAD OF МИКА 
WHY $0? 


ICE-CREAM 15 ALSO A 
SHAPE OF MILK. 


gm - 
DING TO YOUR. 


I'M NOT FATTY You MAY ASK 
በ ΜΥ ELDER SISTER . SUEE ... 
SHE NEVER SPEAKS 


hn 


7 - 
YOU'RE А 
бим GIRL. 


------------------- 
| You МАУ ASK TT МУ 
ELDEST SISTER , PIN « 
SHE НАЛА, SPEAKS 
1 


r 
YOU SAY ІТ 50» BECAUSE τ 5.5” SLOWLY.My MOTHER 15 
YOU'RE MORE FAT THAN INSIDE YOU CONFIRM IT :; 
MY MOTHER ONLY” SHE 
NEVER SPEAKS 
R ЧЕ. 


YOUR YOUNGER 


SHE LIVES IN NATIONAL 
STADIUM. SHE'S UNABLE 
TO PASS THROUGH OUR 

HOUSE GATES. 


Е Y ο 
242 HE MORNING P 


DIP. Г NTO THE 
WATER 50 THAT (MI 
J| LISTEN ТО THE ГУМ 


= д 70 
fee OF THESE 
ИМАМЕ ONES P 


Ἢ FIRE -/ DON'T LIKE 
ZeACKERS HALLAGULLA AROUND, 
DURING DIWALI 
THEN WHEN 
SWOULD / P 


ССр eda Wai 


€ ANDEATHER ! WHY OWT 
STUFF COTTON ἐν 
YOUR EARS P 


IT'LL BE 2 ж 
you ГАЗ FIRE- 
WORKS AT SONE DISTANCE. 


ይን т : 5 
AVANS IN ТЕ 
MORNING IS DELIGHTFUL. 


OHH/ я ८०८2 Boom! 

IT нас TURNED MY 
ENTIRE ANATOMY 
UPSIDE DOWN. 


ез | / WHO TOD || 
TO FIRE CRACKERS 
WEAR МҮ HOUSE Р 


Е / WOULD 
YOU MIND eA 


JHAPAT JI 4 
VOU WILL FIRE 
CRACKER P 


EPARED TO WATCH А 
ДАВЕ COMEDY SERIAL 


Lu 


° 
š 
3 
- 
с 
Š 


H 
ሣህ 
J 


Е МҮ 
Жы BLOCK, 


/ሂሬ NOT 


CRACKERS IN 


с: 
THEY HAVE FROM 
CRACKERS ? 


ብ. BERSERK BULL GOES 
D TNE WT IT WEARS 
4 LOUD BANG AND RUNS 
HELTER SKELTER. 


4 1 


_ है WAS 
4 70 
АИТ МЕ. 


FAR OFF CITY 


YOU MAY FIRE MY SON HAS GONE 
AD. HERE. №, TO A 


OBJECT. 


Y CRACKERS 
Ar A TME. 


4 LAT j 
ዳሪ/ፖ/ሪ “5 HOUS ቶሩ / FRED 
Att МУ CRACKERS AND SWE 
GAVE ME PACKET OF SHEETS. 


ЖЕ / NOW ЖУ 
JEY AIRCRAFT 
(3 GOING 


оға 
MAY І PLAY 
WITH YOUR 
YET AWERARY ም 


е/ VES SIMILAR 
KIND FOR ME. 


THEN IL GAT OME MADE й FO THAT ИУ 
FROM NY GRANDPA. / x GRANDPA USED 22 TEACH 
IN SOME COLLEGE. 


SOR OF MATHEMATICS, DO YOU 
| ур SOLVE SONE «ών 
TEREST OR i! ROOT SUNS T 


SOME 
COLLEGE Т 


É 


ሄሪ SUF VOU IN THE COURT 
መረረ ЛУ ДЕ” 
COMPLETE COMPENSATION 


" መ ADT, 

ያ GOT ONE GNA: 5; | 
I SE THAT, Я 
$ А 


I 


е, 18 MORE ው 
THAN ONAT BUY SINCE 
YOU'RE AN ЖАРАС 
ZX ACCEPT 7. 


um ሪሃ 
Ш 222777 


J | EXTRACT HUGE 
FROM THE 
| ж ws на. 


ЕЗ GREAT IDEA, 
YOU PROCEED. 


XL WATCH 
THE POLICE. 


| "=== το THIS NAT FLIES 
WITH ZOOMING HEED. 


EJ e EVE YU A REMOTE CONTROL 


т 
MYSTERE PLANE, MOREOVER 
ROM NOW ON ४४०८८ 
SEE NY ALL FILMS 
WITHOUT. абу TeKE уз. 


> ከ 
PRANS 


CLE’S MOBILE 


Maurice , Horn, the editor οἱ 

‘orld Eneyelopedia of Comics, Ва 
deseribed cartoonist PRAN as Walt Disney 
of India. 


itertaining generation after generation, 
his comics have been constant companion] 
of every youngsters growing up, whol 
regularly enjoyed the exploits of his famous 
haracters, CHACHA CHAUDHARY, 
SABU, SHRIMATLIL ¥7 NKI, BILLOO,| 
RAMAN and other over 500 titles selling in 
the market, his strips regularly appear in. 
jomerous newspapers. His CHACHA! 


OKAY, DAMYANTI ! 
KEEP READY MY 
LUNCH ON TABLE ! 
| AM REACHING 


OHH !MY 
MOPILE ? 


v | WHY 
ARE YOU 
CRYING 


EY HAVE A LONG ARM! 
LOWERITIN SEWER AND 
BRING OUT PHONE! 


5 WHAT ? BETTER 
BUY ANOTHER ONE | 


= ү ІНА” SAVED . 
THE NUMBERS OF 


PHONE ! WITHOUT 
THAT, I'LL LOSE 
CONTACTS WITH ALL 
THOSE! 


БІЗІ: N 
WORKER! HELL 
BRING OUT BOTH! 


ута ITLL 
BRING HELP! 


AFTER ፻ = 

SOME | | ر‎ ы T 

TIME--- | Е == jh 
Ес” Lg 4 


WHAT SHE CAN DO, 
NO OTHER MAN 
CANDO! 


YOU LL SEE, SHE WILL BRING Ш ENOUGH TIME HAS 
YOUR BOTH THINGS OUT! ELAPSED! HAS NOT 
ШЕ SHE TOO YANISHED 

. 2 


WOW ! TINY SQUIRREL DID 
MIRACLE! 


SIR! GO AND PICK UP 
ቁ _ THINGS ! 


< (2 


Б а 

BOTH ARE " 
መሙ “επ 
2 | | 


БТР ! 
WHAT АКЕ 


2m Walt 
DECORATE ΙΝ 721) 
THEIR WALLS ЖЫЛТ 


ም 


WITH 
PICTURES? ДД. 


6010 ANY HOUSE a 
YOULL FIND THERE 
APICTURE OF 


BIRDS LIKE PARROT, 
NIGHTINGALE, PEACOCK, ЕМЕ” 


BUT OWLIS ል 
SYMBOL OF 
FOOLISHNESS ! 


THIS OWL IS 
MY TEACHER ! 


μναῖ 
ALWAYS HIS ADVICE ! 


WHAT 
HAPPENED 


IGAVE A LOAN OF Rs. 200 TO V =] 1 EIGHT MONTHS 
SCRAPE DEALER NATHU! | FASSED, BUT HE DID 
NOT PAY OFF LOAN | 


AT LAST HE SAID, 
HE DID NOT HAVE 
MONEY, AND GAVE МЕ 


THE PAINTING OF OWL | 


INSTEAD ! 


HE SAID, TAKE 
PAINTING AND THE 
LOANIS EVEN! 


AND LEARN THE Y 
LESSON NEVER TO % 
GIVE LOAN TO 
ANYBODY ! 


47: | 
DAILY LOOK 
ATTHIS 
PAINTING-- 


РІМКІ! A FRIEND OF YOUR 
DADDY HAS ARKIVED AT 
BUS STAND ! GO AND FETCH 

HIM НОМЕ! 


BUT WHERE 
! 


DADDY ? 


HE HAS GONE TO BUY 
SNACKS FROM MARKET ! 
BRING THE GUEST HOME | 
WITHOUT ANY TROUBLE! | 


1” І САМ WALK THE 
ILL BRING | iia 
HIM! 


DAUGHTER OF 
KASHAB ? 


" 


MY NAME 
IS PINKI ! 
YOURS ? 


IS YOUR s 
DEVOTEE OF 
HANUMAAN ! 


THAT CONTAINS 
WORD OF 
HANUMAAN ! 


OR YOUR MOM MIGHT 
WORSHIP LAKSHAMI ? 


Шр 9 | МУ NAANIRECITES 


ገነር LAKSHAMI GODESS' 
AARTI ALSO 
4% PRAN ! 
THAT MIGHT HAVE 
SUGGESTED YOUR 


OURS IS AN EDUCATED FAMILY ! XT 
AN INTELLECTUAL MAN HAD а 
— NAMED МЕ | 


HEWAS ЕХРЕКТ 
ACCOUNTS 7 


PINKI, WAKE UP ! DON'T 
YOU HAVE TO GO TO 


| IF YOU ARE LATE TO SCHOOL, 
МАМ WOULD PUNISH YOU ! 


3. 111 ки 


D BUS HAS ALREAD 
GONE! 


4 NOT MATTER! 
ILL WALK TO SCHOOL ! 


AMIOFTEN LATE ? 


ТНАТ 15 ONE ғ“ MY SCHOOL TEACHER 
REASON, WHY [ ї SHOULD UNDERSTAND 
THAT? 
: ° 


LASTIHAVE 


M 


z=. ITTAKES 
WHOLE NIGHT 
г. | ТО МАКЕ 
BED WARM! 


4 DOES NOT LIKE 
TOLEAVE A WARM 


BED NEXT MORNING! 


PINKI HAS RETURNED 
FROM SCHOOL.... 
PINKI HAS RETURNED 
FROM SCHOOL .... 


THANKS, THERE 15 


.... RETURNED 
з m SOME ONE AT HOME 
WHO COMPETES 


| i 
= 
MITHU J ENOUGH. EVER —[ 
WAS COME TO я су; | 
YOUR NOISE ΜΑΣ | | инк! IN TALKING. 
@ + 
| | іш! 
| ኛም 
5. 
E 


CAUSED HEADACHE . 


TELEPHONE BILL ! 50 HIGH? 
EARLIER /T WAS NEVER 
50 MUCH. 


А 


< 


YOU DON'T WRITE HONE: 
WORK AT SCHOOL. LATER 
YOU RING ТО YOUR CLASS- 
MATE AND NOTE DOWA THE 
HOMEWORK. THEREFORE THE 
BILL 15 50 HIGH THIS TIME, 


él YOUR MUMMY MUST BE 
GOSSIPING WITH HER FRIENDS 
ON THE PHONE . 


Mn WHO 15 
USING THE 
TELEPHONE ? 


crm MUSH ...... 
/ HEAR SOMETHING ? 


ALL OF MY FRIENDS NAVE 
GONE TO AMERICA, ENGLAND 
AND SAUDI ARABIA, 


0 
UYING А TALKING 
| АКАОТ. 


А < | 


à 
E 


| 


FORGIVE НМ. 
ET HIM REMAIN 


| ; ға 
Gf AN | 
"WOW WE CAN EASILY COLLECT CASH] ΕΝ 
AND JEWELLERY FROM THIS HOUSE. | 
4 
E^ р 


t 
ሴመ 
За 


| гад 


| 


NO! НЕ HAS DONE А 
6000 DEED AND WILL 
| REMAIN HERE FOREVER. 


FIL STAR 
HUAN AKUMA, 


USUALLY CHILDREN ASK FOR г FAMOUS CHILD ARTISTE CHHUTAN 
AUTOGRAPH FROM ELDERS, | KUMAR, HE PLAYS CHILDHOOD ROLES 
IT'S OTHER WAY ROUND Р FOR AMITABH BACHCHAN, DILIP KUMAR , 


TH WDAM ETC, 
NE'S NOT АМ MITHUN CHAKRAVORTY, DHARME! 
ORDINARY са 
| 2 & e 
ሻሊ 
- mc 
) | 


[7 ዒ] 
/ WISH TO TOUCH YOUR AVE МАМИ са THAT MEANS 
EXPENSIVE FASHIONABLE Mew OWES m | YOUMUST BE 

EVERY FILM . VERY ን ፆ 


I'VE TEN IMPORTED 
CARS, FOUR BUNGALO 


AND LAKHS OF RUPEES 
AND MONEY AT SUCH 


GE. 


| FACT, /ጃ UNLUCKY. b TIGH 
SHOOTNG SHEDULE 1 COULDN'T 60 TO 
SCHOOL AND REMAINED ILLI TERATE, 


/ WISH | COULD PLAY CRICKET OR GILLY 
DANDA IN LANES. BUT / CAN'T. A CROWD 
GATHERS. | WANT TO LIVE PEACEFULLY. 


| (THINK I'VE SEEN THAT FACE SOMEWHERE, 


ef -። 


MY CHILDREN WILL 

BE PLEASED TO MEE 

YOU I'M GOING TO 
CALL THEM . 


HELLO + RAJU, snoki, VY wapiriwE | | YOULL генин Y | 
TOSHI, NISHA, VICKY, TINU, | SHOULD e 
BOBY- COME ALL | DISAPPEAR | | ROOM UNTIL et 

FROM неге | | KIDS COME. 


THAT 15 ACTING 
AND THIS IS 
^ REALITY, 


THANK YOU, 
SHERU! 


BHIKHU | СНАМРИ ! 
| ALSO WANT ТО PLAY. 


OKAY, PINKI | YOU BECOME κ Ν A TA 
A SPECTATOR. SPECTATOR IS ALSO 


IMPORTANT. 


Г COME TO HELP YOU 


PINKI, WHAT WOULD YOU LiKE TO 


e EAT’ BREAD, BISCUIT OR CHOCOLATE ? 
DON'T 
TROUBLE . y р 
5 | 


AFTER SOME TIME. 


ISN'T BIRIOO'S 
SHOP CLOSED P 


ще 1 WHAT ARE YOU LOOKING FOR? 
E SAID m MAY / HELP You ? 
НЕ HAD TO 60 ТО 
BHATINDA ТО BRING 
HIS WIFE. BUT LAST 
| EVENING SHE 
RETURNED NEP SELF. 


(5а vou WANT TO HELP МЕ 60 Y ҮЕРҮ STRANGE МАМЕ. 
TO THE CORNER OF THE STREET i SHOULD MEMORISE IT 
AND BRING A PERS ΟΝ NAMED 

KAKABUA.WE LL OFFER КАКАВИА 

нім <000 ἘΞ 2% 


NONE, iTS А FICTITIOUS 

МАМЕ 1 WANTED TO бЕТ 

«E OF HER. ΗΕ WON'T 

GET ANY PERSON oF 
THAT МАМЕ. 


ІІІ 3 Jereo ME) ο 


52 LOST MY POCKET DIARY 
WHICH | HAD NOTED IMPORTANT 
THINGS. INAS SEARCHING 5 


Е сом! 
TO RETURN ТКАТ 


ISN'T THIS ONE? YOU 
FORGOT ІТ ON MY 
TABLE YESTERDAY. 


ТОҒҒЕЕ5 


| way are | [| WHY АКЕ || My POCKET MONEY. ONE RUPEE HAS | 
YOU CRYING? FALLEN INTO ы THE MANHOLE. 


(а 


| 


ж 


M n 
В М, 1 2 5 
Rrz ас 


` МАКЕ PINK! ΜΝ 
АМО ЗМАТСН НЕК 


РІМКІ ! SAY WHAT IS 
THERE ІМ MY FIST. 


(гїнкї! HOW DID. 
YOU COME ТО 
KNOW THAT 


MY FIST 
CONTAINED 
NOTHING. 


NO ! YOU 
пе TALL. ጋ 
YOU'LL WIN, 


WE'LL TOSS А СОМ, 
| WHOSOEVER WINS, 
LL DECIDE WHAT TO 


ITS TALS ILL 
BAT FIRST. 


NNN 


VT WON'T PLAY. WHEN THE TUR 
OF YOUR BOWLING COMES, 
YOU'LL RUN HOME. 


| KUTKUT | I'M GOING 


TO KICK THE BALL. 
YOU FETCH IT. 


188 
11991118 


κ σολ 


WAT Y 540); 


ግ 51/2 
TAT WE 75 МОТ 
AT HOME. 


G M NOT INTERESTED q 
SMW. PUNKS 7 TAKE #८ 22089 
ANO MAVE FU. 


LET'S GET THAT TICKET 
FROM THAPATT . 


WHAT /5 52 SPECIAL ABOUT 
THE TICKET THAT YOURE 
BUY TWAT IN 


ж KNOW 
E34 WE MOST TAKE 


DEAR е ND | EGE ағалау 
ЖИ EAT СУР; < 
NOE RUPEE RON E HONORED 
RUPEES FOR THAT. 4 


ὦ 22 
ATTENTION 5? Ж е HA 
ΑΡΗΣ FIR TUAT. 


SAVE THE TAKE THE A + 
Деи тата ድኀ at DELP, 
ли LOES X? WAIN 72 አ ረ 7 


PKI! WHERE FROM УЛУ EOT 
IWS BOX OF TOFFEES Y 


= FER 

SWEEPS JU ЖИЯҒУУ/ 
AMD АМ THE жетк. 
ГИ COMING THERE, 


= | 


Wi 
ee eed 


Anal SAGES FUE, 
TAL oS Eon, 


GRANDA εκ ео 41 
I РККЖО 7 FIRST, 


THEREFORE, 
WO SWORD BE ПУ CLAIMANT የ 


PINKI, YOU’ VE 
DONE A GREAT 

DEED BY CATCHING 
А PICKPOCKET ON 
xe ве. 


७) PRAN'S FEATURES. 


SAHEB IS UP ТО. 


! UNCLE DHOL ! YOU ARE DRESSED ጓ PINKI ! GO 
UP TODAY. ARE YOU GOING г 4 
ТО ል WEDDING ? 


DID THIS 1 АМ BUSY. 


NUISANCE 


HAS 
LANDED 
M. ? 


7 SOMETHING T 
Е YOU GOING ТО MAKE ል IMPORTANT, TV CREW 
SPEECH AT THE 15 COMING HERE TO 
PARLIAMENT ? 


INTERVIEW ME. 


MINISTER SAHE  ' 
NO WONDER YOU ЧЕ 
APPLYING MAKÉ JP. 


ESA HAVE TODO 
THAT FOR THE 


CAMERA. 


ТЯ NEVER SEEN А 
SHOOTING. ! WILL WAIT 


AND SEE THAT. 


ON ONE CONDITION THAT YOU 
" ч 


WON'T CAUSE ANY TROUBLE 7 


HAVE COME. 


SIR ! > FEW WE WON FREEDOM 


WORDS ОМ AFTER A GREAT 
STRUGGLE GANDHIJI. MANY А TIME 1 WAS SHOT AND 


INDEPENDENT INDIA. AND SACRIFICE. INJURED BY BRITISH SOLDIERS. 


MICROPHONE. NOW YOU 
CAN SING THE ANTHEM ! ь *SINDHU - GUJARAT- MARATHA 
"DRAVIDA - UTKAL- BANGA.... 


DO YOU KNOW АМҮ OTHER POEM 
OTHER THAN THE ANTHEM ? 


ТАМ EAGER TO 
SEE MY 
INTERVIEW, 


WHAT SORT OF А MAN IS HE WHO DOESN'T 
KNOW HIS COUNTRY'S NATIONAL. 
АМТНЕМ.5О INSTEAD OF THE MINISTER, 
WE HAVE A GIRL ON THE SHOW FOR 


E ! WILL YOU 
PLAY SNAKE АМО 


LADDER WITH ME ? 


NO !!ITS 


TIME FOR 
Sm SIESTA. 


rz 8ህ7/ OU SAID E MY AGE, 

ТВА 7/ TASAY TIME 

ፖ/ ONE MUST REST 

2 /ме SHOULD 

/ “WORK AND 

AT NIGHT ONE AFTERNOON TOO. 
Де SHOULD SLEEP. 


DURING THE 


E. WILL FIND 
SOMEBODY ELSE 


Ж HE'LL SURELY PLAY HOW LONG WILL 


ON THE LINE 15 
WITH ME. I'LL WAIT. pe ON TUE NARRATING THE 


D 4 MAHABHARAT. 


EX !DO YOU 
LIKE SNAKE 


AND LADDER ? 


Ені APPLIED HENNA 
ON MY HANDS. 


HOW WILL. 
— ROLL DICE ? 


қ PROBLEM. 1 
WILL FIND 
SOMEONE ELSE. 


BIKHU ! WANT 
TO PLAY SNAKE 
AND LADDER ? 


$ = м 
ООЕЗМТ АМҮ ОМЕ НАУЕ 
TIME >” а МЕ TODAY ? 


AUNTY 115 
BIKHU AT HOME ? 


Б ጋ 


Г 
ТНЕМ ТНЕ 
PROBLEM 
IS SOLVED. 


LATER. | WANT ; бз WATCH 
THE CRICKET MATCH TODAY. 


a THAT YOUR PROBLEM ? THEN |, 
ВНОСА WLLPLAYWiTHYoU. — | | 
М | 


E ИИ WAS E BUTI 
ANGRY, NOBODY WILL GET МҮ 
T 1 SNAKE АМО 


WANTED TO ኣን 
PLAY SNAKE e AND 
AND LADDER YOU MUST 


аст WILL GET IT 
RIGHT NOW. 


i 


б TAXI DRIVER 


| DIDI ! DID YOU 
CALL ME ? 


PINKI 1 GO AND SEE, 
P THERE'S SOME 


) 


ПИ ΟῚ 
ІШІ, № 


DIDI ΤΙ DID | [EVERY DAY A NUMBER OF MESSAGES 
NOT FIND d COME | ዚዚ GO AND SEE! 


ANY. ЗТТЕК ; ሆ 


OOHH ! YOU 
MEANT 
ELECTRONIC 
MAIL OF 

INTERNET ? 


ONE OF MY FRIENDS, SUKAAR HAS SENT ከ፪ EMR 
THE MESSAGE THAT SHE WOULD ARRIVE [ | 
|| AT OUR PLACE AT 11.30 FROM AGARTALA | Joa 
— OHH ! THE CLOCK 


HAS STRUCK 
1.30! 


" ELM YOUR FARE = LOOKS INFLATED- 
| Куда FROM RAILWAY STATION 


, TO 
Em Κο. 635/- TO THIS PLACE ? 
MADAM ! T © # 


MY MOTHER HIRED 

А TAXI FROM RAILWAY TEST A TAXI 
E. < e THE FARE WAS Re, 280/- METER | 
v) МА FOR SAME DISTANCE | "n; 


IF YOUR METER IS | [FORGIVE ME, MADAM ! THE | 


FOUND TEMPE ^ 
FOUND TE MERE, | | CORRECT FARE IS Re.2B0/- 


C وو‎ ME VANISH 
BEFORE POLICE 
ARRIVES ! 


GRANNY ! YOU SAID YOU 
SUFFER FROM KNEE PAIN ! 
STILL YOU GET UP EARLY 


TO WATER PALNT ? 


Ries wro mak ||| | DONT BELIEVE! 


MOTHERS WHO THINK 


OTHERWISE ? Y 


y ሸመ 
| COME AND LIE 


NEARBY, I WOULD HAVE 
REMAINED THERE 


| 


НЕКЕ IS SOME MONEY pre 
BUY YOURSELF 
ICE СКЕАМ! 


ἜΧΟΝ "€ 


GRANNY IS т = 

E ፤] " | 

፪" E 3 (J ወሪ? | | | 
m № = : l. | | 


< ως». 


ES, 
TO TAKE МҮ 
СЕС МҮ 


DID NOTI OFFER YOU 
ATOFFEE LAST WEEK? 


τα WANT WOULD YOU Y 


ANICE CREAM OF HAND THAT 
ርር. ያሻ | | кетті 
i REAK YOUR 
TEETH AND 
THEN TAKE 
ICE CREAM? 


MANO, LET ME СМЕ YOU 

A BATH! IT WILL IMPART 

FRESHNESS AND MAKE 
YOU ALERT! 


YOU GIVE TO ACAT, 
YOU DO NOT DO TO 
YOUR HUSNBAND ! 


Ὁ PRANS FEATURES ዝ 


I THERE IS МКР .. | FOR 
YOU ON TABLE IN 


| DID 29 
МАМО СОУЕК. 
HERSELF 


AUNTIE | MY MOM LOCKED 
THE HOUSE AND WENT 
SHOPPING | COULD I SEE 
TV НЕКЕ ? 


PINKI LOOK, WHAT YOUR 
KUTKUT HAS DONE TO 


IS VIOLENT ПЕТ US GO 
a 2, OTHER NEIGHBOUR TO 
WATCH TV! 


FOR THIS SIMPLE THING 
YOU STOPPED ME FROM 
TAKING BATH ? 


E ІТІМЕ T 
THING ! IF YOU REACH ONE MINUTE 
LATE AT STATION, YOU MISS TRAIN! 


መ ሚዲ № ся 7 
SHOULD | MAKE 


AND HAVE RETURNED ! WHY 
ARE YOU WORRIED 7 


E: SITTING ON Е) 
"n NUMDER | WHEREVER] | MOBILE PHONE | 
| MAY ВЕ, IT WILL RING | 


е LAUGHTER 


OH ! WHY DOES NOT MY 
COMPUTER GET ON ? 
оту 2772 = — -—-— 
-ሙ Cr == 


[БЕШ IS VIRUS 

IN THAT ! | HAVE СЕ НЕ 
PHONED THE ARRIVES, 
MECHANIC ! THEN IT WILI 


GET ON ! 


GO OUT AND 
HAVE А WALK! 


ш c9 11 AM BUSY IN 
WRITING A JOKE BOOK ! 
COME LATER! 


d roves FC (THEN NARRATE | 
oe RAT ቨ 0 
COMPILING 

THOSE? 


iud = THAT F EA 
YOU WOULD 60 |ፄሽ ከ 
AFTER THAT | 4 2 τ IN A PLAY-- 


AFTER END 0F PLAY, THE 
АСТОК САМЕ ТО А 
BUS STOP-- 


ІН BUS, CONDUCTOR 
ASKED HIM FOR TICKET DON'T YOU 


г 7 | KNOW | AM 
L А MAHARANA | 
५ 


5% 


CONDUT 
REPLIE 


Ea” PROMISED TO 


፳:: ANDGO [ፍን 
| AWAY? — 


P 


АҒТЕК 
ONE WEEK--- 


= Ша τ ΠΠ 
: T 
وک کیک دع‎ 1. 4 2 


бъда | 
"ч нета) ‘Ed e 
=| PUBLISHED? Е 


КЛ 4 E | ) 


ललात SAID THEY PRINT] ος а ጫ- 


ONLY FAMOUS BAN 


MES WHY DON'T YOU 

y | CHANGE YOUR 
PUBLISH Деец) NAME TO MUNSHI | 
H MY BOOK ! 4 | PREM CHAND ? 


YOUR TEACHER HAS WRITTEN А 
COMPLAINT IN YOUR NOTE BOOK 
THAT YOU REACH SCHOOL LATE 

AND NOT IN 
PROPER 


SE ! СА 


NS 


MUMMY | FLL | 
f WEAR SCHOOL 
UNIFORM ! / 


| YOU HAVE TO LEARN GOOD FIRST BRUSH YOUR 
8 > BITS ! А Дине AND TAKE BATH ! 
ar ८ 77 |! | [ реа 


E 
at 2 
m 
MG ፍ “а! AN 
| EL Y νο Б 1 £ 
Іш. Esco 1 | || же» NOW YOUR ] 
TO ΡΟΗ г 5 |А WOULD NOT 
| >» 
| | 


ЕТ HER 
OOL ! 

NE 1 : 2 WRITE A 
D: қ A COMPLAINT ! 
ч Р ሎማ 


DAMN 2 THE MUD 
SPOILT OUR 
CLOTHES ! 


THE CITY 


qe HAVE | | 
и TO LEARN THE | 
MANNERS ! 


MADHU | FLL DRIVE 
Ч TO HER SCHOOL ! 
IF $HE WALKS SHE 
MIGHT SPOIL CLOTHES 
AGAIN ! 
ΚΩ 


ANG | 


«АҮ 


„Ми 
IT HAS መመ ү _ 


PAPA | DRIVE FAST, 
LEST | MAY ВЕ 


є SPEED! 
OTHERWISE MA'M 


WOULD PUNISH МЕ! j 


di 


| vou WOULD LEARN ЩЕ 
| ROAD MANNERS ΚΠ ГГ 
WHEN YOU PAY 


он, CLOUDS! и 
ат 6 ща چیک‎ 
SCHOOL | 


: ІЛЕДІ 
RT ТЕТІ 


il 


€ ИН 99 


КІМРІ AUNTY ! 
WHERE 15 
UNCLE ? 


е Ji! 
WHY ARE 
YOU TENSE ? 


| | FIRST CLOSE 
THE DOOR! |; 


ο I THAT'S A 
CHEER UP NEWS ! 


ҺЕ TAKE YOUR 
Ц WIFE ALONG | 


І ҒЕАК ӨНЕ 
MIGHT NOT BUY 
JEWELLERY 
WITH THAT CASH | 


IF ӨНЕ GOES OUT 

WEARING COSTLY 
JEWELLERY, 
ROBBERS 
N KIDNAP 


5 МОМЕҮ 
WILL INCREASE 
WITH INTEREST ! 


WHAT 16 HARM ? RICH MEN'S 
WIVES WEAR COSTLY 
ORNAMENTS ! 


ALTERNATIVELY 
DEPOSIT ALL CASH 
IN BANK ! 


ғ РОМАТЕ 7 AND 
KEEPING NOTHING FOR SELF 
FOR RAINY DAYS WOULD BE 
LIKE COMITTING HARAKIRI 1 


A SIXTY LACS 
LOTTERY HAS 
MADE UNCLE 


ТАМ SUGGESTING Y 
HIM WHATTODO | 
WITH THAT MONEY ?J 


Те 15 WE, RATHER THAN А CHILD, | 
WHO WOULD DECIDE WHAT TO 
DO WITH THE MONEY 2 — | 


KUTKUT 1 
PUT THE 
TICKET DOWN 


OH ! SQUIRREL 
Y TICKET ! 


---3- | 

Í RATHER 

ጋ YOU SHOULD 
BE HAPPY | 


4:4 
MADE YOU 
TENSION 


PRANS 


PINKI 


SETH’S BAG 


Reaal 


A pudo. 
МО? MT ЗА: 


SETH'S BAG 


5 S ВЕ 


> НЕКЕ 15 за WAGE, Á 
| ТЕМ RUPEES ! (а 
| LET ME DRINK 

vm 


42 
Ж ር. 


22 MUST BE TIRED ! DAMAYANTI ! HOW 
а HERE 15 HOT TEA ! MUCH ui CARE FOR 


А YOUR HOME, 
THEN WHAT 1058 ? 


= | YOU a PLAYING 


y БА 
FACT! ) 


WATER | YOUR WIFE & 
ና CLOSE THE ТАР ! DO THAT, 
OTHERWISE YOUR SUGAR 
ILL BE CONVERTED INTO SYRUP | 


eum 


| га CLOSE ΤΙ THIS 15 THE 


THE ТАР! е 28 [cHANCEIRUN!| 


CLEVER 
MANTOO 


| 


KUTKUT ! WHY THAT, 


BOY 15 STANDING 
THERE ALONE ? 


1 AM MANTOO ! NO ! WHY DON'T WE TWO 
` BECOME FRIENDS 7 


| NEW 53 THE CITY ! 7 
МУ DAD FORBADE 


DON'T YOU HAVE ПМЕ TO BE 50 WITH 
ΚΓ FRIEND ? νά STRANGERS ! 


| (WHICH CITY YOU 5 
COME FROM? 


I РАК OFF ! YOU CAN "T ገይ VERY FART y 
I 
ο κ АТ СІТҮ ΕΥΕΝ РАКТНЕК 


І САМЕ ООТ "3 BUY ICE CREAM, 
BUT I HATE TO WALK IN SUN ! 


WAIT THERE ! N 
LL FETCH 


THAT SOON ! 


Ще TIME HAS} 
ሽ | LET МЕ 

| ДСО AND SEE HIM 

4 Ф, 


МАМТОО ! ४00 АТЕ 
Rea ICE CREAM ? 


I THOUGHT IT MIGHT ος Ἢ 


{| AWAY BEFORE | REACH YOU | 


ИНИН АЙИН 


BHIKU, 15 THAT 
YOUR PET DOG ? 


ROCKY 15 NOT THERE 
TO SCARE AWAY 
BURGLARS ! 


{мү KUTKUT DID 
TO YOU? 


DOG CHASED 16 NOT 
MINE | МҮ KUTKUT 16 
ST gE АТ MY BACK 


FREEZED MILK 


jtm THAT $0 ? a мү MOM || VEU NEED 
WHO SAYS | И |!S PRETTIEST|| MONEY FOR 
WOMAN ICE CREAM ? 


IN WORLD ! 


ሽሽ 


ALREADY andi 
| THIS WEEK'S 
` POCKET MONEY! 


| MOTHER IS AS HARD 
AS A STONE ! 


n WOULD BUY 

ICE CREAM WHICH 
WOULD MAKE YOUR 
THROAT SORE ! 
№ ха 3 


VE WHAT 15 | 
GOOD FOR 
HEALTH ? 


BIRTHDAY GIFT 


WOW | I'LL a 
IT TO MY 
FRIENDS ! 

— ግም 


/--- | THERE, | U9TAAD | WHY NOT WE 
IR || “መመዝ SNATCH THAT MOBILE 
PUT IMPRESSION | | | اا‎ p 
Oe t ፲ የጭ K. A, 


WE'LL SELL 
THAT AND 
EARN MONEY | 


ЖЕ” 
M ! HAND OVER YOUR 
PHONE ! 
š ИА V ይክ 
4 ERES OF NO UAN | 


'፦ 15 WITH A ДВ. 
CAMERA! _ 


ar 


48 | 
} 


AGAIN 
pur 
TED 


ይጠብ I YOUR DOLLY 
IS VERY 
FUL 


т 


COME WITH МЕ TO 
MY HOUSE | 


ገዣ WERE Tie | Pur вотн DOLLS YA || | |” | ROBUST 
N GROUND FOR ENCOUTNER | WHEREAS YOURS 19 
LEAN AND THIN! 


E . DOLL IS ELECTRONIC 1} 
HITS BY 


REMOTE CONTROL | 4 


BHIKU | BITHI'S ELECTRONIC τὰ, 
KNOCKED OUT MINE. 


ТЕГІ 
ІШ. GO AND PURCHASE, | 
=== | 

4! 


τα 


{8 THIS SOLDIER 
ELECTRONIC ? 


WOWIITIS A 


Ц FITTING REPLY 


TO BITHI'S TOY | 
” 


E HAVE BOUGHT A ! 
ІМ GONG το PRESS 1888 ТО PRESS 


ELECTRONIC TOY. TE BUTTON OF 
LET THERE ВЕ А DUEL REMOTE CONTROL! 


OF TOYS! 


SISTER І САМ | USE 
COMPUTER FOR 
SOME TIME? 


IWANT TO PLAY 


ሸይ NOT AR Ша 18 WHAT FM DOING. 
m ІМ WRITING AN ARTICLE ON 
IMPORTANT WORK. ANTARCTIC, 


E is στο NAME OF A PLACE WHICH IS 
FAR-OFF | 


OW FAR? AS FA 


AS OUR 
| \ SADAR 5 


THERE IS ፪. ALL AROUND. 
E PLE LIVE IN HOUSES MADE OF 
THEIR MODE OF TRANSPORT 15 
SLEOGE WHICH 15 PULLED BY 


NR 


FORGOT MY WORK. PLEASE GO 
АКО LET ME WORK | 


OKAY I TILL THEN {LL 
WAIT OUTSIDE . 


was mE τος ος 3 да 
Д ОН К0115ЕЕ PINKI ፪ | 
| THERE. HOW TO GET BHASIN DIDI TOLD ME ТО + 
| LETS CHAT TILL THAT TIME? 


ጆ 
ЕД) 


ΝΟ OF НЕК 


e || HAVE АМ 
URGENT PIECE 


HAS ONE ei 
PASSED BY YOUR 
WATCH ? 


COULD YOU PLAY | WHY NOT? I AM 
SOME GAME i 


ED гу 
SHE SLEPT? CA || 
η | 


ELECTRICITY FAILURE | 
COMPUTER HAS 
SHUT DOWN | 


PROMOTION OF CONSTABLE 


GIRL | YOU 


INJURED MY 
HEADI 


| WAS LOOKING FOR A 


| HAVE NABBED 99 THIEVES, IF | GET 
ONE MORE MY CENTURY WILL BE 
COMPLETE AND ILL BE 


aa HAVE HIT YOU | 
OU HADN'T ENTERED 


AREA OF STAAFL. 


А DOES NOT BECOME A THIEF FOR 
H SIMPLY STEALING A PETTY THING LIKE 


መብ ONE PAISA OR ONE CRORE | κ 
ar arret 


и 


`= 


{ % 
1 ст! 
| SAT 


THENTLL DIRECTLY BE 
IF | HELP YOU IN а A? PROMOTED ለ5 
NABBING an : SUPERINTENDENT, 


MANY THIEVES ? 


WHY ARE YOU 4 МЕ 
YOUR HOME ? 


h 4 
| ኳ i | 5 
EN di 
A | h 
= ፲:1] b. ገ N 
| | | ы | 


PEN 


ΔΩ 


ግ በ "m 5 7 i 1 
Ко (UK ГЇ 
BITHI - WHERE ARE 
YOU GOING ? TO BUY ል 


REFILL FOR 


ου 


| ‘LOOKING FOR? | 


Е 
2 
| š 
Š 


> 
ш 
ж 
< 
> 
< 
r 
z 


на ГЕ 18. » 
; с ΜΝ ) 
MIU ms ን 
ማጣ. ТНЕКЕ | iG TRA. 
+ C ! CHANGED IT. | ST | 
ài ΕΝ ко | 


L1 (а 8 


Қ сау WOULD IT WRITE 7 
IT DOESNT HAYE 
A REFILL ex 


Ee ሥ 
VS : 


Г REMOVED IT AND 
GAVE IT TO 


WHY ? AREN'T WE 


TIME NO SEE | id ΜΙ RIENDS የ 
| SHAKE HANDS | E cu d KZ 2 1 


у 


— 


WOW ! 
MY FINGER NAIL MIGHT THATS A JA ΙΤ TOOK ME WEEKS 


HURT You, "መ BEAUTY. TO GROW ሸ| 


2t 1 CAN EVEN SHARPEN 
Е THERE ANY USE IN \ | | USE IT TO CUT PENCILS, AND | USE IT AS A 


GROWING IT SO LONG ?} | VEGETABLES | | TOOTHPICK TOO ! 


bur THERE'S 
NOTHING 
WRONG IN 

VIBITINO A 
DOCTOR, 


THEN YOU NEED TO 
DRINK BITTER MEDICINE, 


= ОТТЕ А VIRUS, WHEN » BITTE 

ИТТ . 

Ци MEDICINE REACHES THE VIRUS. 
ITLL RUN AWAY. 


c 1 HOW DO 
YOU KNOW ? ARE 
YOU A DOCTOR ? 


v^ E 6 


б, E] 
M 8 
AG 


HONEY ! | THINK 
YOU HAVE А 


Гешс”)р SNEEZING 15 A 
SYMPTOM OF THAT. 


BUT ONE 
SNEEZES NOW 
AND THEN ? 


E ME YOUR =. 
I'LL CHECK YOUR PULSE, 


ፎ LIKE HAVING ONE'S HAND 
BANDAGED, WHEN ONE'S 
FOOT I$ INJURED. 


з ж ТЕЦ. МЕ, à YOUR म τ 6 
дасе Ааа WHAT DO YOU BITTER, THEN | WOULD 
LIKE ? MEANS RATHER LET THE COLD 
BE REMAINED. 


Да ORINA 
5-STAR HOTEL 7 


4 15 БІТТЕК КЕТІП BECAUSE THE A 
BUT YOU WON'T ፪ m 9 НАЗ A SUGAR 


TASTE IT. i COATING. 


HOW IS THAT 
POSSIBLE ? 


1 HAVEN'T EATEN 
THOSE FOR ለ 
LONG там. 


1ЗАУЕО АЦ МУ. 


SISTER | MY POCKET САНТ HOLD 
56 MANY COINS. PLEASE GIVE 
ME CURRENCY NOTES IN EXCHANGE, 


КІЛКІЛІ COME | 
IETS ΘΟ 1Ο THE MARKET 


romawi мо Ἐ 
CHOCOLATE BARS 
AND SOME 


за ША 
пере :8፪ ИШ, 


=>2፪ 
a 


pite 


---- 
ሆኪ EAT ONE BAR AND TAKE 
THE OTHER HOME FOR DIDI. 

KUTKUT. EAT YOUR WALNUTS. 


N, ኣዎ = 
ООНН ! WHY ARE THESE “ ©} € Ф v є 
ο € 
BUBBLES COMING OUT ($) $ 


% НОМ MY STOMACH ? 


` | WASNT CHOCOLATE, 
(% ТНАТ WAS ል SOAP, 


Bra: 


Pp 
TO ME 
Ж 

e г Em \ 

жЕ 

е 


| 
СТІ» BUT YOU ALREADY ATE 
4 ONE OF MINE 


BHIKU IS STARTING 
A MAGATINE CALLED 


"CHILDREN TIMES" 
| WANT TO WORK 


LATEA, MUMMY I 
THEN YOU MUST 
FVE SOME URGENT WORK. 


ICAN FORESEL A BLEAK FUTURE 
ЮЖ HAT MAGATINE AS YOUR 
WRITING ዘ PULL OF ERRORS 


THAT 15 THE 
OFFICE OF THE 
PUBLICATION, 


WHAT POST we T 
ү 1 АМ ASSISTANT EDITOR OR A REPORTER 7 
22 


© 


BECAUSE HEIS A э ANIMAL , MES FRIENOLY ТО 
CHILDREN AND EASY TO SHOOT ONE. YOU WILL FIND 
ONE ROAMING ON ANY STREET. 


NUMMER, SINCE YOUR STORIES 
FULL OF SPELLING MISTAKES, 
YOU CAN ЗЕ А PRESS PHOTOGRAPH 
GET A COLOUR PHOTO OF 
A DOG FOR THE COVER OF 

CHIDREN T 


ЕСЕ WAS зо e 
e 


ΕΝ, A sg (29, 


mu - ғ. 


| DIDN'T KNOW PRESS 
oiFHCULI 1 


ለዘብ I WHATS THE MATER? 
THERE'S NOT A SINGLE DOG 
VISIBLE ON STREETS I 


YOU CAN TAKE A 
PICTURE OF MY DOG. 


A TOY ? ፤ NEED A PHOTO OF 
А ЦУЕ DOG. 


THER'S А WEDDING OF MINISTER'S 

DAUGHTER. ALL THE DOGS OF THE 

CITY HAVE GONE THERE TO EAT UF 
‘THE LEFTOVERS. 


5: THE CAMERA. 
ru GET HER. 


р m 1 DON'T YOU DARE TAKE 
THAT DOG ४ PLAYING Р HIS PICTURE. 
WITH A BALL 


GREAT PICTURE. 
WHY TINI 


A CRIME IO 
TAKE HIS 


PHOTO ? 


ГИ ТАКЕ ል 


E IS NO ORDINARY DOG. НЕ ACTS IN MUMS. THAT ООС CHARGES MORE THAN 


THE FEE IS FIVE LAKM RUPEES РО MANY ACTORS. 
HIS APPEARANCE DO YOU HAVE 


THAT MUCH MONEY ? 


YOU CAN TAKE ለ а 
аа га OF MY MON 
А5 YOU WISH. 


ARR! МОТ, WAIT} I NEED SHORT HMM 
TO TAKE YOUR PHOTO, बह महक: ESE 
YOU'LL BE ON THE FRONT ል SHOT? 
PAGE OF THE MAGAZINE. 


1 ASKED YOU FOR A COLOURED PHOTOGRAPH 
NOT FOR YOU TO TAKE A BATH IN ONE 


THE PERSON HAS PROBABLY HE 5 UNAWARE OF 
CARVED A STRIKING} QUARRELLING CHARACTER. 
RESEMBLANCE 

НЕ HAS SHOWN 

MY JOYOUS 

NATURE. 


DIDN'T YOU PULL SWEETIES 
HAIR AND HIT HER ON HEAD ? 


KNOWS | AM VERY 
FRIENDLY, JUST UKE 


PINKI | COME 
WERE. HERE'S 
ANOTHER PICTURE, 


THAT IMAGE ALSO SHOWS MY 
TRUE CHARATER. | DONT FIGHT 
UNLESS PROVOKED, 


& WHERE'RE 
YOU GOING ? ^ PERHAPS ГИ FIND SOME 
MORE ENGRAVINGS. 


ср HERE. 


Auge Wp М ተዋ 


Хм. 


SOMETIME SACK PINK! BORROWED FIVE RUPEES FROM МЕ 
SINCE THEN SHES BEEN AVOIDING ΜΕ | THOUGHT IF SHE EVER 
COMES OUT FOR ል WALK SHELL SEE THESE IMAGES AND MEET МЕ 
my AND PAY BACK 
2 THE MONEY , 


re Q7 
RUTRUPPS WORK 


κυτκυτι WAITI YOU'RE 
VERY NAUGHTY. МУ. 
FEET ARE KILLING ME 
RUNNING AFTER YOU. 


та 
к. ፡ 


[8 ARE 
-ካ ነ YOU GOING? 


| HOPE SHE DOESN'T 
y. ANYTHING. 
1 MUST GO 
AND SEE 


соөні SHE CUT 
THE ТҮРЕ? 


= SHE IS 
የጄ TOWARDS 
OUR HOME. 


WHAT I$ SHE 


DOING TO OUR 
CAR TYRE? 


THAT SQUIRREL MADE | | 4 PUSSY! BREAK НЕК 
OUR. TYRE FLAT. ፳ ТЕЕТН 80 ӨНЕ САМТ 
< [ CHEW ANYTHING 
HEREAFTER. 


KUTKUT CLIMB UP АМО 
THROW THE BALL ктт 


QUICK! NOW 
THROW IT OUT. 
1AM READY TO 

HOLD п. 


РАМКИ KUTKUT CAN THROW 
ME THE BALL FROM THE 
HOLE-ICAN TAKE A CATCH 
AND THE BATSMAN WILL 


е 
№: 

а 

ш 

= 
Z: 

е 


ӨНЕ WILL LICK OFF MILK 


FROM KITCHEN | 


WHERE YOU GOT THAT 
CAT FROM ? 


NOTPING 
SQUIRREL KUTKUT 
DISTURBES ΜΕ. IF 

THE CAT IS IN 


nu 


É. 


f STAND HERE 
BAND DON'T ALLO 
ANY ONE 


TO ENTER I 


OLYMPIC MEDAL 


ἵ THEN WHY WERE 
| YOU RUNNING ? 


yo 
15 SOME ONE 
COMING TO 


ЕЕ WAS ὋΝ ТО ТАКЕ РАКТ i TRIED ALL METHODS TO 
YOU WON'T BE ABLE INCREASE SPEED 


IN 200 METRE OLYMPIC RACE. G 
\ па : TO GET EVEN BUT FAILED | 
N BRONZE MEDAL, с 


| THINK YOU HAVE | WHAT IS THAT ILL BE 
1 


GRATEFUL TO YOU 1 


DEPTH | YOU WILL TARNISH 
> COUNTRYS IMAGE | 
7 — 


| 

; D ü 
$ / 

Ῥ š 
к 


Т CANT LIVE WITHOUT THAT | DAY AND 
NIGHT | THINK OF OLYMPICS. 


| DREAM THAT ГМ 
ISTANDING PROUDLY 
WITH GOLD MEDAL. 


OTU ГЫ. TAKE ` 
YOU TOA 


P ME THE WATCH, 
E | ПА. SEE HOW MUCH TIME 
— YOU TAKE TO FINISH? 


ae 
готи | YOU BROKE WORLD YO] BEE rest COME WITH ME | THIS SWMMING 


RECORD, YOU'LL WIN GOLD poe сана Зара 
> اا‎ Ай я MEMBERS. 
Te E к fi < ) 
€ ІШЕ & 


CHAMPU ! WHY ARE YOU 
PLAYING CRICKET ALONE ? 


BECAUSE THERE TS NO 
ONE ELSE TO PLAY WITH 


BAT AND BALL ARE MINE, 
AND YOU'LL PLAY FIRST? 


ΕΞ GIVE 
BAT TO ΜΕ. TLL 
PLAY FIRST 


K ARE ALREADY 
OUT. ^s vou TOOK 


ШІ 


1 


BALL STRUCK THF 
TREE AND:A MANG 
FELL DOWN 


BUT YOU 
ARE NOT 


yer OUT 


—— 
С. НЕ PLAYED SWEEP ነ 
2, SHOT! 


HURRAY ! 
. THE MATCH I$ 
] GETTING EXCITED | 


WHY ARE YOU 
ер | SWEATING НЕКЕ ? 
AGO OUT AND COOL 
YOURSELF. 


[ААН | THE BREEZE IS Y a 
E 1 VERY COOL AND ከመ- 1 
፻ REFRESHING. 


EM. © 
Ре 15 COMING THIS WAY | с; % 


WHAT'S UP ? HAVE YOU 
SEEN A LION? 


| THAT DEPRAVED MAN IS 
HITTING A CHILD Il 


% 


| CAN'T BELIEVE THAT А FIVE 
—-YEAR-OLU GIKL CAN 
DO THIS TO А THIRTY-YEAR 


175 BETTER TO SUFFER INSIDE WHOIS y s BETWEEN TwO ОҒ 
THE HEAT THAN FACE 


ARE YOU 
STRONGER OR 


THEN WHY ARE YOU 
SCARED ОҒ А CHILD ? 


STOP CRYING ! | HAVE WHY DID YOU HIT HIM ? 
BEATEN HIM BLACK HE WAS ONLY TRYING TO 
AND BLUE AND SENT SCARE ME. HE DIDN'T 

HIM PACKING. HIT ME. 


ОН-Н | THEN | DID A MAJOR = ee 
BLUNDER Ё— —— 


I WILL GO AND 
ве TO HIM 


CURSES | PERHAPS НЕ 
THERE 15 STILL 


GOMETHING LEFT UNFINISHED. 


I'D BETTER BOLT 
THE DOORS. 


Li 
— 
DOES THE HOUSE HAVE A WINDOW | 
WITHOUT GRILLS ? ኢ 


YES | THERE IS 
ONE AT THE 
BACK. 

~~ 


ІТ RIGHT NOW. 


| WILL TRY THE 
BACK. 


| WASN'T GOING paa i 
THERE TO STEAL! 


THIEF er 


"E CAN GET IN 
THROUGH THE 
WINDOW ANO 
MEET THAT MAN. 


THEN WHY 
WERE YOU PEOPLE CREATE 


| | GOING THROUGH] THEIR PROBLEMS 


THE WINDOW AND THEN 
AND NOT THE BLAME ME | 


NOW | WILL EAT THIS. 
1 АМ HUNGRY, 


а. ТЕАСН 
THAT DIRTY 
ANIMAL A 


€ 1 YOU 
MUSN'T KILL 
THE ANIMAL | 


1 LOST YOUR GUN 
FOR A BANANA? 
CE 
(2 


кел 
<€ 


I'LL FOLLOW 
You! 


THERE, I'VE 
CAUGHT НІМ. 


ше 


PLEASE СМЕ А RUPEE TO 
THE POOR, BABY | 


GRANDPA ! | RAN (e 
OF MY POCKET MONEY. 
CAN YOU LEND ME 


| HAVEN'T СОТ MY 
PENSION YET. 
Aor: CEN À 
5 


a^ 


KLACE, 
DAUGHTER-IN-LAW, 


MADHURI | YOU WILL 
COME WITH ME ON THE 


A: 
ШЕ AM GOING TO TAKE 
PART IN THE QUIZ. 


А ТҮ QUIZ SHOW, WHOSE PRIZE 15 
ONE CRORE 
RUPEES” 
HAS CHOSEN 
ME TO TAKE 
PART IN IT, 


------------ м 
BUT WE'VE TO PREPARE 


FOR IT. WHERE 16 cre 
YOU GENERAL | = | е AROUND THE 
' KNOWLEDGE BOOK? fl ү; WORLD, ILL 
CS RS TAKE YOU 
CRX 
(АА n Ча > 


L 


3 


KK. YADAV те መ 
JHUMRITALAYA 


HAS WON THE ΠΠ 
‘FASTEST FINGER [№ 
FIRST. 


Pay Е | x " b 
@ 
гй 


"чр ዳ | АМ EAGER TO SEE 
i GRANDPA SIT ON THE 
SEAT! 
a 
“Ὁ j е Ра 1 
1 3 É 


ж < 


T 


pm THE PATIENT _ 


DOCTOR. 
BAGWANE YOU 
HERE ?? 


PADAM SHRI PRAN 


Maurice Horn, the editor оГ 
World Encyclopedia of Comics, has 
described cartoonist PRAN as Walt 
Disney of India. 

I'M VISITING 
Entertaining ssec deed ec SES TO 
generation, his comics. een 
constant companion of every es r ТНЕЕЕ 
youngsters growing up, who 
regularly enjoyed the exploits of his SUFFERING. 
famous characters, N 
CHACHA CHAUDHARY, SABU, 
SHRIMATLIL PINKI, BILLOO, 
RAMAN and OTHERS. Over 600 
titles selling in the market, his 
strips regularly appear in numerous 
newspapers. His CHACHA 
CHAUDHARY comics was adapted 
to make а ТУ serial which ran 
continuously to 600 episodes on a 
premier channel. 


‘Travelled widely over the globe, he 
delivers lectures at International .- THERE'S МО 


Conferences, He has been honoured 

with *People of The Year Award" by 4 НЕКЕ. 
Limca Book of Records Гог 

popularizing comies. Prime Minister 

Indira Gandhi released his comic 

book * United We Stand" in 1983. 

Publisher 


TITLE PINKI AND THE CHARACTERS ARE COPYRIGHT REGISTERED BY GOVERNMENT OF INDIA FOR THE PROPERIETIORS 
PRAN'S FEATURES, A-84 NARAINA VIHAR, NEW DELHI. REPRODUCTION OF ANY PART OF THIS BOOK IS STRICTLY 
PROHIBITED. NO ACTUAL PERSON IS NAMED OR DELINEATED IN THIS FICTION COMICS. ANY SIMILARITY TO REAL 
HUMAN BEING OR PLACE IS PURELY COINCIDENTAL, 


HER TEETH MUST ВЕ 
INFECTED. l'LL CHECK. 


መያ P 


5 98 САМ 
EM SEE THEM [ш 
LIKE THIS. 
MOUTH FO 
SHOWING 
TEETH. 


YOUR DADAJI MUST ВЕ 
UNWELL. 
= 


PAG 4: 


"ES DO YOU 
ኣኣ 10 ዕዕ 


DON'T HAVE TO СО. WE HAD 
А BET THAT THE CONDUCTOR 
OF THE NEXT BUS WILL HAVE 

MOUSTACHES. 


50 | STOPPED TEE LOST THE BET. 
THE BUS. YOU DON'T HAVE 
MOUSTACHES. 


መመ SHUHINA 
AUNTY LIVES 
THERE, LET'S 
GO AND HAVE 
SOMETHING 
THERE. 


www.chachachaudhary.com 


E АТАШ. YOU | iQ HER ANGER SHE 
DON'T KNOW HER. 4 PICKS OMER. JU 


өне GETS ANGRY || AND HITS OTHER: 
Ё 38 жай 


IN THAT CASE OUR FOOD 
gm po d HAS DEEN ሆ « 


ናበ — - 


65 - I'M REMINDED OF 
ANICE THING ON SEEING 
YOUR NOSE. 


о 
WHAT'S и Y) QU 
THAT? KO o. 
MA « 
(15, 


dc | РІМКІ HOW 
РАКЕ YOU ?? 


[catch IT pe 


— 
( 


6 


€ PINKI BREAKING OUT A FIGHT 


MOM MY TEACHER 
WAS VERY UNWELL. 


аны ? IS SHE MORE 
ምሙ- ком? 


6. rm ME AN 
IMPORTANT HOME WORK. 


ТЕЦ. МЕТНЕ ` THE TOPIC IS. 
l'LL HELP YOU. HOW DOES A FIGHT 


BREAK OUT? 


Жж. АТ 
ALL. I'LL 
EXPLAIN. 


r. MINUTE. 
ιά SUCH NEGATIVE 
EXAMPLES TO A CHILD ? 


= THAT YOUR 
MOM AND НЕК 
FRIEND ARGUE ON 
ANEW SAREE. 


YES YOU'RE 
DOING 50. 


ж I'M NOT 
MISLEADING HER. 


ғ ОЕ 
YOU BE QUIET. 


ο ο 3 UNDEKSTOOD HOW 
A FIGHT BREAKS OUT. 


TODAY I'LL 


MAKE A FOOL ЕРЕН 1ΘΕΕ CAN'T YOU 
OF НЕК. «| WHAT'S IN SEETHAT 
MY HAND ? 


RED COLOURED 
UMBRELLA. | UNDER THIS WILL THINK 
THIS IS А OF YOU ONLY. 
MAGIC = 
UMBRELLA, 


TAKE ІТ AND RETURN 
IN THE EVENING. 


CAN | COME UNDER 
YOUR UMBRELLA ? 


1 FEW DAYS BACK 
| BORROWED MONEY 
FROM YOU. 


ALSO HAVE A y 
CHOCOLATE. в“ 
SHARING 


HIS 
CHOCOLATE. 


ІТ SURELY 
ISA 
MAGIC 
UMBRELLA m THE 
SUN THEN 
(COME HERE. 


тет 


as ሦር иа: i 


D BOUGHT A NEW 
GAME. WHENEVER 


— s 
THIS UMBRELLA 
HAS DONE 


WONDERS. UMBRELLA 


15 REALLY 
MAGICAL. 


IT ACTUALLY 
DID WONDERS. 


е тоо 
BECAUSE 
OF МУ 
UMBRELLA, 


| WANTED TO FOOL 
PINKI. FORTUNATELY 
SOMETHING GOOD 
HAPPENED TO HER. 


CAN SOMEONE 
ACTUALLY FOLLOW A 
PERSON BECAUSE 
OF AN UMBRELLA ? 


Е .. SURELY 
YOUR UMBRELLA 
15 MAGICAL. 


WHY ARE YOU SO 
TROUBLED DHOLU 
PEHALWAN ? 


® 1A BODY 
PART TURNS 
BLUE ONLY 


DOOK OF TRADITIONAL THIS HAS THE REMEDY TO 
REMEDIES WILL BE HELPFUL. YOUR LEGS TURNING BLUE. 


IT COST 
RS. 10,000. 


፳፻ i 
WHAT? 
Л 


IT WILL CURE THE 
AILMENT OF YOUR LEGS. 


MY LEGS 


ARE STILL THAN WE 
THOUGHT. 


p TELLS ABOUT AN OIL 
FOR SUCH A DISEASE. 
ү = COSTLY, BUT VERY 
EFFECTIVE. 


NOW WHAT 

HAPPENED 
внош 

PEHALWAN १ 


ТНЕ 
COLOUR OF 
YOUR LEGS 

REVEALS 
ONLY ONE 
THING... 


YOUR LEGS ARE 
TURNING BLUE 
AS YOUR LUNGI IS 
BLEEDING COLOUR. 


DADAJI | SOMETHING VERY 
IMPORTANT. DON'T 
DISTURB ME. 


SSS 
ሸ-- 


X 


ГА IT ?? POUR SOME 
DADAJII AM HOT OIL, IT WILL OPEN. 


UNABLE TO ОРЕМ 
THE WINDOW. 


SORRY DADAJI, I'LL 
GO AND DO AS YOU 


፳2 TRYING TO OPEN 


р 
a 
ITS WINDOW. YOU ONLY 
TOLD ME TO POUR OIL 
IN IT. 
— 


THEN 
YOU TOLD 
TOHITIT 
AND THIS 

15 THE 
RESULT. 


OH GOD!HOW 
COULD I KNOW 
YOU WERE 
TALKING OF 
COMPUTER 
WINDOW ? 


PRANS 


PINKI 


MANGOES 


РІМКІ WHERE ARE YOU 
GOING? 
BUT THE MARKET 
РА THAT WAY? 


с? 
` CHAMPU? 


THE PLACE WHERE | ОО 
| GET FREE MANGOES, 


AND 
THERE'S A TREE HERE. | DROP THE = Je 
MANGOES WITH M'Y STONES 
AND EAT THEM. 


EATING FREE 
MANGOES ISN'T 
THERE IN MANGOES 
BOUGHT! 


I'LL CROP 
ONE WITH 
A STONE. 


wow! 
WHAT JUICY 


SMACK! 
DELICIOUS! 


аа та МУ TREE. HOW 
DARE YOU 


INSTEAD OF 


ТАМ SO! Ке 1 WILL PAY FOR IT. 
HOW MUCH IS IT? 


፳= r IT'S SAFE 
4 HELP! | NOW! 


BUT WHY АКЕ 
YOU ANGRY የ 


= кит! 
LETS GO! 


š 
= 
z 
= 


a МЕ 
GO AWAY ! 


"м NOT "ту 
MY TOOTH PAINS. 
GOING то THE 


DENTIOT መ 
MEDICINE, | 


| САМ SAVE YOUR 
МОМЕҮ. 


CRACK A HARD SLAP. 
ON THE CHEEK, THE SIDE 
OF WHICH YOUR TOOTH 


IM NOT m 
MY TOOTH РАНО | 
GOING TO THE 


оемпет v | 
MEDICINE, 1 | 


І CAN SAVE YOUR 
MONEY. 


A CRACK А HARD SLAP. 

ON THE CHEEK, THE SIDE 

OF WHICH YOUR TOOTH 
ACHES. 


GUARANTEED AND 


CHEAPER TOO. 


ш 
м 
о 
> 
о 
2 
Ф 
- 


kasa ы 
т” 22) 


ге 


THEN WHY АКЕ 
YOU NOT HAPPY ? 


БЕЗ МҮ СНЕЕК 
PAINS: 


ГМ A THIEF, 
| WAS HIDING IN $5 
А HOUSE. | 


4 Sa J 
ei 


e WHY HAVE YOU й 1 
COME OUT ? | 


ድ AN 


ΠΠ. 
Ш 


' [4 FACT ГМ A CRICKET 
P" ҒАМ. ГМ GOING TO 
STADIUM ТО SEE 
eR MATCH. 


Е САМ | SEE YOUR WOW 1 SHE PRAISES ME. WHAT 15 | 
HANDSOME FACE 7 HARM IN $HOWING HER MY 
FACE? 
= f | ን 
| | 
ni y | 


MY GOD | WHY HAD YOU 


HIDDEN THE MOONLIKE 
FACE BEHIND THE 
CLOUDS f 


AREN'T YOU 
JOKING 7 


NO! A DIAMOND 
DOES NOT KNOW 
ITS VALUE. 


| WAS LOOKING 
FOR YOU. 


qu ME SEE THE 
CRICKET MATCH! 


NOWADAYS,GOVERNMENT НАЗ 
INSTALLED TV SETS IN PRISONS, 
YOU CAN WATCH THAT THERE. 


s PRINCE TOO шар MISCHIE MAUS AND ЖАР 
ДИР б WAY. ሸኙ ДРУ STARTED 


© PRANS FEATURES 


туў CITY WES NAMED “WWW VOD CITY! EVERYONE 
EE, МОЛ NM ӨЕ WANTED. AFTER 
LONE HOURS OF PEAY, WHEN THE CHILDREN BECAME 
TIRED , {MU HONGRY, MEY PLUCKED FRUITS FROM 
TREES AND ARE. 


WERE NAUGHTY, 
О TO H6NT ANP SAdIEW 
«мат $ FRUITS. 


WAS RENAMED ~ SAL 
ከ 


ГИ A FILM PRODUCER AND Was 
LOCKING FOR ANEW SIORY 
скаути? FUN, Z LIKED 


... HEAT ον ж/е 
CONSTANTLY INCREASE ds 
WOW WE CAN'T PUA] OUTSIDE. 


ше? «ΟΛΜΕ. 
WERE WELL BE PLAYING 
WT 72 


THEN 

ҰЯҒА 2097 
АА ROE, 

(NTO THE MOOSE ም 


THEN WHY 
YOURE 


TERR АЕ. 
SWEATING ¥ 


LET'S GOTO SOME OTHER LOCALITY 
WHERE POWER HAS NOT GONE OFF. 
THERE WELL FRAY AT SOME 
FRIEND'S , PLACE 


BHIKU L 
N WE PLAY 
AT YOUR HOME T 


PERSPIRING AND THERE 
WONT BE FUN 
PLAYING THAT WAY. 


«. 7/6 THERE WO 
ELECTRICITY AT. YOUR. 
PLACE 227 


ЖУ FATHER /ሯ LOUNGE 
SANE RIENT WORK 
А MAY BEAT US. AN CASE 
WE MAKE ne 


ж PLAY SONEWMERF ELGE 
5 BETTER THAN 
GETTING THRASHED UP, 


272 μα WVEK- 
HE HAS GOT 


15 ELECTRICITY à 
Ari M E AACE? 


T | 

wey VIVERA | ле Vo 

WUR HOUSE ROOMS M 

15 VERY THIS BUILDING . 

26, A STRANGER MAY 
EVEN GET LOST. 


HERE VOU ARE. 
WHICH GAME WOULD YOU 
LIKE TO PLAY T 


WHEREVER 
МЕ ж, 


ΠΠ WHAT I WAS AFRAID OF, 

IN SUH А BIG MOUSE IT /# VERY 

DIFFICULT ТО TRACE A MISSING ше MUST 
SEARCH Hitt. 


fs YOUR MUMMNV-DADDY AND SERVENT. THEY 
MAY HELP US IN SEARCHING CHAUTKE. 


MUMMY- DADDY HAVE GONE Ж? ATTEND 
А MARRIAGE AND All SERVANTS ARE 


MESE PRINTS 
ARE GOING N THAT 
PREC Fron. 


ጾ 7 THERE /5 ONE WAY OUT. ТИҒ Ἱ „2 E vot ἡ 
Gor AN ELECTRONIC GADGET WHICH и МУ ӨР. 


AN RECORD MOVEMENTS OF A 

CERTAN DISTANCE. WHEREVER 

«γώ /5 THERE HIS MOVEMENTS | 
ж ВЕ RECORDED AND WE'£4 


THERE ВЕ SOMME 


wow! ELEVATOR 
FALLY 


(8 Ri 


LET'S FO DOWN. 
GOP KNOWS 
WHERE ረ/#/#ሮፖሎሪ/ 
MAS DISAPPEARED 


THERE ¿s / ENTOVING VIDEO 
“М THE BEDRI 


BY GESTURES CHHUTKU (9 SAYING 

THAT (N FACT WE WERE LOST. HE WAS 
ys SITTING AND WATCHING THE 
DEO WHOLE TNE IN JHE BEDROOM. 


IN YOUR 
DISAPPEARANCE © 


| | 144 DRINK ΝΕ TEA 
СЕ ολ THAT 
е. SOFA THERE , 


I'LLGET ANOTHER Ἡ ç 
СОР OF TEA у е 
FOR YOU. 7. 


4 
/ | CLEAN YOUR 
> | TROUSERS , 


а HERE 
ТУЕ CLEANT 
YOUR 

TROUSERS. 


TT 
PRANS 


Z. JUNIOR IPL 


LET ME HAVE A VISIT 
OF STADIUM | 


I AM AN ALL ROUNDER AND 


[ΠῚ WILL DE ለ CAPTAIN OF 
M ΕΙΡ IN OUR TEAM! 
LONY І 


года 
>”, 


OKAY ! TRY THIS ! 


@ 


ር 


= GOES | 
А BUMPER ! 


| COMPLETED 
THERE 15 NO PLACE FOR 
HALF CENTURY ! 
1100 WILL GIRLS IN TEAM ! 
PLAY T-20! RT e ν 


pm ONMYEVERY ` 
N 01! 


ትን 


BEAN CLAP ON MY 
UDIENCE ! | | BATTING ! 


| THERE IS ONE MORE | | YOU BUY MY TEAM IN 
ng CHOICE ! | AUCTION | 
ር. ὶ po r 


& 


3 ή 


` л 2. 
YOU'LL ВЕ A SPONSER LIF | 
4 WHO WOULD BUY A THIRD 
TEAM WINS, YOU'LL EARN 1... RATE TEAM OF YOURS | | 
A / 
z< 88 p 


43 X A 


LET ME PLAY 
PC-3 GAME! 


PINKI!1AM 
GOING TO MARKET! 
CLOSE THE FRONT 


7 * m х? 
GOLOO | HOUSE 
EJ. - HAS GONE 
OUT I HER 
DAUGHTER 15 
ALONE INSIDE | 


CHURRAT 1 AND LADIES TAKE 
ENOUGH TIME FOR SHOPPING | 
THEREFORE, HER MOTHER WOULD NOT BEFORE SHE 


A | DOOR! 


г 


е. .. 


१ CHILD | SAY, WHERE =» ASIDE ! YOU'RE 
THE MONEY 15 KEPT ? 2 HINDERING MY 


FIRST YOU SAY, WHO 
ARE YOU AND HOW 
DID YOU ENTER IN ? 


WHAT A TRAGEDY ? 
I TELL POLICE THAT 
IAM NOT THIEF AND 
mí DON'T BELIEVE | 
THIS GIRL IS JUST 

OPPOSITE? 


FIRST | SHOULD DO THAT "= SAY WHERE THE MONEY 
JOB FOR WHICH | HAVE IS KEPT, OTHERWISE ? 
COME HERE | 


е. , py 
በክ — ки 2 
FS e ΝΕ 


MONEY І--МОМЕҮ ЗУ” YOU 
DON'T THINK ABOUT ANYTHING 

ELSE ? FIRST, SIT AND PLAY A d 
PC-3 GAME WITH ME! 


E 


1 ==, | CHURRAT THIEF 15 
DOING MERE ? MIGHT 
NOT BE PLANNING 
BURGLARY ? 


ses COMPANION 
GOLOO MIGHT BE 
SOMEWHERE 


те THAT IS WHY THE 
ED IN 


[WOW | WITH WHAT 
А200М MY CAR 


OHH ! DAUGHTER, SOUND OF YOUR 
CAR IS CAUSING HEADACHE, WHY 
DON'T YOU TAKE ІТ OUTSIDE 7 


WE'LL RUN IT 
ON FOOT PATH | 


Diamond Comics - Епдизп 


wow | 
WITH WHAT A 
SPEED ITIS GOING. 


МАТТ | WHY YOU 
DESTROYED МУ С. 


— y 


THOROU 
ANY ONI 


Ες. 


NOW — MY 51 
DIAM. ት RIY 


EL = TANK 
CRUSHED MY 


THB BATHOROUGH NE 


Jl TANK DESTROYED 
MY TRUCK | 


| 
NO Il! DONT 
MEAN THAT. 
| 


Io MI 


%-. 


CUSTODY WILL PUT 
YOU IN SENSES. 


Гн CHAMPU | PLAYING 
É ALONE ? 
መመር | 
| 
== = š 


IN CRICKET AT LEAST TWO 
PLAYERS ARE REQUIRED. | 

YOU'LL GIVE ME BATTING, 1) 
THEN | CAN FLAY 
ti YOU. 


THE COIN STOOD 
ON ITS EDGE | 
NEITHER HEADS 
NOR TAILS | 


WHY ARE 
LAMENTING ? 


πο πμ 


OKAY. 
YOU BAT FIRST. 


„ше АСТА 
ኣያ 


jen 


WHY CHAMPU HAS 
NOT RETURNED 
WITH BALL የ 


WALL Iñ NEAR THE 
009. W 100 THERE 
000 WILL ВИЕ МЕ. 


WHAT АКЕ YOU 
PREPARING FOR 
BREAKFAST ? 


"n (а 


P g ; IT WOULD HAVE ሺ. ራሽ 
- 4 


BEEN BETTER IF | 
- COULD GET 
OMELETTE 


INSTEAD. 


Bo 


РКЕРАВЕ OMELETTE 7 


THERE IS NO EGG АТ 1४७७४ OMELETTE ONLY! 
HOME. HOW WILL I ፲፪ 
ва 
роти GO AND ' 


BUTTER, EGG. BREAD | 
ሻር 1. 


` 


HE IS CHARGING 
MORE | 


TOLD YOU FOR YOU 
BENEFIT. EGGS ARE BEING 
5010 AT RS.20 A DOZEN 
AT SHOP i 


= ҮЙІН 

МЕ! THERE 

|6 МЕТ САМ 
OF RS. 41 


Е ICAN GET 
THOSE CHEAPER, 
WHY SHOULD | 


TURN RIGHT AT 
THE CROSSING | 


DRIVE OVER THE 
FLY-OVER | 
፳:. 


75 FAR | HAVE TO 
DRIVE MORE ? 


WE ARE DRIVING FOR 
LAST ONE HOUR I 


THE CAR 
IN FRONT 
OF THAT 


AND SPENT RS, 100 
ON PETROL. 


RAND PAPA 115 
тўз 


ሽ ОНТ SHARPER 


HUMAN'S? 


= NEVER SEEN ANY í АМ GOING s 


SQUIRREL WEARING A WALK. 
WHY YOU ONLY STROLL IN 


SPECTACLES. 
PARK AND NOT ON ROAD ? 


AS THERE 16 NO POLLUTION OF TRUCKS ቼ | FLL ALSO COME WITH YOU 
AND BUSES, ANDI ALSO MEET MY FRIEND ДА LER e 


GODBOLE THER 
НЕВА г UNCLE GODBOLE. 


STORY-TELLER, 


OFCOURSE! .. WHENEVER HE DOESN'T 
COME. GO HIS HOME TO SEE HE 
MIGHT HAVE NOT FALLEN ILL . 


THEN HE MUST DE 
WAITING FOR YOU DAILY 
IN THE PARK ? 


हैं. GRAND PA! DONT 

BE SCARED. THAT 

DOG IS GROWLING 
ON KUTKUT. 


WHY YOU BROUGHT НЕК WITH 
YOU ? GO BACK AND TAKE 
НЕК HOME! 


NOW NO DOG WILL 

TROUBLE, AS SHE 

15 SITTING ON MY 
SHOULDER. 


YOU ARE MISTAKEN | қ HELLO! FRIEND V 


ACUTALLY MY FRIEND Y 
DISLIKES ANIMALS 1 COLIN B GODBOLE! 


FIRST TAKE AWAY THAT 
ANIMAL. THEN ONLY I'LL GO 6 
FOR WALK WITH YOU! 
пред m σσ 
ap) | [ 
е” | 
ነጮ 
Ж” 


WE SHOULD TAKE 
нм то CLINIC | 


IWANT YOUR 
ELEPHANT! 


4 DON'T 223 AFRAID | 
HE WILL TAKE YOU 
TO CLINIC | 


GRANDPA | SAY 
SOME STORY ? 


52537 WHEN I WAS YOUNG, 
WHILE FLYING A KITE IFELL 
DOWN FROM TERRACE 


OH-NO | е AGAIN! 
YOU WERE INJURED 
DOCTOR PLASTERED YOUR 
LIMBS AND IT TOOK TWO 
MONTHS ТО RFCOVFR 


THIS r 
SEVERAL TIMES 


"ae γου 5 
CAR YOU'LL 
RETURN EARLY 
AND WITHOUT 
ΤΟΙ 5 


WALKING IS A | THEN WHY DON'T YOU DX 

Е WRESTI.ING АМО WEIGH 

GOOD EXERCIS LIFTING LIKE BAJRANGI 
PEHAL WAN DOES 7 


ет 
NOT AN 
EXERCISE 


mM—-— ` | | Ψ ITIS 
WHY 


DO YOU. x= p 


STROLL > 


YOU WERE 
SAYING I 
STROLLING IS 


BENEFICIAL? 


ነ 


І НАУЕ ТО 60 ВАСК 
ТО СНАМСЕ СІ.ОТНЕ5 


М та 
í 


pOOR 
GRANDPA ! 


2 
ነ! 
A 


„iie, 
^m ( ІТ WANT 
TO CHANGE MY 
CLOTHES 


YOU HAVE TO REMAI 
LIKE THAT ALL CLOT 


УТУ Е 
ЈНАРАТЈІ ! MAY / WATCH 
` SERIAL ON YOUR ТУ? 

Ж = ш 


BECAUSE MY MOTHER-IN-LAW 
15 COMING. 


Е CHILDREN OF НЕР 
LOCALITY MAKE LOT OF 
Eg MY MOTHEI 
LAW WANTS TO RELAX FOR 
А FEW DAYS HERE. 


DOES SHE МОТ , MV MOTHER DOESN'T 
LINE \ (ЕКЕ HUE AND CRY OF 
WATCHING rv ? ይ; THE CHILDREN . 


[WE'VE ASSURED ИЕР 
WAT AS LONG AS SHE STAYS 
(ERE NO CHILD WILL 
ENTER OUR НОМЕ. 


5 TVAT 
CHAMPU'S HOUSE. 


a 
u 
S 
- 
о 
a 


ሂሬ 
VET V, 


HARE THE BOOTY FIFTY- Fi 


T 5 
जज 


GIRL ! GIVE МЕ THE PURSE. WE 


2%. WHOLE DAY. 


CHILD! SIT HERE AND 
F. ርህ ነ ENTERTAIN YOURSELF 


E | H! THE SQUIRREL 
HAS EATEN MY CHEESE ! 


£ATABLES AT SOME 
SAFE PLACE ? 


ONE DAY I'LL KILL YOUR r YOU SUCCEED NEXT DAY. MANSUKH ! WHAT ARE 
SQUIRREL | | 1 


DALGANI ! | WANT TO CATCH 
KUTKUT- SQUIRREL 
AT ANY COST. 


HUSH + KEEP 

QUIET, LEST 

PREY SHOULD 
RUN AWAY, 


IT'S EASY. BUY THIS TRAP FOR 
TWENTY RUPEES, SHE'LL BE TRAPPED INTO IT. 


от PUT APIECE OF CHEESE ІМ 
IT. SQUIRREL. WILL COME IN 
LURE OF THAT AND GET TRAPPED 


Б” ТНЕКЕ 15 3 SOUND OF 
BANG OF CAGE DOOR. 


NEXT DAY. 


(WAIT HERE. AS SOON 
AS I SEE THE SQUIRREL'S 
HEAD I'LL HIT HARD. 


KUTKUT WILL ENTER 


AFTER SOME ТІМЕ 
HE FALLS ASLEEP, 


өз ME YOUR 
CATAPULT FOR 
SOME TIME. 


BHIKHU DEAR! PLACE 
Ее PLAY WITH (T. THIS JAM POT IN TWE 
— ው” SUN AT THE ROOF. 


— T3 


тов) 
ጄ : | STOP! | 


you've BROKEN дуй WHY? ir wis 
JAM POT! YOU'LL | vour CATAPULT НИКИ 
BROKE THE POT. WHY 

SHOULD 1 PAY ? 


> „ам 
CONTAINER ТТИ ene WITH МЕ. (^ 
WOW МЕ REFUSES ТО ነ 
PAY FOR THAT. Γ е S 
1 ч 


HAYE YOU COME 
TO OUR PLACE? 


% 


ኒ πω. DON'T DO THAT. 


IF YOU CUT MY CLOTHES 
ILL CLAIM CLOTHES"PRICE. 
FROM vou, 


THIS SCISSORS WHICH / 
TORROWED FROM YOUR MOTHER WiLL 
CUT THE CLOTHES.THEREFCRE TH 
CULPRIT WILL BE YOUR INN SCISSOR $ 


Ë ЧЕТУ RUPEES AS 
(«8 TO ВШКНИ. 


SIS! GIVE МЕ ТЕМ 
RUPEES! 


EATING SWEETS WILL 
DECAY YOUR TEETH. GO TO 
YOUR ROOM AND STUDY! 


де 
YOU АКЕ ነ 
SPENDING ОМ | 
WORTHLESS 


1" те | 
NOT GOOD 
FORYOU. / 


== IS A 
NAUGHTY GIRLI 


DID THIS PICTURE 
REALLY SPEAK?? 


PICTURE INMY 
ROOM TALKS! 


WHAT DID 
YOU SAY? 


AM | DREAMING 


OR WHAT? 


1S IT TRUE THAT 
YOU CAN SPEAK? 


1 SPOKE THE 
TRUTH. 


YOU HAVE BEEN UP ALL 
NIGHT STUDYING. YOU 
NEED REST. 


— - ARE YOU IN 
АХ? 


HELLO BABY! 
HOW'RE YOU? 


HE DIDN'T BELIEVE 
^ WORD | SAIDI 


1JUST የው PINKI'S 
PICTURE TALKING IN MY 
ROOM. 


| PICTURE TALK? 


[EU HEEE: " SAN 
Г NONSENSE! А | 22:22 DON'T МАК 
HOW CAN A ІРІ | | ArooL se) 


ME AGAIN! f 


Re 1AM QUITE WORRIED! m. 
PICTURE IN MY ROOM TALKS TO 
ME PUT NOT WITH OTHERS. 

3 ( ЕЕ 


% so 
WHAT'S THE 
SECRET? 


FIRST GIVE ME 


NOW COME 

BEHIND THE 
WALL TO THE 
OTHER SIDE! 


COMPUTER AND FOOTBALL 


PINKI, I CALLED YOU 
HOME YESTERDAY. 
WHY DIDN'T YOU CHAMPU! 
SORRY, 
I WENT ТО 
SEEA 
CRICKET 
MATCH. 


WHAT'S YOUR 
ТЕ ГТОО SAW 
ТНЕ МАТСН ОМ ТУ. 


ЕТЕЕМ 
ES AND 
( SECONDS Ч 
NDS AF 
THREE της 


Ет 


Le Ы; фа 
ረታ ек Lea 
OKAY, ΙΕ ΜΕ. 
n HALF PAST ka GOSH! THAT’ 
TEE TIME ELEVEN AND TRUE! PINKI, HOW. 
TEN SECONDS. COULD YOU DO THAT? 
Е 4 y By ч X 


[ THEREIS ACLOCK | 1 

— ተ ? n 

1 `< 

| % | = 3. 
44! 411 
πε" 
ва 

43 


BIKHU! COME, LET'S 
PLAY FOOTBALL AT 


| | Pi SPACE АСЕ! 
TODAY'S KIDS PLAY 
|| COMPUTER GAMES. 


BIKHU IS UP TO. 
THAT'S HIS 
HOUSE. 


PINKI! 
IDON'T 
HAVE 


WITH OUTDOOR SPORTS 
AND YOUR MUSCLES 
BECOME STRONGER. 


COMPUTER GAMES 
SHARPEN THE MIND. 
UNDERSTAND? 


ҮЕ ОУУ! WITH ALL THIS CHATTER” 
I FORGOT WHICH BUTTON 
| SHOULD HAVE " ON 
THE KEYBOARD? 


С [€ BODY 
HAS A STRONG 
- MIND. 


5 CONES я СЕТ 
RUINED... [LOST FROM 
HERE! 


ጮ፡፡ 1 a PLAY 
IN PEACE. 


— 


Н ТНАУЕ PRESSED ALL 

YIKES! WHY ISN'T ' THE BUTTONS ON THE 
MY GAME - | KEYBOARD BUT THE 
RUNNING? MONITOR IS BLANK 


WHY? AREN'T 
YOU PLAYING 
COMPUTER 
GAMES: 


BAT REFIR 


T 


JOZII I LEFT THIS BAT IN MY 
ROOM. A RAT CHEWED IT UP 
LAST NIGHT. 


WHAT ARE YOU 

SAD ABOUT? BE 
4; DIDN'T 

CHEW UP YOUR 


53 "VE ТО 
PLAY Ti 


THEN BUY A 
NEW ONE! 


ምጽ ONLY HAVE ል 
TENNER ON A 


TEJASINGH, 4 

CARPENTER. HE 
CAN REPAIR 
YOUR DAT, 


ANEW BAT COSTS 
TWO HUNDRED 
RUPEES. 


м 


TEJASINGH IS AN 


WHEN OUR CHAIR 
BROKE HE REPAIRED 
— SOIT LOOKED 
BRAND NEW. 


I WANT YOU TO 
REPAIR M'Y BAT. 


В JT | CAN ONLY DO IT AFTER. 
El НТ DAYS, | AM BUSY WITH 
FL £NITURE FOR A MARRIAGE. 


ҺО! CAN'T WAIT 5 | 


IF YOU'RE IN A 
LONG. I NEEC TO 


|| HURRY. от. 
PLAYIN TODAY'S | о 
MATCH WIT'4 IT. 


CAN THAT GIRL REALLY 
REPAIR. M'Y BAT? 


ж ТНЕВЕ = PINKI! | 


4 


T I NEED REPAIRED IT JUST 
ON'T TAKE LONGER г 


3 


Г. 
а 


THAN TEN MINUTES. 
ALL 
№, конт 


= SAY ONE MUST 
CUT OFF THE ROTTEN 
PART AND THROW IT 


tu олан) 
PRANS 


А 1 1 
ግ 


РІМКІ 


Y./ CHOCHOLATES 


WHAT WILL YOU DO 


SISTER | MY POCKET CANT HOLD 
$0 MANY COINS, PLEASE GIVE 
‚ ME CURRENCY NOTES IN EXCHANGE. 


OKAY, ВИТ YOU 
MUST GIVE MEA 


CHOCOLATE BAR ТОО. EACUS 
HERES YOUR 
сраженст 

NOTES. 4 


የህ EAT ONE BAR AND TAKE 
THE OTHER HOME FOR ою. 
KUTKUT. EAT YOUR WALNUTS. 


ЗАМТОО | GO HOME AND 
7 EAI FOOD. 
--- 
NO 11 WANT SOME Ú ЖЕ > | 
CHOCOLA | 
ч 


гм 
TAKING THES 
нома тов 
му SISTER . 


| GIVE ME THAT BAR TOO. О ГЦ SWALLOW THIS ONE TOO. 
Pr ነ 


9 e 


OOHH | WHY ARE THESE 
BUBBLES COMING OUT 
FROM MY STOMACH 7 


1 CAN FORESEE A BLEAK FUTURE 


FOR THAT MAGATINE AS YOUR 


BHIKU IS STARTING WRITING 15 FULL OF ERRORS. 


A MAGALINE CALLED 


"CHILDREN TIMES" 
I WANTTO WORK 


THAT (5 THE 
OFFICE OF THE 
PUBLICATION, 


WHAT POST WILL | GET IN THE MAGAZINE ?- 
AN ASSISTANT EDITOR Ой A REPORTER 7 


YOU CAN BE A PRESS PHOTOGRAPHE 
GET A COLOUR PHOTO OF 
A DOG FOR THE COVER OF 
CHIOREN TIMES, 


OKAY. ГИ СИТ А 


ME IS A FAITHFUL ANIMAL . HE'S FRIENDLY ТО PICTURE Of THAT. 


IN АМО EASY ТО SHOOT ONE, YOU WILL FIND 
ΟΝΕ ROAMING ON ANY STREET. 


Тк HOUSE 
HAS A DOG 
FLL GET MIS 
PICTURE 


ONE 1$ OUT 
TO BITE ME. 


=. - DIDN'T KNOW PRESS 
PHOTOGRAPHY WAS $O 
[ JO 
ОСИ t 


MINI | WHATS THE MATTER 7 


THERES NOT A SINGLE DOG = e 
4 > CITY HAVE GONE THERE ТО EAT UP 
Visite ON STREETS 1 E 1 THE LEFTOVERS. 


YOU CAN TAKE A 
PICTURE Of MY DOG. 
COME WITH ME. 


A TOY ? | NEED A PHOTO OF 
А UVE DOG. 


THAT DOG (5 PLAYING 
WITH ለ BALL 
GREAT PICTURE. 
FU TAKE А 


Е". 15 МО ORDINARY DOG. HE ACTE IN FILMS. 
THE FEE 15 FIVE LAKH RUPEES FO! 
HIS APPEARANCE DO YOU HAVE 
THAT MUCH MONEY 7 


ህጅ LOONT YOU DARE TAKE 
μι PICTURE. 


WHY 715 T 
ACRIMETO 
TAKE HIS 


PHOTO 1 


THAT DOG CHARGES MORE THAN 


MANY ACTORS. 


8 ® CAN TAKE АЗ MANY 
— | OF MY MOTI 
AS YOU WISH, 


WHY DONT) RUN 
ARR | МОП, WAIT II NEED 


0 1 
1Ο JAKE YOUR PHOTO. AHEAD AND TAKE 
YOU'LL BE ON THE FRONT ልሄዘዕየ? 
PAGE OF THE МА; 


PINKI'SDEBT 


ЗИНИ COME НЕВЕ. 
1WANT TO SHOW YOU 


5 MY IMAGE 
CARVED ON THE 
TRUNK OF THAT TREE 


DIONT YOU PULL SWEEDIE'S 
HAIR AND HIT HER ON HEAD ? 


OTHERWISE EVERYONE 
KNOWS AM VERY 
FRIENDLY, JUST UKE 
THAT PICTURE. 


PROBABLY HE IS UNAWARE Of YOUR 
QUARRELUNG CHARACTER, 


EJ) DID THAT ONLY AFTER 
ЗНЕ BROKE MY DOLL. 


PINKI | COME 
HERE, HERE'S 
ANOTHER PICTURE, 


THAT IMAGE ALSO SHOWS MY 
TRUE CHARATER. ! DON'T FIGHT 
UNLESS PROVOKED. 


пита ГЦ FIND SOME 
MORE ENGRAVINGS. 


BUT WHO IS ENGRAVING 
ALL THOSE PICTURES ? 


SOMETIME BACK PINK! BORROWED FIVE RUPEES FROM ME 
SINCE THEN SHE'S BEEN AVOIDING МЕ | THOUGHT IF SHE EVER 
COMES OUT FORA WALK SHELL SEE THESE IMAGES AND MEET МЕ 
M AND PAY BACK 
THE MONEY , 


PINKI, WHY 
DOES KUTKUT 
SIT ON YOUR 
SHOULDER ? 


NO, THIS WAY ANIMAL 
THINKS HER MASTER 
LOVES HER 


NO ВІТНІ ! YOUR PET WOULD 
ALSO FEEL GOOD IF YOU LET 
HIM SIT ON YOUR SHOULDER | 


mmm, 
"TT BECAUSE 
MY PET 15 


ABY, | BOUGHT Ата" FRUITS 
FROM MARKET | THOUGHT 
LET ME PUT THESE ON TABLE 


NAANI | WHY DON'T YOU DRINK [7 
ч JUICE INSTEAD ? THAT NUTRIENT AUTHORITIES 
SAY THAT EATING 
FRESH FRUITS 


THAN ТНЕК 
JUICE | 


DO YOU ALWAYS 
CONSUME FRESH 
FRUITS p С: 


Б 


OULD | EAT AN ORANGE 
lel 
E вт?) л 


Ta SWALLOWED 
THOSE | 


| GIVE ME THE SEEDS | I'LL 
THROW THOSE IN DUSTBIN ! ॥ 
4 ላ 
(< S за 
95 


SEEDS ARE qm | THOSE СА 
CAUSE STOMACH ACHE | 


OF ORANGE | HAVE DA 
Lf SWALLOWED THOSE TOO ? 
क्त. W 


ጩ =" A 
CUP OF THOSE | 


GRANDPA! 
WHAT ARE 
YOU 
DOING ? 


"TT | 
BUT ICANT HEAR f 


рег 
JHARY comics was adapted 
TV serial which ran 


IAM CHATTING WITH МҮ 
FRIEND KUNDANLAL ! 


zi ШЕ 
INTERNET 
CHAT AND IT 
15 VOID OF 
SOUND! 


BUT I CAN'T SEE YOUR OHH ! WHERE THIS GIRL-HAS 
FRIEND KUNDANLAL ? ARE LANDED FROM TO EAT MY BRAIN ? 
YOU TALKING TO HIS GHOST 


MY STOMACH 

IS FULL! WHY 

SHOULD | EAT 
| YOUR BRAIN ? 


KUNDANLAL RESIDES AT та 
КАКААВСАН | THAT IS WHY E 
YOU CAN'T SEE HIM HERE ! ΡΟΝ 

S THROUGH 
TELEPHONE | 
| CAN'T SEE 
THAT EITHER ? 


MODERN COMMUNICATION )| | 
TECHNOLOGY HAS FORGED 
AHEAD ! CONVERSING ON 


Εξ SEND YOUR MESSAGE 


TO ANY FAR OFF CORNER 
OF WORLD 16 A CLICK AWAY | 


E. 


LALLAN MIAN ! 

САМІ COME ТО 

WATCH YOUR 
PIGEONS ? 


UNCLE! WHAT ARE YOU TYING [Т ДУ Y 
TOTHENECKOFPIGEONS? | 27 ο 
44 | 


ITIS AN IN 
TO WEDDING OF MY 
SON IT'LL HAVE ТО 
SEND MANY SUCH 

INVITATIONS TO 
RELATIVES AND 
FRIENDS | 


THIS LETTER WILL б WHY DON'T YOUY MY RELATIVES DONT 
MY MAAMU WHO LIVE IN SENDALL | POSSESS COMPUTERS | 
4 TUGLAKABAD | MESSAGES BY WE MANAGE THIS 


INTERNET ! IT 
15 FAST! 


FRIEND | LET ME HAVE SERVICE 
OF YOUR PIGEON I'LL HAVE 
SEND MESSAGE TO KUNDANLAL | 


ВИТ GRANDPA I YOU CAN DO AIT | FIRST ONE HAS TO LEARN IT 
THIS EASILY ON YOUR COMPUTER ? 


Ae уя ТНАТ 
PIGEON 
FLIES ON 
SADAR BAZAAR 


внкни ! WHY DO YOU 
THINK 50 ? YOU NEVER 
ASKED SUCH QUESTION 
BEFORE ? 


PINKI, AM I NOT 
HANDSOME ? 


| { ILIKE DOING 
ACTING ! FRIENDS 
SAY | CAN NOT 
BECOME А HERO 
BECAUSE | AM 
NOT HANDSOME! 


WA SOME OR NOT 7 MORE I'LL REMOVE IT TO 
THAN HALF OF YOUR FACE IS UNCOVER MY FACE ! 
HIDDEN BEHIND SPECTACLES ! 


WOW IWHY HAD YOU BHIKHU, YOU'LL 


HIDDEN YOUR BEAUTY 
BEHIND SPECTACLES 90 FAR የ BEASUPER STAR! 


BUT I CAN'T SEE 


WITHOUT SPECS የ HOW [= -- Í 
WOULD 100 ACTIONS | 
DURING SHOOTING ? 


WHY DON'T YOU GET 
FITTED CONTACT LENSES 
ON YOU EYES ? 


LET US 6010 
THAT SHOP . 


SIR, BHIKHU M FITTED 

WANTS 5 TO MY EYES 100 YOU FIND 
CONTACT Ὧν ANY DIFFERENCE ? 
LENSES ! са 


LENSES ARE FITTED ON YOUR | 
EYES ! LOOK INTO MIRROR, 
HOW DO YOU FEEL ? 


WHAT DID | 


Ë SAY TO 


S FROM EYE, 
MY ONE LENSE FELL 
SOMEWHERE | 


SWALLOWED 
MY LENSE ! 


Фад В I WEAR MY OLD 
SPECTALES ! 


е SEED OF DATE 


| МАЗ EATING 
DATES! SUDDENLY 
15 SEED SLIPPED 
INTO MY STOMACH! 


IT IS CAUSING PAIN І Д k Г 


СНАМРОО 
WHAT 
HAPPENED ? 


| ATREE WILL GROW OUT 
Г] OF THAT SEED FROM YOUR 
BELLY! YOU WILL GET 
LOTS OF DATES! 


А IS NOT A LAUGHING MATTER! | | SORRY I'LL TAKE YOU 
IAMIN TROUBLE | TO VAIDYA TRIFLA ! 


(HE'LL SUGGEST A WAY 
WHICH WOULD ELIMINATE 
YOUR PAIN! 


| VAIDYAJI ! PLEASE TREAT HIM! 
ς΄ "a T» 


СІҢ 
Rie 


) 
Қ.” 


ITIS PURGATIVEI WHEN | | THAT MEANS, TILL THEN [LL 
| SEED COMES OUT, CONTINUE TO BEAR PAIN ? 
PAIN WILL GO! | DON'T WANT THIS TREATMENT | 


HE TREATS PATIENTS ጨጩጩ 


NT о 2% 


la ሟቿ | NURSE | TAKE git TO OPERATION 
| THEATRE ! WE'LL EXTRACT SEED WITH 
SURGERY ! PAIN WILL STOP ! 


ТАМ OKAY ASI AM ! PLEASE LEAVE | «2 HAVE VOUCHED TO 
ME ALONE | | | SET YOU RIGHT! LET 
ME TRY MY LAST 
ATTEMPT! 


52 HARD BELLY 
AND COUGH | SEED 
WOULD COME OUT! 


н> боен, 


е 


ЕР ’ NOW IT HAS 
| чота МҮ 


दे. CAR'S KEYS 
ኒ 


А 
PRANS 
/| کے‎ 


WHAT FOR? SOHAN JI! 


| SCOOTER I DON'T HAVE ТО SECOND 
| WAITFOR BUS NOW TO 60 | i j FOR WHOM ? 
TO OFFICE 


THEN ILL 
TAKE TWO 


—— — 


Lf CAR መ= 
= = ven Ее. 


LALIT! WATER ОМ l al Ea 3 

xe. БЕЛӘ | 
THAT || ' 4 

ου HAVE WASHED А МУ TES - | 


KEY ОҒ МУ DAD'S CAR. 
IT MIGHT WORK. 


[i 
2% 
EIGHTEEN 
YEARS IS AN 


BUT KEY TS NEEDED 
TO OPEN LALJT'S CAR 


IVE BROUGHT THE KEY, | 
HOPE ITLL WORK 


LETSBREAKTHE | 
GLASS! 


| ረጨ ha 


уа PE. га E. 
са : 
ጩ | МУ new CAR WIL जि 
BE DESTROYED ! Ν ; 


ТО ОРЕМ ТНЕ 
DOOR ОҒ CAR 


X 
= 


Look E 28 
IT WAS - 
SIMPLE ! $ 

ay. 
427) 


WHATS YOUR 
PROFESSION? 


IHAVE | 
STOLEN 135 


| CARS SO FAR 


UITO D 
IT YOURSELF 
THEN ITS 
NCE, 


mot REPELLENT 
CREAM, 


.( WECANUSE |, 
‚| MOSQUITO сот... 


IT PRODUCES 
SUFFOCATING 


«а OUT OF THE 
HOUSE ! 


[ 


E m. 
THE OWNER OF THE HOUSE 
NOT THAT MOSQUITO 


PINKI ! YOU ARE 
LIKE A BUG 
g- 
60, AWAY | 


в, MY HOUSE THERE IS 


52 PEL εν, ig 
TU. REPE AN ELECTRONIC REPELLENT |. 
MACHINE 


2 
i 
be 


x» » 
4 
09 | 


5 


I BROUGHT 
тт! 27% 


HERE ARE 
ТЕМ RUPEES 
FOR ሜኖ 


NOW I CAN SIT 
AND RELAX 


1 БЕР А 
SWARM 

ይጠ "mm HAS 

RUSHED IN FROM? 


КА5НАВ! WHY ARE YOU 
है WORRIED ? 
= | / | 


F TOOK 
AWAY THAT, 


ыты. = L 
THAT IS WHY қ 
MOSQUITOES FROM | 
JHPATJIS HOUSE | ЕСИ 
HAVE RUSHED TO [των 


НАРРЕМЕО ТО 
YOUR ЕКОСК ? 


HY ? WHAT: 
WRONG 
WITH IT? 


в» 
DESIGNER 
PREPARED 


CHEWED | 
BY SOME 


DOG | 


BITHI | YOU I'VE AN IDEA, IF YOUR 
DISGRACED M. ЕКОСК 16 CUT FROM NECK 
0 ALSO , ITLL MAKE A | 


SYMMETRY AND LOOK 


WOW ! WHAT A 
BEAUTY ! 


RECEIVE PRAISE 
FROM 
ALL OVER | 
[Em] 


внкни ! MIND YOUR 
LANGUAGE ! DO ! LOOK 
SO POOR የ 


THEN WHY ARE YOU 
WEARING A TATTERED 2 E ! THIS IS LATES 
' FROCK ? FASHION 
UNDERSTAND ! 


| | WOW ! 


M REALLY LOOK LIKE A 
F 


| | OW NO ONE Ῥ | DIRETWHAT ARE YOU WEARING ? 
- А | 
| QUESTION ME | | b BANKRUPT? 
; | | Я. 4 
7! 


на 

най: 

пау ше. 
το μα 


TREND, WHY NOT 
ENHANCE THAT 


= THOW IS 4 ከ THE ONE | AM 
MY NEW DRESS?) | | | WEARING i THEY 


WOW! 
SERIAL 15 
INTERESTING! 


LET ME SEE 
WHOIS 
THERE ? 


PINKI ! I WANT TO 
SHOW YOU SOMETHING 
MORE INTERESTING, 


I FEEL THEY ARE HUNGRY, TLL 
BRING SOME CHAPATIES 
FROM KITCHEN. 


WILL YOU FEED 
CH APATIES TO THESE 
LOVELY CHICKS ? 


IWANT TO FEED THEM 
SOMETHING INDIAN 


Nes THEM > 
BURGER OR CAKE ! 


WOULD THEY 
LIKE THOSE ? 


(“аа”) ? WADA ? 
DOSA? 


I AM CONFUSED 2 


WHAT bO 
Bj CHICKENS 
LIKE TO 


FOOD FOR CHICKENS 
IS MILLET 


BURGER, CAKE OR 
MASALA DOSA 2 


BHIKHU | СНАМРИ |! 
I Ej < WANT TO PLAY. 


OKAY, ΡΙΝΚΙ ! YOU BECOME IN A A 
A SPECTATOR. ps 16 ALSO 


IMPORTANT. 


7 ІТНЕ ВАЦ. НАБ | 
ሬር 6ዐ Ti 
. OLE / 


HOLE I$ DEEP. 
BALL HAS SETTLED 
AT BOTTOM. 


ጀሉ 6 | HELP US TO 
EXTRACT OUR 


е RIGHT! 
YOU'LL PLAY 
WITH us, 


SHE THREW 
OUT THREE 


PINKI! YOU 
CAN PLAY 
CRICKET 


4... 


ss 


СКАКОРА! 

WHERE ARE 
YOU 

GOING 7 


WHATS THE NEED ? 
WHEN YOU CAN WALK 
WITHOUT THOSE 7 


| CAN'T READ 
NEWSPAPER 
ይ- 
THOSE. 


| MY SPECTACLES 
ARE LOST, 
GOING TO 
OPTICIAN TO 

GET NEW. 


THANKS ! SOME 
OTHER TIME. ГЦ. 
HAVE TO GO 

HOME. 


ГАМ NOT 
AN ILLITERATE. 


ie 2 А NEWSPAPER 
HAS BECOME MY HABIT. 


* SAYS IT 
18 BAD TO BE AN 
HABITUAL, 


WELL 52” ! NEXT YOU'LL 
| WHY DON'T YOU GET ; SAY WHY DON'T 
FIXED CONTACT LENSES @ IWEAR А SUIT. 
INSTEAD ? CN 


YOU'LL LOOK © { HOW WILL IT BE IF YOU 
SMART IN A г 2 GET YOUR LOST 


1” GO HOME. KUTKUT 
15 EXPERT TO LOCATE 
THINGS. 


KUTKUT ! FETCH e WHAT SHE IS DOING ? 
GRANDPA'S 


SPECTACLES. 


SHE'S GONE 
BENEATHE THE 
ALMIRAH ! መረ... | 


ДЕ DIARY WAS LOST 
бик MONTHS AGO. 


KUTKUT HAS THROWN 
OUT A DIARY. | 


IST THIS FOUNTAIN PEN 
FOUR MONTHS AGO. 


=) HAS 
THROWN OUT 
А PEN. 


BUT WITHOUT SPECTACLES ICANT 
WRITE. 


E YOU 3 
WRITE DIARY WITH 
THE PEN. 


PRANS 


PINKI 


BRIDE GROOM 


| ВЕЕТНИМНАТ | | 
ARE YOU HIDING? С # 
DOES A FRIEND 
ACT LIKE THAT? 


ee LOOKING 
FORA | WHO WOULD | 


SUITABLE |Ë 
GROOM ! 


Nm ii | 


f МҮ GRANDPA 15 
OLD MAN BECAUSE 
HE HAS WHITE 
] HAIR LIKE YOUR 
DOLL! 


{ WHY DON'T YOU 
| MARRY YOUR DOLL 
| WITH MY PRINCE የ fi 


DIDN'T YOU 
HEAR THE TALE 


IN MAGIC! 


| САМ FETCH А 
HANDSOME HERO 
TO MATCH YOUR DOLL 1] 


MACKO ! | HAVE 
FOUND A GOOD 
ДМАТСН YOUR DOL 


Eee 


Exc Е 


МО! DOES NOT ONE 


ይሸሽ HOST А PARTY ON 
pe т THE OCCASION 
3 : 


እ. 


NOBODY САМ BEA 
YOU | HERE ITIS! 


"T ^ 


1 DONT LIKE AN ALLIANCE OF MY | 
HERO WITH A FOREIGN GIRL! J 


OHH ! CHAMPU IS 
GCING TO HIT МЕ 


YOU WERE 4 
Т0 НІТ МЕ! 


STOP | WHY DID YOU TAKE ТО HEELS ? 


WHEN А BATSMAN DOES NOT WANT ONE SHOULD 
τι гт ONLY PLAY А 
Ў GOOD BALL! 


TAKE AWAY 


r 2 ТЕ [Μι err rer η. 
|Ң BOWL FEW BALLS TO МЕ % GO TO THE FIELD И [ο 
- — \ 4 т | 


1% 
278 с 


BAY IT I$ DIFFICULT, 
10 PLAY A ӨРІМ BALL | 


СНАСНАЛ | | FAILED TO BS | HAVE YOU TRIED 
GET CHAMPU OUT! ` THE CATAPULT 3 % 


"PL 


[PINKIIWHY ARE YOU} . 
GOING FAR OFF? | 


| BE A CATAPULT 
DELIVERY ! 


GRANDPA | LET HER | 2% a ЖӘН (BUT THAT NAUGHTY CREATURE | 
за. MIGHT CREATE | 


COME ! SHE'LL ALSO 
ENJOY A WALK ! 


| LOOK, ӨНЕ FOUND 
| SOME ONE TO PLAY 


МУ DABLOO  @ 
CRY ? AC 


GIRL ! YOUR 
PET BEAT 


| HOW A SMALL SQUIRREL ቺ ኤ WE | 

51 COULD BEAT А BIG DOG 1 αἱ 
। ey _ €^: 

| ER SAN f 


А! 
| 


|NOT ል JOGGER 
| BUTATHIEF! 


MIRACLE I КИ 


Е IS АА 
WHICH | NEVER 
SAW BEFORE 
ON YOUR FACE 


ТНАТ МЕУЕК 
HAPPENED 
BEFORE ! 
ITIS A 


SURPRISE ! 


THIS HAIR HAS GIVEN ME $0 MUCH 
HAPPINESS THAT EVEN A CROWN 
OULD NOT HAVE PROVIDED МЕ | ናይ. 


FOOL | ል B 15 AT PLACE 
BETWEEN NOSE 
AND LIP ! 


eA THAS КОТА 
MOUSTACHE GROWN 
ON YOUR HEAD ? 


(1715 JUST BEGINNING | ONE DAY MY १ 
| HEAD WILL BE FULLY COVERED WITH 


Sry HAIR І 


IT МОТ ለ MIRACLE 
THAT HAIR HAS GROWN 
ON A BALD HEAD ? 


STOP LIVING IN 
DREAMS ! THAT 
HAIR MIGHT HAVE 


4 STUCK ON YOUR 


LET ME PUT JAM 
ON TABLE ! | LEFTY 
THE CAP OF JAR 

IN KITCHEN ! 


| ἘΦ авна 


Wars SEEN РИД 
WHERE DID 
| PLACE IT ? 


ш 
> 
Q 
ርጋ 
ш 
= ο) 
е 
о 
2 
2 
o 
u 


= с : 


ич YOU ARE COVERED | 
; | ALL OVER WITH | 
SWEET JAM ! 


v 


ТТЫ 


6 
d 


है НАҮЕ 
SMEARED 
THAT ON 


EL yy cosh! | 
ойшы YOUREIN | 
TEES TROUBLE! | 


қат 
፻፪ 


YOU ALWAYS 
CREATE SOME 
AS TROUBLES! | 


YES | HAVE TO TIE 
A BUTTON TO YOUR 


CORA ARE GRANDPA'S KURTA | 


YOU THREADING 
THE NEEDLE ? 


TRYING FOR HALF AN HOUR 


= SUCCESS | MY EYE || EA ርር μὲ ОО 
SIGHT HAS BECOME WEAK! J| |THAT JOB WAS LIKE 

- PASSING A CAMEL 
THROUGH A NEEDLE ! 


BECAUSE, TO PASS A 
CAMEL THROUGH THE 
HOLE OF NEEDLE 18 A 


PROVERD, WHICH MEAN 
A DIFFICULT JOB 1 { 


^ Bg 19 50 DIFFICULT IN 
THAT ? PASS IT 2 ощ TO ME || 
ILL THREAD THE NEEDLE | 


NY 


ОНН ! THE NEEDLE 
PIERCED MY FINGER s 


ВИ: GO TO MY FRIEND МААКО! \ 
НЕ MIGHT SOLVE THE PROBLEM | 


РНК ILL DO SOMETHING ፡ 


` --( 2) — аре 
964 Te # ኣመ 1. 
[κκ 


га / 


WHAT IS THIS? Қысы YOU WISHED NOT TO SEE THAT 


Е НАУЕ 
INCREASED 


MY и ! | 


OF SUCH И). 
BANDAGE የ 


А SERIOUS THOUGHT 
HAS COME TO MY MIND 


CHAMPOO ! 
WHAT ARE YOU 
THINKING ? 


ер IT WOULD " BEEN 
LIKE IF KUTKUT SQUIRREL HAD 
BEEN AS BIG AS A HORSE 7 


WHY ? THENI 
COULD RIDE ON 


я PAID МЕ FELICITATIONS 
WHEN | WENT THROUGH 
MARKET, 


| COULD HAVE 
TRAVELLED TO THE 


MOUNTAINS ON "ema 


THEN HOW MUCH M 
GRANDEUR WOULD'VE 
ENHANCED 7... 

ya s 


мм 


Ms н 


THINK 1 WHAT WOULD 
HAVE HAPPENED TO 
= IF SQUIRREL HAD 
BEEN AS BIG AS A 


HORSE ? 


WHY DO YOU 
NEED THAT ? 


-2 GIRL HAS SOLVED OUR 


ví IT WOULD MOVE. PROBLEM. 
NECKLACE WOULD, 
FALL DOWN 


DIDI ! AM PLAYING 
GAMES ! COME AFTER 
HALF AN HOUR; 


SURE 
FRIEND II | (SURE . 
WANT TO | sur Arter हि 


RUNTHIS | MY GAME 
CDON ДИР OVER! / 


| YOUR Pc? f 


rms 


PINKI ! PLEASE LET ME 
CHECK MY E-MAIL 
ON INTERNET ? 


OKAY | BUT ፤ DON'T 
WANT ANY EXCUSE 
SECOND TIME ! 


4 


THIS CD 16 ОҒ WAR ን | i 
VERY EXCITING | 


| Wow! NOW ! 
| CAN'T RESIST 
MYSELF FROM 
VIEWING IT! 


ብ 


BATTLE 
TANKS ! 


| WHEN A TANK FIRES, 
SOMETHING 15 


BOUND TO BE 
DESTROYED ! 


KUTKUT | YOU'RE OUT | [SAVITRI! SQUIRREL WENT) 

FOR STROLL AFTER А INSIDE YOUR - | 
LONG TIME. | DON'T HOUSE | 

WANT ANY TROUBLE! 


SHE МӘН BREAK WOW | SQUIRREL 


SCARED 
KITCHEN ! AWAY ALL 


MICE FROM 
HOUSE ! 


| PINK! ! HOW SHOULD | | 
THANK YOU | 


| винимнат 1. THIS я 5 OUTOF ТНАТ 2 NO I YE PUT IN 
| ARE YOU ORDER! rm TAKING IT | | BE DUE το 
pono f TO MECHANIC. LOW νο 
е BATTERY ? 


с 


GIVE IT TO ME 11 
KNOW A WAY TO 
REPAIR IT ! 


MY MUMMY USES: 

THIS WAY, WHEN | 
BECOME 
UNRULY ! 


PINKI! WHY DIDN'T 
YOU COME TO SCHOOL 
YESTERDAY? 


MADAM! THERE WAS A 
WEDDING, NO ONE 
ATTENDS SCHOOLON 
SUCH AN AUSPICIOUS 
DAY. 


WHOSE WEDDING? 
YOUR ELDER BROTHER'S? 


YOUR ELDER SISTER'S? 


РІМКІ! ОО ҒЕТСН 
THE GLOBE FROM 
THE LIBRARY. WE 
SHALL DISCUSS 
THE COUNTRIES 
OF THE WORLD. 


| MUST ро THIS 
WORK FOR 


SIR! MADAM 

MADAM, SO THAT 0 š : HAS ASKED 
SHE'S PLEASED L] : ( FOR THE 
WITH ME. LE ia h GLOBE. 


се. WHY DON'T 0 PLAY 


B 


А ROUND OF CARROM? 


- ९3 I MUST GIVE THE FIRST LET'S PLAY. 


GLOBE TO THE CLASS THEN YOU CAN GO 
TEACHER. GIVE THE GLOBE TO 


WHEN YOU В 
COME, ӨНЕ WENT 
TO LOOK FoR YOU 
AROUND THE GLOBE 


E EYES WILL 
HAVE ТО ВЕ 
TESTED FIRST. 


SIT ON THIS ae CAN YOU READ 
CHAI THIS 


ИМЕ. 


R, 


"i 


YOU CAN READ 
THIS SURELY ? 


I CAN'T READ 
YTHING. I'M 
ILLITERATE , 


с) PRAN'S FEATURES 


отнета WON'T 

LEAVE МЕ. HE 
KEEPS GIVING 
ME ERRANDS « 


V уомт 60 ANYWHERE 
TODAY. you'll 90 
му WORK ONLY. 


PINKI y 10DAY'S 
INDEPENDANCE DAY. 
LET'S 50 ТО REP FORT 


I ሃደ PROVGHT THIS 
Book /2« YOU 
GRANDAD, CAN 
76ο NOW? 


—— 5 
GO. GET SOME WATER + 


NOT BEHIND 
ΤΗΕ ALMIRAH 


NOT BELOW 
EITHER, Д THE BED EVEN . 
Se 


ርጋ 
o 


а I'M TIRED oF 

FINDING HIM. WHERE'S НЕ GOSH! THE 
HAS HIDDEN HIMSELF 2 TABLE 15 
7 TURNING » 


РЕ HIM! 
BELOW THIS TABLE + 


d STARTED 
WORKING SO 
SOON. THIS IS 
YOUR SCHOOL 
GOING AGE. 


WE'RE COLLECTING 
MONEY TO BUY SS 
FOR POOR 
CHILDREN . 


THIS 15 А 


NOBLE CAUSE. 


OKAY, POLISH 
MY SHOES. 


ғ SHINF YOUR 
SHOES SO MUCH a 
THESE CAN BE USED EVEN 
AS A MIRRORS. 

7 1 


7 > > - > 

OTHE n EE 
( m | mm 
| ccc SHOES ARE POLISHED, 


- 


COMPENSATION FOR IT. 


Loox, You 
|| POLISH ON 
ጊኤ 


| / t Τι 
RAY | YOU'LL HAVE ТО PAY 
MY. 
| 


| | δ 
| BITH! ! BOOT = | BUT WE ARE TO BUY 
| 15 NOT OUR ዐወ BOOKS FOR THE POOR. IDEA! propre reer 0065 as 
| p ) - PETS. HOW ABOUT TAKING DOGS FOR * 
1. лт = 


STROLL AND CHARGING FEE FOR THAT P | 


WILL ТАКЕ ММ 
FOR STROLL. YOU 
PAY US SOME RUPEES 


ТАКЕ НІМ OUT FOR ONE HOUR . 
Pa F — 


NE IS SLIPPING 
OUT OF MY 


ናፍ AWAY, 


STOP! DON'T 60 AFTER THAT car. 
AUSH IT HAS BECOME DIFFICULT TO CONTROL ММ. НЕ WAS 


/ SAY STOP! THAT CAT WILL 
TAKE YOU FAR AWAY. 


ММ FROM HONG KONG? 


BRING MILK, WE'LL LOOK 
AFTER DABLU. YOU GIVE US 
SOME MONEY IN LIEU OF TRAT, 


HE 15 DRINKING. ነ 
МЕ НА5 5ТОР 
CRYING . 


STUPID { YOU THREW WATER ON MY FACE? 
FLL TEACH YOU A LESSON, 


MAKING МУ 
SON CRY, 


СЕР) EVEN TWIS 
SCHEME 
FAILED . 


1 THROW IT, НЕ 
PERHAPS IT WILL PICK UP WHEN 
CONTAINS COINS. IT FALLS NEAR 


P cd 


© PAAN'S FEATURES. 


с. At НІ ТИЕ 
BAG МТ THE 
POOR GUY. 


SIR! ፓል. 
SORRY. NEED TO BEG 


PARDON FROM HIM, 


THERE 15 REWARD OF 

RUPEES ONE THOUSAND ia 

HIS HEAD AND YOU 
FULLY DESERVE THAT, 


E уои, 


THIS NOTORIOUS THIEF WAS RUNNING AFTER 
LOOTING THE BANK, LOOK АТ HIS BAG / 
YOU HAVE HELPED THE POLICE 
ІМ NABBING HIM. 


THIS AMOUNT CAN "А 
BOOKS FOR POOR 
CHILDREN. 


YOU ALWAYS NEED 
SOMETHING TO EAT. 
EVEN WHEN YOU ARE 


NOT HUNGRY YOU 
EAT SOMETHING + 


SHOULD GO OUT TO 

PLAY FOR SOME TIME. 

WHEN MUMMY COOLS DOWN 
FLL COME TO ҒАТ. 


AUGH Н! sor пето. 


उ अ @ > MY HUNGER HAS INCREASED. 
NINETEEN, TWENTY. 22447 и 


-“ҒІЕТЕЕК, SIXTEEN, 


k + ТОР THE CAR! tere 5 


A MODEL FOR MY ADVERTISEMENT. 


GIRL 1 | WANT TO SIGN YOU QUE 
AS, ADVERTISING PINKI! YOU TOO ARE NOT LESS ¦ 
Lane | POPULAR. MILLIONS READ 


| 
THIS GIRL HAS ALSO STARTED | 
BEHAVING РИМ!" HEROINES. { 


प्र "LL PAY WHATEVER YOU ASK. 
OR WHICH ITEM YOU'LL 


MAKE TRE ጨን. То 


SIT ІМ THE CAR. 
LET'S GO TO STUDIO, 


Ex A PERFECT 
MODEL FOR CHOCOLATE 
ADVERTISEMENT. 


| SMILINGLY AND FACING THE 
CAMERA SAY,'CHASKA 
CHOCOLATES ARE TASTY | 
AND NUTRITIOUS." 


WHAT'S THE PROBLEM NOW? 


OUR TEACHER SAID, NEVER |. 
TELL A LIE. UNLESS | ҒАТ 
THE CHOCOLATES HOW 
` | SAY WHETHER THOSE 
ARE TASTY OR NOT ? መ 
A 


© GOSH / WHAT ANUISANCE 
HAVE | PICKED UP P 


WERE 15 THE BOX CONTAINING 

DIFFERENT KINDS OF 

CHOCOLATES MADE BY OUR 
ποθι 


NOT NOW. LET МЕ 
TASTE OTHER 
CHOCOLATES А5 WELL. 


тестето 


MILK CHOCOLATE, ---NUT'5 CHOCOLATE, 
CRISP CHOCOLATE --- 


THE BOX HAS BECOME EMPTY. NOW Y 
LET'S START THE SHOOTING 
स aS 


Є торду. \ 
WE'LL SHOOT | 


τ ασ 
7 FOR 
DG) за 
६} 


CLEANING MY 
COLONEL SAAB! PHOTOGRAPH, 
WHAT'S 
GOING ON P 


DURING SECOND WORLD WAR 
lu MANY FEATS. THIS 
WAS ^ DURING THAT TIME. 


BUT THAT'S NOT YOUR 562, 
THE MAN ІК THE PICTURE HAS 
BLACK MOUSTACHES. 


THAT IS ALSO MINE .IT WAS ~ А 
TAKEN WHEN WE WENT FOR 
MILITARY EXERCISES. 


WHO IS RIDING 
THE TANK P 


THIS PICTURE WAS 


TAKEN DURING WAR. AFTER MY RETIREMENT. 


_ KILLED THIS 
FEROCIOUS BEAR 
IN THE JUNGLE: 


YES, THE SAME WAY AS YOU ARE 
FOND OF PLAYING WITH DOLLS. 


BEAR IS А DEADLY 
ANIMAL . YOU MIGHT 


HAVE KILLED HIM WILE 


THE ANIMAL WAS 
ASLEEP, 


ATTACKING А SLEEPING, NOT ONLY THAT, 50 FAR | МАКЕ 
15 COWARDNESS. THAT WAS А KILLED FIVE TIGERS, TWO ELEPHANTS, 


FACE TO FACE FIGHT IN МОНИ EIGHT LEOPARDS AND 
ANIMAL WAS KILLED. TWELVE JAGUARS. 


S 


m 


gm ጋ 4 
MOSQUITO IS SITTING 
с. YOUR СНЕЕК. 


d WAS THAT MUS Я с 
FLOWN AWAY, BE KILLED. 


४४ ` - 
E . THAT 15 SITTING ON 
THE FANCY LIGHT. WITH 
MY ONE BLOW IT WILL 
p NO MORE. 


Қа INSECT 15 ға GUN IT 
STILL ALIVE, 


NOW IT IS o G ON YOUR NOSE. 
HOW COULD YOU HAVE HUNTED 

LIONS AND TIGERS WHEN YOU COULD 
NOT KILL EVEN AMOSQUITO ? 


(TELEGRAM!) κ 


| YES, DON'T PREPARE LUNCH 
FOR ME TODAY. 


е you 
JHAPAT ЛР 


к ጎያ SO THAT PINKI SHOULDN'T 
REASON OF || RECOGNISE ME. SHE WILL 
COVERING || ENGAGE ME IN CONVERSATION 
YOUR FACE P | AND I'LL GET LATE, 


WHERE ARE YOU RUNNING ТО? 
1, HAVALDAR DANDADEEN, WAVE | 


BUT HAVALDAR / 
ГМ NOT A 
BURGLAR. 


1 WAS OUT BEFORE 
COMPLETING А CENTURY 
OF THIEVES 


v 


STOP! HAVALDAR DANDADEEN! 
1 ке HIM, HE 15 


Е JHAPAT Jl- A GENTLEMAN. 


| 


WHAT'S THE USE OF CONCEALING MYPACEA ZI 


(WE BOTH WILL 
ENJOY YUMMY FOOD. 


50 8/6 ЕЯ TABLE AND 

50 MANY DISHES ОМ IT / 

IT SEEMS THE STAR(S 
Whey FOND OF FATING, 


„КАРАТ JI! WAKE UP | (F VISH KUMARI LISTENS 70 
YOUR SNORES SHE WE WILL CONSIDER US UNCULTURED. 


3 с WE'LL WAVE 70 
| WAIT ? FEELING 


| our oF 50 MANY DISHES 2 " ` 
* WHAT WILL WE БАТ” à | ox ит 2 
AND WHAT NOT P ` ፦ : IVED ! 


WHATEVER WISH 


WILL EAT THAT. 
VERY SIMPLE. 


Ж YOU'RE 


IN FILMS. 


THESE DAYS IM DIETING. FILM PRODUCERS 
fe rg «m A 1 APAT JI! 
d IAS PER ETIQUETTE WE 
WILL HAVE WHAT OUR 
NOST EATS. THIS WAY 
SHE WILL BE 
PLEASED. 


FR ги 


WHERE ARE YOU 
FEELING 006 


RUNNING AWAY ? 


ES WILL 

EAT А 

PAAN zac, 
» 


DON'T TELL LIE THAT КО 
WAVE NOT EATEN. AFTER 
WAVING FULL MEAL PEOPLE 
TAKE PAAN AND YOUR 

MOUTH IS 

STILL RED, 


AS THERE 16 NO POLLUTION OF Т К ( МЕ WITH 
AND BUSES, AND | ALSO MEET MY N STORIE 
GODBOLE THERE, BU 

ተገ E GODBOLE. 


STORY-TELLER, 


OFCOURSE |, WHENEVER HE DOESN'T 
:OME.I GO HIS HOME TO SEE HE 
MIGHT HAVE NOT FALLEN ILL 


THEN HE MUST DE 
WAITING FOR YOU DAILY 
IN THE PARK ? 
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Heads I Win and 
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चित मैं जीता 
पट तुम हारे 
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In a village there once lived a farmer called एक गाँव में τη 
Ramu. Не took his bull to the forest to eat अपने बैल को चगमे जंगल ले चला | 


grass. 


रहता था। वह 


गाँव के मुखिया ने भी अपने बैल उसी जंगल में घास 


The village headman also sent his bulls to М 
चरने भेजे । 


the same forest, 


One of the farmer's bull and one of the 
headman's bull began to fight. 


The farmer's bull said that he was the best. 


The headman's bull said that he was the royal 
bull so he was even better. 


While fighting the two bulls tried to hurt each 
other. 


The headman's bull was very badly hurt and 
died, 


किसान के बैल ने कहा कि वह उत्तम है | 


मुखिया के ሕጃ ने कहा कि वह रजसी बैल 
के कारण उससे भी बेहतर है । 


झगड़ते हुए दोनों एक दूसरे को घायल करने का 
प्रयास कर रहे थे | 


मुखिया का बैल बुरी तरह घायल हो गया और मर गया | 


When Ramu saw this he was very scared 
that he would be in trouble with the 
headman, yet he decided to go and tell him 
what had happened. 


He hoped that the headman would forgive 
k а 


डर गया कि अब मुखिया 


उसके लिए परेशानी खड़ी कर देगा । फिर 
8፳፻5 किया कि वह जाकर उसे सारी बात बता देगा 


за आशा थी कि मुखिया उसे क्षमा कर देगा 


The farmer went to the headman's residence 
and said hello. 


Headman: What happened Ramu? Why are 
you here? 


Ramu: Something weird happened in the forest 
today. 


किसान मुखिया के घर गया और उसे प्रणाम 


किया 


मुखिया: क्या हुआ रामू, तुम वहाँ क्‍यों आये हो? 


a 


та: आज जंगल में कुछ अजीव बात 


Hendman: What? 
Ramu: My lord, our bulls got into a fight. 


Headman: Oh! Is t so! Its fine, that the 
bulls fought, even people fight all the time. 


Ramu: My Lord, your bull killed my bull. 


मुखिया: क्या? 


πη; हुजूर! हमारे बैल लड़ने लगे थे । 


मुखिया: ओह! अच्छा! ठीक है अगर बैल झगड़े, 
लोग भी हमेशा लड़ते रहते हैं । 


πη: आपके बैल ने मेरे बैल को मार डाला | 


Headman: So? Don't worry, when animals 
fight they often get hurt or even die. There 
ік very little that we can do about this. 


मुखिया: अच्छा? चिंता मत करो, जब जानवर लड़ते 
है, अक्सर घायल हो जाते हैं या कभी-कभी मर 
भी जाते ድ | हम इस वारे में ज्यादा कुछ नहीं कर 


सकते । 


mistake. It was actually my bull, which 
killed your bull. 


Ramu: My lord, please forgive me for my राम: हजर, गलती के लिए 


Ramu was surprised that the headman was 
not angry at all. He was very happy. 


Then he suddenly remembered that he had 
told the headman the wrong thing. It was 
not his bull but the headman's bull, which 
was killed. 


What was Ramu to do now? After thinking 
for a long time Ramu decided to go back 
and tell the headman what really happened. 


πη को यह देखकर हैरानी हुई कि मुखिया बिलकुल 
क्रोधित नहीं हुआ । वह बहुत खुश हुआ | 


अचानक उसे याद आ गया कि उसने मुखिवा से 
ग़लत कहा दिया था। उसका नहीं, बल्कि मुखिया का 
ቋና मारा गया था । 


πε क्या करता? बहुत देर तक सोचने पर उसने 
πα किया कि वह वापस जाकर मुखिया को 
πε बता देगा | 


मुझे माफ कीजिए । 
बैल ने आप के बैल को 


सच बात यह है कि मेरे 
मार 


डाला | 


is not good! И my bull had killed your bull it 
would be fine, but it is not fair if your bull 
killed mine! Where were you, what were you 
doing when this took place? 


You should be punished. 


मुखिया कोधित होकर बोला: यह अच्छा नहीं हुआ 
। यदि मेगा बैल तुम्हारे बैल को मार डालता तो ठीक 
होता | πτη यह ठीक नहीं कि तुम्हारा बैल मेरे बैल 
को मारे | जब यह हो रहा था तो तुम कया कर रहे 
थे? कहाँ थे? 


TÈ सज़ा मिलनी ही चाहिए | 


Ramu was shocked. The headman only 
thought it is fair if bad things happened to 
ther people. 


From then on, Ramu always remembered 
what the headman had done to him and did 
his best to help all the people in trouble 


ሸና को ሻሸ लगा । मुखिया सोचता था कि वदि 
दूसरों का नुकसान हो तो ठीक t | 


उस दिन से τη ने हमेशा याद रखा कि मुखिया 
ने उसके साथ क्या किया था । τη मुसीबत में 
पड़े लोगों की मदद करने का प्रयास करता रहता | 


The villagers loved Кати, while they 
thought the headman as a mean and 
unfair man. 


गाँव वाले रामू से प्रेम करते थे, और मुखिया 
के बारे में सोचते थे कि वह मतलबी और 
अन्यायी था | 


and Tails You Lose 
चित मैं जीता पट तुम हारे 
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There was once ዘ man called Amit. Не loved 
God and spent long hours praying. 


One day while praying to Lord Rama he 
wished to offer some fruits to the Lord. 


एक बार एक अमित नामक आदमी रहता था | वह 
σαι - भक्त था और घंटों तक प्रार्थना करता रहता | 


एक दिन प्रार्थना करते हुए उसे प्रभु गम को कुछ 
फल चढ़ाने की इच्छा हुई | 


He called his son, Ramesh and said: 


"Son! I wish to offer some fruits to the 
Lord. Please go to the market and get 6 
bananas.” 


Ramesh was a very good child, He immediately 
went to the fruit shop nearby. 


Ramesh: “How much do the bananas cost?” 
Shopkeeper: “1 rupee a banana.” 


Ramesh: “Please give me 6 bananas.” 


उसने अपने पुत्र रमेश को बुलाकर कहा: 


"बेटे मैं प्रभु को फल WATT चाहता हूँ, कृपया 
बाज़ार जाकर छः केले ले आओ 1" 


रमेश एक अच्छा बालक था । वह तुरत पासवाली 
फल की दुकान पर गया । 


रमेश: "केलो का क्या दाम है?" 


दुकानदार: “एक केले का एक रुपया । 


रमेशः “कृपया मुझे छः केले देना |" 


Не gave Ше money for the 6 bananas, took 
them and left the shop. 


While walking back home, he saw an old lady 
and her son. The little boy on seeing the bananas 
in Ramesh's hands came upto him and asked 
him: 


"Brother! I have not had anything to eat since 
morning. Can you please give me some 
bananas?" 


Ramesh а kind and loving boy. He felt very 
sorry and gave them some banana: 


उसने छः केले के रूपये दे दिए और दुकान से चला गया | 


वापस घर लौटते हुए उसने एक बूढ़ी औरत और उसके 
बेटे को देखा | वह छोटा लड़का रमेश के हाथों में केले 
देखकर उसके पास आया और उसने पूछा: 


“भाई! मैं ने सुबह से कुछ नहीं खाया, कया तुम मुझे कुछ 
केले दे सकते हो?” 


रमेश बड़ा दयालु और प्याश लड़का था | उसे बहुत दया 
आई और उसने उसे कुछ केले दे Өт! 


nesh walked a little further. There Ве met और आगे गः 
another poor man. गरीब आदमी को 5 


Poor man: "Son! 1 am hungry, please give me й: “बेटे खा हैँ, मुझे खाने को 
something to eat." 


Ramesh was moved at the sight and gave him πω ERES 
the remaining bananas. š 


बचे हए केले उसे दे दिए। 


Ramesh went back home without any bananas 


and he was scared of what his father would say. 


रमेश बिना केले, खाली हाथ ही घर लौटा | वह डर रहा 
था कि उसके पिता उसे क्‍या कहेंगे 


When he reached home he found his father 
waiting for the bananas. 


जब वह घर पहुँचा, तो उसने पिता को केलो का 
इंतजार करते देखा | 


The father was very happy. 


He said: “Son! I am very proud of you. 1 
wanted to offer the bananas to the Lord during 
my prayer, but you have already done so by 
giving the bananas to the hungry people." 


पिता बड़े खुश हुए | 


उन्होंने कहा: “बेटा, मुझे तुम पर बड़ा गर्व है । गैं अपनी 
पूजा के τπτ केले ईश्वर को अर्पित करना चाहता था | 
परन्तु तुमने केले गरीबों को देकर वह काम पहले 

fear г. 


Ramesh: “Father! I bought the bananas, as 
you asked, but on my way back I came 
across two very hungry persons who had not 
eaten anything for a long time and gave the 
bananas to them." 


रमेश: "पिताजी जैसा आपने कहा था, मैंने केले तो 
खरीदे थे, पर लौटते समय मैं ने दो भूखे लोगों को 
देखा, जिन्होंने काफी समय से कुछ नहीं खाया था 
और मैंने उन्हें वे केले दे दिए ।" 


A Great Moral Story 


Ramesh Goes To The 
Market 


रमेश बाज़ार चला 
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There once was a guru who had many 


एक गुरु था जिसके साथ उनके अनेक शिष्य रहते थे | 
students who lived with him. ç 


एक बार गुरु उन सबको बौलगाड़ी में घुमाने ले गए | 
One day the guru took them all for an ; 5 


outing in a bullock cart. 


The guru being old was soon tired. 
Guru: Students, I am feeling very tired and would 
like to take rest. Be very careful and keep a watch 
so that our things may not slip out of the cart. 


Students: Yes sir. 


After a few minutes the cart bumped into а 
stone, shaking the cart. 


The guru's kamandalam (a small vessel to 
hold holy water) fell out of the cart. 


All the students watched it fall down. 


गुरु बूढ़े होने के कारण थक गए। 

गुरुः विद्यार्थियों, मैं बहुत थक गया हूँ और विश्राम करना 
चाहता हूँ । सतर्क रहना oc να भी 
वस्तु गाड़ी से गिर न जाए। 


विद्यार्थी: जी हाँ! 


कुछ मिनटों बाद गाड़ी एक पत्थर से टकराई 
और हिल गई ι 


गुरु का कमंडल गाड़ी से गिर गया | 


सभी विद्यार्थीयों ने उसे गिरते हुए देखा | 


After a little while the guru woke up. 


Guru: Students, is everything fine, are all 
our things safe? 


Students: Yes Sir, 


One student: Only your kams 
out of the cart, 


Guru: What? My Kamandalam fell down. Why 
did you not pick it up? How will I carry water 
now? 


Students: But зи, you only asked us to watch. 
the things falling off the cart, not pick them up. 


Guru: Oh fools! What I meant by watch was 
that you should take care that nothing falls off 
the cart. Next time onwards pick up everything 
that falls out and put it back into the cart. Is P 
that understood? 


थोड़ी देर बाद गुरु जाग गए । 


गुरुः विधार्थियो, सब ठीक है? हमारी सारी वस्तुएँ 
सुरक्षित हैं? 


विद्यार्थी: जी हाँ! 


गुरुः क्वा? मेरा कमंडल नीचे गिर गया! आपने उसे 
उठाया क्यों नहीं? अब मैं पानी कैसे ले जाया करूँगा? 


विद्यार्थी: परन्तु गुरु जी, आपने गिरती हुई वस्तुओं पर 
नज़र रखने के लिए कहा था, उठाने के लिए नहीं । 


गुरुः अरे! मूर्खो, नज़र रखो का अर्थ है तुम्हें ध्यान 
د‎ Ад गाड़ी से नीचे न गिर पाए । 
अगली बार जो कुछ भी गिरे, सब कुछ उठाकर गाड़ी में 
1 समझ गए? 


መ 


The bullock cart moved on...the guru dozed... 


A little while later the bullocks dropped some 
dung on the ground. 


On seeing that, one of the students jumped 
down, picked up the dung, rolled it up and 
threw it into the cart. 


The huge ball of dung landed right on the 
gurus face waking him up with а shock. 


The guru shouted: What on earth із this? 


Students: Sir, why are you cross with us? We 
only obeyed you by picking up everything 
that fell on the ground and putting it back 
into the cart. 


Ау God! Can you not understand 
even simple things? Ы 


गाड़ी आगे बढ़ी .... गुरु ऊँघने लगे । 
थोड़ी देर बाद tet ने ज़मीन पर गोबर कर दिया । 


उसे देख एक विद्यार्थी नीचे कूदा, गोवर उठाया, 
उसका गोला बनाकर गाड़ी में डाल दिया । 


गोबर का बड़ा गोला सीधा गुरु के चेहरे पर गिग जिससे 
गुरु झटके से उठ गए | 


गुरु चिल्लाया: यह क्या है? 


विद्यार्थी: गुरु जी आप हमसे क्यों गुस्सा होते हैं? गाड़ी 
सै गिरी हुई वस्तु गाड़ी में वापस रख कर हमने आपकी 
आज़ा का पालन किया था । 


गुरु: हे भगवान! क्या तुम इतनी सरल सी बात भी नहीं 


== መ нета 


uru was silent and thought for a while. Не 
then came up with a very good idea. 


He listed out all the things in the cart and gave 
the list to the students saying: 


Look, children if any of the articles given in the 
list slips down you must pick them up. 


‘They moved on and the guru once again fell 
asleep. The students too were dozing. 


‘The bullocks now started climbing up a hill. 
As they went up the sleeping guru slid down 
the cart and fell into the stream which was 
running by the side of the road. 


गुरु मौन रह थोड़ी देर सोचते रहे । उनके मन 
में एक अच्छा विचार आया | 


उन्होंने गाड़ी की सभी वस्तुओं की सूची बनाई 
उसे विद्यार्थियों को देते हुए कहा: 


देखो बच्चो, इस सूची मे दी गयी कोई वस्तु गिर 
जाए तो तुम्हें उसे उठाना चाहिए | 


वे बढ़ते गए, गुरु फिर सो गए । विद्यार्थी भी FR लगे | 


बैल अब पहाड़ी पर चढ़ने लगे । जैसे ऊपर जाने लगे तो 
सोते हए πε गाड़ी से फिसलते τα रास्ते के किनारे बहते 
झरने में गिर पड़े । 


Guru: STOP! STOP! I am drowning! 
Save me! 1 am your guru. 


The students were good and loved their 
guru, 


They rushed to him and saved him. 


The Guru shouted in anger: Why did you not pick 
me up, save me? 


Students: But sir, we only obeyed you. Your name is 
not in the list, and you had asked us only to pick up 
ме things, which were in the list, and nothing 

ehe. 


Guru: Obeyed me? How can you say that? You 
have not even tried to understand what I ከ 
try stead wit 

have just been foll 


बचाया क्यो 


በጠ ካፒ ης जी, हमने तो आपकी आज़ा का पालन 
किया। आपका नाम सूची में ጣድ የ | आपने केवल उन्ही 
वस्तुओं को उठाने के लिए कहा था, जो सूची में हो, अन्य 


πῆ 


тк: मेश कहना माना? तुम यह कैसे कह सकते हो? मैं 

1 жел चाहता था, उसे तुमने समझने की कोशिज्ञ भी 
नहीं की | उसके बदले केवल ጃት शब्दों का पालन कर रहे 
थे। तुम को सोच-समझ कर स्थिति के अनुसार काम 
करना चाहिए। 


गुरु: रको! жан मैं डूब रहा हूँ! मुझे बचाओ! मैं 
qum गुरु हूँ! 


वे अच्छे विदयार्थी थे और अपने गुरु को चाहते di 


वे दौड़ कर आए और उन्होंने गुरु को बचा लिया। 


The Foolish Disciples 
मूर्ख शिष्य 
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А Great Moral Story 
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Гһеге once lived а very kind and gentle king. 
who loved God and was very fond of wise and 
godly men. 


एक दयालु और विनम्र गजा रहता था । उसे ईश्बर से 
प्रेम था । वह ፲ሺ साधु, संतों को पसंद करता था । 


One day a very wise sage came to his kingdom 
and started living in a beautiful garden near a 
river. 


Every evening the wise sage would sit with the 
people of the kingdom and would talk to them 
and teach them lots of wonderful things. 


एक चार एक विवेकी ऋषि उसके राज्य में आया और 
जदी के किनारे एक सुन्दर बगीचे में रहने लगा | 


Жїл शाम को ऋषि राज्य के लोगों के साथ बैठता, उनसे 
बातचीत करता और उन्हें अच्छी- अच्छी बातें बताता | 


Soon many people from the city started sie ही नगर के काफी लोग ऋषि से मिलने आने लगे | 


coming to the wise sage. On hearing this, the यह सुनकर राजा ने भी ऋषि से मिलने का निश्चय Вата 
king too decided to visit the sage. А 


The next day, the king found the wise sage 
sitting under a large tree on a mat with a big 
bell next to him, talking to all the people who 
had come there. 


The king liked the talk very much and. 
wanted to УБИ the sage everyday. 


One day a person asked the sage: Sir, why do 
you always keep that bell next to you. When 
would you ring the bell? 


Sage: 1 shall ring the bell the day а person who 
has made the greatest sacrifice comes to me. 


अगले दिन राजा ने ऋषि को एक बड़े पेड़ के नीचे, 
चटाई पर बैठा देखा, उसके पास एक घंटा था और 
वह वहाँ आए, लोगों से बात कर रहा था । 


राजा को πει दाते अच्छी लगी, और वह रोज़ 
ऋषि से मिलने आगा चाहता था । 


एक दिन एक व्यक्ति ने ऋषि से पूछा: महोदय, आप 
अपने पास यह घंटा क्यों रखते हैं? आप उसे कब 
बजाएँगे? 


ऋषि : # उस दिन घंटा वजाऊँगा जिस दिन मेरे पास 
वह व्यक्ति आएगा जिसने कोई महान त्याग दिया हो | 


When the king heard this he felt how wonderful 
И would be if he were the person who had made 
the greatest sacrifice. 


The next day the king filled a plate with the 
juiciest fruits, another plate with the prettiest 
clothes, and yet another with the most dazzling 
jewels and took them to the sage. 


On the way the king came across a very 
hungry old woman who called out to him 
and said: O King, I have not eaten for many 
days. Could you please give me something to 
eat? 


The king took an apple from the plate of. 
fruits and gave it to the old lady. 


जब राजा ने यह सुना तो उसे लगा कि अगर वह 
खुद महान त्याग करनेवाला व्यक्ति हो तो कितना 
अच्छा होगा । 


अगले दिन शजा ने एक थाल में रसीले फल, दूसरे 
में सुन्दरतम कपड़े, तीसरे में अत्यधिक चमकते रत्न 
लिए और ऋषि के पास ले गया । 


रास्ते में गजा को एक qf मिली जो ዛና थी | 
वह बोली: हे राजन, मैंने कई दिनों से खाना नहीं 
खाया है । क्या आप मुझे कुछ खाने देंगे? 


गाजा ने थाल में से एक सेव निकाला और ат 


The surprised king asked the sage: 
Ὁ wise one! I offered you such wonderful 
gifts, yet you did not ring the bell. But when 
this lady offered you just one fruit you rang 
the bell. I don't understand all this! 


gave it to me. 


She gave me all that she had. What greater 
one give? O king it is not the 
matters but the love and the 


ऋषि ने कहा: हे रजन! यह τη 
ч: दिए | एक गजा के लिए 


दिया । इससे महान 
PI LI 
छिपा हुआ प्रेम और 


एक फल दिया तो तुमने घंटा बजा दिवा । मुझे यह 
समझ नहीं आवा! 


The King and The Apple 
राजा और सेब 
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The Proud Teacher 
= मास्टर घमंडी मास्टर 


A Great Moral Story 
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One evening, a teacher from a village wanted 
to cross the river to meet his brot! 
other side, 


He saw a boatman and yelled to him. 


एक эти एक गाँव के मास्टर जी अपने भाई से मिलने 
яй पार जाता चाहते थे । 


उन्होंने एक केवट को देखा और चिल्लाकर पुकारा | 


‚№4 


Teacher: Can you t. ne across th 1 मास्टर: क्या तुम मुझे नदी पार ले जाओगे 


Boatman: Yes sir, hop into the boat. ἢ τη नाव पर कद जाओ 
ЕН नाव पर कुद जाओ 


man started rowing and singing केवट ने गुनगुनाते हुए नौका ሻጥ शुरू किया और वह 
They were approaching the middle of गाता रहा | बे तदी के बीच पहँचने वाले | 


The teacher Was also іп a happy mood, So he मास्टर भी प्रसन्न भाव में थे, इसलिए 
decided to chat with the boatman. 


Teacher: So, did you read the paper today? 
Who won the match 


Boatman: No sir, 1 don't know how to read, 
1 find И kind of hard. 


Teacher: You don't know how to read!!! 


As they were going along the river they saw 
small fish jumping in the water and butterflies 
flying here and there.The teacher began to feel 
really hot, So he asked the boatman: 


Isn't it hot? What time is it? 


Boatman: Sir, I don't have a watch and also 1 
don't know how to read the time, 


Teacher: What you don't know how to read the 
time? Didn't you ever go to school 


मास्टर: तो, war तुमने आज का आख़बार पढ़ा? खेल 
में कौन जीता 


केवटः नहीं महोदय, मैं पढ़ना नहीं जानता | मेरे लिए 


जैसे वे नदी के बहाव के साथ-साथ जा रहे थे, 
छोटी-छोटी मछलियों को पानी में उछलते और तितलियों 


केवट: महोदय मेरे पास घड़ी नहीं है और मुझे समय भी 
देखना नहीं आता | 


मास्टर: क्या तुम्हें समय देखना नहीं आता? क्या तुम कभी 
भी पाठशाला नहीं गए? यह तो बुग हुआ । तुम्हारे जीवन 
का आधा भाग नष्ट हो चुका है | 


Teacher: You people must go to school and 
learn these things. They are so impoi 

you will not even know what is g 

the world. Your life is getting wasted like t 


मास्टर: तुम लोगों को पाठशाला जाकर वे सब सीखना 
चाहिए | इस दुनिया के चारों ओर क्या हो रहा है, यह 

जानने के लिए पढ़ना जरूरी है | बिना पढ़े πτετα τπτ 
जीवन बेकार हो रहा है । 


Teacher continues: Ok! So what do you do 
n you go home after work? Watch some 
Did you see that music programme 
it great! 


मास्टर आगे बोलते गए: अच्छा! काम के बाद घर 
पर क्या करते हो? टी.वी. देखते हो? क्या तुमने 
वह संगीत कार्यक्रम देखा? बड़ा अच्छा था, है न? 


Boatman: No sir, I don't watch the programme 
n't have a T.V. I don't have money 
to buy one. It is so expensive and when I get 
home I am so tired from rowing 1 just sleep or 
play with my kids. 


because 1 


Жаз: नहीं महोदय, मैं टी.वी. कार्यक्रम नहीं देखता | 
क्योंकि मेरे पास टी.वी. खरीदने के लिए रूपये नहीं हैं | 
बह बड़ा कीमती है और जब मैं घर पहुँचता हूँ, तब मैं 
इतना थका हुआ होता हूँ कि सो जाता हूँ अथवा अपने 
बच्चों के साथ खेलता हूँ | 


Teacher: 1 must say Mr. boatman that you 
have not gone to school, you don't know how 

to read the time and you don't even watch T.V. 
Three fourth of your life has been wasted! You 
have not enjoyed life at all! 


मास्टर: मुझे कहना चाहिए, केवट НЕТИП, तुम 
पाठशाला नहीं गए, तुम्हें समय देखना नहीं आता, 
तुम टी.वी. भी नहीं देखते । तुम्हारे जीवन का तीन 
चौथाई भाग बेकार हो गया । तुमने जिंदगी का 

मज़ा बिलकुल नहीं चखा | 


T सूरज 

गवा | काले-काले बादल STRIS में 
छा गए | बिजली कड़कने लगी, बादलों की गरज 
सुनाई पड़ रही थी ι 


शीघ्र ही बारिश होने लगी और арт केवट नाव 
को संतुलित ዣ कर सका, sts उसके हाथ से 
फिसल गया | केवट और मास्टर, दोनों घ गए | 


Boatman: Sir, we got to swim now, the boat 
ік going to sink, 


)h my god! But 1 don't know how 
10 swim! 


Boatman: That is too bad sir because then 
you will drown and your whole life will be a 
waste! 


den nim ዳገ pai 
बाली है । 


मास्टर: हे भगवान! मुझे तैरना तो नहीं आता | 
केवट: यह तो बहुत πα हुआ | क्योंकि जब 


आप डूब जाओगे, आपका पूय जीबन बेकार 
जाएगा! 


The boatman knew swimming so he 


into the river and swam away. 
didn't know how to swim so he sank along with 
the boat, 


केवट तैरना जानता था | इसलिए बह नदी में कूद पड़ा । 
परतु मास्टर जी को तैरना नहीं आता था, तों वह नाव 
के साथ डूब गया 


The Proud Teacher 
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In the kingdom of Kanakpura all the people 
were very clever. A wise king named Arvind 
ruled the kingdom, Everybody in the kingdom 
lived happily. The king had very clever 
ministers to help him take care of the kingdom 
and his court was filled with the most learned 
people. 


One day the king told his chief minister: 
0 wise minister! There are many questions 1 
would like you to answer. 


Wise Minister: King! Please ask the questions. 
I shall try my best to answer them. 


कनकपुर राज्य के सभी लोग बड़े चतुर थे | अरिन्द 
नामक बद्धिमान TAT वहाँ राज करता था । गज्य में 
सभी लोग बड़े खुश थे। राजकाज संभालने को πι 
के पास अनेक चतुर मंत्री थे और राजा का दरबार ΠΠ. 
लोगों से भर रहता था | 


दिन राजा ने मुख्य मंत्री से कहा: हे बुद्धिमान मंत्री! 
ऐसे अनेक ት. जिनका उत्तर मैं तुमसे चाहता हूँ | 


बुद्धिमान मंत्री: हे ፳፳ዛ प्रशन पूछिए | मैं उनका उत्तर 
देने की पूरी कोशिश करूँगा | 


The king then asked the first question: Who 
is the best person? 


Wise minister: The best person is the one 
who makes the king happy by his work. 


Everybody clapped at the wonderful 
answer but the king was not happy. 


फिर राजा ने पहला प्रश्‍न पूछा: उत्तम व्यक्ति कौन है? 


चतुर मंत्री: उत्तम व्यक्ति वही है जो अपने कार्यों से 
2ሸ को खुश कर दें | 


इस सटीक उत्तर को सुनकर सभी ने ताली बजाई | 
ल्त πι प्रसन्न नहीं हुआ | 


The king then asked the second question: 
Which is the best of all actions? 


Wise minister: The best action is that which 
makes the king happy: 


The king then went on to ask the third 
question: What is the best time? 


OO 


Wise minister: The best time is the time 
chosen by the royal astrologer, 


7676776 


फिर राजा ने दूसरा प्रश्‍न पूछा: सबसे श्रेष्ठ कार्व 
कौन-सा है? 


चतुर मंत्री: श्रेष्ठ कार्य वह है जिससे गजा प्रसन्न हो । 


e. 


राजा ने फिर तीसग प्रश्‍न पूछा: श्रेष्ठ समय कोन=सा है? 


τπτ मंत्री: गज ज्योतिषी द्वार चुना गया समय див 


τὸ 


a ከሎ 


The king was not at all happy with the answers. 
With a frown on his face he told the minister: 


Minister, you are very wise, but your answers 
did not solve my doubts. 


He then asked all his ministers: 


Is there anyone here who could give an answer 
to my questions? If anybody in my kingdom із 
able to give a suitable answer to my questions 
they will be given a bag of gold coins. 


इन उत्तरें से गजा बिलकुल प्रसन्न नहीं था | चेहरे पर 
शिकन लिए उसने मंत्री से कहा: 


मंत्री, तुम बड़े बुद्धिमान हो | परन्तु तुम्हारे उत्तर मेरे 
Ж को दूर नहीं कर सके | 


उसने अपने सारे मंत्रियों से पूछा: 
ኻነ то? का उत्तर देने वाला यहाँ कोई है? यदि कोई 


2258 मेरे राज्य में मेरे туй के योग्य उत्तर दे पाएगा तो, 
पे एक थैली भर अशर्फियौ मिलेंगी | 


That evening while the king was walking in 
his garden he met a smart man. Пе asked 
him the same questions but was unhappy 
with the answers. 


उस क्राम 94 ΠῚ अपने बगीचे में चहल कदमी 
कर रहा था तो बह ऐक बुद्धिमान और चतुर आदमी 
से Вет । उससे उसे ukuk uku वह 

E से ἡ c ही रहा । 


Another day the king was riding through the 
forest with his minister and felt very tired. 


They saw a small cottage and stopped to rest 
for a little while. 


एक दिन TT अपने मंत्री के साथ ज॑गल से गुज़र 
रहा था, बह काफी थकान महसूस कर τεῖ πι 


उन्होंने एक छोटी सी कुटिया देखी और वे वहाँ 


थोड़ी देर विश्राम करने रूक गए । 


As they came close to the cottage they found 
a wise guru watering the plants. 


As soon as the teacher saw the king һе 
welcomed him and offered him a seat. 


जैसे ही वे कुटिया के पास आये, एक बृद्धिमान गुरू 
को पौधे सींचते हुए देखा । 


जैसे ही गुरु ने राजा को देखा, उसने उनका स्वागत 


किया,और बैठने के लिए आसन दिया । 


He then went inside the cottage and brought 
some fruits and drinks for the king. While he 
was serving the king, a student entered carrying 
а wounded man. 


Sceing the wounded man the guru said: 
() king! Please excuse me. 1 must now go to 
attend to the wounded person. 


Rested and refreshed the king was ready to 
leave. He went upto the teacher and said: Thank 
you very much for your kind help. We would like 
to leave пом. 


Teacher: И was a pleasure to be of help to you 
О king! But I find that you look troubled. What 
is your problem? Tell me son? 


गुरु फिर अन्दर जाकर फल और पानी ले आया | वह गजा 
को फल परोस रहा था, कि तभी एक विद्यार्थी एक घायल 
व्यक्ति को लिए अंदर आया । 


घावल को देख गुरु ने कहा: हे गजन! मुझे क्षमा कीजिए, 
मूझे जाकर उस घायल की देखभाल करनी होगी । 


विश्राम कर, थकान मिटा कर राजा चलने को तैयार था | 
बह गुरु के पास जाकर बोला: मदद के लिए धन्यवाद | 
अब हम जाना चाहते 


गुरुः тия, आपकी मदद करना हमाग सौभाग्य है | परन्तु 
आप चिंतित नज़र आते है'। आप की समस्या क्या है? 
मुझे बताओ पुत्र! 


King: My first question ік who is the best 
of persons? 


‘Teacher: And the other questions? 


King: My second question is what is the 
best of all actions? And the third question 
is what is the best time: 


गजाः एक लंबे ዝጣጃ से तीन प्रश्‍न मुझे परेशान कर 
रहे हैं । मैं ने हर जगह उत्तर खोजा है । 


गुरुः प्रशन क्या हैं? 
т: मेरा pen туз है, कौन उत्तम व्यक्ति है? 
"ሻዊ: और अन्य प्रश्‍न? 


са मेगा दूसरा туя है, सबसे उत्तम कार्य क्‍या है? 
और तीसरा στη, सबसे उत्तम समय कौन-सा है 


Teacher: О king! You just witnessed the answers to When the injured man came I left everything and 
your questions. 

King: O holy one! 1 did not understand, Please clarify? 

Teacher: Before you came here 1 was w 

plants. That was my duty, Then when you с 

attended to your needs. That then became my duty to 

a guest 


गुरुः हे गजन! अभी-अभी आप इन प्रश्नों के उत्त के 
गवाह थे 


गजाः हे साधु, मैं समझा नहीं | कृपया स्पष्ट πὰ । 


गुरू: आपके यहाँ पहले गै पौधों को सीच रहा 
था । वह मेश क फिर जब आप आए, मैं ने 
आपकी आवश्यकताओं की ओर ध्यान दिया | वह मेश 
अतिथि के प्रति कर्तव्य ar) 


The king was filled with joy on receiving the 
answer to all his questions. 


He thanked the teacher for solving his doubts. 


गजा अपने सभी प्रश्नों के उत्तर पाकर खुजी से भर गया | 


अपने संदेह τι करने के लिए उसने गुर को धन्यवाद 
दिवा । 


पावल आदमी आया, मैं ने सबकुछ 

भाल की | जो मदद मौगने आए व्यक्त की देखभाल 
ही की सेवा 

“tqz मिलता है, वही कार्य श्रेष्ठ कायं है 

समय, जब तुम कुछ कर सकते हो, वही उत्तम 
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There once lived a man named Jaggu. Jaggu was a 
thief. He wanted to become a good person so he went 
тоа holy man for help. 

Jaggu: Sir, 1 wish to become а good person. Please 
help 

Holy man: Son, 1 can help you only if you agree to do 
as T say. 

Jaggu: Yes master, I shall do whatever you ask me to, 


Holy man: Well then, promise to leave one bad habit 
of yours. 


एक बार, जग्गू नामक एक आदमी रहता था । वह चोर था 
और वह एक अच्छा आदमी बनना चाहता था । इसलिए वह 
एक साधु के पास मदद माँगने गया । 

जग्गू: महोदय, मैं अच्छा आदमी बनना चाहता हूँ | कृपया 
मेरी मदद कीजिए | 

साधुः जैसा मैं कहूँ यदि वैसा करोगे, तो मैं तुम्हारी मदद! 
WEN | 

sm: हाँ! गुरू जी, आप जैसा कहेंगे मैं वैसा жет | 
साधु: अच्छा, फिर वचन दो कि तुम एक बुरी आदत छोड़ 


Jaggu thought for a while about all his bad 
habits... He could not give up stealing, as he 
took care of his family with that money. 


After a lot of thinking he told the holy man: 
Sir, 1 shall not Не from now on. 


The holy man smiled and blessed him. 


That night Jaggu had decided to rob the 
king's palace. 


At midnight, he tiptoed through the palace 
gates, climbed the walls of the palace and 
entered the royal terrace. 


उस गत जग्गू ने राजा के महल में चोरी करने का 
निश्चय किया τι 


आधी रत को, वह राजमहल के फाटक को 
चुपचाप पार कर गया, महल की दीवार पर चढ़ा, 
और महल की छत पर पहुँचा । 


जग्गू ने थोड़ी देर तक अपनी सारी बुरी आ 
बारे मे सोचा, चोरी करना छोड़ नहीं सकता 
था, क्योंकि वह अपने परिवार का पालन उसी पैसे 
से करता था । 


жұл सोच - विचार करने पर उसने साधु से कहा 
महोदय, आज से मैं झूठ नहीं ሻሻ | 


साथ्‌ ने मुस्कराकर उसे आज्ञीर्वाद दिया | 


In the terrace he saw a dark figure walking 
towards him. 


He was shocked. He wondered who И was. И was 
the king himself dressed as а com 


non man. 
Не was out to check how happy his people were. 


Jaggu asked the man: Who are you? What are 


you doing hei 


King: Shhh... I have come to steal the palace 
treasures. 


Jaggu was relieved and happy to find a partner 
and said: Friend we are together in И... they 
shook hands, 


उसने छत पर एक काले से आकार को 
आते देखा | 


उसे धक्का लगा । वह सोचने लगा कि यह कौन है | 


वह स्वय॑ rem साधारण आदमी के भेस में था | 
πε देखने चला था कि उसकी प्रजा कितनी खुश है 


जग्गू ने उस आदमी से पूछा: तुम कौन हो? यहाँ क्या 
क्र रहे हो 


गजाः कहा, मैं महल का AT लूटने आया #1 


जग्गू एक साथी पाकर आश्वस्त और प्रसन्न हुआ 
और बोला: मित्र, हम इसमें साथ हैं. उन्होंने 
हाथ मिलाएं | 


The king was delighted and said: We shall 
share the treasure equally. Together they broke 
into the royal treasury. Jaggu jumped with joy 
at the sight of the treasure while the king 
looked on. They took all the treasures and 
divided it equally. Then they found three 
sparkling diamonds, 


іш 


King: There are three diamonds here. How 
shall we divide them? 


Jaggu: Lets take а diamond each and leave 
one for the king. 


πι ते कहा: हम इस खज़ाने को ππατ बाँट लेंगे | 
दोनों जाही तिजोरी तोड़ कर अंदर पहुँचे । जग्गू ने 
(जब खज़ाना देखा, πὶ वह खुशी से नाच उठा । जबकि 
(जा देखता रहा | उन्होंने खज़ाना लेकर बरावर बाट 
लिया । तब उन्होंने तीन चमकते हीरे देखे । 


यहाँ तो तीज हीरे हैं, हम इन्हें कैसे बाटे 
| हम दोनों एक-एक लेकर एक राजा के लिए 


While leaving .. 


King: Give me your address so that we сап 
work together a 


ते समय 


राजाः तुम्हार पता दे दो ताकि हम फिर एक साथ 
काम कर सकते हैं । 


Next morning the soldiers found the royal 
asury stolen, and rushed 10 inform the 


अगले दिन सैनिकों ने ज्ञाही 
देखा, तो वे war को सूचना दे 


हुआ 


In the king's court: 

Chief guard: Your Majesty the royal treasury 
has been stolen, 

The king knew about it all but acted surprised. 


King: What! How did this happen? Where were 
you all last night? 


rdered the minister to go and check on the 


The minister went to the treasury and found a 
beautiful, sparkling diamond, He had a wicked 
thought to keep the diamond for himself. 


The minister said to self; This is the only 
thing left. Тһе king would not know about it. Let 
me have it for myself. 


So he put the diamond in his pocket and went 
back to court. 


Minister: Your majesty the treasury is empty 
and everything is gone. 


मंत्री खज़ाने में गया और उसने वहाँ एक चमकता हीण 
देखा | उसके मन में हीय अपने पास रख लेने का ሻሸ 
विचार आया 


मंत्री ने अपने आप से कहा: यही एक बचा हुआ है | 
राजा को मालूम भी नहीं होगा । मैं इसे रख I | 


तो उसने वह हीरा अपनी जेव में डाला और वापस 
दरवार गया | 


मंत्री: हुजूर, खज़ाना खाली है सब कुछ चला गया । | 


राजा के दरवार में 
मुख्य पहरेदार: हुजूर! शाही खज़ाना लूटा गया है | 


राजा को मालूम था । मगर उसने हैरान होने का नाटक 
किया | 


राजा; क्या? यह कैसे हुआ? पिछली रात को तुम लोग 
कहाँ थे? 


ቭጃ ने मंत्री को नुकसान का अंदाज़ा लगाने भेजा । 


King: Did you steal the treasury last night? 


Jaggu thought for a while and remembered his 
promise to the holy man. 


Jaggu: Yes majesty. 1 stole the treasury. 1 h 
partner who helped m 


equally and left oi 


Then, where is that 


The minister who had stolen the diamond began to 
shiver. Seeing this the king ordered to search the 
The diamond was found in ( 


minister's 


pocket. The angry king ordered the mini 
punished. 


क्या तुमने खजाने में चोरी की थी. 


जग थोड़ी देर सोचता रहा, उसे साधू को दिया अपना वचन 


याद आया | 


जग; जी हाँ, ढुजूर। मैं ने खज़ाने की चोरी की । मेश एक 
साथी था जिसने मेरी मदद की थी । हमने ख 
लिया और आपके लिए एऊ हींग छोड 


тат बराबर बाट 


जाः फिर वह біп कहां है 

888 मंत्री े हीरा waar था, वह काँपने लगा | उसे देख राजा 
जे उसकी तलाशी की आज़ा की जेब मे पाया 
ТШ | क्रोधित होकर गजा 


# हीर 


मंत्री को 


Monat 


The king was surprised with 
and asked him: Why 


you confess so easily? 


The Truthful Thief 
सच्चा चोर 


give up one bad 


Jaggu: My guru had asked m 
habit. To stop s 
is my bread and butter. But I promised him that I 
would always speak the truth 


was not possible 


s truthfulness 


The king was pleased with 
and asked him to be his minister 


any की सच्च हैरान था | उसने उससे पूछा, 


तुमने इतनी 


тор मेरे गुरु ने मुझे एक बुरी आदत छोड़ने 
था | चोरी करना छोड़ना मेरे लिए संधव नहीं था, उसी 
से मेरी जीविका चलती ድ | ዛጂፓ ने उन्हें वचन दिया 
था कि ἢ हमेशा सच डी बोलूँगा । 


गजा τη की सच्चाई से खुश हुआ और उसने πὰ 
अपना मंत्री बनने को कहा | 


А Great Moral Story 
Media Fusion (India) Pvt. Led. 


There once was a man named Kaluram who कालूराम नामक आदमी जंगल में रहकर अपनी 
lived by the forest. जीविका चलाता था | 


Kaluram earned money by catching and छोटे-छोटे 
टे-छोटे पक्षी और पशु को पकड़कर, और 
€ small birds and animals to people as उन्हें बेचकर वह अपना निर्वाह करता था । 


One day Кашгат went into the forest and 
caught two talking parrots. 


एक दिन जंगल में कालूराम ने दो बोलनेवाले 
d तोते पकड़े । 


That evening he went into town to sell the 
two parrots hoping to earn a lot of money. 


उसी ज्ञाम को वह उन तोतों को अच्छे दामों पर 
बेचकर बहुत-सा ዛና कमाने की आस ፳ शहर 
गवा | 


Kaluram sold the first parrot to a butcher, 
who kills animals and makes them into meat. 


कालूगम vest तोते को एक कसाई को बेचा, 
जो जानवरों को मारकर उनका मांस чат था । 


Kaluram sold his other parrot to а kind and 
| wise Haridasa who always sang the name of 
God. 


79 ने दूसरा तोता एक दयालु और बुद्धिमान, 5388 
πῇ ἘΠῚ करते ताले हरिदास को बेचा |. | 


4 | 


> - === 

i" 
ላቨ day long the first parrot heard the 
butcher yell, *Get the cow here, kill it. Cut 8 / 
up this goat. ....kill it, cut it, chop it...” P g- A 
аа दिन पहले तोते ने कसाई को यह चिल्लाते j 4 
हुए सुना, "उस गाय को यहाँ लाओ, उसे 90, f эр 
"Ч (को मागे, काटो, बोटी बना दो... Γ᾽ 

| 


In the Haridasa's house lots of people 
came to listen to divine songs. "Hare Rama 
Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare." 


The parrot's life was filled with songs of 
God. 


q 


हरिदास के घर पर अनेक लोग भजन सुनने आते 
थे । "हरे राम हरे ग़म Ta gm 


Ἐπὶ तोते का जीवन हरि-भजन से अर गया था | 


Few months later Kaluram returned to the 
town to see how the parrots were doing. 


कुछ महीनों बाद कालूराम तोतों को देखने शहर गया | 


Kaluram came to the butcher's house and went 
near the bird he had sold. 


To Kaluram’s loving "hello", the parrot only 
replied, “Kill him! Get him and chop off his 
head!” 


This depressed and scared Kaluram. 


कालूगम कसाई के घर आवा और पहले तोते के पास 
गया । 


कालूगम ने उसे “शम राम” कहा ज्ञो तोते ने यह उत्तर 
दिया, “उसे मागे! उसे ካ፳2፡ उसका सिर काट डालो!” 


यह सुनकर कालूगम दुखी हुआ और डर чат । 


шш οπου. 


कालूगम हरिदास के घर गया । उसने वहाँ तोते को 
मीठी आवाज़ में पुकारते हुए सूना, "स्वागत! स्वागत! 
Et राम, τὶ गम, गम राम, हरे हरे (° 


दूसरे तोते को मीठा बोलते सुनकर उसे बड़ा अचरज 
हुआ। 


Kaluram realised that the first parrot living in 
the company of the butcher had learned the harsh 
Tanguage of the butcher. 


कालूरम को बोध हुआ कि कसाई के साथ रहकर पहला 
तोता उसकी बुरी भाषा सीख चुका ት । 


το ሀዘ ይ еее αὶ б емее ሇካ e sha we Pay iha? нат а 
PET der Dome e rper Pep ቀ we Fa бива a 


Tha hope Ces መመ of taa) ይመ መመ ем catene sari ae 


जज ከመ е Ve rr tien Yon экол የመ — ras ова 
ММУ 


oreo bo ne ህጨ፣ 
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The Unwanted Gifts 


अनचाहे तोहफे अनचाहे तोहफे 


А Great Moral Story 


Media Fusi 


india) Pvt. Lid. 


One day Lord Buddha was sitting alone 
under a tree in a forest. 


[7 της दिन भगवान बुद्ध πο में एक पेड़ के नीचे 
अकेले बेठे हुए थे 


दूर-दूर से लोग केवल उनकी बातें सुनने आते थे 


People from far and near came just to 
listen to Him. 


One man who came there that day did not एक दिन एक आदमी जो वहाँ आया था, उसे बुद्ध 
believe іп what Buddha said. Не was annoyed की wat Өзен नहीं था। वह माणम होकर 


d st: ed ting at le ፎ ` 
and started shouting at Him меш ES! 


Buddha sat there smiling and listened silently 
to the man shouting. 


The man kept shouting ..... and shouting... 
and got extremely angry. 


He soon had no words to use and was 
tired of shouting. 


The people present there did not like this वहाँ उपस्थित लोगों को यह अच्छा नहीं लगा । उन्होंने 
and tried to stop him, but he did not listen to उसे ग्रेकने का प्रयास किया | परन्तु उसने किसी की न 


them. सुनी i 


Buddha was still silent. 


When the man stopped Buddha asked him 
Have you finishe 


भगवान बुद्ध फिर भी मौन τὲ । 


πα आदमी रुक गया, बुद्ध ने उससे पूछा: 
"तुम्हारी बात खत्म हो गई?” 


The man said: “You really bad. You do not 
have any shame. You sat smiling even when 1 
shouted at you and said horrible things about 


Buddha: "Son! I did not react because 1 did not ड ने कहा, "भेटे! मै मे को 
कि तुम्हारे अपजब्दों का 
किया । उसे तुम अपने पास 


accept the gift of bad words you gave me. You can 
keep them for yourself.” 


The man was now very sorry for what he 
had done. 


The Unwanted Gifts 


आदमी अपने किए पर झर्मिन्दा हो παι 


APPU SERIES - BILINGUAL 


Under His Own Pillow 


उसीके तकिए के नीचे उसीके तकिए के नीचे 


1, 


2 
А Great Moral Story 


There was once a rich man who went to a holy एक बार एक अमीर आदमी मंदिर के उत्सव में भाग लेने 
place to attend the temple festival. पुजनिय स्थान पर गया | 


A thief saw the rich man and wanted to एक चोर ने उस अमीर को देखा और उसके थोड़े से 
take away some of his money for himself. ien चुग लेना चाहा। 


50, he made friends with the rich man and तो उसने अमीर At कर ली और वह उसके 
went along with him. साथ-साथ चलने लगा | 


At night they stayed together at a रात को वे धर्मशाला में साथ = | 
dharmashala. 


The thief waited for the rich man to fall asleep चोर ने अमीर आदमी के सोने का इंतजार किया ताकि 
so that he could run away with the rich man's वह उसके रुपए लेकर भाग जाए 
money. 


As soon as the rich man fell asleep and जैसे ही अमीर सो गवा और खर्रटे भरने लगा 
started snoring, the thief got up and started चोर उठकर उसके रुपए du чт! 
looking around for the money, 


He searched everywhere for a very long वह बड़ी देर तक Saar रहा | फिर भी उसे कुछ नहीं 
time. Still he could not find it anywhere, मिला । थका और दुखी होकर, उसने वापस सो जाने 


Tired and sad, he decided to go back to 


का निश्चय किया | 
sleep. 


The next morning the rich man and the अगले दिन अमीर आदमी और चोर उठे और चलने के 
thief got up and were getting ready to leave. लिए तैयार gu । 

The thief was very sad but was also very चोर बड़ा зан था, परन्तु वह जानने को ፳ቋት हो 
curious to know where the rich man had रहा था कि आखिर अमीर ने τπτ रुपया कहाँ छिपाकर 


hidden ай his à 
idden а! money. रखा था | 


Тһе thief told the rich man: 


There are lots of thieves around here friend, 
We should keep our money very safely. If you 
need any help let me know. 


चोर ने अमीर आदमी से कहा: | 
अपना धन 


मित्र, πεῖ अनेक चोर घूमते रहते हैं । 
सुरक्षित रखना चाहिए । यदि तुम्हे कोई मदद चाहिए 
at बताओ | 


Thief: Me? How is that possible? चोर: मैंने? वह कैसे ት 


መመመ 111 ld! अमीर आदमी: हाँ, पिछली ση मैं ने अपना सा धन 
| तुम्हारे तकिए के नीचे रखा À 


Saying that he took the money from under the thief's 
pillow! यह कहता हुआ उसने चोर के तकिए के नीचे से अपना 


धन ले लिया! 


God is like the rich man. Не has filled us 
ind happiness 


But we keep searching for fun and joy іп Under His Own Pillow 


all the outside things. 
उसीके तकिए के नीचे 


उस अमीर-सा है जिसने हम ናሻ इतनी 
सारी सुख-शांति भर दी है । परन्तु हम हँसी, आनंद 
आदि को बाहरी वस्तुओं में खोजते हैं 


HINDI 
an Indian Folk Tale 


चालाक बिचौलिया 


An Indian Folk Tale 


Media Fusion (India) Pvt. Led. 


| ዝባ apputeries com 


A long time ago, there lived a wise man in a बहुत समय पहले दूर एक राज्य में एक बुद्धिमान आदमी 
distant land. He was known by his people as रहता था | बह लोगों में प्रतिभावान विचौलिया भरत के 
Bharat, the brilliant negotiator, साब से जान जमा ш! 


If there was any issue to be resolved, the 
people would say, “Go to Bharat. He's the 
best negotiator. 


यदि कोई समस्या को सुलझाना हो तो लोग कहते, 
"भरत के पास जाओ, वह उत्तम बिचौलिया है 1" 


/ ы „о 5. 


Bharat lived a simple and happy life. 


One day, фе Goddess of wealth and the 
Goddess of poverty had an argument about 
who was the most beautiful. 


They kept arguing day in and day out, 


They went to the king of the Gods but he 
was unable to solve their problem. 


Finally he said, “I hear, there is a brilliant 
negotiator called Bharat in the village below. 
Why don't you go to him? He will resolve 
this issue." 


भरत सरल और सुखी जीवन जीता επι 


пж दिन धन की देवी और निर्धनता की देवी में वहस 
हुई कि उनमें अधिक सुंदर कौन है | 


वे निरंतर बहस करती रहती | 


ἃ देवताओं के राजा इंद्र के पास गईं । परन्तु वे इनकी 
समस्या न सुलझा सके । 


आखिर उन्होंने कहा, “मैं ने सुना है कि नीचे एक गाँव 
में भरत नामक प्रतिभावान बिचौलिया रता है । आप 
उसके पास क्यों नहीं जातीं? वह आपकी समस्या 
सुलझा देगा |" 


ο 


Both the Goddesses agreed and they went to 
Bharat's house. 


He wasn't home when they reached there, 
and so they decided to wait for him. Аз they 
waited, they once again began arguing. 


<== 


दोनों देवियाँ उनकी बात मानकर भरत के घर गईं | 


जब वे वहाँ पहुँचीं, तो भरत घर पर नहीं था | 
इसलिए उन्होंने उसका इंतजार करने का निश्चय 
किया । इंतजार करते हुए वे फिर बहस करने लगीं । 


They made so much noise that people gathered 
around them. 


Тһе Goddess of wealth smiled at them and 
asked, “Well, my dear people, can any of you 
tell us, which one of us is more beautiful?” 


उन्होंने इतना हल्ला मचाया कि ፔቦት ओर लोग इकट्ठे 
हो गए । 


धन की देवी उनकी ओर देखकर ግማ πό और उसने 
पूछा, “अच्छा, प्रिय लोगो, wer आप में से कोर्ड बता 
सकता हैं कि हममें से कौन अधिक सुंदर है?” 


‘The people were scared. И they favoured one, 


the other would get upset. They were in quite 
n fix, but suddenly to their delight, they saw 
Bharat returning home. 


“Bharat! Bharat! You're back!” they shouted 
іп happiness. 


“Now Bharat will solve the problem for us,” 
they thought, relieved. Bharat rushed to find 
out what the commotion outside his house 


was all about, 


“What is it? What is the problem? Why is 
there such а crowd here?" he asked. 


| 
Т | 
ІТ! 


2 
ж” ҰЙ ' | 
ΜΥ S 


लोग भयभीत हो गए थे | किसी एक का पक्ष लेंगे तो 

vt उनसे नागज़ हो जाएगी | वे उलझन में पड़ गए 

| परन्तु उन्होंने भरत को घर लौटते देखा तो उनकी 
खुशी का ठिकाना न रहा | 


Ж 


वे खुशी से चिल्ला उठे, "апи भरत! तुम आ गए?" — 


2 
Г 
2 


वे यह सोचकर आश्वस्त हुए कि अब भरत हमारे 
लिए समस्या सुलझा देगा । अपने घर के सामने क्या 
हल्ला हो रहा है, यह देखने भरत भाग कर आया | 


उसने पूछा, "क्या है? कवा समस्या है? यहाँ इतनी 
भीड़ क्यों है?” 


ጨጨመጽዯማጩፓጋ a los ` ` 


Тһе Goddess of wealth said, “We hear that 
you can solve any problem. You must be a 
clever man!” 


“Don't you go flattering him! Не won't 
answer in your favour just because of your 
flattery. He's a fair man," snapped the 
Goddess of poverty at her. 


[| 


“Will someone please tell me what the 
problem is?" asked Bharat, confused. 


Then, one of the villagers stepped forward 
and said, “ГИ tell you Bharat. These two 
Goddesses are arguing about who i» more 
beautiful.” 


धन की देवी ने कहा, “हमने सुना है कि तुम कोई 
भी समस्या सुलझा सकते हो | तुम बड़े अक्लमंद 
आदमी होगे!” 


निर्धनता की देवी ने तुरंत उसकी बात काटते हुए 
कहा, “तुम उसकी खुशामद मत करो, तुम्हारी बातें 
सुनकर वह तुम्हारी तरफदारी नहीं करेगा । वह 
መፍት" 


भरत ने असमंजस में पड़कर पूछा, “कृपया कोई 
मुझे बताएगा कि समस्या क्‍या है?” 


फिर एक गाँववाला आगे आया और बोला, "ана, 
मैं बताता हूँ । वे देवियाँ बहस कर रही हैं कि 
उनमें अधिक सुन्दर कौन है?" 


— 
and curse him. 


“Oh dear! What am 1 going to do?" he 
thought. 


idea struck him, “Well, Goddess o 
there is по one as beautiful as y 
whole universe when you enter 


And Goddess of poverty, there is no one 
quite as beautiful as you when you are 
leaving the house!” 


κ 


This answer pleased the Goddesses and they 
went away, each of them thinking themselves 
to have been adjudged the most beautiful. 


Bharat breathed a sigh of relief and the 


Villagers shouted, “Three cheers to Bharat, 
the brilliant negotiator! There is no one. 


quite like him!” 
A ^ 


इस उत्तर ने दोनों देवियों को खुश कर दिया । दोनों 
सोचती τῇ कि दोनों को अति सुन्दर कहा गया था। 


н 


भरत ने एक लंबी साँस ली | तब गाँव वालों ने कहा, 
"प्रतिभावान बिचौलिया भरत की जय हो! उसके जैसा 


उसने सोचा, "ओह! अब मैं ዝብ कसु?” 


उसने उन दोनों देवियों की ओर देखा, तो उसके मन में एक 
विचार आया । उसने कहा, "हाँ, थन की देवी, जब तुम घर 
में प्रवेश करती हो, तब इस qt विश्व में तुम जैसी सुन्दर 
और कोई नहीं г 


उसने आगे कहा, “हे निर्धनता की देवी, जब तुम घर 
से निकलती हो, तब तुम्हारी जैसी सुन्दर कोई नहीं होती г 
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А Ргїсе їо Рау 


A long time ago, a distant land was ruled by 
а king. He was brave and kind, but he had 
one flaw, he was greedy. 


He didn't always want expensive gifts, but he 
wanted to be given some gift or the other. 


कीमत का भुगतान 


An Indian Folk Tale 


बहुत समय पहले दूर देश में एक राजा राज करता था | 
बह बड़ा साहसी और दयालु था | उसमें एक कमी थी 
कि वह लालची धा i 


चह कीमती तोहफे तो नहीं चाहता था | मगर कोई न 
कोई तोहफ़ा लेना ज़रूर पसंद करता था | 


— s 


One day, the king decided to tour his 
kingdom. Пе stepped out of the palace gates 
and there he found a man standing with a nice 
fat hen in his hand, 


The man bowed low and said, “Your Majesty, 
lam Gopal. I won this hen by gambling in 
your name. It is yours.” 
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The king was very pleased indeed! Не 
beamed at Gopal and said, *Give the hen 
to my poultry keeper." 


Gopal agreed and went away. The king was 
so pleased at what had happened that һе 
promptly forgot about his tour and 
returned to the palace. 


एक दिन राजा ने दौरे पर चलने का निश्चय क्रिया | 
उसने महल से बाहर कदम रखा ही था कि वहाँ एक 
मोटी-ताज़ी मुर्गी हाथ में लिए हुए एक आदमी को 
खड़े हुए देखा । 


आदमी ने नीचे झुककर कहा, qi मैं गोपाल हूँ । 
मैं ने आपका नाम लेकर जुआ खेला, और इस मुर्गी 
ጃጁ जीता हैं । इसलिए यह आपकी है । 


गजा सचमुच बड़ा खुश हुआ | वह цевта और 
बोला, "मेरे कुक्कुट पालक को मुर्गी up 


गोपाल ने हामी भरी और चला गया । राजा इतना खुश 
हुआ कि वह भूल गया कि वह किस दौरे पर निकला 
था और वापस महल लौटा | 


The next day, he again decided to go out. Yet 
again he saw Gopal standing outside. But this 
time he had à healthy sheep with him. 


"Well my man, what have you won in my 
name today?" asked the king. 


“Your Majesty, 1 won this sheep. It is yours," 
replied Gopal bowing low. 


The king was really pleased, He said, 
“Excellent! Give it to my shepherd,” and 
returned to the palace. 
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अगले दिन उसने फ़िर दौरे पर जाने का निश्चय 
किया | फिर एक बार उसने गोपाल को बाहर 
खड़े हुए देखा । मगर इस बार उसके पास एक 
हटूटी-कट्टी भेड़ dri 


गजा ने पूछा, “अरे मेरे भाई, आज तुमने मेरे 
ጃጃ पर क्या जीता है?” 


गोपाल ने नीचे तक झुककर कहा, "हुजूर! मैं ने 
यह भेड़ जीती है, यह आपकी है г 


राजा सचमुच प्रसन्न हुआ | उसने कहा, "बहुत 
खूब! इसे मेरे गड़रिवे को दे दो ।” और वह वापस 
महल लौटा । 


When the third day came, the king couldn't 
wait to see what gift Gopal had brought for 
him. 


When he went out he found Gopal standing 
between two tough looking men. 


‘There was no sign of a gift today. The king 
was disappointed and asked, "What have you 
brought for me today Gopal? I don't see 
anything." 


Gopal simply bowed and said, “Your Majesty, 


T don't have anything to give you today.” 


जब ሽሻ दिन आया, तब ται यह देखने को बचेन था 
कि गोपाल उसके लिए क्‍या तोहफ़ा लावा होगा | 


जब वह महल से बाहर निकला तो उसने गोपाल को दो 
हट्टे-कट्टे लोगों के बीच खड़े हुए | 


ей का कोई नामोनिशान नहीं था । राजा निराश 
हुआ और उसने पूछा, "गोपाल, आज तुम मेरे लिए 
क्या लाए हो, मैं कुछ देख नहीं रहा г 


गोपाल झुककर बोला, "हुजूर, आज आपको देने के 
लिए मेरे पास कुछ नही है ।* 


- 


“What! Didn't you gamble in my name?" 
asked the king. 


“I did your Majesty. But I did not win 
anything. In fact I lost all my money and I 
owe these men five hundred gold coins each," 
replied Gopal. 


“Since I played in your name, you owe 
them five hundred gold coins each," he 
continued. 


The king was shocked and he said, *I owe 
them? But И was you who gambled, not 11" 


— 


राजा ने पूछा, "क्या? तुम ने मेरे नाम पर जुआ 
नहीं खेला?” 


गोपाल ने उत्तर दिया, TE खेला परनु मैं ने 
कुछ नहीं जीता । असल में मैं अपना सारा रुपया 
हार गया और इन दोनों का पाँच सौ सोने के 
सिक्कों का देनदार हूँ |" 


За Sd 


वह आगे बोलता गया, “चूँकि मैं ने आपके नाम 
पर खेला था, आप उन दोनों के पाँच सौ सिक्कों 
के देनदार हैं ।” 


रजा को धक्का लगा और उसने कहा, “मैं उनका 
ऋणी हूँ? पर्नु जुआ तुमने खेला, मैं ने नहीं г 


The king realized his folly and thought, 
“T have been very foolish and greedy. 
Now I have to pay for ዘ.” 


He turned to his minister and sai 
and get the money from the treas 
minister. I have to pay these men." 


The king paid the men and turning to Gopal 
he said, "I accepted your gifts without 
realizing that there would be я price to pay. 
1 have paid your debt today but don't ever 
Jet me catch you gambling again!” 


Gopal bowed low and promising never to 
gamble again, he went away. 


राजा ने उन आदभियों को रुपये दे दिए और गोपाल की 
ओर मूडकर बोला, “मैं ने तुम्हारे तोहफे स्वीकार किए, 
यह नहीं समझा कि एक दिन उसके दाम चुकाने होंगे। 
ዯት अब तुम्हात ऋण चुका दिया है। अब आगे तुम 
कभी भी जुआ खेलने ዛቡ ጠት!" 


ऊभी भी जुआ न खेलने की 


τι को अपनी गलती का अहसास हुआ और उसने 
सोचा, "मैं बड़ा मूर्ख और लालची था | अब मुझे 
उसके दाम चुकाने होगे I" 


बह अपने मंत्री की ओर मुड़कर बोला, “मंत्री, जाकर 
खजाने से कुछ रुपये ले आना, मुझे इन आदगियों 
को देना है ।" 


A Price to Pay 
कीमत का भुगतान 
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Its all in the Face यह सब चेहरे में है 


An Indian Folk Tale 
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Once upon a time, there lived a prince who पराने 
ruled over a small kingdom. 


य की बात है, एक छोटे से л पर एक 
राजकुमार गज करता था | 


Не was зо obsessed with his own good looks 


that one would always find him gazing away 


अपना प्रतिबिंब देखता रहता था 


at his reflection in a mirror, 


И he had visitors from distant lands, һе 
wouldn't discuss politics or the welfare of 
his people. 


Instead, he would say, “You have traveled 
far and wide haven't you? Tell me, in all 
your travels, have you seen anyone quite 
as handsome as me?” 


None of them had seen a more handsome 
face and even if they had, they didn't dare 
say so! 


One day, one of the visitors said, “Oh dear 
prince, you are by far the most handsome 
being I've seen! I doubt if there's anyone 
as handsome as you in the whole world!” 


л 


यदी उसे कोई दूर जगाहों से मिलने आता, तो वह 
उनके साथ ग़जनैतिक या लोगों के कल्याण के बारे 
में चर्चा नहीं करता था । 


बल्कि, वह कहता, "आपने दूर-दूर की जगाहों की 
यात्रा की है न? बताओ तो आपकी इन यात्राओं में 
क्या आपने मुझ सा सुन्दर कोई व्यक्ति देखा है?” 


उससे आकर्षक चेहरा किसीने भी नहीं देखा था और 
यदि देखा भी होता, तो उसके सामने कहने की कोई 
हिम्मत नहीं करता । 


एक दिन उसके एक मेहमान ने कहा, "ओह प्रिय 
राजकुमार! तुम मेरे देखे हुए लोगों में सबसे आकर्षक 
व्यक्ति हो । मुझे संदेह है कि पूरे संसार में आप सा 
सुन्दर व्यक्ति कोई भी होगा ।” 
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These words of praise went straight into the 
prince's head and he began to completely 
ignore the needs of his people. He got more 
obsessed with his beauty. 


ये सारी प्रशंसात्मक बातें राजकुमार के मस्तिष्क में घर 
कर गईं और बह अपने प्रजा की जरूरतों को अनदेखा 
करने लगा | वह अपने सौंदर्य को लेकर काफी सम्मोहित 
"Wi 


The people of his kingdom were very unhappy. 


They didn't know what they could do. Finally, उसके राज्य की प्रजा बड़ी दुखी धी । वे क्या कर सकते 


they prayed to the gods for a miracle. 


They prayed with such earnest that the gods 
felt sorry for them and came down to earth. 
One of the gods said, “Му dear people, what 
are your troubles? How can we help you?” 


Тһе oldest of the people said, *God, as you 
know, our prince is obsessed with his good 
looks. He has completely stopped looking 
after the affairs of the state.” 


थे, उन्हें मालूम नहीं था। आखिर उन्होंने चमत्कार के 
लिए देवताओं से प्रार्थना की । 


इतनी श्रद्धा से उन्होने प्रार्थना की कि देवताओं को 
भी उनकी πππ पर दया आ गई और वे धरती पर 
उतर आए | उनमें से एक देवता ने पूछा, "प्रिय 
लोगो! आपकी समस्या πα है? हम आपकी मदद 
कैसे कर सकते हैं?” 


प्रजा में से सबसे बुजुर्ग ने कहा, "देव! आपको 
मालूम है कि हमारा राजकुमार अपने सौंदर्य से 
सम्मोहित है | गज्य के सभी राज-काज करना 
उसने छोड़ दिया है i” 


“Please help us! We cannot live like this! 
Everything in our small kingdom is 
disintegrating. There is no law and order 
here anymore!" he continued. 


T he gods listened to this and were very upset. 


They decided to meet the prince in the guise 
of monks. 


“We heard of your beauty. We are here to 
see И you look as good as you were made out 
to be,” said one of the gods. 


“Really! Well, what do you think? Am I not 
the most handsome?” asked the prince with 
a smile. 


ЧЕ आगे बोला, "कृपया हमारी मदद कीजिए । हम 
та तरह और πῇ जी सकते | हमारे राज्य में सब 
कुछ बिगड़ रहा है । यहाँ कोई कानून और व्यवस्था 
नहीं है ।” 


देवताओं ने इसे सुना और वे भी बड़े परेशान ἔτι 
उन्होंने साधूथों के रूप में ग़ज़कुमार से मिलने का 
निश्चय किया | 


एक देवता ने कहा, “हमने तुम्हारे सौंदर्य के बारे में 
सुना था । हम यह देखने आये है कि क्या तुम उतने 
ही सुन्दर हो जितने बनाए गए थे Г 


राजकुमार ерт बोला, “सचमुच? अच्छा, आप 
क्या समझते है? क्या मैं सबसे सुंदर नहीं हूँ?” 
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“Not as handsome as you were a couple hours 
ago when you were asleep," said the gods. 


“What?” asked the prince in shock. “You 
mean to say my beauty has diminished? 
Impossible!” He called his servants and 
asked them if he looked any different, 
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देवताओं ने कहा, "कुछ घंटे पहले जब तुम सोए, 
हुए थे जितने सुन्दर थे, अब उतने तो नहीं हो | 
राजकुमार को धक्का लगा, "क्या? आपका मतलब 
यह कि मेरा सौंदर्य घट गवा है? असंभव!” 


उसने अपने नौकरों को बुलाया, और पूछा कि क्या 
वह कुछ अलग दिख रहा है । 


The servants said, “No your Highness! 
You look the same.” 


Тһе gods then said, *We are gods. They 
are mere humans, We can see what they 
cannot.” One of the gods then took a bowl 
of water and showed it to the servants, 


सेवकों ने कहा, "नहीं हुजूर! आप वैसे ही दिखते 
हैं जैसे थे ।" 


देवताओं ने कहा, "हम देवता हैं, वे केवल मनुष्य | 
हम वह सब देखते हैं जो वे देख नहीं पाते । फिर 
एक देवता ने एक बर्तन में पानी लिया और नौकरों 
को दिखाया | 


“With the passage of time, your looks will 


als у. The most important thi ds za 


the world is your duty, prince. You should 
never forget that. It is beauty of the soul 
that you should aspire for and you 

that only by fulfilling your du 

explained 


पर्ण बात तुम्हाग क 
चाहिए | तुम्हें आत्मा का सौं 
की अभिलाषा रखनी चाहिए 
अपना कर्तव्य पूग करके ही मिलेगा | 


The prince was shocked, ldn't believe 
spoke 
very foolish! I was obsessed 


It's all in the Face 


यह सब चेहरे में है 


а good ruler 


ने अपने सौंदर्य के बारे में सम्मोहित 
च्छा राजा वना 
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An indian Folk Tage 


The Clever 
Moneylender 


चतुर महाजन 


Long, long ago, in a far away village there 
lived a very well known man named Shyam 
Bahadur. He had borrowed some money from 
the village moneylender, Kishan Singh. 


Despite many reminders from Kishan Singh, 
Shyam Bahadur had not paid back the 
money. 


The Clever Moneylender 


चतुर महाजन 


An Indian Folk Tale 


Media Fusion (India) Pvt. Ltd. 
ΑΙ ijs vert 


बहुत समय पहले दूर किसी गाँव में типи बहादूर नामक 
एक प्रसिद्ध आदमी रहता था । उसने गाँव के महाजन 
किशन सिंह से कुछ धन उधार लिया था । 


fissa सिंह के अनेक बार स्मरण दिलाने पर भी इयाम 
बहादुर ने रूपये नहीं लौटाए थे | 


— 


Kishan Singh was very angry and one day 
when Shyam Bahadur had guests, he went to 
his house and demanded to be paid back. 


Shyam Bahadur was very embarrassed and 
promised to pay it the next day, But, he 
thought, “How dare he humiliate me in front 
of my guests? I will teach him a lesson!” 
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किशन सिंह बड़ा Фа हुआ । एक दिन जब श्याम 
बहादूर के घर पर मेहमान आये हुए थे तो बह उसके 
घर जाकर अपने रूपयों की माँग करने लगा | 


इयाम четт बड़ा शर्मिन्दा हुआ और उसने वादा 
किया कि अगले दिन वह रूपये लौटा देगा । परन्तु 
उसने सोचा, “उसे मेरे मेहमानों के सामने मेग 
अपमान करने की हिम्मत कैसे हुई? मैं उसे एक 
सबक सिखाऊँगा 1 
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5ο, the next day, he confronted Kishan 
Singh on a deserted road. *You dared to 
insult me in my home in front of my guests? 
You will pay for it now Kishan Singh!" he 
threatened. 


The moneylender was terrified. He thought 
fast and said, “I knew you would try and 
attack me! That is why Heft a letter with my 
wife.” 
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तो अगले दिन निर्जन जगह पर उसने куя सिंह का 
सामना किवा और उसे धमकी दी, "मेरे अतिथियों के 
सामने मेरे ही घर पर तुमने मेण अपमान करने की 
हिम्मत कैसे की? तुम्हें इसका दंड अभी भुगतना 
पड़ेगा किशन सिंह!” 


महाजन डर गया था | उसने शीघ्र ही कुछ सोचकर 
कहा, “मुझे मालूम था कि तुम मुझ पर बार करने 
का प्रयास करेगे | इसलिए अपनी पत्नी के पास मैं 
ने एक पत्र रख छोड़ा है Г 


“ИТ don't return home, ог am badly 
injured, she will take it to the king. I have 
written all the details of our transactions in 
it and have also said that I was afraid you 
would harm me. So go ahead and do what 
you want!" he continued. 


On hearing this, Shyam Bahadur was taken 
aback. Kishan Singh immediately said, “I 
know what we can do. If I forfeit your loan, 
will you forgive me and leave me alone?” 


This proposition suited Shyam Bahadur and 
he agreed. 


А. 


वह आगे कहता गया, "यदि मैं वापस घर नहीं पहुँचा 
अथवा बुरी तरह घायल हुआ तो वह उस पत्र को गजा 
के पास ले जाएगी । मैं ने अपनी आपसी लेन-देन के 
बारे में सब कुछ उसमें लिखा है और यह भी जोड़ 
दिया है कि मुझे डर है कि तुम मुझे चोट पहुँचाओगे | 
अब आगे वड़ो और जो करना चाहते हो, करो |" 


यह सुनकर श्याम बहादूर पिछे हट गया | किशन सिंह 
ने तुरंत कहा, "अच्छा, हम एक निर्णय पर आएँगे | 
w жй चुकाना नहीं पड़ेगा तो तुम मुझे जाने 


? 


ज्याम बहादूर को यह उचित्त लगा ant वह ज़ी हो 
गया | 


Kishan Singh said, “ОК, I'll just draw up a 
receipt but it will be of no use unless we have 
a witness," 


He looked around looking for someone and 
said, “We can have the banyan tree as our 
witness. Yes, it will do finc. Is that ok?" 


Shyam Bahadur was pleased, He said, “Yes 
yes! That will be perfect. Now hurry up and 
give me the receipt!” 


Kishan Singh smiled to himself, wrote the 
receipt and gave it to Shyam Bahadur who 
took it and went away feeling pleased, 


किशन सिंह ने कहा, “ठीक है, मैं एक रसीद लिख 
देता हूँ मगर किसी गवाह के बिना यह बेकार होगी |" 


उसने आस-पास नज़र घुमायी और बोला, “हम इस 
बरगद को अपना गवाह बना सकते हैं । हाँ! वह ठीक 
होगा, क्या तुम्हें मंजूर है?” 


शयाम बहादूर खुश हुआ | उसने कहा, "हाँ हाँ! वह 
बिलकुल सही होगा | अव जल्दी करो और मुझे 
रसीद दे दो ।" 


किशन सिंह मन हौ मन дева | रसीद लिखकर 
इयाम बहादूर को दे दिया | παπι बहादूर उसे लेकर 
खुशी-खुशी चला गया | 
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The next morning, Shyam Bahadur received अगले दिन इयाम बहादूर को गजा से गुलावा आया | 
а summon from the king. Не thought, “I उसने सोचा, "मुझे агата हो रहा है कि गजा को 
wonder what it is that he wants... I better go कया आवश्यकता है | बेहतर है कि मैं खुद जाकर 
and find out!” पता लगा लूँ " 

So, he went to the king's court and there he 

found Kishan Singh.The king looked at जब वह wen के दरवार में गया, वहाँ उसने किशन 
Shyam Bahadur and said, “Is it truc that सिंह को पाया | गजा ने श्याम बहादूर को देखकर 
you had borrowed money from Kishan कहा, “क्या यह सच है कि तुमने किशन सिंह से 
Singh and haven't paid it back?" रूपये उधार लिए थे और नहीं लौटाए?" 


Shyam Bahadur was afraid but he said, श्याम बहादूर डर गया | परन्तु उसने कहा, "हुजूर, 
“Your majesty, I have paid back the मैं ने रुपये लौटा दिए हैं, देखिए | ሻት पास रसीद 
money. Look I have the receipt!” tk ` I 


He then took the receipt and gave it to the y NN 
king. The king looked at the receipt and उसने रसीद निकाली और शजा को दे दी। रजा 


sald, "Your witness was a banyan tree? ने रसीद देखकर कहा, “क्या तुम्हाण गवाह बरगद 
Wasn't there anyone else who could का पेड़ था? क्या उसके अलावा और कोई भी 
witness it?” गवाह वहाँ मौजूद नहीं था?" 
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“What!” sald Shyam Bahadur іп shock. He 
took the receipt and he found that in the 
place of his signature, Kishan Singh had 
scrawled the words, ‘Banyan Tree’ on И! 


‘The king said to Shyam Bahadur, “You 
have tried to cheat, Now as a punishment, 
you will pay up double the amount. Go 


Shyam Bahadur realized that he was foolish 
to have acted in anger. He apologized to 
Kishan Singh and repaid double the amount 
he had borrowed. He also promised never to 
stoop to underhand means ever again! 


ሻሻ बहादूर को बोध हुआ कि उसने गुस्से में 

आकर जो बर्ताव किया था, वह मूर्खता थी । उसने 

किशन सिंह से माफ़ी abit और ऋण की दुगुनी 

सक्म चुका दी । उसने कसम खावी कि वह फिर 
πῇ करेगा । 
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इयाम बहादुर को झटका लगा, "क्या?" उसने रसीद 
ले ली और देखा कि किशन सिंह के बदले बरगद 
का नाम दस्तखत के लिए weiter गया था | 


राजा ने कहा, “श्याम बहादूर, तुम ने थोखा देने का 
प्रयास किया है, अब दुगुनी тави देना तुम्हाग दण्ड 
होगा | अब जाओ 1" 


The Clever 
Moneylender 
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^ long time ago, Andhra Pradesh was ruled बहल समय पहले आधप्रदेश पर एक उदार और दयाल 
by a kind and generous king. रजा रज करता था 


Everyday, two beggars Thimma and Somma 
would go to him and he would give them food 
and money. 


तिम्मा और सोम्मा नामक दो भिखारी їл उसके पास 
जाते और वह उन्हें भोजन और पैसे दे देता । 


On receiving the alms, Thimma would say, 
“God is great! Не provides for the needy." 


Somma on the other hand said, “Hail to 
our mighty king! He provides for all in his 
kingdom.” 
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"This ritual went on for many days. Finally, 
one day, the king got very angry with 
Thimma. 


He said, “I provide all that he needs and yet 
he praises God! What has god done for him? 
Shouldn't he praise and thank me?” 


ИША: EL > «1 | 


पैसे मिलने पर तिम्मा कहता, "ईश्वर महान है, वह 
ज़रूरतमंद की मदद करता है г 


दूसरी तरफ सोम्मा कहता, "हमारे महान राजा की 
जय हो! वह अपने राज्य में सभी का भरण-पोषण 
करता t г 


यह रिवाज़ अनेक दिनों तक चलता रहा । आखिर एक 
दिन राजा तिम्मा से बहुत TOF हुआ | 


उसने कहा, “मैं उसकी सारी ज़रूरतों को ሻኛ करता 
H । मगर बह भगवान की प्रशंसा करता है | भगवान 

उसके लिए क्‍या किया है? क्‍या उसे मेगी प्रशंसा 
और धन्यवाद नहीं करना चाहिए?” 


The king then decided, “I will teach that 
ungrateful beggar a lesson! He must realize 
who is really providing for him!" 


So, the next day, after he gave the beggars 
their usual alms, he said, “I want you both 
to use the road that goes around the market 
place today.” 


The beggars were confused by this unusual 
request but agreed. 


The king had placed a purse of silver on the 
road and saw to it that Somma went first. 


Somma wondered at the king's request and 
saying, у be the king wants me to enjoy 
the privacy of this road!" he shut his eyes and 
walked on without seeing the purse, 


Soon Thimma came by. He found the purse 
and was ecstatic. 


राजा ने Вуча किया, "ት उस कृतघ्न भिखारी को 
सबक सिखाऊँगा । उसे बोध होना चाहिए कि उसको 
कौन दे रहा Г 


तो, अगले दिन उन्हें रोज़ की तरह पैसे देने पर उसने 
कहा, 'ች चाहता हूँ कि आप दोनों बाज़ार के रास्ते से 
जाने वाली गह पर चले जाएँ 1" 


वे इस असामान्य निवेदन सुनकर असंमजस में पड़ 
गए, परन्तु वे मात गए । 


राजा ने मार्ग पर एक चाँदी का बट्‌ आ रखा था और 
τῆπῃ को पहले जाने को कहा | 


सोम्मा ने राजा की प्रार्थना पर चकित होकर सोचा, 
“मुझे इस मार्ग की एकांतता का अनुभव करना राजा 
का उद्देश्य होगा |" उसने अपनी आंखे बन्द कीं और 
wzs देखे बिना आगे बढ़ा | 


πῆπ ही तिम्मा भी आया | उसे बटुआ मिला और वह 
बड़ा खुश हुआ। 
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The next day, the king asked them if they had अगले दिन war ने उनसे पूछा कि क्‍या वापस जाते 
found anything on their way back. हुए उसे कुछ मिला था? 


Somma said, “Хо your majesty, 1 did not find . : 

anything. I just enjoyed its beauty." सोम्मा ने कहा, "नहीं हुजूर, मुझे कुछ नहीं मिला | 
मैं ने उसके सौंदर्य का आनंद लिया 1" 

Thimma on the other hand said, “God surely 

does provide! I got a purse of silver!" पर तिम्मा ने कहा, "ईश्वर ज़रूर कुछ देता है। मुझे 
चाँदी का बटुआ मिला ।" 


The king was really irritated, When the राजा अब fas गया | जब वे वापस जा रहे थे तो 
beggars were leaving, he gave Somma a राजा ने सोम्मा को एक कहू दिया | 
pumpkin. I 


उसमें छेद कर सोना भर दिया गया था | मगर उसे 


The pumpkin had been hollowed out and 
was filled with gold. He did not know this 
and so, he sold it to а merchant for a few 

coins. 


यह मालूम नहीं था। तो उसने एक व्यापारी को 
कुछ सिक्कों के लिए उसे बेच दिया | 


А little while later, Thimma passed the थोड़ी देर बाद व्यापारी की दुकान के सामने से 
merchant's store. तिम्मा गुज़रा | 


The merchant was а kind man and so he 

called Thimma and gave him the pumpkin! व्यापारी दयालु था | इसलिए उसने तिम्मा को 

Thimma thanked him and took it home. बुलाकर उसे वह कहू दे दिया | तिम्मा धन्यवाद 
देकर उसे घर ले गया । 


The next day, the king asked the two beggars अगले दिन राजा ने उनसे पूछा कि क्या उनके साथ 
if anything unusual had happened to them. कुछ असामान्य "πι 


Somma said, “Хо sir, 1 just earned а few coins सोम्मा ने कहा, "नहीं श्रीमान्‌! मैं ने कहू व्यापारी 


by ,” а थोड़े पैसे 
more by selling the pumpkin to а merchant. को बेचकर थोड़े पैसे अधिक कमाए |” 


е rest of my lif 
God does provide for his peop! 
Thimma. 


The king was very frustrated but he had to 
accept defeat. He ac е 
Thimma was right. 


The Devout Beggar 
धर्मात्मा भिखारी 
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A long time ago, in the outskirts of a forest, a 
tiger was heading towards a water pool after 
having a good lunch, 


He had a great day hunting and was now 
very thirsty, As he headed towards the pool, 
he saw a healthy young pig drinking water 
from it. 


Тһе Filthy Pig 
गंदा सूअर 
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बहुत समय पहले जंगल के सीमांत प्रदेश में एक बाघ 
अच्छा भोजन कर एक ताल की ओर बढ़ रहा | 


शिकार करते हुए उसका दिन अच्छा риа था | अब वह 
प्यासा था। जैसे वह ताल की तरफ बढ़ रहा था, उसने 
पानी पीते हुए एक तंदुरुस्त सूअर को देखा | 


Тһе young pig saw the tiger and was 
terrified! He stood frozen in his spot. But, 
the tiger ignored him and bent to drink the 
water. 


No sooner had the tiger bent his head, he 
jumped up in disgust. The water smelt 
terrible! He decided to walk a short 
distance to another pool. 


When the young pig saw this, he thought, 
“Oh! So the tiger is afraid of me!” 


He rushed toward the tiger and challenged 
him, “Come on you coward! Fight me!” 


The tiger just looked at the pig and said, 
“No, not today, Meet me here tomorrow 
and I'll fight you!” 


छोटे सूअर ने बाघ को देखा तो वह भयभीत हो 
गया । वह अपनी जगह जमकर निश्चल खड़ा 
रहा | परन्तु बाघ उसे अन्देखा कर पानी पीने 
झुक गया । 


जैसे ही बाघ ने सिर पानी पीने a 

घृणा से उछल पड़ा । पानी से आ रही 
थी । उसने थोड़ी ही दूर स्थित दूसरे ताल की 
ओर चलने का निश्चय किया । 


छोटे सूअर ने जब यह देखा तो उसने सोचा, "ओह! तो 
बाघ मुझसे डरता है!” 


चह बाघ की ओर बढ़ा और उसे चुनौती देता हुआ बोला, 
“अरे कायर! आओ, मुझसे लड़ो 1" 


आघ ने सूअर की ओर देखकर कहा, "नही, आज नहीं, 
कल तुम मुझे यहाँ मिलो, मैं तुमसे ет" 
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‘The foolish pig took the tiger's reluctance 
as fear and was ecstatic to think that he 
could inspire such fear in a tiger! 


He accepted the tiger's challenge and 
rushed home to boast about his new 
found strength to his friends, 


When he told his family of what had 
happened, they were horrified. 


They said, “You stupid, stupid pig! Don't you 
realize that the tiger just went away because 
the pool stank and he had already had his 
meal! Now when you go tomorrow he will 
kill you and eat you!” 


मूर्ख सूअर ने वाघ की अनिच्छा को डर समझा | वह 
खुशी से पागल हो गया | वह खुश हो रहा था कि 
उसने बाघ के मन में डर जगा दिया है | 


उसने बाघ की चुनौती स्वीकार की और दोस्तो के 
सामने अपनी इस नई झाक्ति का डंका बजाने घर की 
ओर भागा | 


उसने जब अपने परिवार के सामने सारी बात बताई तो वे 
सभी घबरा गए | 


उन्होंने कहा, “ओर मूर्ख-मूर्ख सूअर! क्या तुम समझते 
नहीं कि बाघ इसलिए चला गवा क्योंकि ताल से बदबू 
आ रही थी और उसने भरपेट भोजन किया हुआ था | अब 
यदि तुम कल जाओगे, तो वह तुम्हें मारकर खा जाएगा 1” 
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The poor little pig was now terrified. 


“Oh! What am I going to do?" he asked 
helplessly. 


When his grandfather, a wise old pig saw the 
little pig's misery, he said, “Now you listen to 
me, you go and meet the tiger tomorrow as 
planned.” 


“But...but...” said the poor little pig. 


ቋዣበሸ सूअर अब भयभीत हो गया | 

उसने असहाय होकर पूछा, “हाय! अब मैं क्‍या करू?" 
जब उसके बुद्धिमान दादा ने इस छोटे सूअर की परेशानी 
देखी तब उसने कहा, “अब तुम मेरी बात सुनो, जैसे तय 
हुआ था, वैसे तुम कल जाकर शोर से मिलो 1" 


बेचारे सूअर ने कहा, "परन्तु, TT..." 


“I said listen to me!” said the grandfather 
sternly. “You will meet the tiger tomorrow, 
But, you will make yourself very dirty 
before you meet him, 


You must be so filthy that you stink. If you 
don't go, all of us will be in danger, Do you 
understand?” 


कड़ी आवाज़ में दादा ने कहा, “मैं ने कहा, मेरी 
ята सुनो, तुम कल बाघ से मिलोगे । मगर तुम 

उससे मिलने से पहले अपने को बहुत गंदा कर 
ari 


"तुम इतने गंदे बने रहना कि तुमसे बदबू आती τὸ | 
यदि तुम नहीं जाओगे, तो हम सभी ख़तरे में पड़ 
जाएंगे | समझे तुम?” 
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The poor pig was perplexed. He didn't बेचारा सूअर हैशन हो गया | बह समझ नहीं पाया 


understand why his grandfather was telling कि दादा उसे गंदा बनने कयो कह रहे थे | मगर वह 
him to become dirty but he was too scared 


to ask and so just said, “Yes grandfather. 1 
understand." 


पूछने के लिए भी डर रहा था । उसने इतना ही 
कहा, "जी दादाजी, मैं समझता हूँ |" 


So the next day, the pig did as he was told. तो अगले दिन सूअर ने वही किया, जैसा उसे कहा 
Не rolled in the той, wallowed in the गया था | वह कीचड़ में, दलदल में लोटा, दोपहर 
swamps and by noon, there was quite a तक उस पर काफ़ी गंद लिपट गया था | | 

stench around him. Е 
He then went to the place he was to meet फिर वह ዛ से मिलने उस स्थान पर गया जहाँ 


the tiger. The tiger was already there उसे मिलना था बाघ पहले ही उतसुकता से 
waiting impatiently. इंतजार कर रहा «πι 


The pig stepped forward and said, “I've सूअर आगे बढ़कर बोला, “मैं तुमसे लड़ने आया हुँ |" 

come to fight you!” 

बाघ ने पीछे हट कर कहा, “गंदे सूअर! तुम दूर भागो!” 

The tiger jumped back and said, “Get away ቕ ቅ 

fro filthy pig!" ἐπὶ 
88:99 798 वि pi बेचारा सूअर मुड़कर भाग गया | बेचारे ዛ इस आशा मे 

The peer pig turned and fied! The poor tiger था कि उसे एक मोटा ताज़ा सुअर खाने को मिलेगा, मगर 

had hoped to get a nice fat pig for lunch but अब उसकी भूख ही खो गई थी । 

now had lost his appetite. 


When his family heard of what had happened, 
they realized that being dirty was useful for 
them and so everyday, they made themselves. 


as dirty as they possibly could. The Filthy Pig 


That is why even today, pigs continue to be А 
filthy animals. गदा सूअर 


जब सूअर के घस्वालों ने इस सब के बारे मे सुना, तब 
उन्हें एहसास हुआ कि गंदे ፔት से उन्हें फ़ायदे ही rêê 
F । तब से सूअर हर ὅτι जितना हो सके उतना गंदे रहने 
लगे । 


गंदे जानवार दिखते हैं | 
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The Foolish Scholar 


Once upon a time in the state of Maharashtra, 
there lived а very learned old man. 


He was onc of the most famous scholars of his 
time and had read almost every book in the 
state! 


The 
Foolish Scholar 


मूर्ख विद्वान 


ҮЙ 
УХ 
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Ferm ab थे nne 


एक समय की बात है । महाराष्ट्र गज्य में बहुत बड़ा और 
बूढ़ा विद्वान रहता था | 


वह अपने समय का अति प्रसिद्ध विद्वान था और उसने 
अपने राज्य में प्राप्त अधिकतर किताबों को पढ़ रखा था | 


One night, he sat down at his table with a 
candle to read а book. 


He began reading and went through many 
chapters when he came across a sentence 
that said, “All men with long beards are 
fools." 


At first he thought he had read wrong and so 
he read it again. But, yet again it said the 
same thing! 


Now, this old scholar believed everything that 
books said and so he thought, “Goodness! 
This book must be right! I have to get rid of. 
my beard!” 


एक रात अपनी मेज़ पर मोमबत्ति जलाक वह एक किताब 
पढ़ने बेठा | 


ЧЕ पढ़ने लगा और अनेक अध्यायों को पढ़ते-पढ़ते बह 
एक वाक्य पर रुका जो इस प्रकार था, "लंबी दाढ़ीवाले 
सभी मूर्ख होते г 


उसने पहले सोचा कि उसने गलत पढ़ लिया है । 
इसलिए उसने ሻሻ पड़ा | फिर भी वह वही वात 
कह रहा ша 


बूढ़ा विद्वान, जो किताव की हर बात पर विश्वास 
करता था, सोचने लगा, "हे भगवान! किताब सही 
ही होगी, मुझे अपनी दाढ़ी हटानी होगी Г 


— en BÓ  ÀÀ 


He did not like the idea of him, a well-read उसे यह विचार अच्छा नहीं लगा कि इतना बड़ा 

scholar being looked at аз a fool! So, what do विदवान मुर्ख-सा दिखाई पड़े । आप बता सकते 

you think һе did? हो, उसने क्या किया होगा? 

77-7 ius ταὶ καὶ ወ और क एक em 
मोमबत्ती की लौ पर ले गया | 


The beard immediately caught fire and the दाढ़ी जलने लगी और आग उपर को तेज़ी से बढ़ने लगी 
fire moved up the beard with such speed, कि विद्वान परेशान हो गवा । 
that И took the scholar by surprise, 


उसने आग बुझाने का प्रयास किया । परन्तु असफल रहा | 


He tried to put it out but could not. 


= 


His hair caught fire. His head looked like a 
burning torch! Finally, he rushed to a barrel 
of water nearby and dipped his head into it, 


Тһе fire was put out, but not before his head 
was burnt and singed. 


In place of hair, the scholar now had little 
black strands that looked like wires. 


He cleaned his face and looked in the mirror, 
feeling sorry for himself. 


अब उसके वालों में भी आग लग गयी | उसका सिर 
जलती मशाल-सा दिख रहा धा | आखिर में वह पानी 
के τη की ओर भागा और उसने अपना सिर उस में 
डुबो दिवा i 


आग बुझ गयी, पर उसका सिर जलकर झुलस गया 
था। 


बालों के जगह विद्वान के सिर पर छोटे छोटे काले 
št बच गए थे, जो तार जैसे दिख रहे थे । 


उसने अपना मुहँ साफ किया और आईने में देखा । 
उसे अपने आप को देख बहुत बुश लगा | 


oo 


The next day, he had to visit a friend. He wore 
а turban to hide his head but nothing could be 
done to hide his face. 


When his friend saw him he asked, “Му dear 
friend, what happened? Why are you wearing 
а turban and why is your face so pink?” 


The scholar was too embarrassed to say 
anything and just mumbled an excuse, As 
the day went by, he was forced to take off. 
his turban. 


This time his friend saw his burnt hair and 
was shocked, 


अगले दिन उसे एक दोस्त के यहाँ जाना था | उसने 
सिर छिपाने के लिए पगड़ी बाँध ली । मगर मुँह छिपाने 
के लिए कुछ नहीं किया जा सकता था | 


उसके दोस्त ने जब उसे देखा, तो उसने पूछा, "मेरे 
प्रिय मित्र, तुम्हें हुआ क्या है? आज तुम पगड़ी क्यों 
बाँधे हुए हो? और तुम्हार चेहरा इतना गुलाबी क्यों 
है?" 


विद्वान ሸፓ हो रहा था, इसलिए कुछ कह न 
सका | उसने केवल कुछ शब्द फुसफुसाए । जैसे 
दिन गुज़रता गया, उसे पगड़ी निकालनी पड़ी | 


इस बार मित्र उसके जले बालों को देख भौंचक्का 
हो उठा | 


night, 1 decided to burn my beard off “पिछली रात मैंने अपनी दाढ़ी जला देने का निश्चय 
because I read that people with long beards क्रिया । मैंने पढ़ा कि लंबी दाढ़ीवाले लोग बड़े मूर्ख 
are foolish. 1 didn't realize that by trying to होते हैं । मुझे पता नहीं चला कि ऐसा कसते हुए मैं 
do that, I was truly acting foolish! सचमुच (үй ና कर का धा V 


“What?” said his friend іп shock. “You 
actually did that? Were you mad?” 


The pe вой Шей and said, “1 
id go mad. [pride myself at belog a very The Foolish Scholar 


lar, and now I realize 
а foolish scholar!” मूर्ख विद्वान न 


उसके मित्र को धक्रा-सा लगा | “क्या? तुमने सचमुच 
ऐसा किया? क्या पागल हो गए थे?" 


बेचा विद्वान हैस पड़ा और बोला, “मैं पागल हो गया 
эп । मैं अपने बारे में सोचता था कि मैं एक पढ़ा-लिखा 
विद्वान हूँ और अब समझ आ गया है कि उस समय # 
co विद्वान बन गया था Г 
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Long, long ago in the peak of summer, the aga लंबे समय पहले गरमी के चरम काल में दूर 
people of a distant village began complaining स्थित एक गाँव में लोगों ने सूरज के बारे में शिकायत 
about the sun. करना тїї कर दिया था | 


“It's so hot!" said one, А 3 deus 
एक ने कहा, "बहुत गरमी है | 


“The river is drying up!" said another. "M ч 
दूसरे ने कहा, “नदी सूख रही है |" 


They complained day in and day out. 


“Why does the sun have to shine so brightly? 
Look at all the fields, they are scorched!” the 
people would say. 


They would hide from the sun, and one day 
they looked up and cursed him! 


चे दिन-रात शिकायत करते थे । 


लोग कहते, "क्या सूर्य को इतनी प्रखरतापूर्वक चमकना 
चाहिए? खेतों को देखो, वे झुलस गए हैं Г 


वे सूरज से छिपते और एक दिन उन्होंने ऊपर देखकर 
ज्ञाप दिया । 


The sun was very angry. He decided never 
to show his face to the world again. 


He thought, *These ungrateful people! I 
provide them with light and warmth, and 
help things grow, and they curse me! I will 
go away and never return!" 


सूर्व को बड़ा गुस्सा आया | उसने अपना चेहरा संसार 
को फिर कभी न दिखाने का निझ्चय किया । 


उसने सोचा, "कृतघ्न लोग! मैं उन्हें very और गरमी 
देता हूँ और अनाज उगने में मदद करता हूँ और वे 
मुझे ज्ञाप देते हैं । मैं चला जाऊँगा, वापस कभी नहीं 
amm |" 


So the sun went away. The world became a 
very dark and cold place. Crops would not 
grow, children became sick, many illnesses 


spread. 


The people were very unhappy. They did not 
know what to do. 


Then one day, an old wise man said, “Let's go 
to the rooster and tell him of our plight! I'm 
sure he will be able to help ust 


Everyone agreed and they trooped together 
into the forest where the rooster lived. 


तो, सूरज चला गया । संसार अंधकार से भर गया, 
ठंड भी बढ़ गई | अनाज नहीं उगता, बच्चे बीमार 
पड़ने लगे, अनेक गोग, बीमारियाँ फैलने लगी | 


लोग बड़े दुखी हुए । समझ नहीं आ रहा था कि वे 
क्या करें | 


फिर एक दिन ज्ञानी ሻሻ” ने कहा, "चलो, हम मर्गे 
के पास जाकर अपनी व्यथा उसे बताएँ | वह 
निश्चय ही हमारी मदद कर सकेगा Г 


सभी मान πα । वे सब जंगल में उस तरफ चल पड़े 
जहाँ मुर्गा रहता था | 


ο ο V‏ م می 


When they reached the rooster's house, the 
old man called out, *Rooster! Mr. Rooster, 
please come out, we need your help." 


Hearing the call, the rooster came out. 


πα ἡ πῆ के घर पहुँचे, πὰ ने ካጣ "ዛዥ 
श्रीमान्‌ πῆ, कृपया बाहर आओ, हमें आपकी 
मदद चाहिए 1” 


आवाज़ सुनकर मुर्गा बाहर आया | 


“Oh it's you! What is it?" asked the rooster 
to the old man. 


The old man told the rooster of what had 
happened and said, “Only you can reason 
with the sun and make him come back! 
Please help us!” 


πῇ ने बूढ़े से पूछा, "ओह, तुम हो! क्या है?" 


बूढ़े आदमी ने मुर्गे को सारी बातें बताई और कहा, 
"केवल तुम ही सूरज के साथ तर्क कर सकते हो 
और उसे वापस आने को प्रेरित कर सकते हो | 
कृपया हमारी मदद कगे |" 


"Hmm... So that's why the sun disappeared. I 
was wondering what had happened. Alright, I 


will see what I can do," said the rooster. 


He flew up to the heavens and began searching 


for the sun. 


After à long search, the rooster found the 
sun hiding in a far corner of the heavens. 


“There you are Mr. Sun! I've been looking 
everywhere for you! Now come along! You 
know those people t really mean to 
curse you! They were just tired of the 


मुर्गे ने कहा, "ም... तो इसलिए सूरज गायब е 
मैं सोच रहा था क्‍या हुआ होगा | ठीक है, मैं 
कि क्‍या कर सकता हूँ 1” 


वह स्वर्ग की ओर उड़ा और सूरज को ЖҰ लगा, 


देर तक фта पर उसे सूरज स्वर्ग के किसी कोने 
में छिपा हुआ मिला i 


πῇ ἡ कहा, "तो यहाँ छिपे हो, श्रीमान्‌ सूरज! मै 
TË हर जगह ढूँढ़ रहा था | अब आ जाओ! तुम्हें 
मालूम है, ये लोग सचमुच तुम्हें शाप नहीं दे रहे 
थे । बल्कि वे गरमी से तंग आ गये थे ।" 


€ Teast you can do 15, come fo my aid 


1 need help. 1 will call for you." 


So, the rooster flew back to earth, Не 
entered the forest and hid between the. 
foliage and screamed, "Cock-a-doodle- 
doof" 


The sun heard the rooster's call and rushed 
to help him. He searched everywhere but 
could not find him. 


Even today, every morning the sun rushes 
ош when he hears the rooster's ery. 


The people are happy and thankful to the 
rooster, 


आज भी जब सूरज सुबह मुर्गे की आवाज़ सुनता है, 
तो वह उस की मदद के लिए भाग कर आ जाता है | 


लोग खुश हैं और ἃ πῆ का आभार मानते हैं। 
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Ы 
तुम आ सकते हो | मैं तुम्हें आवाज़ ሂሻ г 


फिर ሻሻ धरती पर वापस उड़कर गया | वह जंगल 
मे पुसा और झुरमुट के बीच छिपकर चिल्लाया, 
'ቕ- कृ-कुक्कुड -कृ... г 

सूरज ने मर्गे की आवाज़ सुनी और वह उसकी 


मदद के लिए भागकर आया | उसने मर्गे को सब 
जगह ἔπι, मगर उसे वह न मिला | 


The Roosters Ploy 
मुर्गे का उपाय 
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The Unwanted Visitors 


अनचाहे मेहमान 


In а village in south India, there lived а poor 
man called Raghu. 


Не didn't have enough to eat, but he was a 
very generous man and often brought visitors 
home for lunch or dinner. 


The Unwanted 
Visitors 


अनचाहे मेहमान 


An Indian Folk Tale 
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दक्षिण भारत के एक गाँव में रघु नामक एक गरीब आदमी 
रहता था । 


उसके पास पेट भरने को भी ज्यादा नहीं था | मगर वह 
बड़ा उदार था और अक्सर भोजन के लिए अतिथियों को 
घर ले आता था | 


Raghu's wife Lalitha, loved her husband but 
could not understand his inviting strangers 
when they themselves had so little to eat. 


She tried to reason with him but he wouldn't 
listen. 


One afternoon, Lalitha was looking out of the 
window when she saw three fat men walking 
up the hill towards her. 


She thought, “Oh goodness! Will he never 
learn? He has invited these men for lunch. 
Where am I to get enough food for all of us?” 


रघु की पत्नी ललिता, अपने पति से प्रेम तो करी थी, 
मगर वह उसकी यह बात समझ नहीं पाती थी कि 
जब अपने लिए ही पर्याप्त भोजन नहीं है तो मेहमानों 
को खाने पर बुलाने का क्या अर्थ है? 


वह इस बारे में पती से चर्चा करना चाहती थी, मगर 
वह सुनता ही नहीं था । 


एक दोपहर ललिता खिड़की से बाहर देख रही थी | 
तब उसने तीन हट्टे-कट्टे आदमियों को उसकी ओर 
आते दखा । 


उसने सोचा, “हे भगवान! क्या वह कभी πῇ सीखेगा? 
उसने उन्हें भोजन के लिए बुलाया है । मैं इन सबके 
लिए कहाँ से खाना लाऊँ 2" 


oo 


She looked out again and saw that they were 
nearing the gate of her house. 


Lalitha thought quickly, “I have to put this 
madness to an end." 


She rushed into the kitchen ріскей up the 


grinder and some flowers and arranged 
| them in the living room. 


उसने फिर बाहर देखा । वे गेट के पास आ गए थे । 


ललिता ने जल्दी से सोचा, "मुझे इस पागलपन को 
aay करना होगा !" 


| प्रह tard की ओर भागी और उसने सिलबट्टो पर 
= कुछ फूल төзе उसे बैठक में सजा दिया i 


There was a knock on the door. Lalitha rushed दरवाज़े पर दस्तक हुई | ललिता ने जल्दी से दरवाज़ा 
and opened the door and invited the men in. खोला और उन आदमियों को भीतर बुलाया | 


“Please be seated,” she said. “Му husband will 
come home soon. Can I offer you'll 
something?" 


उसने कहा, "कृपया बैठिए, मेरे पति शीघ्र ही घर आते 
ጅት | क्या मैं आपकी कुछ सेवा कर सकती हूँ 2" 


Тһе men just smiled and shook their heads. 


Suddenly, one of them saw the grinder 


arranged as if ready for worship and asked, 


“Madam, why do you have a grinder here? 
Who worships it?” 


Lalitha smiled and said, “Oh this, my 
husband worships it. It demands human 
blood. That's why my husband invites so 
many people home. 


When he comes, he will take the grinder 
and bang it on your heads to draw blood. 
‘That's the only way to appease this deity.” 


आदमी मुस्कुराए और उन्होंने सिर झुका दिया । 


अचानक उनमें से एक ने बैठक में सिल पत्थर 
पूजा के लिए пре देखा, तो उसने पूछा, 
"श्रीमतीजी, आपने यहाँ यह क्यों रखा है? इसकी 
पूजा कौन करता है?” 


ዬ 


ललिता मुस्कुराई और बोली, "ओह! यह? मेरे पति 
इसकी पूजा करते हैं । उसके लिए आदमी का खून 
चाहिए | इस लिए मेरे पति इतने लोगों को घर पर 

πιὰ ёг 


“जब बे आएंगे, तब वे आपका खुन निकालने के लिए, 
उस पत्थर को लेकर आपके सिर पर दे मारेंगे । इस 
देवी को संतुष्ट करने का यही तरीका है г 


The men looked terrified, but Lalitha 
continued, “1 have asked him a million times 
not to do it." 


She turned to the window and said, “Ah! 
There he is! He'll be here in a moment.” 


‘The men had heard enough. They got up 
and rushed out of the door past Raghu. 
Raghu was puzzled. He turned to Lalitha 
and said, “What is the matter with them?” 


Lalitha said, “I don't know! They saw my 
grinder and wanted it. But I said they 
couldn't have it and so they rushed out!” 


आदमी भवधीत हुए दिखाई पड़े | परन्तु ललिता आगे 
बोलती गई, "मैं ने लाखों बार उन्हें मना किया है 1" 


वह खिड़की की ओर मुड़कर बोली, "आह! वे आ 
गए । वह एक क्षण में यहाँ पहुँच जाएँगे ।* 


आदमी आगे सुन न सके | वे उठे और दरवाज़े 
से बाहर रघु के सामने से निकल भागे । रघु 
चकित हुआ | वह ललिता की ओर मुड़ा और 
बोला, "इन्हें क्या हुआ है?” 


ललिता ने कहा, “मुझे नहीं मालूम! उन्होंने यह 
पत्थर देखा, और इसे माँग रहे थे । परन्तु मैं ने 
कहा वे यह नहीं ले सकते, इसलिए वे बाहर 
चले गए |” 


After ዘ while, Raghu decided it was 
pointless to chase the men and so returned 
back home. 


He gave the grinder back to Ма wife and 
said, “I don't know what has got into them! 
Anyway, let's have our lunch," 


Over the next few days, Raghu invited quite 
a few people home but to his surprise, no one 
accepted his invitation. He couldn't 
understand what had happened. 


Lalitha kept her secret and was much 
happler, as she had finally got rid of her 
unwanted guests! 


c = 2 
$ 26 
Ра ИН 
1 
ኒ 
कुछ दिनों के चाद रघु ने कुछ लोगों को भोजन पर 


बुलाया | मगर जब किसी ने भी नहीं स्वीकार, तो वह 
चकित रह गया | हुआ क्या ап वह समझ नहीं पावा 


ललिता ने भेद अपने तक ही रखा और अब वह बहुत 
खुश थी कि आखिर उसने अपने अनचाहे मेहमानों से 
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को वापस दिया और कहा, उन्हें 
क्या हुआ, मुझे मालूम नहीं । जो भी हो, चलो हम 
भोजन करें | 


The Unwanted Visitors 


अनचाहे मेहमान 
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Once upon a time, in a tiny little cottage in 
the forest, there lived а benutiful slender 
crane. 


एक समय की वात है । ज॑गल में एक कुटिया में ጋ — 
एक सुन्दर दुबली मादा सारस रहती थी | г 


Next to her cottage was another tiny little 
cottage that belonged to a fox. 


The two of them were firm friends and spent 
most of their days doing things together. 


But unknown to the crane, the fox was 
actually a wicked fellow. 


í ks उसके बगलवाले कुटीया में एक गीदड़ रहता था | 


दोनों गहरे मित्र थे । अपना अधिकतर समय 
साथ-साथ काम करते हुए Ват थे | 


सारस को मालूम नहीं था कि गीदड़ बड़ा दुष्ट uni 


One day, he went over to the crane's 
house. 


“Won't you have dinner with me 
tomorrow evening, dear friend?" he 


asked. 


The crane agreed. She was glad she 
didn't have to eat all alone. 


एक दिन गीदड़ मादा सारस के घर गया | 


उसने पूछा, "प्रिय मित्र, कल ज्ञाम का भोजन मेरे 
साथ करने नहीं आओगी?" 


मादा सारस ने हामी भरी | वह खुश हुआ कि उसे 
अकेले भोजन नहीं करना पड़ेगा | 


The next evening the crane dressed up. 


She tied a pretty red ribbon around her 
neck, put on a matching red bonnet and 
left her house, 


अगले दिन सारस तैयार होने लगी | 


उसने गले में सुन्दर लाल फीता बाँध लिया । उसी रंग की 
लाल टोपी पहन ली और अपने घर से निकल पड़ी | 


In the fox's house they played a nice game of 
checkers which the crane won, much to the 
fox's annoyance, 


गीदड़ के घर पर दोनों ने 'चेकर का खेल खेला जो 
सारस जीत गई | इस बात से गीदड़ बड़ा परेशान हो 
उठा । 


After the game, the fox asked. the crane to 
come into the dining room, for he was to 
serve dinner. 


He had laid out the table beautifully with a 
pretty. candle, which glowed brightly on the 
flowered tablecloth. 


खेल खत्म होने पर गीदड़ ने कहा कि अब भोजन 
करा जाए | अतः वे दोनों खाने के कमरे की तरफ 
चले । 


उसने मेज़ पर बड़ी सुन्दर मोमबत्ती सजायी थी | 
फूलों की छापवाला मेजपोश था, उस पर मोमबत्ती 
का सुन्दर प्रकाश पड़ रहा था | 


The fox went into his kitchen and came out 
with two plates of porridge, 


He placed one іп front of the crane and set 
one down at his place. 


“Eat up," he said to the crane. 


He sat himself down and began gobbling up 
his dinner very quickly. 


गीदड़ रसोईघर से दो afta में दलिया ले आया। 
एक उसने सारस के सामने रखी, दूसरा अपने सामने । 
उसने सारस से कहा, “खा लो |" 


፳፻ अपनी जगह बैठा और जल्दी-जल्दी निगलने लगा | 


The poor crane was not able to eat out 
of the plate with her long beak. 


She generally ate out of a long and 
slender vase, 


She pecked at the porridge for a while, 
and then gave up trying to cat. 


अपनी लंबी चोंच के कारण ፲፳፳፳ भोजन नहीं 
कर पा t 


वह साधारण तौर पर लंबी नुमा वर्तन में 
खाती थी । m 


उसने दलिया थोड़ी देर चुग लिया । फिर खाने 
का प्रयास भी छोड़ fear i 


‘The crane did not complain about the 
dinner at all. 


Before leaving, she said to the fox, “Thank 
you for à wonderful dinner. Please come to 
my house for dinner tomorrow evening." 


“1 certainly shall," said the fox. 


भोजन के वारे में सारस ने कोई शिकायत नहीं की । 
उसने गीदड़ से कहा, “इस अद्भुत भोजन के लिये 
धन्यवाद! कृपया कल शाम मेरे घर पर भोजन करने 
आओ 1" 


गीदड़ ने कहा, "मैं जरूर आऊँगा |" 


“Eat up!" she said. 


परन्तु सारस ने गीदड़ को एक पाठ ттт चाहा 


а. अतः अगले दिन στη को सारस ने गीदड़ को दलिया 


एक लंबी सुराही में दिया 


उसकी और देखा । 


E 


उसने कहा, 


The crane put her beak into the vase and 
began cating. 


However this time, it was the fox who was 


His snout would not fit into the slender 
vase. So he sat meekly at the table, feeling 
very foolish. 


अतः वह दब्बू-सा मेज के सामने 


The fox realized that the crane was teaching 


A Bad Dinner 
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him a less 
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a valuable lesson. 


He felt very bad 
“You have taught 
never again be petty ai 


ized 


shall 


nean. 


The kind crane forgave him at once, 
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One day a crow was flying through the 
woods, fluttering from one tree branch to 
another. 


She had very sharp eyes and saw a piece of 
bread lying on the ground below her. 


एक दिन एक कौवी ज॑गल में Ча फड़फड़ाती 
हुई पेड़ की एक डाली से दूसरी पर उड़ रही 


थी। j ነ 


उसकी आँखें बड़ी तेज़ थीं। उसने सामने 
जमीन पर रोटी का टुकड़ा देखा | 


In a jiffy she flew down, snatched the piece 
of bread off the ground, flew to a branch on 
а nearby tree, and sat there. 


बड़ी तीव्रता से वह नीचे की ओर उड़ी । टुकड़ा 
चोच में दबाया और पास के पेड़ की डाली पर 
जाकर बैठ ቫ | 


Just then a fox came running through 
the woods. 


He saw the crow sitting on the branch 
and noticed that she had something іп 
her mouth. 


तभी एक गीदड़ जंगल में से भागता हुआ आया 1 


उसने कौवी को डाली पर देखा और देखा कि 
उसकी та में कुछ है | 


Пе went right below the branch and looked 
closely. He saw that it was a piece of bread. 


Now the fox hadn't eaten a nice piece of. 
bread in a very long time, so his mouth 
started watering looking at it. 


वह डाली के बिलकुल नीचे जाकर, ध्यान से देखने 
लगा | पता चला कि वह रोटी का टुकड़ा है | 


गीदड़ ने अच्छी ताज़ी रोटी बहुत समय से नहीं खावी 
थी । रेटी को देखकर उसके मुँह में पानी आने लगा | 


The cunning fox decided that he would trick 
the crow out of her piece of bread. 


Пе had an idea and a wicked smirk spread 
across his face, 


चतुर गीदड़ ने किसी भी उपाव से कौबी से रोटी का 
टुकड़ा हड़प लेना चाहा d 


ऐसा सोचते ही उसके चेहरे पर एक कुटिल मुस्कान 
दौड़ गयी । 


2 crow was rather worried that the fox 
might jump up at her, so she flew to a higher 
branch. 


She had heard that the fox was и cunning, 
wily fellow. 


She did not want to take any chances with 
him. 


कौवी हैरान हुई कि कहीं गीदड़ उस पर उछल 
न पड़े | इसलिए बह ऊपरवाली डाली पर 
उड़कर बैठ गई । 


गीदड़ बड़ा चालाक और धूर्त था, यह बात 
कौवी ने सुन रखी ና) 


अतः वह उसके साथ कोई παπα नहीं उठाना 
चाहती थी | 


He went and sat below the tree branch that 
the crow was perched on. 


“Oh! Miss Crow, you are indeed the most 
beautiful creature I have ever seen," 
crooned the fox. 


जिस डाल पर कौवी बैठी हुई थी, उसके नीचे जाकर 
गीदड़ बैठ गया | 


भावुक होकर वह बोला, "वाह कौवी गनी! तुम सचमुच 
सभी प्राणियों में सबसे सुन्दर हो ।" 


ኣዊ have the most beautiful feathers 
that I have ever seen!” the fox said. 


“Оһ, they are so black and shiny, so 
glossy, so beautiful!” he crooned. 


गीदड़ फिर भावुक होकर बोला, "तुम्हारे पर 
कितने सुन्दर हैं!” 


"आह! वे कितने काले और चमकीले, कितने 
सुन्दर हैं!” 


The crow still did not say anything. | \ 

She didn't even move, so the fox continued, ' p 
“I have heard that you have the most 
beautiful voice among the creatures of the 


woods. It is even more melodious than that of F 
the nightingale. Won't you sing me a song?" ነ 


कौवी ने अब भी कुछ नहीं कहा । ( | 


πε feet भी नहीं за: गीदड़ आगे बोलने लगा । 
"मैंने सुना है कि इस जंगल के सभी जानवरों में से 
तुम्हारी आवाज़ सबसे सुरीली है 22 कोयल से भी 
मधुर है । तुम मेरे लिए एक गाना गाओगी?* 


fell to the ground. 


अब कती अपनी тей पमा सून कर चप न रह 
सकी । 


वह अपनी ከፍ से प्रसन्न हई और गाने के लिए 
अपना ሻያ खोला | 


जैसे ही उसने मुँह खोला, का टुकड़ा जमीन 
पर गिर गया। 


"Oh you foolish crow, see how 1 tricked 

17 said the fox and snatched up the 
piece of bread and ran away as fast as he 
could. 


हे मूर्ख कौवी, देखो, मैंने तुम्हें कैसे वहकाया! 
कहता हुआ गीदड़ गेटी का टुकड़ा मुँह में दबाकर 
से भाग गया । 


All for a Piece of 
Bread 


The crow was very upset that she had 
been tricked by the fox. 


“Never again will 1 trust a flatterer!” 
she said sadly. 


कौवी दुःखी हुई । गीदड़ ने बड़ी चालाकी से 
उसे धोखा दिया था। 


ት फिर कभी किसी 
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Once upon a time, there was a big grey wolf 
sitting outside his den in the forest. 


He was chomping away on his lunch, which 
happened to be a very big, tasty plece of 
meat. 


किसी समय की वात है | एक बड़ा भूरा भेड़िया 
अपनी गुफा के सामने बैठा हुआ था | 


वह भोजन कर रहा था, जो एक स्वादिष्ट, मस का 
बड़ा टुकड़ा था | 


Now the wolf was very hungry indeed. 


He had been gobbling up his food so very 
quickly that he soon began to choke on a 
bone. 


भेड़िया सचमुच बड़ा भूखा था | 


वह इतनी जल्दी-जल्दी निगल रहा था कि एक 
τῇ उसके गले में अटक गई, और उसका दम 
घुटने लगा। 


‘The wolf began making rasping noises 
with his throat, for the bone was stuck in 
his throat really tight. 


The poor wolf kept screaming, “Help! 
пер!" 


But the noises that came out of his throat 
sounded very different indeed? 


dfu के गले से घरघर की आवाज़ निकलने लगी | 
हड्डी उसके गले में अटक गई थी | 


बेचारा भेड़िया चिल्लाने लगा, "बचाओ! बचाओ!” 


पर्नु, उसके गले से ठीक से शब्द भी πῇ निकल 
रहे थे। 


In the forest nearby, there was а crane who 
was enjoying her lunch as well. 


When she heard the wolf's noises she was 
terribly alarmed. 


“I wonder what on earth that noise can be!” 
she said to herself, 


When the noises didn't stop, she decided to go 
and see what the matter was. 


उसी जगल में, पास ही एक मादा ሻሻ अपना भोजन 
बड़ी खुशी से कर रही थी | 


उसने dfu की आवाज़ें सुनी तो वह बड़ी सतर्क हुई ι 
उसने अपने आप से कहा, "यह कैसी आवाज़ है?” 


जब आवाज़ बंद नहीं हुई तो उसने सोचा कि वह स्वयँ 
जाकर देखेगी कि मामला क्या | 


Тһе crane walked in the direction of the 
sound and soon came upon the wolf. 


The poor fellow was hopping about the place 
wildly, with tears streaming down his face, 
for the bone was hurting him awfully. 


मादा बगुला आवाज़ आने की दिशा में चली और 
भेड़िए के सामने आयी। 


भेड़िया बेचाण एक ही जगह i तगह कूद रहा 
था | हड्डी के ай के कारण उसे दर्द हो रहा था । 
उसकी strat से पानी भी आ रहा था। 


The wolf opened his mouth wide. The crane 
peered into his mouth. 


She soon saw the bone lodged inside. 


भेडिए ने मुँह खोला । बगुले ने उसके मुँह के अंदर 
झाँक कर देखा । 


उसने हड्डी को अंदर अटका हुआ पाया । 


When she realized what had happened, she 
went to the wolf and said, “Now, now dear! 
Don't panic. Open your mouth wide, and let 
me sce where the bone is stuck. I can pull it 
out soon enough." 


जब वगुले को पता चला कि क्या हुआ है, उसने 
Зет से कहा, "प्यारे, अब डरे मत | मुँह पूरा 
खोलो, देखने दो ፳፪? कहाँ अटकी है | तभी मैं 
जल्दी से उसे बाहर निकाल dat 


She put her beak іп and tried to reach the 
bone, but it was lodged well and truly deep 
in his throat, 


The crane then put her whole head into the 
wolf's mouth. 


She finally managed to get a grip on the 
bone and pulled it out of his throat. 


उसने अपनी चोंच धेड़िये के मुँह में डाली । पर हड्डी 
तक ना पहुँच पादी, क्योंकि हड्डी सचमुच अन्दर और 
अच्छी तरह अटक गयी dra 


बगुले ने अपना पूर सिर fad के मुँह में डाला । 


आखिर उसकी चोंच में тї эл ही गयी | उसने खूब 
जोर से उसे पकड़कर खींच लिया । 


The only way to get the bone out of the 
wolf's throat was to put her beak into his 
throat. 


“This might hurt you, but it's got to be 
done," she said. 


Зет के गले में अटकी हुई हड्डी को बाहर 
निकालना है तो उसे अपनी ate उसके गले 
में डालनी ही होगी । 


उसने कहा, "इससे तुम्हें दर्द होगा, मगर यह 
करना ही होगा |” 


The foolish crane did not realize that she 
had been lucky to pull her head out of the 
wolf's mouth safely. 


She asked, “Where is my reward?” 


The wolf got angry and yelled, “You put 
your head into ዘ wolf's mouth and managed 
to come out alive. That is reward enough.” 


मुर्ख बगुले को अहसास नहीं हुआ कि वह अपना 
सिर भेड़िए के मुँह में से निकालने में सफल हुई 
थी, यही बड़ी वात थी | 


उसने पूछा, "मेरा इनाम कहाँ है?” 


भेड़िया क्रोध से चिल्ला उठा, “तुमने एक бт 
के मुँह में अपना सिर दाला और उसमें से जीवित 
बाहर आयी हो, वही इनाम है ι' 


The crane Пей into the forest glad that she avi Е 
had come out of the situation alive. Saving a Wolf 


She realized that greed did not go well with nine с 
gratitude. भेड़िये का बचाव 


“T ought to be grateful to be running away Teles From Aesope 


alive instead of worrying about rewards!” she 
thought. 


ч 


xs 


बगुला जंगल में भाग ካዊ सोचे लगा, “जान बची 
लाखों पाये г 


उसे बोध हुआ कि लोभ और कुतज़ता कभी 

साथ-साथ नहीं चलते | 
co अगवान का आधार मानना 
जच गई हूँ । इनाम के करे में 
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Once upon а time, there was a big furry fox 
that lived with his fox family in the woods. 


एक समय की बात है | ज॑गल में एक गीदड़ 
अपने परिवार के साथ रहता था। 


It was the fox's job to hunt for food for his 
family. 


He would stroll through the jungle looking 
for food. 


Since it was summer, and his fur was thick 
and furry, the fox used to feel very hot 
indeed. 


अपने परिवार के भोजन के लिए शिकार करना गीदड़ 
का काम Т | 


वह भोजन खोजने के लिये, जंगल में इधर-उधर 
भटकता रहता था | 


गरमियों के दिन थे । उसके बाल भी लंबे और झबरीले 
थे । इस कारण उसे बड़ी गरमी लगती थी | 


On one such occasion, he came to a 
vineyard that was full of ripe grapes. 


The fox was very surprised, 


“I must not have come to this part of the 
woods before,” he thought to himself. 

“Т would surely remember such a beautiful 
vineyard.” 


एक बार वह पके अंगूरों से भरे खेत पर आया | 


गीदड़ को बड़ा अचरज हुआ | 


“जंगल के इस भाग में मैं पहले नहीं आया । नहीं 
तो मुझे इतना सुन्दर बगीचा अवश्य याद रहता 1" 


The vines were beautiful and green, 


There were big, juicy purple grapes hanging 
from them. 


Their big bunches weighed the vines down. 


अंगूरलता हरी-भरी और बड़ी सुन्दर ፳ | 
बड़े-बड़े uie, नीले अंगूर उससे लटक रहे थे । 


भारी होने से बड़े गुच्छे अंगूरलता को नीचे की ओर 
खींच रहे थे | 


‘The fox looked at the grapes greedily. 


His mouth began to water at the sight of them. 


He was so tired and thirsty that he decided 
grapes were just the right thing for him, 


“By hook or crook I've got to have some of 
these grapes!” he said, 


गीदड़ बड़े लालच से अंगूगें को देख रहा था | 


उनको देखते-देखते उसके मुँह में पानी भर आया | 


वह थका हुआ था, प्यासा भी था | इसलिए उसने सोचा 
कि ये अंगूर उसके खाने के लिए ही बने हुए | 


उसने कहा, "किसी भी τα में मुझे इन З तक 
जरूर पहुँचना है г 


Не stood up on his hind legs and tried 
jumping up to reach them. 


The delicious looking grapes were out of 
his reach. 


वह अपनी पिछली टौगों पर खड़े होकर अंगूर 
पकड़ने की कोशिश करने लगा । 


मगर स्वादिष्ट, रसीले दिखनेवाले अंगूर उसके 
हाथ नहीं आए | 


“I know what I'll do!" exclaimed the fox. 
Il crouch down really low and then 
jump up with all my might! That ought 
to do the trick!” 


So he crouched down and sprang up. 


But he missed the grapes by just a whisker 
and tumbled to the ground in dismay! 


गीदड़ ने अपने आप से कहा, "मुझे मालूम है 
मुझे क्या करना है | मैं नीचे तक झुक जाऊँगा। 
फिर अपनी पूरी शक्ति लगाकर тейт लगाऊँगा | 
इस उपाय से काम हो जाना चाहिए C 


अतः वह नीचे तक झुक गया और अचानक 
ऊपर Fer 


परन्तु थोड़ी सी ऊँचाई से वह चूक गया और 
वापस ज़मीन पर आ पहुँचा | 


Then the fox had another idea. 


He saw a stone on the ground near him. 
So he went and pushed it with all his 
might and finally managed to roll the big 
stone under the grape vines. 


उसे फिर एक और उपाव सूझा | 


उसने पास ही ज़मीन पर एक पत्थर देखा, तो उसने 
अपनी ቫት शक्ति से उसे धकेला और बड़े पत्थर को 
HT के नीचे ले आया | 


“Now I'll reach the grapes for sure!" 
he said. 


Tle clambered onto the stone, and stood 
up on his hind legs, and began to jump 


up and down again, 


But the poor fellow still couldn't reach 
the bunch of grapes! 


उसने कहा, “अब मैं जरूर ፳፲ት तक पहुँच सकता 
d 

बह पत्थर पर चढ़ा | अपने पिछले पैरों पर खड़े होकर 
ऊपर-नीचे कूदने लगा | 


परन्तु वेचाग इतनी मेहनत के बाद भी गुच्छे तक नहीं 
पहुँच पाया | 


वह सचमुच बड़ी बेसब्री से अंगर खाना चाहता था, 
मगर उन तक पहुँच नहीं पा रहा था। 


गीदड़ बहुत परेशान हुआ और चिल्लाने लगा, "इतना 
परिश्रम किया, कोई फ़ायदा नहीं | मैं कभी इन अंगूगें 
तक पहुँच नही सकता । 


However he decided that he would try to 
reach those delicious looking grapes just 
one more time. 


So from the stone that he was standing on, 
he crouched down and sprang up at the 
grapes. 


But he only ended up hurting himself as he 
took a nasty fall again, 


फिर भी उसने निश्चय किया कि केवल आखिरी बार 
वह उन रसीले अंगूरों को पकड़ने की कोशिश करेगा | 


मगर वह फिर कूद कर ज़मीन पर थड़ाम से गिर पड़ा 
और घायल भी हुआ। 


The poor fox got up and limped away into Sour Gra pes 


the distance, 


Since he hadn't succeeded in reaching the खटटे अंगूर 


grapes he consoled himself by saying, “The 
grapes are probably sour anyway.’ Tales From Aesops 


He vowed never to go into that part of the 
woods again! 


rara गीदड़ लंगड़ाता हुआ घर वापस लौटा | 


चूँकी वर अंगर तोड़ने में सफल नहीं 
आपको समझाता रहा, कहता रहा, "अंगूर खट्टे 


वह अब कभी भी उस जंगल की 
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А The Clever Kid Goat 
rhe clever Kid Goat 


चतुर मेमना चतुर मेमना 
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Once there was a herd of goats that lived 
on a huge farm. 


They were allowed to graze in the meadows. 
They were guarded by some sheepdogs, as 
there were terribly ferocious wolves that 


lived in the nearby forest who could pounce 
on them and gobble them up. 


एक बार एक बड़े बगीचे में बकरों का झुंड रहता था । 


हरे घास के मैदान में चरने की अनुमति उन्हें मिली ፳ | 


उनकी रक्षा करने के लिये कुछ कृत्ते थे । पास के जंगल 
में बहुत खूँखार धेड़िए रहते थे जो इन पर छलांग लगा 
कर इन्हें निगल जाते थे । 


Among the herd of goats was a tiny little 
kid goat, 


Since he was the youngest, his mother 


always told him, “Never wander off into 
the forest alone.” 


उन बकरों के झड में एक नन्हा मेमना भी था। 


चूँकि वह सबसे छोटा था, उसकी माँ उसे हमेशा कहती 
रहती थी, "जंगल में अकेले घूमने मत जाना |" 


One day, the little goat was merrily 
munching some grass that was very sweet. 


He wandered away Into the forest, 
following the path the sweet grass took. 


एक दिन वह छोटा मेमना खुशी-खुशी घास चर 
रहा था | घास बड़ी मीठी थी | 


जहाँ-जहाँ मीठी घास मिलती, वह वहाँ-वहाँ चरता 
गवा और भटकता हुआ ज॑गल जा पहुँचा | 


In the forest there was а wicked wolf. 


He saw the kid goat all alone and was 
pleased. 


“He will certainly make a tasty meal!” 
he said to himself. 


ज॑गल में एक दृष्ट भेड़िया बैठा हुआ था। 
LX को देख वड़ा खुश हुआ | 


उसने सोचा, "निश्चय ही यह मे स्वादिष्ट 
भोजन बनेगा 1" 


The wicked wolf jumped at the kid goat, 
bared his long sharp yellow teeth and said, 
“You should not wander away all alone, 

you know.” 


दुष्ट भेड़िया ня के सामने कूद पड़ा और अपने 
पीले-पीले लंबे नुकीले а को दिखाते हुए बोला, 
“तुम्हें मालूम है, तुम्हें इस तरह घूमना नहीं चाहिए |" 


‘The wolf laughed loudly at him. 


“Now that you have been naughty, 1 shall 
have to punish you. I shall eat you up for 
lunch!" he said in a booming voice. 


उसकी बातें सुनकर भेड़िया उस पर जोर से हैस 
чат 


वह गरजकर बोला, "जैसे अब तुम शरारती बने हो, 


तुम्हें दंड मिलना चाहिए | ἢ तुम्हें दंड दूंगा | ቸፍ 
खाकर आपना पेट ÊM |" 


The kid goat was terrified upon seeing the 
wolf and trembled with fear. 


But he said bravely, “I do know that I have 
been very naughty by wandering away all 
alone.” 


भेड़िया को देख मेमना डर गया और भय से 
काँपने लगा । 


परन्तु उसने धैर्य के साथ कहा, “मुझे मालूम 
है, इस तरह घूम कर मैंने बड़ा σπα भर 
काम किवा t (° 


— 


Тһе kid goat was very scared. Не knew 
that he had to save himself somehow, so һе 
thought of a plan. 


“Oh wolf! Won't you grant me one last 
wish," he begged. 


“Of course 1 will." said the wolf. “И can do 
me no harm." 


मेमना बढ़ा भयभीत हुआ | उसे अपनी रक्षा करना 
आवश्यक था | इसलिए उसने एक उपाय सोचा | 


उसने भेडिये से प्रार्थना की, "हे भेड़िये भाई, मेरी 
अंतिम इच्छा पूरी नहीं करोगे?” 


भेड़िये ने कहा, “हाँ! हाँ! बिलकुल । उससे मुझे 
कोई हानि नहीं होगी Г 


“Oh kind wolf! I have heard people say 
that you have a lovely voice. Won't you 
sing me a song?" he asked. 


Тһе wolf was immensely flattered and 
began to sing with great enthusiasm. 


मेमने ने पूछा, "हे दयालु भेड़िये भाई, मेरे लिए 
एक गाना नहीं गाओगे?" 


ae अपनी चापलूसी से बहुत प्रसन्न हुआ और 
बड़े उत्साह के साथ गाने लगा | 


जकगें के रखवाले कुत्तों ने उसे सुना और वे 
सोचने लगे कि बात क्या है | 


अचानक एक कुत्ते ने कहा, “छोटा eT मेमना 
दिखाई नहीं दे रहा г 


‘They rushed into the forest and pounced on 
the wolf just as he was reaching the middle 
of his song. 


They nearly tore him to pieces, but the wolf 
was lucky to escape with his life. 


š जंगल की ओर दौड़े और गाते हुए धेड़िए पर 


टूट पड़े । 


उन्होने उसे कार-कार कर घावल कर दिया | पर्नु 
फिर भी भेड़िया जान बचाकर भाग निकला | 


“Thank you so much for rescuing me,” said Ё k 
the kid goat. The Clever K 


He ran back to his mother and said, 4: ቫቫቭ 
“I promise never to run away like that again. 


Lam sorry. 1 will always listen to my elders.” Tales From Aesops 


HE 


मेमना बोला, "मुझे बचाने के लिए धन्यवाद |" 
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Once upon a time, іп an alleyway іп а 
town, there lived a mangy dog. 


बहुत ቫሻት बात है । एक शहर की एक गली 
में एक गंदा कुत्ता रहता था | 


Не was a stray dog who had to make 
do with whatever scraps of food that 
he could get. 


People always chased him away from 
their doorsteps, so the dog generally 
ate out of the dustbin. 


वह आवार कुत्ता था | इसलिए जो भी जूठा उसे 
मिल जाता, उसे उसी से काम चलाना पड़ता था | 


अपने घर के दरवाज़े से लोग उसे हमेशा भगा 
देते थे । अतः अक्सर उसे कूड़ेदानी से ही खाना 
पड़ता था | 


One morning he passed Бу a butcher's shop. 


He saw several pieces of meat hanging in the 
window, 


‘There was chicken, ham, and long chains of 
sausage! The dog looked at them and started 
to drool. 


एक दिन वह कसाई की दुकान के सामने से गुज़र 
रहा था। 


खिड़की में से उसने देखा, माँस के टुकड़े अंदर 
लटक रहे थे। 


उसने वहाँ ей, सूअर का माँस, गुलमा आदि 
देखा । जैसे ही कुत्ते ने उसे देखा, उसके मुँह से 
लार टपकने लगी i 


The smell was so tantalizing that the hungry 
dog decided to go around to the back of the 
shop and sce if there was any meat lying 
around. 


"T hope I can find a nice big bone to chew 
on," he thought. 


वह खुशबू इतनी ललचाने वाली थी कि भूखे कुत्ते 
ने दुकान के पिछवाड़े जाकर देखने का निश्चय 
किया, शायद आस-पास माँस का टुकड़ा पड़ा 
मिल m i 


उसने सोचा, “आज्ञा है कि मुझे एक बड़ी हड्डी 
चूसने को मिलेगी 1” 


When he got there, the butcher was taking 
out some garbage. 


He looked at the thin mangy mutt and felt 
very sorry for him. 


“1 shall go inside and get the poor mutt a 
bite to eat,” he said. 


जब वह ай पहुँचा, कसाई कूड़ा निकाल रहा था | 


उसने इस दुबले गंदे कुत्ते को देखा, उसे उस पर दया 
आ गयी। 


उसने कहा, "मैं अंदर जाकर इस बेचारे के लिए कुछ 
खाने ले आता हूँ ।* 


Пе went back into the shop and came out 
with a nice big bone for the dog. 


“Here you go little doggy,” said the 


butcher. “Come and get the nice bone 1 
have brought you." 


Ri κο के अंदर जाकर कुत्ते के लिए एक 
हड्डी ले आवा । 


कसाई ने कहा, "यह है तुम्हारे लिए qum, 
आओ, इसे ले लो I" 


The dog was very pleased, 


He ran up to the butcher, wagging his tail, 
and licked his hand. 


The butcher gave him the bone, and the dog 
ran away after giving him a grateful bark. 


कुत्ता बड़ा खुश Dd 
чебу आ कसाई के पास भागा और 


उसका हाथ चाटन लगा | 


कसाई ने उसे हड्डी दे दी । कुत्ता कृतज़तापूर्वक 
भौंक कर हड्डी लेकर वहाँ से भाग गया | 


He clutched the bone hard with his teeth 
and decided to go into the woods and eat it. 


He was afraid that he might have to share 
it with some other stray dogs. 


हड्डी मुँह में दबाते हुए उसने सोचा कि जंगल में 
जाकर ही वह उसे खाएगा | 


वह डर रहा था कि गली के दूसरे कुत्तों के साथ 
उसे हड्डी बाँटनी न पड़ जाए | 


In order to get to the woods, the dog had 
to cross a stream, 


There was a bridge across the stream to 7 
get to the other side, and the dog began к 
walking across it. 


जंगल पहुँचने के लिए उसे एक झरना पार करना 
पड़ता ш! 


दूसरे किनारे पहुँचने के लिए उसे एक पुल पार 
कर जाना पड़ता था | कुत्ता पुल पर चलने लगा । 


But the foolish dog thought that И was another. 
dog staring at him. To his annoyance, this dog 
also had a really nice, juicy-looking bone in his 
mouth! 


लकड़ी के पुल की दरार में से उसे पानी में अपना ही 
प्रतिबिंब दिखाई दिया । 


मूर्ख कुत्ते ने उसे देखा और सोचा वह एक दूसरा कुत्ता 
उसकी ओर घूर रहा है । उस τὰ के मुहँ में उसके 
जैसे ही एक बड़ी रसीली हड्डी भी है, वह उसे देखकर 
fag गया | 


He decided that he had to have the other 
dog's bone as well. 


The greedy fellow put down his bone. 
As soon as he did this, the bone fell into 


the water. He stood looking surprised at 
his own reflection. 


उसने उस दूसरे कुत्ते की हड्डी पाने का 
Ёзчє किवा । 


'लोभी कुत्ते ने अपनी тїї नीचे τα दी | 
जैसे ही उने उसे नीचे रखा. τηὶ πὴ ἃ 


गिर गवी । वह बड़ा चकित होकर अपना ही 
प्रतिविम्ब देखता हुआ खड़ा खा | 


The Dog апа ч 


Ше Вопе 
कुत्ता और हड्डी 


The poor dog realized what had happened. 
He was terribly upset at losing his bo 


But he said to himself, “Let that be a lesson 
to me never to be so greedy again! 


Indeed, he never was quite as greedy ever 


again! 1 
ww ትፍት कुत्ते की समझ में πα आ गयी । 
उह τῇ art के कारण बड़ा परेशान हुआ। 
тр उसने अपने आप से कहा, "मुझे एक 
अच्छा सबक मिल गया | कभी भी इतना लोभ 
नहीं करना चाहिए i 


prit नहीं बना | 
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Once upon a time, in a forest, there lived a 
flock of peacocks that were very beautiful. 


These peacocks were very proud of their 
beauty, and they treated all the other 
creatures of the forest very badly. 


“We are too beautiful to talk to them!” 
they said. 


किसी समय एक जंगल में मोगें का एक झुंड रहता था | 
वे वड़े सुन्दर थे । 


ये मोर अपनी सुन्दरता के बड़े अभिमानी थे तथा जंगल 
के अन्य प्राणियों के साथ बुरा व्यवहार करते थे | 


चे कहते, "हम बड़े सुन्दर हैं, हम उनके साथ बातें नहीं 
कर सकते г 


In the same forest there also lived a flock of 
blue-jays. 


These blue-Jays were simple birds who did 
not care for anything other than gathering 
their food and leading а happy life. 


उसी जंगल में नील पक्षियों का {з भी रहता था | 


Г ये नील पक्षी सादगी भरे पक्षी थे । उन्हें किसी से 
कोई सरोकार नहीं था । वे केवल अपना धोजन 
इकट्ठा कर सुखपूर्वक जीते थे | 


But among all the blue-jays there was 
one bird who was very jealous of all the 
peacocks. 


He felt that his feathers were too plain 
and shabby when compared to theirs. 


“Oh! How I wish I was as beautiful as 
them!” he would tell himself. 


उन नील पक्षियों में से एक उन मोरों से बड़ी ईर्ष्या 
करता था। 


वह सोचता था कि उसके प॑ख मोर-प॑ख की तुलना 
में सादे और भहे हैं । 


वह अपने आप सोचता, "काश! मेरे पंख भी मोरों 
जैसे सुन्दर होते!” 


Suddenly he got an idea. 


He went and picked up all the feathers with 
his beak. 


“Ifl tic this to my tail feathers, 1 too will 
look as beautiful as them!" he thought. 


अचानक उसे एक उपाय सूझा | 


m जाकर अपनी ate से सारे पंख एकत्रित कर 
ΤΙ 


उसने सोचा, “यदि मैं यह पंख अपने पिछले Πτα से 
बाँध दूँ, तो मैं भी उनके जैसे सुन्दर दिखने ет" 


One day when he was out gathering some 
berries in. the woods, he saw several peacock 
feathers strewn around. 


He looked at the feathers for a while. 


“Look at the pretty colours. Green, blue and 
gold!" he exclaimed. 


एक दिन वह ज॑गल में बेर चुन रहा था, तो उसने बहुत 
से मोर पंख बिखरे हुए देखे | 


उसने उनकी तरफ़ गौर से देखा | 


वह खुश होकर बोल उठा, "आहा! कितने सुन्दर रंग 
हैं, देखो तो! हरा, नीला, सुनहरा Г. 


"Hey squirrel! Will you come down here 
and help me tie these to my tail?" he asked 
а squirrel who was sitting on a tree branch 
nearby. 


"The squirrel helped him tie the feathers. 


उसने पास ही पेड़ की डाली पर बैठी एक गिलहरी को 
आवाज़ देकर पूछा, “हे मित्र गिलहरी! क्या तुम नीचे 
आकर मुझे इन पंखों को बाँधने में मदद करोगी?” 


गिलहरी ने पंखा बाँधने में उसकी मदद की | 


Now the blue-jay really did look a lot like а 
peacock from a distance. 


Не ran towards all the peacocks with great 
difficulty as he found the new feathers 
rather heavy. 


अब नील पक्षी दूर से मोर सा ही दिख रहा था । 


भारी होने के कारण उन पंखों को बाँधकर भागना 
मुशिकल लग रहा था, फिर भी टूर खड़े मोरों की 
ओर वह भागा | 


Suddenly, all the peacocks began dancing 
in a circle, 


The blue-jay joined in and danced with 
them happily. 


Slowly the feathers that he had tied to 
himself began to fall off one by one! 


अचानक सारे मोर गोलाकार में नाचने लगे 


नील पक्षी भी उनके साथ-साथ खुजी से 
नाचने लगा । 


धीरे-धीरे बंधे हुए पंख एक के बाद एक नीचे 
गिरने लगे । 


The foolish bird did not notice what had 
happened and he went on dancing with great 
joy. 


But the peacocks noticed that a blue-jay 
dancing with them and they were very angry 
indeed! 


मूर्ख पक्षी ने उस ओर ज़रा भी ध्यान नहीं दिवा । वह 
खुशी-खुशी नाचता रहा | 


परन्तु अन ሻት ने उसे देखा, और बह समझ गये कि 
एक नील पक्षी उनके साथ नाच रहा है | इससे वे बड़े 
कोधित ፻ | 


They all ganged up against him and pecked 
him until he squawked and squealed, 


He finally managed to run away. 
"Don't you ever try pretending to be one of 


us ever again!" called out the peacocks after 
him. 


मोर, टोली बनाकर उस पर टूट पड़े | उसे ዝዛ 
मार-मार कर घायल कर दिया | वह किकियाने लगा | 


आखिर नील पक्षी वहाँ से दुम दबा कर भागा | 


ant ने उसे सावधान किया, "फिर कभी भी हमारे जैसे 
ፔጽዣ नहीं धरना, खबरदार!” 


When he went back to the other blue-jays, 
they all ignored him. 


They too were very angry with him for 
acting foolishly, and so they refused to talk 
to him. 


ae अन्य नील पक्षियों के पास गया, तो उन्होने 
उसकी उपेक्षा की । 


वे भी नाराज़ हो गए थे । उसने ऐसा मूर्खतापूर्ण 
व्यवहार किया था | अतः कोई उससे बातें करने 
नहीं आया | 


When һе went back to the other blue-jays, 
they all ignored him. 


They too were very angry with him for 
acting foolishly, and so they refused to talk 
to him. 


बह अन्य नील पक्षियों के पास गया, तो उन्होंने 
उसकी उपेक्षा की | 


बे भी नाराज़ हो गए थे | उसने ऐसा मूर्खतापूर्ण 
व्यवहार किया था | अतः कोई उससे ሻት करने 
नहीं आया | 


Finally a wise old blue-jay said, “Let us 


forgive him. He has learnt that it isn't fine Fine Feathers 


feathers that make fine birds.” А 
सुन्दर पंख 


The bluc-jays felt bad, so they forgave him, 
but they did make him promise never to be 
that silly ever again! 


Tales From Aesops 


अत में एक वुद्धिमान नील पक्षी ने कहा, "हम उसे माफ़ 
कर देते हैं । उसे अब समझ आ गया है कि केवल सुन्दर 
पंख लगाकर ही कोई सुन्दर नहीं बन जाता 1" 


Cc लगा | उन्होंने उसे माफ़ किया | 
इस तरह मूर्खतापूर्ण और बचकाना 
लिया | 


< 
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One day, a long time ago, the North wind was 
very happy. 


Thanks to him the winter had been very long 
and very cold. 


“No one is as strong as me!" he declared 
proudly. 


बहुत समय पहले की बात है । एक दिन उत्तरी पवन 
बड़ी खुश थी । 


उसके कारण जाड़ा बड़ा ठंडा और लंबा था | 


उसने बड़े घमंड के साथ कहा, “मुझ-सा कोई 
बलवान नहीं है | 


= Sun, who was nearby and listening 
to him, got angry. 


“Hah! I'll show him!” yelled the Sun. 
“I'm just as good as he is!” 


पास ही खड़ा सूरज उसे सुनकर क्रोधित हुआ | 


चह चिल्लाया, "अच्छा! मैं उसे दिखाऊँगा कि मैं 
उसके जितना ही बलवान हूँ ।* 


The sun went to the North wind and 
said, “I challenge you to a battle, Then 
we shall know which one of us is 
stronger." 


सूरज उत्तरी पवन के पास गया और बोला, "मैं तुम्हें 
युद्ध के लिए चुनौती देता हूँ । फिर हमें मालूम होगा 
कि हम में से कौन अधिक बलवान है ।" 


Гһе North wind laughed at the sun. 


“Watch,” he said and blew away all the 


ሠ... leaves of a nearby tree. 
Е РА Ç = “Do you still really want to challenge me?” 


he asked. 


उत्तरी पवन सूरज की बातें सुनकर हँस पड़ा | 


Gi — उसने फूँक कर पास के पेड़ की सारी पत्तियाँ 
^ = उड़ा #1 


और कहा, "क्या तुम सचमुच अभी भी मुझे 
ललकारना चाहते हो?” 


The Sun had an idea, 


He spotted a man standing quite nearby and 
said, “I will agree that you are stronger than 
me, if you can get that man near the lake to 

take his coat off.” 


सूरज को एक उपाय सूझा । 


पास ही खड़े हुए एक आदमी को उसने देखा और 
कहा, "ት तभी ዛጥ यदि तुम इस आदमी से 
अपना कोट निकलवाने में सफल हो जाओगी 1” 


The North wind blew harder and harder, 
and it got very cold. 


So the man buttoned his coat up and 
clutched his sides with his teeth chattering. 


उत्तरी पवन अधिकाधिक तेजी से उस आदमी पर 
फौकती रही | वहाँ की हवा में ठंडक बढ़ गई । 


उस आदमी ने अब अपने कोट के सारे बटन बंद 
कर लिए और हाथों को छाती पर ज़ोर से कस कर, 
दाँत किटकिटाने लगा | 


The North wind looked right at the man 
and blew with all his might. 


But all that happened was that the man's 
hat fell off his head and rolled away. 


उत्तरी पवन ने सीधा उस आदमी की ओर देखते 
हुए पूरी शक्ति के साथ उस पर फूँक लगाई | 


परन्तु उससे यही हुआ कि उस आदमी की टोपी 
सिर से उड़कर नीचे गिर पड़ी । 


The Sun saw that the North wind had 
failed. 


Пе laughed loud and hard, and he grew 
very red indeed. 


सूरज ने देखा कि उत्तरी पवन हार गयी है | 


बह ज़ोर से हँसने लगा, हँसते-हँसते वह और 
लाल हो गया | 


The North wind was embarrassed and 
angry at the same time, so he huffed, 
“1 bet you can't get him to take his coat 
off either!" 


उत्तरी पवन उलझन में पड़ गवी, क्रोधित भी हुई | 

वह खीज कर बोली, "मैं दावे के साथ कह सकती 

(ви भी उसका कोट उतारने में सफल नहीं 
е 


The Sun continued to shine. 


‘The man felt so hot that he took off his 
shirt and dived into the lake! 


सूरज चमकता रहा | 


आदमी को इतनी गरमी लगी कि उसने अपनी 
कमीज भी उतार दी और तालाब में कूद i 


The North wind accepted defeat and 
apologized to the Sun. 


He had learnt never to be so vain again, 
amd the two soon became firm friends? 


2 


le 
ф © 


зай पवन ने अपनी हार मान ली और उसने सूरज से 
माफ़ी माँगी । 


नहीं करना चाहिए । दोनों shy ही 


सूरज тента | 
वह उस आदमी पर बड़ी तेज़ी से चमकने लगा | उस 


व्यक्ति को बहुत गर्मी लगने लगी, तेज़ पसीना आने 
लगा, उसने तुरन्त ही अपना कोट उतार दिया | 


Tales From Aesops 
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Once upon а time, there was а мар who 
was strolling through the forest. 


He saw a lake and decided to stop there 
for a drink of the cool and clear water. 


पुराने समय की बात है | एक जंगल में एक 
हिरण घूम रहा था । 


उसने एक तालाब देखा | उसने सोचा क्यों ना 
मैं थोड़ा रुक कर इस तालाब का निर्मल और 
ठंडा पानी पी लूँ । 


Тһе stag continued to stare at his reflection, 
and slowly his gaze shifted to his legs. 


Now the stag's legs were terribly thin and 
spindly. 


We was upset that his legs marred his beauty. 


“Oh dear! My legs are very ugly indeed,” he 
thought to himself, 


वह अपने सींगों का प्रतिबिंब खड़े हो कर देखता 
रहा । फिर उसका ध्यान अपनी πὶ की ओर गया | 


उसके पैर बड़े दुबले-पतले थे | 


उसके पैर उसके सौंदर्य को घटा रहे थे । यह देख 
वह बड़ा उदास हुआ d 


वह सोचता रहा, “मेरे पैर सचमुच बड़े uta 


As he was drinking water, һе noticed his 
reflection in the lake. 


He saw his huge and beautifully 
branched antlers reflecting clearly in 
the water. 


“Ah! What a wonderful pair of antlers 
1 have!” he thought to himself. 


उसने पानी पीते-पीते अपना प्रतिबिंब ጣሻ में देखा | 


उसने अपने बड़े-बड़े सींगों का प्रतिबंब पानी में स्पष्ट 
देखा । वे सुन्दर, शाखायुक्त थे। 


उसने अपने आप सोचा, "वाह! ጃት सींगों का जोड़ा 
कितना सुन्दर लगता है!” 


While the stag was drinking water from 
the lake, à tiger was watching him from 
behind the bushes. 


He decided to pounce on the stag and 
make a tasty meal of him. 


हिरण तालाब से पानी पी ही रहा था के ጥት 
उसके पीछे झाड़ियों के बीच खड़ा एक बाघ 
ने उसको देख लिया | 


बाघ को हिरण में अपना स्वादिष्ट भोजन नज़र 
आ रहा था | बस उस हिरण पर छलौंग लगाने 
की देर थी । 


The sly tiger began creeping towards the stag 
slowly, but just as he reached him, the stag 
turned his head around for an instant. 


Noticing the tiger, he dashed off into the woods 
as quick as his skinny legs could carry him. 


चालाक वाघ हिरण की ओर धीरे-धीरे बढ़ने लगा | 
जैसे ही वह हिरण तक पहुँचा, हिरण ने उसी क्षण 
पीछे मुड़कर देखा | 


बाघ को देखते ही उसके पतले पैर उसे जितनी तेजी 
से ले जा सकते थे, उतनी तेजी से वह जंगल की 
ओर атт! 


The tiger was very fast too. Even though 
the stag ran through the densest parts of 


ዘመሙ E the forest, he chased him. 
e - 


Finally the woods became too thick and 
dense, even for the stag to run through. 


बाघ भी बड़ी तेजी से उसके पीछे भागा | 
हिरण घने जंगल में तेजी से भाग रहा था, 
बाध भी उसका पीछा करता रहा | 


अब जंगल इतना घना हो गया था कि हिरण 
उसमे दौड़ नहीं पा रहा E 


Suddenly as the stag was running, his 
antlers got caught in the branches of a tree. 


He could not run any more and he struggled 
to free himself, 


अचानक, दौड़ते-दौड़ते हिरण के सींग पेड़ की 
घनी शाखाओं में फँस गए । 


वह आगे नहीं भाग पा रहा था, सीगों को छुड़ाने 
के लिए वह छटपटाने लगा | 


The tiger finally managed to catch up with 
the stag. 


Me advanced towards the terrified stag slowly. 
“I will eat you up In a single gulp!” he said 


menacingly to the stag, who continued to 
thrash about wildly in order to free himself, 


आखिर, बाघ हिरण तक पहुँच ही गया | 
वह धीरे-धीरे भयभीत हिरण की तरफ़ बढ़ने लगा | 


उसने के साथ हिरण से कहा, "तुम्हें एक ही 
बार मे जाऊँगा |" हिरण अपने आप को मुक्त 
करने के लिये πῇ तरह छटपटा रहा था | 


The tiger leapt into the air to pounce on 
the stag when suddenly, he fell down dead, 


Пе had been shot by the bullet of a passing 
hunter! 


बाघ हिरण पर आक्रमण करने हवा में उछला, तब 
अचानक नीचे गिर कर मर गया । 


बह पास से गुज़रते हुए एक शिकारी की गोली का 
निशाना बन गया επι 


The hunter saw the stag, 


Taking pity on the poor animal, he decided 
to free him. 


Пе went and sawed off the stag's antlers 
and set him free. 


शिकारी ने हिरण को देखा | 


हिरण की हालत देखकर शिकारी को उसपर दया आ 
गई और उसे आजाद करने fura किया | 


उसने हिरण के सींग आगी से काट दिए और उसे 
आजाद कर दिया । 


The stag thanked the hunter, both for 
saving him from the jaws of death as well 
аз for setting him free. 


He ran off into the forest very glad that the 
tiger had not been able to eat him up. 


हिरण ने शिकारी को मौत के मुँह से बचाने और 
उसे मुक्त करने के लिए, धन्यवाद दिया | 


वह जंगल में भागा | बड़ा खुश हुआ कि बाघ उसे 
मार नहीं पाया था । 


The stag thanked the hunter, both for 
saving him from the jaws of death as well 
аз for setting him free. 


He ran off into the forest very glad that the 
tiger had not been able to eat him up. 


हिरण ने शिकारी को मौत के मुँह से बचाने और 
उसे मुक्त करने के लिए धन्यवाद दिया | 


वह जंगल में भागा | बड़ा खुश हुआ कि बाघ उसे 
मार नहीं पाया था। 


He had learnt his lesson. He realized that it I he stags Antlers 
was his useful legs that had saved him, and Е - Е 
his antlers had almost got him killed. fur के सींग 


He vowed never to be so vain again, “Things 
do not have to be beautiful in order to be 
useful,” he sald to himself. 


ZN 


उसने एक सबक सीख लिया था | उसे बोध हुआ कि 
उसके उपयोगी पैगें ने उसकी जान बचायी थी और 
सींगों की वजह से वह मौत के मुँह में आ गया था । 


उसने सौगंध खाई कि वह कभी किसी चीज़ पर गर्व 
гр । उसने सोचा, "उपयोगी वस्तुएँ सुन्दर हों, 
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One cold and windy winter day, а woodcutter 
was on his way back home from the woods, 
carrying a big bundle of chopped wood. 


The long sharp axe he used to chop wood was 
attached to his belt. 


एक तूफानी ठंड-भरे जाड़े के दिन एक लकड़हाग, 
लकड़ियों का गट्ठा उठाए ज॑गल से वापस घर लौट 
qa 


उसकी कुल्हाड़ी पैनी और लंबी dt | उसने कुल्हाड़ी 
को अपने कमर पर बाँध रखा था | 


As he was walking along the path that 
wound through the woods, he saw a snake 
on the path ahead of him. 


He put down the wood he was carrying to 
look at the snake, 


И looked like it was dead. 


वह जंगल की घुमावदार गह पर बढ़ रहा था | 
अचानक उसने अपने आगे एक साँप देखा । 


उसने πὸ को नीचे रख दिया और साँप को 
देखने लगा । 


πε मग सा दिखाई दिया । 


The kind woodcutter felt very sorry for 
the poor creature as the weather was so 
very cold. 


So, he took off his coat and placed the 
snake on it. 


Пе then wrapped it up tightly. ғ 5 


“I shall take him home and try to revive 
him,” he said to himself. 


मौसम बड़ा ठंडा था | इसलिए उस बेचारे साँप 
को देखकर लकड़हारे के दिल में दया भर आयी | 


उसने अपना कोट निकालकर उस पर साँप को 
та: 


उसने उसे कस कर लपेट दिया | 


उसने अपने आपसे कहा, "मैं इसे घर ले जाकर 
ठीक करूँगा Г 


Тһе woodcutter left his bundle of wood behind. 
“I shall come back for it later," he thought. 


Не began walking to his house carrying the snake 
in his arms, tightly wrapped up in his coat. 


उसने अपना те पीछे ही छोड़ दिया | 
उसने सोचा, “मैं बाद में आकर इसे ले जाऊँगा।" 


कोट में साँप को बाँधे हुए, अपने हाथों में उठाकर 
वह घर की ओर चल पड़ा। 


When he reached home, his family was very 
curious to see what was in his coat, 


“What have you brought home?" they asked 
in wonder. 


But seeing that he was shivering from the cold, 
they stopped questioning him and quickly lit 
a fire. 


जब ат घर पहुँचा, उसका परिवार उत्सुक था कि वह 
कोट में क्‍या लपेट कर लाया है | 


अचरज के साथ उन्होंने पूछा, “आप क्या लाये हैं?" 


लकड़हारे को काँपता i देखकर घर वालों ने प्रश्‍न 
पूछना छोड़कर उसके लिए अँगीठी जलावी | 


A Once the fire was burning brightly and he 
had gotten nice and warm again, he 
turned to his daughter and said, “Lay out 
a cloth in front of the fire place quickly, 
little one.” 


His daughter rushed and did that at once. 


आग जब तेज जलने लगी, तब लकड़हारे को अच्छा 
लगने लगा | उसने अपनी बेटी की ओर मुड़कर कहा, 
“छोटी, वह कपड़ा जल्दी आग के सामने रख दो 1" 


उसकी बेटी ने भागकर वही किया जैसा उसके पिता ने 
कहा | 


He then unrolled his coat and to the 
astonishment of his family showed 
them the snake within. 


They gasped in amazement! 


He then took the snake and placed it 
on the cloth in front of the fireplace. 


लकड़हारे ने कोट खोल दिया । अंदर साँप दिखाई 
दिया । 


उसका परिवार विस्मय से भ्र गया | 


फिर उसने साँप को उठाकर अँगीठी के सामनेवाले 
कपड़े पर रख दिया । 


Slowly the fire began to warm the snake, 
and it soon managed to uncoil itself. 


Тһе snake then turned its head and 
looked at the woodcutter and his family 
who were standing nearby. 


зїї ही आग की गरमी से साँप ठीक हो गया 
और उसने कुंडली खोल दी | 


साँप ने अपना सिर फेर दिया और पास ही खड़े 
लकड़हारे और उसके परिबार को देखा | 


His children and wife stood a good deal 
away from the fireplace, as they were 
quite afraid of the snake. 


“We shall not come near it, father. We 
are afraid!” the children exclaimed. 


उसकी पत्नी और बच्चे साँप को देख भयभीत हो 
गए थे | इसलिए उससे कुछ दूरी पर खड़े रहे । 


बच्चों ने चिल्लाकर कहा, "हम उससे डरते हैं । हम 
उसके करीब नहीं आयेंगे, पिताजी!” 


Suddenly, it slithered across the room to 
where the children were huddled. 


И reared its hood and bared Из ugly fangs 
and was about to strike the little girl. 


अचानक वह रेंगता हुआ कमरे को पार कर बच्चों के 
पास पहुँचा । 


उसने अपना फन ऊपर उठाया, अपने दाँत दिखाए और 
वह उस छोटी लड़की को डसने ही वाला था | 


But quicker than a wink, the woodcutter г 
crossed the room. 


With his handy axe he struck off the 
snake's head. 


पलभर में लकड़्हा आगे आया। 


उसने कुल्हाड़ी सीधे साँप के सिर पर दे मारी | 


But quicker than а wink, the woodeutter 
crossed the room. 


With his handy axe he struck off the 
snake's head. 


पलभर में लकड़हार आगे आया। 


उसने कुल्हाड़ी सीधे साँप के सिर पर दे मारी | 


The Woodcutters 


Good Deed 
He gathered up his little children in his 
arms and vowed never again to try and नेक लकड़हारा ch S [d 1 
help such an ungrateful creature, for it les From Aesops 
was all in vain. 


Ν 


उसने बच्चों को अपने बाहों में भर लिया और कसम 
खायी कि वह कभी भी ऐसे pe प्राणी की मदद 
नहीं करेगा, क्योंकि उसका उपकार बेकार था | 
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A long time ago, a blind vulture lived in the 
hollow of a tree on the banks ofa river, A 
number of other birds had also made their 
nests in the tree. 


They felt sorry for the vulture and so brought 


बहुत समय पहले की बात है । नदी के किनारे एक 
पेड़ के कोटर में एक अंधा 


गिद्ध रहता था । उसी पेड़ Cw ን 4 
पर अनेक पक्षियों ने अपने eê बना लिए थे | हज 


उन सबको गिद्ध पर दया आती, इसलिए वे उसके “ 
लिए रोज़ खाना ले आते 


One day, a cat passed by the tree, 


Пе heard the chirps of the little chicks and 
thought, “There are so many nests with 
chicks in them, I can go up and eat them one 
by one! Boy! Am Tlucky!” 


एक दिन पेड़ के पास से एक बिल्ली गुज़री | 


उसने चूज़ों की चीं-चीं सुनी तो वह सोचने लगी, 
"ሸት इतने सारे चूज़ों से भरे घोंसले हैं | मैं ऊपर 
जाकर एक-एक करके उन्हें खा सकता हूँ । आहा! 
मैं कितना किस्मतवाला हूँ!” 


In return, the vulture used to look after 
the chicks when the birds were away in 
search of food. 


Tn this way ай the birds on the tree lived 
аз one community. 


बदले में, जब पक्षी दाने की खोज में चले जाते, तब 
गिद्ध उन पक्षियों के बच्चों की देख भाल करता । 


इस प्रकार पेड़ पर सभी पक्षी एक समुदाय के रूप 
में रहते थे । 


‘The vulture turned his head from side to 
side. Seeing this, the cat realized that the 
vulture was blind and decided to fool him, 


He said, “Sir, I'm a cat and I have come to 
кес you." 


गिद्ध ने अपना सिर इधर से उधर घुमाया । यह देख 
बिल्ली को बोध हुआ कि यह तो अंधा है | इसलिए 
उसने उसे बेवकूफ बनाने का सोचा । 


उसने कहा, "महोदय, मैं एक बिल्ली हूँ और आपको 
देखने आयी हूँ।" 


He jumped onto the bark of the tree and 
began climbing up towards the nests. 


The young birds saw the cat and began 
chirping in fear, 


Hearing their scared voices, the vulture came 


out of his hole and said, “Who's there? Go 
away!” 


चह पेड़ की डाल पर कूदा और घोंसलों की 
ओर चढ़ने लगा । 


चूज़ों ने बिल्ली को देखा और वे डर के मारे 
चीं-चीं करने लगे | 


डरी हुई आवाज़ें सुनकर गिद्ध अपने कोटर से 
बाहर आया और बोला, "कौन है? भाग जाओ!" 


Wi 
4 “А cat?" said the vulture stunned, “Go 
N y away! You will be nothing but trouble." 
а Не pretended to be innocent and said, “Хо 
| sir! 1 have not come to harm you or the 


young birds. I want you, such a noble soul 
that you are, to be my teacher." 


गिद्ध ने घबराकर कहा, "बिल्ली! चली जाओ | 
तुम परेशानी के अलावा और कुछ नहीं हो |’ 


बिल्ली ने मासूम बनने का ЭТИ कर कहा, “नहीं 
महोदय! मैं यहाँ आपके छोटे पक्षियों को कोई 
तकलीफ देने नहीं आयी हूँ, बल्कि आप जैसे 
महात्मा को मैं अपना गुरु बनाने आयी фл" 


The vulture felt flattered and the cat won \ 
the vulture’s heart. However, the vulture k 
did not trust the cat, 

|. 


He said, “Ok 1 will be your teacher, but | 
don't trust you around the young birds. 
‘They are not safe around you.” 


गिद्ध इस खुशामद से प्रसन्न था । बिल्ली ने 
उसका दिल जीत लिया था | फिर भी उसे 
बिल्ली पर विश्वास नहीं था | 


उसने कहा, "टीक है, मैं तुम्हारा गुरु ዛተ | 
= अगर तुम इन चूज़ों के आस-पास रहे 
तो मैं तुम पर विश्वास नहीं कर पाऊँगा । वे 
तुम्हारे आस-पास सुरक्षित नहीं हैं |” 


The cat replied, “They аге іп no danger 
sir. I have given up eating meat and eggs. 
Thave been a complete vegetarian for over 
a year now!” 


When the vulture heard this, he threw 
caution to the wind and welcomed the cat. 


बिल्ली ने उत्तर दिया, "महोदय! वे किसी ख़तरे में 
नहीं हैं। मैने अंडा और मांस खाना छोड़ दिया है | 
एक साल से ἢ शुद्ध शाकाहारी हूँ ।” 


इसे सुनकर गिद्ध ने सतर्कता भुलाकर बिल्ली का 
स्वागत किवा । 


Everyday, the cat visited the vulture, 
Slowly, the young birds too began to trust 
the eat and did not chirp in fear when he 

went near them. 


So, the eat began killing a young bird 
everyday. Пе would eat the bird and hide 
the bones in the vulture's hollow. 


हर रोज़ बिल्ली गिद्ध से मिलने जाती । धीर-धीरे 
qt भी बिल्ली पर विश्वास करने लगे और जब 
भी वह उनके पास जाती, तो वे चीं-चीं भी ጣሻ 
करते । 


अब बिल्ली रोज़ एक ቫን को मार डालती | वह 
उसे खा जाती और हड्डियों को ክ፳ के कोटर में 
छिपा देती । 


‘The cat found out that the birds were 
suspicious and so quickly left the place, 


On reaching the vulture's hollow, they 
found the bones of the dead fledglings 
and were very angry. 


They thought that the vulture was eating 
their babies and so they attacked and 
pushed him out of his home. 


बिल्ली को मालूम हो गया कि पक्षी संदेह कर रहे 
थे । तो वह जल्दी से जगह छोड़कर चली गयी | 


पक्षियों ने गिद्ध के E देखा तो उन्हे 
πα बच्चों की а नज़र आईं | उन्हें बड़ा गुस्सा 
आया । 


उन्होने सोचा कि गिद्ध उनके बच्चों को खा रहा है । 
इसलिए उन्होंने उस पर हमला किया और कोटर से 
धक्का देकर नीचे गिरा दिया | 


Soon the birds began to notice that their 
precious babies were missing. 


They held a meeting to decide, what they 
should do? 


The birds began looking around for clues 
and went to ask the vulture if he knew 
anything about their babies. 


በኛ ही पक्षियों ने ध्यान दिया कि उनके अनमोल ዛፓ 
गायब हो रहे δι 


आगे war करना चाहिए, सोचका पक्षियों ने एक सभा 
रखी । 


पक्षी आस-पास कुछ सुराग ढूँड़ने लगे और गिद्ध के 
पास जाकर भी उन्होंने चूजों के बारे में पूछताछ की | 


== - 


‘The cat found out that the birds were 
suspicious and so quickly left the place. 


On reaching the vulture's hollow, they 
found the bones of the dead fledglings 
and were very angry. 


They thought that the vulture was eating 
their babies and so they attacked and 
pushed him out of his home. 


बिल्ली को मालूम हो गया कि पक्षी संदेह कर रहे 
थे । तो वह जल्दी से जगह छोड़कर चली गयी | 


पक्षियों ने गिद्ध के कोटर में पहुँचकर देखा तो उन्हे 
मृत बच्चों की हड्डियाँ नज़र आईं । उन्हें बड़ा गुस्सा 
आया | 


उन्होंने सोचा कि गिद्ध उनके बच्चों को खा रहा È । 
इसलिए. उन्होंने उस पर हमला किया और कोटर से 
धक्का देकर नीचे गिग दिया | 


The blind vulture realized that it was the 
cat that had killed the young birds and said, 
“Oh what a fool I've been! This is what has 
come from my blind faith in the cat!" 


But it was much too late as he fell from the 
tree to his death. 
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अंधे गिद्ध को σπα हुआ कि बिल्ली ने ही बच्चों को 
मारकर खा लिया था | वह बोला, "हाय! È कैसा मूर्ख 
बना रहा! यह सब बिल्ली पर अंधविश्वास करने का 
नतीजा t |" 


गे चुकी थी । वह पेड़ से नीचे 
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Гһе Wise Rat 


बुद्धिमान चूहा 


ago in a deep forest, there 
lived a crow, a tortoise, and a rat. They 
were very good friends. 


The crow lived on a tree close to the lake 
where the tortoise lived and the rat lived 
in a hole below the tree. 


घने जंगल में कुछ समय पहले एक कौआ, एक 
कछुआ और एक चूहा रहते थे | वे गहरे मित्र थे | 


तालाव के किनारे एक पेड़ पर कौआ, तालाब में 
कछुआ, और पेड़ के नीचेवाले बिल में चूहा रहता 
πι 


After a while, the crow who was sitting high. 
оп the tree called out, *Come out my friends, 
there is no danger nearby." 


He then turned to the deer who was hiding 
ina bush nearby and asked, “Why were you 
running when there was no danger?" 


थोड़ी देर बाद ऊँचे पेड़ पर बैठे कौए ने पुकारा, 
"मित्रो, बाहर आओ, अब यहाँ कोई खतग नहीं है ।" 


अब वह पास की झाड़ी में छिपे हिरण की ओर 
मुड़कर बोला, “जब कोई खतरा नहीं था तो तुम 
भाग क्यों रहे थे?" 


They would meet сусгудау and chat for à 
while. One day, as they were chatting, a 
deer ran past them. The deer seemed very 
frightened. 


Sensing the deer's fear, they too got afraid 
and rushed to the safety of their homes. 


वे îa मिलते, थोड़ी देर बातचीत करते | एक दिन जब 
वे गप्प मार रहे थे, एक हिरण उनके सामने से भागा | 
वह बड़ा डरा हुआ-सा लग रहा था। 


उसे देख इन तीनों मित्रों को भी डर महसूस होने लगा | 
अपनी जान बचाने वे घर की ओर दौड़ पड़े । 


The deer replied, “There is danger! There 
are a group of hunters in the forest and I just. 
managed to escape them. Thank you Гог 
letting me hide near your homes." 


Hearing this, the crow said, “Don't worry, 
we are your friends now and we'll help you." 


हिरण ने उत्तर दिया, “वहाँ खतरा है | शिकरियों का 
झुंड जंगल में आया है | मैं उन से बचकर निकला 
हूँ । अपने घर के पास छिपने देने के लिए धन्यवाद г 


इसे सुनकर कौआ बोला, "चिन्ता मत करो, अब हम 
तुम्हारे मित्र हैं, और तुम्हारी मदद करेंगे Г 


"Yes!" said the rat, “That's what friends 
are for!” 


The deer thanked bis new friends and said, 
“My dear friends, 1 heard the hunters are 
planning to camp near this lake. They plan 
to fish in the lake. We might all be in grave 
danger!” 


चूहा बोला, "हाँ! दोस्त इसलिए तो होते हैं!" 


हिरण ने अपने नए मित्रों को धन्यवाद दिया और कहा, 
“प्रिय मित्रो, मैं ने सुना कि शिकारी इस तालाब के 
किनारे शिविर बनाने की योजना कर रहे हैं । उन्होंने 
तालाब में मछली पकड़ने का कार्यक्रम बनाया È | 
ज्ञायद हम सभी बड़े खतरे में पड़ने वाले ድ" 


But the tortoise refused to heed his friend's 
advice and left the safety of the lake. 


His friends decided to follow him so as to 
protect him, As the tortoise was crawling 
away, a hunter came by and secing the 
tortoise he caught it and put it into his bag. 


परन्तु मित्र की सलाह न मानकर कछुआ तालाब 
छोड़कर निकल पड़ा | 


उसके मित्रों ने उसकी रक्षा का ख्याल करते हुए 
उसका पीछा करने का учга किया | कछुआ रेंगता 
हुआ जा रहा था । एक शिकारी आया और उसने 
жп को देखकर उसे पकड़कर अपने थैले में 
डाल लिया i 


The tortoise was frightened and said, “T must 
leave this lake. It is too dangerous here." 


The rat who was the wisest of the friends said, 
"Don't be afraid tortoise, we will help you. 
You are in more danger if you leave." 


कछुआ भयभीत हुआ और बोला, "मुझे यह तालाब 
छोड़कर चले जाना चाहिए | यहाँ अत्यधिक खतरा है |" 


उन मित्रों में सबसे बुद्धिमान चूहा था | उसने कहा, 
"жұп, डरो मत | हम तुम्हारी मदद करेंगे । तुम यदि 
यहाँ से जाओगे, तो अधिक खतरे में पड़ जाओगे !” 


‘The deer and crow agreed and did as the wise 
rat said. 


The hunter came that way, and seeing what. 

appeared to be a dead deer was thrilled and 
said, “Today must be my lucky day! I'll take 
the deer, eat the meat and sell the skin for a 

handsome price!” 


He put down his bag and went to pick up the 
deer. 


हिरण और कौए ने वही किया जो चूहे ने कहा था | 


उस राह पर जब शिकारी आया, उसने ज़मीन पर पड़े 
हिरण को देखा और अति प्रसन्न होकर बोला, "आज 

मेरे लिए बड़े भाग्य का दिन है | गैं हिरण को ले चलूँगा, 
उसका मांस खाकर चमड़ा अच्छे दाम पर बेच दूँगा (" 


उसने अपना थैला नीचे रखा और हिरण को उठाने गया । 


Sceing this, the tortoise's friends were upset. 


Тһе rat said, “We must help our friend! Deer, 
you must Це down in this path pretending to 
be dead. Crow, you must sit on the deer as if 
you were pecking on a dead body. When the 
hunter comes near, run away. In the mean 
time, I will free the tortoise.” 


इसे देख कुछुए के मित्र परेशान हो गए | 


चूहे ने कहा, “हमें अपने मित्र की मदद करनी होगी | 
हिरण, तुम्हें इस रस्ते पर मृतक जैसे पड़े रहना होगा | 
कौए, तुम्हें इसके पास बैठना होगा, ым στα को 
ita मार रहे हो । जब शिकारी करीब , तब तुम 
भाग जाना | इस बीच मैं कछुए को मुक्त कर fug 
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‘The hunter was perplexed. He consoled 
himself saying, “Never mind, at least I һауе 
the tortoise.” 


He picked up his bag and was astonished to 
see no tortoise in it! Dejected, he went away. 


शिकारी हैरान हुआ । बह अपने आप को सांतबना देता 


हुआ बोला, “ठीक है, मेरे पास कछुआ तो है г 


उसने अपना थैला उठाया | उसमें कछुए को न पाकर 
चकित हुआ | शिकारी उदास होकर चला गया | 


Ав soon as he left the bag, the rat began 
biting it and set the tortoise free. He then. 
ran and hid in 8 hole while the tortoise 
leapt into the lake. 


The hunter in the meantime was in for a 
shock! Just when he reached the deer, the 
deer leapt up and ran away. 


जैसे ही उस ने थैला नीचे रखा, चूहा उसे काटने लगा 
और कछुए को मुक्त कर दिया | चूहा भागकर बिल में 
छिप गया और कछुआ तालाब में कूद पड़ा | 


इसी बीच शिकारी को थक्का लगा! जैसे ही वह हिरण 
के पास पहुँचा, हिरण कूद कर दूर भाग пати 


The hunter was perplexed. Не consoled 
himself saying, “Never mind, at least I have 
the tortoise.” 


He picked up his bag and was astonished to 
see no tortoise іп it! Dejected, he went away. 


शिकारी हैरान हुआ । बह अपने आप को सांतबना देता 
हुआ बोला, “ठीक है, मेरे पास कछुआ तो है 1" 


उसने अपना थैला उठावा | उसमें कछुए को न पाकर 
चकित हुआ | शिकारी उदास होकर चला गया | 


The four friends met near the lake and the 
tortoise said, “I am very sorry dear friends. I 
should have listened to all of you. It was foolish. 
of me not to trust you. Thank you for saving. 
me!” 


The rat, the crow and the deer forgave the 
tortoise and they lived happily together for the 
rest of their lives, 


चारों मित्र तालाब के किनारे मिले ሕል ч rt कहा, 
"प्रिय मित्रों, मुझे माफ कर दो, मुझे बात माननी 
चाहिए थी | मैंने आप पर विश्वास नहीं किया | वह मेरी 
मूर्खता थी | मेरी रक्षा करने के लिए धन्यवाद 1" 


ІЗ कछुए को माफ़ कर दिया और 
-साथ रहने लगे | 
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The Wicked Rave दुष्ट पहाड़ी कौआ 


ο. 


Once upon a time there lived a pigeon and a 
raven, who were friends. They lived on a 
huge banyan tree, on the outskirts of a village 
in southern India. 


И was winter, the two birds were hungry and 
could not find any food. 


किसी समय की बात है । एक कबूतर और एक 


पहाड़ी कौआ रहते थे । बे दोनों मित्र थे | बे दक्षिण 
भारत के एक गाँव के बाहर स्थित एक बड़े से 
बरगद पर रहते थे । 


जाड़े के दिन थे | दोनों पक्षि भूखे थे पर वे अपने 
लिए खाना नहीं zum थे 


On their way, they зам а man carrying a pot 
full of fresh thick curd to sell in the market. 


Their mouths watered and they wished they 
could have some of it and so they followed 
the man. After a while the man stopped to 
rest under a tree. 


रस्ते में उन्होंने एक आदमी देखा, जो घड़े में ताज़ी 
गाढ़ी दही बेचने बाज़ार जा रहा επι 


उनके मुँह में पानी भर आया और वे ललचाने लगे 
कि उन्हें भी थोड़ा सा खाने को मिल जाए । इसलिए 
वे आदमी के पीछे-पीछे उड़ने लगे । थोड़ी देर बाद 
वह आदमी пж पेड़ के नीचे विश्राम करने रुक गया | 


One day, the raven said, “Friend, let us go 
to the next village. I'm sure we will get 
food there,” 


"The pigeon agreed and so the next 
morning, the two friends set off on their 
journey. 


एक दिन पहाड़ी कौए ने कहा, "मित्र, हम अगले 
गाँव चलते हैं । मुझे विशवास है, हमें वहाँ खाना 
जरूर मिलेगा |” 


कबूतर मान गया और दूसरे दिन दोनों मित्र अपनी 
यात्रा पर चल पड़े । 


Не kept his pot down and lay down beside it. 
The raven and the pigeon were also tired and 
so, they sat on a nearby tree. 


‘The raven looked at the curd and said, 
“Friend, this is our chance. We must eat 
some curd now." 


उसने घड़ा नीचे रखा और उसके पास ही लेट 
गया | पहाड़ी कौआ और कबूतर भी थक गए थे 
और वे पास के पेड़ पर बैठ गए । 


कौए ने दही देखकर कहा, "मित्र, यही अच्छा 
मौका है, अब हमें थोड़ी दही खा लेनी चाहिए |” 


The pigeon said, “How сап we do that friend?” 
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The raven laughed and said, “Из easy! Just 
watch me.” 


He then swooped down to the pot, filled his 
beak with curd and flew up again. He loved 
the taste of the fresh curd and so swooped 
down again and again. 

कबूतर बोला, “मित्र, वह हम कैसे कर सकते हैं?" 

कौए ት हँसकर कहा, "गुझे देखो, आसान है |" 

फिर वह नीचे घड़े की ओर झपटा, चोंच भरकर दही ली 


और उड़कर ऊपर आया । उसे ताज़ी दही बड़ी स्वादिष्ट 
लगी | इसलिए वह बार-बार नीचे को झपट रहा था | 


Soon, the man woke up and resumed his 
journey. 


The pigeon said, “Don't try taking any more 
curd friend, or you will be in trouble.” 


आदमी जल्दी ही जाग गया और आगे बड़ा | 


कबूतर ने कहा, "मित्र, और दही लेने की कोशिश 
मत करो, नहीं तो तुम मुश्किल में पड़ जाओगे ।” 


The raven laughed and said, “Trouble! You 
are only saying that because you haven't 
been able to taste the curd! Go on try it? You 
won't be able to stop cating it either." 


कौआ हँस पड़ा और बोला, "मुश्किल? दही का 
स्वाद तुमने नहीं लिया है, इसलिए ऐसा कह रहे 

हो । जाओ, कोशिश करो | फिर तुम भी उसे खाए 
बगैर नहीं रह LEN 


So, the raven did not heed the pigeon's 
warnings and continued to eat the curd. 


Soon the man reached the market. He 
kept the pot down and was shocked to 
find the pot half empty! 


कबूतर की चेतावनी अनसुनी कर कौआ बार-बार 
दही खाता रहा | 


आदमी जल्दी ही बाज़ार पहुँचा । उसने war नीचे 
रखा और घड़े को आधा खाली देख हैरान रह गया | 


“No thank you friend, You've had enough 
and it's wrong to steal," said the pigeon. 


*Ha! You're just a wimp. The man can't 
even see me as I'm flying above him!" said 
the raven. 


कबूतर ने कहा, "नहीं, धन्यवाद मित्र, तुमने काफी खा 
लिया | चोरी करना गलत हे Г 


कौए ने कहा, "हा! तुम बड़े डरपोक हो | जब मैं उस 
आदमी पर TÊT, तब वह मुझे देख भी नहीं सकेगा |” 


ae looked around to see who had stolen his 
curd and saw the raven with his beak white 
with curd. 


The man shouted, “You wicked raven, I'll 
get you for stealing my curd!” 


यह देखने के लिए कि दही किसने चुराई है, उसने 
आस-पास नज़र दौड़ाई | तभी उसने इस काले कौए 
को देखा, የጠ ate दही से सफेद हो गई थी । 


आदमी चिल्लाया, “धूर्त काले कौए, तुमने मेरी दही 
चुरई? मैं तुम्हें aT |" 


Пе picked up а big stone and flung it at the 
raven. The raven dodged the stone but the 
pigeon could not get away in time, 


It hit the poor pigeon and he fell to the 
ground and was badly injured. 


उसने एक पत्थर लिया और कौए को निशाना 
बनाकर उसकी ओर फेंका | कौआ हट गया, 
मगर कबूतर बच नहीं सका | 


पत्थर कबूतर को लगा और वह घायल होकर 
ज़मीन पर गिर पड़ा | 


Пе picked up а big stone and flung И а the 
raven. The raven dodged the stone but the 
pigcon could not get away іп time. 


It hit the poor pigeon and he fell to the 
ground and was badly injured. 


उसने एक पत्थर लिया और कौए को निशाना 
बनाकर उसकी ओर फेंका | कौआ हट गया, 
मगर कबूतर बच नहीं सका | 


पत्थर कबूतर को लगा और वह घायल होकर 
ज़मीन पर गिर पड़ा | 


The raven flew away not bothering to help 
his friend, 


The poor pigeon lay in pain and said, “If only 
Thad realized that having friends who are 
wicked is as harmful as being wicked 
oneself!” 


मित्र की चिंता किए बगैर कौआ उड़ ሻሻ | 


Aran कबूतर दर्द से कराहता रहा और बोला, "काश 
| 12/13 | गया होता कि धूर्त लोगों से 
जैसा ही है ।” 
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TALES FROM HITOPADESHA 


The Tiger and | 
the Gold Bangle बाघ और सोने का कंगन 
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बाघ और सोने का कंगन 


Media Fusion (India) Pvt. Ltd. 


Once upon a time, there lived an old tiger. - 
Being old, he could not hunt for food. РИА 7° 
£ С =» 
Va 


One day, he was walking by a marshy pool 


when he saw something shining. He picked it -- 
up and found that И was a golden bangle, Ж 
<%` 
чү ` JN 
L 
किसी समय की बात है, एक बूढ़ा बाघ रहता था | ማኬ M 


बूढ़ा होने के कारण वह अपना पेट धरने ज्ञिकार 


नहीं कर पाता था | | sq E 9 2, J | / 


/ 
ы प 9 A 

एक दिन जब वह पोखर के दलदल पर चल रहा - » » N 

था, तब उसने कुछ चमकता हुआ देखा । उसने ж — - 

उसे उठाया तब उसे मालूम हुआ कि वह सोने का ~ ነ a 


कंगन है । ፦- 


The tiger thought, “I think I'll keep this 
bangle. You never know when it may come 
handy!" 


So, he wore the bangle and went on his way 
thinking of ways to use the bangle. 


बाघ सोचने लगा, “मैं इसे अपने पास रख लेता 
हूँ । पता नहीं कब यह ኻት काम आ ፳ሺ! 


उसने कंगन पहन लिया और वह अपने रास्त्रे यह 
सोचकर चल पड़ा कि इसका इस्तेमाल कैसे 
किया जाए । 


The tiger went to his cave and began to plot 
plans to use the bangle. 


use it as a bait to trap some humans! They 


He thought for a while and said, “I know! ГИ | ` 
will make a tasty meal!" 1 


वाघ अपनी गुफा में चला गया और उस कंगन को 
कैसे उपयोग करे, इसकी योजना बनाने लगा | 


थोड़ी देर सोचने पर वह बोला, "मुझे मालूम है, इसे 
इन्सानों को फाँसने में उपयोग करूँगा | वह बड़े ही 
स्वादिष्ट भोजन बनेंगें।” 


So, he went towards a path through the forest 
that was frequented by travelers. 


He sat under a tree waiting for his first victim. 
Soon he saw а man walking up the path. 


फिर वह ज॑गल के उस रास्ते पर गया जहाँ मुसाफियों 
का आना-जाना रहता था | 


बह एक पेड़ के नीचे अपने शिकार के इंतजार में 
= | बैठा रहा | शीघ्र ही उसने एक आदमी को उस रास्ते 
पर आते देखा | 


The tiger took the bangle out and called to 
the man. 


“Hey!” he said, “Do you want this gold 


bangle? I have no use for it but you can take 
it and sell it for a good amount." 


बाघ ने कंगन लेकर इस आदमी को बुलाया | 


वह बोला, "क्या तुम्हें यह सोने का कंगन चाहिए? मुझे 
तो इसका कोई फायदा नहीं | पर तुम इसे बेचकर अच्छी 
тави पा सकते हो I 


The man's greed was growing but he was 
afraid of the tiger and so he sald, “Хо Mr. 
Tiger. I don't want it.” 


The tiger smiled and said, "Oh well, ок, ГІ 
give it to someone else, I'm dying you see, 
and I just wanted to give it away before 1 
died.” 


उस आदमी का लालच बढ़ रहा था | परन्तु वह ሻኛ 
से डर रहा था | इसलिए उसने कहा, “नहीं, श्रीमान 
बाघ, मुझे कंगन नहीं चाहिए 1" 


बाघ मुस्कुराया और बोला, “ओह! फिर ठीक है | मैं 
इसे किसी और को दे दूँगा। मैं मर रहा हूँ और मरने 
से पहले किसी को यह दे देना चाहता हूँ ।" 


At first the man hesitated. Then, he said, 
“No, thank you, Mr. Tiger. I do not want the 
bangle.” 


But the tiger had noticed his hesitation and 
said, “Are you sure? Its quite thick and heavy 
and so must be worth a lot!" 


पहले तो आदमी झिझकता रहा | उसने फिर कहा, 
"श्रीमान बाघ, धन्यवाद, मुझे कंगन नहीं चाहिए |” 


= बाघ ने उसकी हिचकिचाहट देख ली थी | 
कहा, "सचमुच तुम्हें नहीं चाहिए? यह 
काफी वज़नदार है और कीमती भी होगा |" 


The cunning tiger knew what the man was 
thinking and said, “Well my dear man, 1 
think I'll just go look for someone who 
wants the bangle, Good bye!” 


Пе then turned and pretended to walk away. 


चालाक बाघ जानता था कि आदमी कया सोच रहा 
है और उसने कहा, “ठीक है प्रिय मित्र, मेरे ख्याल 
से मैं चलकर किसी और को den हूँ जिसे इस 
कंगन की जरूरत हो, अलविदा !” 


वह मुड़कर चलने का नाटक करने लगा | 


The man thought, “He does look old and 
weak! Мау be he is dying. If he is dying, he 
won't be able to eat me. И should be perfectly 
safe for me to take the bangle, Besides, 1 could 
use the money I get after selling the bangle!” 


आदमी ने सोचा, "वह बूढ़ा और कमज़ोर दिख रहा 
है । शायद वह मर रहा है । यदि वह मर रहा है, तो 
बह मुझे नहीं खाएगा । कंगन लेना मेरे लिए बिलकुल 
सुरक्षित होगा । मैं इसे बेचकर मिले धन का उपयोग 
कर सकूगा ዣ [” 


The man now thought, “What a fool I am to 
let him give it away to someone else! If he 
wanted to kill me he could've done it by now." 


He then turned to the tiger and said, “Мг. 
Tiger, I've changed my mind! I'll take the 
bangle.” 


आदमी ने अब सोचा, “मैं भी कितना मूर्ख हैँ, उसे 
किसी और को देने का मौका दे झा हूँ । यदि वह 
मुझे मार डालना ही चाहता तो अब तक मार चुका 
होता г 


वह फिर बाघ की ओर मुड़कर बोला, "श्रीमान बाघ, 
मैंने अपना इगदा बदल लिवा है । मैं कंगन ले लूँगा | 


The tiger was pleased and holding the bangle 
out to the man, he sald, “Oh! That's wonderful! 
Here, come and take it!” 


The man saw the bangle glistening in the sun 
and he stepped close to take it, In his greed he 
didn't see where he was going and stepped into 


बाघ खुश हुआ और कंगन हाथ में पकड़कर 
आदमी से बोला, "वाह! war खूब है! यहाँ 
आओ और इसे ले लो г" 


आदमी ने धूप में चमकते कंगन को देखा और 
उसे लेने उसके पास आ गवा । अपने लालच 
में उसने देखा πῇ कि वह कहाँ जा रहा था 
और उसने अपना पैर दलदल में रख दिया । 


The tiger was pleased and holding the bangle 
out to the man, he said, “Оһ! That's wonderful! 
Here, come and take it!” 


Тһе man saw the bangle glistening in the sun 
and he stepped close to take it, In his greed he 
didn't see where he was going and stepped into 
а swamp. 


बाघ खुश हुआ और कंगन हाथ में पकड़कर 
आदमी से बोला, "वाह! क्या खूब है! यहाँ 
आओ और इसे ले लो ।"” 


आदमी ने धूप में चमकते कंगन को देखा और 
उसे लेने उसके पास आ गया । अपने लालच 
में उसने देखा नहीं कि वह कहाँ जा रहा था 
और उसने अपना पैर दलदल में रख दिया । 


The man couldn't move. Не looked up and Гһе Tiger and 
saw the tiger moving menacingly towards А 

him and thought, “Oh what a fool I've been! the Gold Bangle 
If only I hadn't allowed myself to be - 

overcome by greed!" 


But it was too late and the tiger pounced on 
him and made a hearty meal of him. 


nd 
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manner 


आदमी हिल नहीं पा रहा था 1 उसने ऊपर देखा, बाघ 
उसकी ओर बढ़ रहा था और उसने सोचा, "अरे, मैं 
भी कैसा मूर्ख हूँ! अश मैं अपने लालच से ऊपर आ 
सकता!” 


= चुकी थी । बाघ उस पर उछला 
2 भोजन वना लिया 


ENGLISH 
HINDI 


TALES FROM HITOPADESHA 


The Proud Crow घमंडी कौआ 


Ns 


घमंडी कोआ 


Media Fusion (India) Pvt. Ltd. 


www apputeries com 


Once upon a time there was a very proud 
crow. 


Опе day, as he was sitting on the bank of a 


very wide river, he saw a flock of 2९९४९ Пу і. 
to the bank. < 


я 
Пе said, “Па! Look at those geese, they can't | ፖ. 
w 


Пу half as gracefully as I!" 


किसी समय की बात है । एक uri कौआ था | 


एक दिन वह एक चौड़ी नदी के किनारे बैठा हुआ था, 
तब उसने हंसों के एक झुंड को उड़ते हुए किनारे पर 
आते देखा । 


उसने कहा,"हा! इन हंसों को देखो नो, वे मुझसे 
आधी नज़ाकत से भी नहीं उड़ 


The geese landed near him. One goose looked 
at him and politely said, “Hello Mr. Crow, 
how do you do?" 


Не turned to the goose and said in a vain 
voice, “Hello! I see that you all are a bunch 
of clumsy fliers! Would you like me to teach 
you to fly?” 


हंस उसके करीब ही उतरे । एक हंस ने उसकी 
तरफ देखा और नम्रता पूर्वक पूछा, "राम राम, 
कौए भाई, तुम कैसे हो?” 


बह हंस की ओर मुड़कर गर्वभरे स्वर में बोला, 
"शाम राम भैया, गैं देख रहा हूँ कि आप लोग 
उड़ने में अनाड़ी हो | क्या आप चाहते हो कि मैं 
आपको उड़ना सिखा दूँ?” 


The goose was very offended by the 
crow's remark and said, “No thank you! 
Our wings serve us well and we don't 
псей to be taught to fly!” 


कौए की बात सुनकर Ұн बड़ा नाराज़ हुआ और 
बोला, "नहीं, धन्यवाद! हमारे tur हमारी अच्छी 
तरह साथ देते हैं और हमें उड़ना सीखने की कोई 
जरूरत नहीं !” 


The crow laughed and said, “Well you can 
fly! But it's quite a clumsy way to Пу. You 
can't do somersaults or glide in the breeze! 
Here let me show you how well I Пу!” 


कौआ हँसा और बोला, “ठीक है, आप उड़ सकते 
= हो, मगर वह बड़ा बेढंगा है। आप हवा में पलटी 
नहीं मार सकते हो और न ही हवा में बह सकते 
हो । मैं आपको दिखाता हूँ कि मैं कितना अच्छा 
उड़ता हूँ!” 


The crow then flapped his wings and flew, 
doing somersaults and gliding in the air. 


He then said, “See how well I fly! 1 challenge 
you to a flying competition." 


कौआ पंख फैलाकर उड़ चला । कलाबाज़ी करते हुए 
τα में बहने ети p — E d 


उसने फिर कहा, “देखो कितना अच्छा उड़ता हूँ मैं! मैं ——— 
आपको उड़ने के मुकाबले के लिए चुनौती देता हूँ ।" 


a goose said, “Fine! I accept your challenge.” 


He then rose into the air and began flying. The 
crow followed making nasty remarks about the 
goose. 


हंस ने कहा, "ठीक है, मैं तुम्हारी चुनौती स्वीकारता 
їг 


πε फिर हवा में ऊपर उठा और उड़ने लगा । कौआ 
अँट-सँट वकता हुआ उसके पीछे उड़ чеп! 


‘The goose ignored the crow and flew on. 


He flew and he flew and soon they were so 
far over the river that they could not see 
even a speck of land below. ) | 


उड़ता रहा | 


हंस उसकी टिप्पणियों को अनसुना करता हुआ / / ነ 


वे दोनें чий रहे और πῆς ही वे दूर नदी के Ар 
ऊपर पहुँच गए जहाँ से नीचे ज़मीन का निशान Ss 
भी नहीं दिख रहा था | 


а crow began to get tired and started flying 
lower and lower. The goose on the other hand 
kept flying. 


He turned to the crow and said, *Wow! Mr. 
Crow is that another trick of yours to fly so 
close to the water?" 


\ कौआ थकने लगा और नीचे-नीचे ही उड़ने लगा । 
| दूसरी तरफ हँस उड़ता ही जा रहा था | 


क्या पानी के करीब उड़ने का यह तुम्हार कोई और 


/ 7 2 वह कौए की ओर मुड़कर बोला, “वाह! कौए भाई, 
( करतब है?" 


The crow was losing his strength fast 
and said, “Хо brother, 1 can fly no more. 
T'm going to drown ИТ don't have some 

rest. Please help me!” 


कौआ ज्ञीघ्र ही अपनी शक्ति खो रहा था और 
बोला, "नहीं भाई, मैं और उड़ नहीं सकता | 
यदि मैं थोड़ा विश्राम नहीं करूँगा तो मैं डूब 
जाऊँगा | कृपया मेरी मदद करो 1" 


— ——————— Л = መ - 


The goose felt sorry for the crow and so, he 
carried the crow on his back to the bank of the 
river. 


The crow lay gratefully and said, "Thank you 
for saving my life brother goose! I'm very 
sorry for being so rude and proud. 1 hope you 
will forgive me." 


हंस को कौए पर दवा आ गयी | इसलिए उसने कौए 
को अपनी पीठ पर बिठा कर नदी के किनारे पहुँचाया । 


कौआ आभार मानता हुआ लेट गया और बोला, “भाई 
हंस, मेरी जान बचाने के लिए धन्यवाद । मैं अपने 
घमंड और कठोरता के लिए माफी चाहता हूँ । आशा 
करता हूँ कि तुम मुझे क्षमा कर दोगे г 


Тһе goose said, “1 hope you realize that 
though I may not be able to do tricks, my 
wings serve me in a very different way. 1 
will forgive you if you promise never to be 
overcome by your pride,” 


हंस ने कहा, "तुम्हें यह एहसास हो गया होगा कि 
मैं कोई करतब तो नहीं दिखा सकता, मगर मेरे पंख 
अलग प्रकार से मेरे काम आते हैं । मैं तुम्हें तभी 
माफ़ करूँगा जब तुम अपना घंमड़ छोड़ दोगे Г 


The goose said, “I hope you realize that 
though I may not be able to do tricks, my 
wings serve me іп a very different way. 1 
will forgive you if you promise never to be 
overcome by your pride.” 


हँस ने कहा, "ሻጭ यह एहसास हो गया होगा कि 
मैं कोई करतब तो नहीं दिखा सकता, मगर मेरे पंख 
अलग प्रकार से मेरे काम आते हैं । मैं तुम्हें तभी 
माफ़ करूँगा जब तुम अपना Was छोड़ दोगे |” 


The crow promised to remain humble and 
said, “Thank you for teaching me that we all 
have our own limitations. I will always 
remember this!” 


The goose forgave him and they became good 
friends. 


ት 


कौए ने विनम्र बने रहने का वादा किया और बोला, 
“धन्यवाद, तुमने मुझे सिखाया कि हम सब की 
अपनी सीमाएँ हैं । इसे मैं हमेशा याद ጃና” 


और वे दोनों अच्छे मित्र 


Hunt; and the need to know our imitations are some of the most portant valves 
in We The proud craw warnt herm he АСЫЙ way What about you? 
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जज] The Noble 


Elephant 


Гһе Noble Elephant 


महान्‌ हाथी 


हाथी 
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A long, long time ago іп а deep forest, there 
lived a noble elephant with a long trunk 
great big tusks. 


The elephant was very kind and helpful, and 
he was loved by every animal in the forest. 


Each time he walked by, all the animals 
would bow in respect. Even the king of the 


forest, the lion, respected him! 


बहुत समय पहले की बात है । एक घने ज॑गल में 
एक महान्‌ हाथी रहता था | उसकी लंबी सूँड और 
बड़े-बड़े दाँत à 


हाथी बड़ा दयालु और मददगार था। इसलिए जंगल 
के सभी जानवर उसे प्यार करते थे | 


जब कभी वह पास से गुज़रता, सभी जानवर झुककर 
उसे सलाम करते | यहाँ तक कि जंगल का गाजा, शेर 
भी उसका आदर करता था! 


One day, а group of merchants lost their жау 
in the forest. 


‘They went in circles and as it began to get 
dark, they began to get worried. 


एक दिन, व्यापारियों का एक जत्था जंगल में शस्ता 
भटक गया | 


È लोग गोल-गोल घूमते रहे । जैसे ही अंधेरा होने 
लगा, वे चिंतित होने लगे | 


They sat below a tree tired and hungry. 
Suddenly, one of the merchants saw the t Т 
elephant standing at a distance, beckoning i 
to them. 


He turned to the others and said, “I think А 
we should follow that elephant. We don't i 
have anything to lose.” 


थके और भूखे, वे एक पेड़ के नीचे बैठ गए । 
अचानक एक व्यापारी ने थोड़ी दूरी पर एक हाथी 
को खड़ा हुआ देखा, जो उनकी ओर इशारा कर 
ЧЕТ aT) 


वह ሂጣሻ की ओर मुड़ कर बोला, "मुझे लगता 
है, हमें उसका पीछा करना चाहिए, हमारे पास 
खोने को कुछ नहीं है?" 


So, the merchants followed the elephant and 
soon they found themselves at the edge of the 
forest! 


At some distance, they could see the walls of a 
city. The merchants were thrilled! 


They turned to thank the elephant but he had 
left. 


'फिर व्यापारी हाथी के पीछे चले πα ι τῆ ही FF 
अपने आप को ज॑गल के किनारे पाया । 


थोड़ी दूरी पर उन्होने शहर की दीवारें देखीं | अब 
व्यापारियों की खुशी का ठिकाना न रहा । 


वे हाथी को धन्यवाद देने मुड़े, मगर तब तक वह चला 
गया था | 


‘The merchants went to the city and met the 
king, 


Тһе merchants said, “Your Majesty, there is a 
wonderful elephant with the most beautiful 

tusks, in the forest on the outskirts of this city, 
Had he not helped us, wc would still be lost in 
the forest!" 


व्यापारी शहर में गए знаят से मिले । 


व्यापारियों ने कहा, “үзүп वहाँ शहर के किनारे 
जंगल में सबसे सुन्दर दाँतोंवाला हाथी है | यदि 
वह हमारी मदद न करता, तो हम अब तक ज॑गल 
में भटक रहे होते ।" 


The king however, did not hear of the clephant's 
noble nature. All he heard was that he had the 
most beautiful tusks! 


“I will kill that elephant and take his tusks! 
They will grace the walls of my palace!” thought 
the cruel king. 


кор чл у эгип wi рт! 
केवल यही सुना कि उसके दाँत सबसे सुन्दर हैं । 


कूर गजा ने सोचा, "ጵ उस हाथी को मारकर उसके दाँत ले 
लूँगा । वे अपने महल की दीवारों की शोभा ዛ የ" 


The next day, the king set out with his 
soldiers to hunt the elephant. 


He wandered through the forest and soon 
came to a watering hole where the elephant 
was bathing 


अगले दिन रजा अपने सैनिकों को लेकर हाथी का 
शिकार करने चल पड़ा । 


वह जंगल गें घूमता रहा और शीघ्र ही एक तालाव 
के पास आया जहाँ हाथी नहा रहा था | 


‘The elephant was now alert and began to 
run. The king gave chase, 


‘The elephant went deep into the forest and 
soon the king was far away from his 
attendants, 


The elephant found a place to hide and the 
king began looking for him. 


हाथी अब सतर्क हो गया और वह भागने लगा | 
गजा उसका पीछा करने लगा | 


हाथी जंगल के भीतर तक भागा और जल्दी ही 
та अपने सेवकों से दूर हो गया | 


हाथी को छिपने के लिए एक जगह मिल गई और 
गजा उसे {шї στη | 


When the king saw the elephant he said, 
“Wow! That is a beautiful elephant! He is 
mine! No one is to shoot him." 


He then took up his bow and shot an arrow. 
The arrow whizzed past the elephant. 


गजा ने ज़ब हाथी को देखा तो उसने कहा, "वाह! वह 
एक सुन्दर हाथी है । वह मेरा है, कोई उस पर वाण नहीं 
remm |" 


उसने अपना बाण निकाला और उस पर चलाया | बाण 
हाथी पर से सनसनाता हुआ निकल गया | 


Suddenly, there was а big SPLASH! The king 
had stepped into a marsh. 


The elephant came out and found the king 
being sucked under, The king screamed, 
“Help! Help! Somebody help me!” 


But his soldiers were too far away to hear him. 


अचानक वहाँ जोर का छपाका हुआ | जा दलदल 
में फैंस गया था | हाथी बाहर आया और उसने देखा 
कि राजा अन्दर की ओर थँसता जा रहा E 


राजा चिल्लाया, "बचाओ! बचाओ! कोई मुझे 
बचाओ!” 


тет उसके सैनिक इतनी दूर थे कि वे यह सुन नहीं 
सके | 


The elephant rushed to help the king, With 
his trunk he caught the king and pulled him 
out to safety. 


The king was grateful and fell at the elephant's 
feet ashamed of himself. 


The noble elephant placed the king on his back 
and took him back to the city. 


हाथी राजा को बचाने भागा | अपनी सूँड से उसने тт 
को पकड़ा और उसे खींचकर सुरक्षित बाहर निकाला । 


rm कृतज़ हुआ और शर्मिन्दा होकर हाथी के पैरों पर 
गिर पड़ा । 


महान्‌ हाथी ने उसे अपनी पीठ पर елат और उसे 
वापस शहर ले गया | 


‘The elephant rushed to help the king, With 
his trunk he caught the king and pulled him 


out to safety, 


The king was grateful and fell at the elephant's 
feet ashamed of himself. 


‘The noble elephant placed the king on his back 
and took him back to the city. 


हाथी राजा को बचाने भागा । अपनी सूँड से उसने गजा 
को पकड़ा और उसे खींचकर सुरक्षित बाहर निकाला | 


गजा FA हुआ और शर्मिन्दा होकर हाथी के पैरों पर 


गिर पड़ा । 


महान्‌ हाथी ने उसे अपनी पीठ पर बिठाया और उसे 


वापस στετ ले गया | 


The king said, “Dear elephant, 1 tried to kill 
you and yet you saved my life! You have 
taught me the true meaning of nobility! 


Thank you!" 


The elephant blessed the king and went back 
to the forest never to be troubled by hunters 


again. 


रजा ने कहा, “प्रिय हाथी! मैं ने तुम्हें मारना चाहा और 
तुमने मेरी जान बचाई । तुमने मुझे महानता का सच्चा 


अर्थ बता दिया | धन्यवाद!” 


दिया और वापस जंगल गया | 
ने त॑ग नहीं किया। 


True кому а being пайва anc helping even your enemies Leam thie хамаба 
lesson of Me from fne nob elephant. 
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The Intelligent 


Jackal | बुद्धिमान सियार 


A long time ago in a far away forest, there 
lived a wolf and a jackal. One day, they 
met and got talking. 


The wolf looked at the jackal and asked, 
“Пом much have you studied?" 


बहुत समय पहले की बात है | एक जांगल में एक 
भेड़िया और एक सियार रहते थे । एक दिन वे मिले 
और बातचीत करने लगे | 


Wise ने सियार को देखा और पूछा, “तुमने कितनी 
पढ़ाई की है?” 


Just then, a ferocious tiger stepped out from 
behind a bush and secing them said, “Going 
somewhere?” 


The jackal whispered into the wolf's саг, 
“Well Sir, you are superior to me, so tell me, 
what should we do?” 


But the frightened wolf could not utter a 
single word. 


तभी एक खूँखार बाघ झाड़ी के पीछे से बाहर आया। 
उन्हें देखकर वह बोला, "कहीं जा रहे हो?” 


सियार ने धेड़िए के कान में फुसफुसाया, " अच्छा, सर! 
आप मुझसे श्रेष्ठ हो, तो मुझे बताओ कि हमें क्या 
करना चाहिए?” 


፳፳ डरे हुए भेडिए के मुँह से एक शब्द थी निकल 
я सका । 


‘The jackal said, “Well Mr. Wolf, actually I'm 
only half-educated." 


The wolf was shocked at hearing this and 
said, “На! Only half-educated! That makes 
me superior to you! You better сай me Sir 
from now on!” 


सियार ने कहा, "श्रीमान fem मैं ने आधी पढ़ाई 
тег 


भेड़िए को यह सुनकर हैरानी हुई । वह बोला, “अच्छा, 
केवल आधा पढ़ा-लिखा! इस तरह से मैं तुमसे श्रेष्ठ 
हूँ । आज से बेहतर होगा कि तुम मुझे πι कहकर 
बुलाओ г 


— 


‘The jackal thought fast and said, “Oh mighty 
tiger, we were on our way to consult with you, 
ais you are the most powerful and clever 
animal in this forest." 


Hearing this praise, the tiger was pleased and 
asked what the problem was. 


The jackal said, “I have caught two chickens 
and my friend here says that since he is more 
educated, he must get one. Now what do you 
think?" 


सियार सोच कर बोला, "ओह, वीर बाघ, हम आपसे ही 
मिलने आ रहे थे | क्योंकि इस जंगल के सबसे बुद्धिमान 
और बलवान जानवर आप हो 1" 


अपनी प्रशंसा सुनकर शेर बड़ा प्रसन्न हुआ और उसने 
पूछा, "समस्या क्या है?”* 


सियार ber, ने दो मुर्गियों को पकड़ा है । और मेरा यह 
मित्र कहता है कि चूँकि वह अधिक शिक्षित है, उनमें से 
एक उसे मिलनी चाहिए | अब आप क्या कहते हो?” 


‘The tiger turned to the wolf and growled, 
"How much have you studied?" 


Hearing the tiger's growl, the wolf was even 
more frightened and his teeth began 
chattering. 


‘The jackal quickly said, “He says, he has as 
many qualifications as the teeth in his mouth.” 


बाघ धेड़िए की तरफ मुड़ा और गुर्सया, “तुमने कितनी 
पढ़ाई की है?" 


बाघ की गरज सुनकर भेड़िया और डर गया | उसके 
ሸና कटकटाने लगे | 


सियार ने तुरंत कहा, “वह कह रहा है उसके मुँह में 
जितने दाँत हैं, उतनी उसकी उपाधियाँ |" 


The tiger laughed and opening his mouth to 
show his sharp tecth said, “Is that so! In that 
case, I'm, much more educated than him!” 


‘The sight of the tiger's teeth unnerved the 
wolf so much that his legs gave way and he 
fell down on his knees, 


बाघ हँस पड़ा । अपने नुकीले दाँतों को दिखाता हुआ 
बोला, “अच्छा! फिर तो में तुमसे अधिक शिक्षित हूँ।” 


ጃና के दाँतों का दृश्य देख भेड़िया इतना डर गया कि 
बह їй पर खड़ा नहीं हो पा रहा था और घुटनों के 
बल गिर पड़ा | 


Sceing this, the jackal said to the tiger, “Не 
agrees that you are superior and is bowing 
in respect. Thank you for solving our 
problem!” 


Hearing this, the tiger was puzzled and said, 
"Have 12” 


इसे देख सियार बाघ से बोला, “वह आपको श्रेष्ठ 
स्वीकार करता है और इसलिए आपका आदर करते 
हुए झुक गया है । हमारी समस्या सुलझाने के 
लिए धन्यवाद!" 


इसे सुनकर ሸና असमंजस में पड़ गया और 
बोला, “अच्छा |" 


The jackal said to the tiger, “Here's my 
home. My friend, the wolf will go in and get 
the chickens for you." 


The wolf didn't know what to do but since 
he was so scared, he felt it would be better to 
go in and get away from the tiger. 


सियार बाघ से बोला, “मित्र, यह मेग घर है, भेड़िया 
अन्दर जाकर तुम्हारे लिए मुर्गियाँ ले आएगा |" 


“їгїт नहीं जानता था कि अब कया करना चाहिए | 
वह за हुआ था | उसे लगा कि बाघ से बचने के 
लिए अंदर ፳ጥ ही बेहतर È | 


“You have shown из that you deserve to get 
the chickens. 1 will take you to my home 
where the chickens are,” said the jackal. 


The tiger was pleased and thought, “Once 1 
eat the chickens, I can eat this jackal and the 
wolf too!” 


So, he followed the jackal and the wolf to a 
small hole in the ground not far off. 


सियार बोला, "आपने दिखा दिया है कि आपको 
मुर्गी दी जानी चाहिए | मैं आपको अपने घर ले 
wer, जहाँ मुर्गियाँ हैं i 


बाघ खुश हुआ और सोचने लगा, "एक बार मैं 
मुर्गियों को खा लूँ, फिर मैं इस सियार और 
भेड़िए को भी खा еті” 


तो वह सियार और भेड़िए के पीछे चल पड़ा । 
वहाँ पास ही ज़मीन में एक बिल बना था | 


The tiger and the jackal waited outside the 
hole for the wolf. 


But when he didn't come out, the jackal said, 
“I wonder what's keeping him? Let me go and 
see, I'll be back soon Mr. Tiger.” 


Tle then disappeared into the hole. 


गुफा के बाहर ሻዊ और सियार भेडिए का इंतजार 
करने लगे | 


परन्तु जब वह बाहर नहीं आया, सियार बोला, “उसे 
इतनी देर क्यों हो रही हे, मैं सोचता हूँ, मुझे जाकर 
देखना चाहिए | श्रीमान बाघ! मैं अभी आया 1" 


वह फिर उस बिल के अंदर गायब हो गया | 


The tiger waited and waited but no one came 
out. After waiting a long time, he realized that 
he had been tricked. 


He was very angry and growled. He tried. 
getting into the hole but it was too small. 
Finally he gave up and went away. 


we देर तक इंतजार करता रहा | मगर वहाँ से कोई 
बाहर नहीं आया | बहुत देर तक राह देखने पर बाघ को 
लगा कि उसके साथ छल किया गया | 


बह qu gm, πήα । वह उस बिल में घुसने 
की कोशिश करने लगा | मगर बिल बहुत छोटा था | 
आखिर में हार मानकर वह वापस चला गया | 


‘The tiger waited and waited but no one came 
out. After waiting a long time, he realized that 
he had been tricked. 


He was very angry and growled. He tried 
getting into the hole but it was too small. 
Finally he gave up and went away. 


बाघ देर तक इंतजार करता रहा । मगर वहाँ से कोई 
बाहर नहीं आया | बहुत देर तक राह देखने पर बाघ को 
लगा कि उसके साथ छल किया गया है | 


वह बहुत क्रोधित हुआ, गुर्गया | वह उस बिल में घुसने 
की कोशिश करने लगा | मगर बिल बहुत छोटा em | 
आखिर में हार मानकर वह वापस चला गया | 


The wolf turned to the jackal and said, “I'm 
sorry dear friend for calling myself superior 
to you! You have taught me that education ік 
of no importance if you cannot apply your 
brains.” 


भेड़िया सियार की ओर मुड़कर बोला, "मुझे अफसोस 

है मित्र, मैंने अपने आप को श्रेष्ठ कहा । तुमने मुझे 

सिखाया है 8 शिक्षा का महत्व तब तक प्रकट नहीं 
बुद्धि उसमें नहीं लगाते 1° 


A Gever jackal teaches a wolf hal inteligence dows nol come fom the number of 
books one has studies, but how one apphes his Knowledge: 
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Once upon a time in a faraway kingdom, 


there lived a king who was fond of hunting. + ^ 
BN 


Пе had a chief minister who was a very e i 


wise and optimistic man. Не was so 4 A 

optimistic about everything that it irritated { tj 
the king. Y 

किसी समय की बात है | दूर एक राज्य में एक राजा 3 

रहता था । उसे ra खेलना बहुत पंसद था | - — £ 


उसका एक मुख्य मंत्री था जो बड़ा अकलमंद और 
आज्ञावादी था | वह हर बात को लेकर आज्ञावादी 
रहता, इससे राजा चिड़चिड़ा हो जाता | 


One дау, the king and the minister went 
hunting in a dense forest in the outskirts of 
the kingdom. As they went on, they began to 
get hungry. 


The king said, “Т will have some coconuts for 
lunch!" and he cut a coconut from a tree 
with his sword. 


एक दिन, σα के सीमांत प्रदेश में स्थित घने те की 
ओर राजा और मंत्री शिकार के लिए निकल पड़े | जैसे 
वे बढ़ते गए, उन्हें भूख लगने | 


राजा ने कहा, "मैं भोजन के लिए कुछ नारियल लूँगा |” 
और अपनी तलवार से पेड़ पर से नारियल काट दिया | 


Suddenly, the sword slipped from the king's 
hand and its sharp blade fell on his foot 
cutting off a toe! 


‘The king screamed in pain and turned to his 
minister. To his shock, the minister laughed 
and said, “Oh! That's magnificent!” 


अचानक उसके हाथ से तलवार फिसल गई और उसका 
“ሸጠና भाग उसके पैर पर गिर पड़ा और उसकी एक 
उँगली कट गई । 


s 
агат दर्द के मारे चिल्लाते हुए मंत्री की ओर मुड़ा । उसे κ΄ 
धक्का लगा जब उसे देख मंत्री हैसकर बोला, "ओहो! 
बड़ा अच्छा हुआ!" 


Тһе king was furious to hear this and said, 
“How can it be magnificent?” 


The minister replied, “Well your majesty, 
everything happens for the best. We may not 
be able to see the good іп it now, but we'll 
realize it in the future.” 


War ने यह सुना तो उसे बड़ा गुस्सा आया | उसने 
पूछा, “ae अच्छा कैसे हो सकता है?” 


मंत्री ने उत्तर देते हुए कहा, "ऐसा है महागज! सब 
कुछ भले के लिए ही होता है । इसमें छिपी अच्छाई 
हमें अभी नहीं दिखती । मगर भविष्य में हमें उसका 
ज्ञात ज़रूर होगा 1" 


Тһе king was very angry. Не pushed the 
minister into a dry well that was nearby and 
began hobbling back towards his palace. 


On his way, he was captured by a group of 
wild tribal who decided that he would be an — ፍኣ 
excellent sacrifice to their God! 


राजा का पाग चढ़ गया | उसने मंत्री को पास के 
सूखे pt में धकेल दिया और लड़खड़ाता हुआ 
महल की ओर चल पड़ा | 


शास्ते में जंगली कबीलों के झुंड ने उसे पकड़ 
लिया । उन्होंने निश्चय किया कि उनके भगवान 
के लिए उसकी बलि उत्तम होगी | 


The tribal set the king free and went away. 
The king rushed back to the well where he 
had pushed his minister and pulled him out. 


‘Then, hugging the minister he said, “Iam 
very sorry my dear friend! You are indeed 
wise!” 


गजा को आदिवासी ने मुक्त कर दिया और वह 
चले गया | गजा कुएँ की ओर आगा, जहाँ उसने 
अपने मंत्री को धक्का देकर गिराया था | उसने उसे 
बाहर निकाला । 


यजा ት अपने मंत्री को गले लगाते हुए कहा, "मेरे 
मित्र, मुझे माफ़ करो । तुम सचमुच बड़े बुद्धिमान 
τι 


The king was carried to the tribal priest to 
get him ready for the sacrifice. The king was 
very scared. 


То his good fortune, the tribal priest found 
that the king had a toc missing and said, “I 
ат sorry, we cannot use him for our sacrifice! 
We cannot offer anyone who is damaged to 
our Gods!” 


बलि के वास्ते तैयार करने के लिए, тәг कबीले 
के पंडित के सामने ले जाया गया | राजा बहुत डर 
गया था | 


उसके सौभाग्य से पंडित ने देखा लिया कि रजा की 
एक उंगली गायब है । तो उसने कहा, "हम इसकी 
बलि हमारे भगवान को नहीं दे सकते । हम अपने 
भगवान को ऐसा कुछ नहीं चढ़ाते जिस मे पहले से 
ही πα ብክ 


The king then told him of all that had 
happened. 


‘The minister smiled and said, “You don't 
have to apologize your majesty! I am lucky 
that you pushed me into the well! Thank 
you?" 


राजा ने सारी वात बताई | 


मंत्री मुस्कृराकर बोला, "महागज! आपको अफसोस 
जाहिर करने की ज़रूरत नहीं! मैं सौभाग्यशाली हूँ 
कि आपने मुझे कुएँ में धक्का देकर गिराया, धन्यवाद!” 


The king was puzzled and said, “Why 
are you thanking me? I did you wrong!" 


The minister laughed and said, “ОВ no 
your majesty! You saved my life! If you 
had not pushed me into the well, those 
tribal would've caught me and I would've ዬጽ ፉ 
been made the sacrifice!" 4 


रजा उलझन में पड़ गया और बोला, “तुम मुझे 
धन्यवाद क्यों दे रहे हो? मैं ने तुमसे ज्यादती की ।” 


मंत्री हैसा और बोला, "ओह! नहीं महागज! आपने 
मेरी जान बचाई | यदि आप मुझे कुएँ में नहीं 
धकेलते, वे आदिवासी मुझे पकड़ लेते और मेरी 
बलि चढ़ा देते г 


The king was taken aback by this truth and 
said, *You are right my dear friend! You are 
truly wise! From now on, I will also always 
look at things from a positive point of view!" 


इस सत्य ሸ፳፳ हक्ा-बक्रा रह गया और उसने 
कहा, "मेरे प्रिय (йя, तुम ठीक कहते हो | तुम 
सचमुच वृद्धिमान हो | आज से मैं भी हर विषय को 
आशावादी दृष्टि से ही देखूँगा τ" 


Тһе king and the minister then made their | 
мау back home. ! 


When the queen saw them coming back she 
went to them and asked, *Well my dear king, 
were you able to catch any animal?" 


rer और मंत्री घर की ओर चल पड़े । 


रानी ने जब उन्हें आते देखा, तो वह उनके पास गई 
और उसने पूछा, " अच्छा, प्रिय ram क्या आप किसी 
जानवर को पकड़ पाए?” 


Тве king and the minister then made their 
way back home. 


When the queen saw them coming back she 
went to them and asked, “Well my dear king, 
were you able to catch any animal?” 


गजा और मंत्री घर की ओर चल पड़े । 


रानी ት जब उन्हें आते देखा, तो वह उनके पास गई 
और उसने पूछा, "अच्छा, प्रिय राजा! क्या आप किसी 
जानवर को पकड़ पाए?” 


The king replied, “Хо dear queen. I did not 
catch any animal, but I got something more 
valuable!” 

“What is that?” asked the queen. 


The king smiled and said, “Wisdom!” 


गजा ने उत्तर दिया, "नहीं प्रिय रानी! मैं ने किसी 
जानवर को नहीं पकड़ा । मगर उससे भी अधिक 
मूल्यवान वस्तु पायी है [ 


622 Li “ат क्या है?” 


हा, "बुद्धिमत्ता!" 


The Good Side 
of Thing 


Every cloud has в кізе ከ. every bad station hes a Qood side and a ali depends 
on the vem you look at 46 μον that each of us need to 
now 
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Е? ГТ 
መሙ raves FROM HITOPADESHA — 


The Crow and 
the Snake 


कौआ और साँप 


Once upon a time, there lived a family 
of crows in an old banyan tree at the 
edge of a forest. 


‘They had lived there for ages and were 
very happy. 


किसी समय की बात है | एक जंगल के 
किनारे एक पुराने बरगद पर कौओं का एक 
परिवार रहता था | 


वह परिवार वहाँ सदियों से रहता था और 
बड़ा खुश था | 


However, their happiness was not to last 
much longer. A long black snake came and 
made his home in a hole at the bottom of the 
tree. 


परन्तु परिवार की खुशी बहुत समय तक बरकरार रहने 
वाली नहीं थी। एक लंबा काला साँप आवा और पेड़ 
के नीचेवाले बिल में उसने अपना घर बसा लिया। 


When the crows left their nest in search of 
food, the wicked snake crawled up the tree 
and ate up the eggs Mama Crow had laid. 


कौए जब агат фе जाते πα दुष्ट साँप पेड़ पर रेंगता 
हुआ जाता और अम्मा कौए ह्वारा रखे अंडे खा जाता । 


When the crows returned, they were shocked 
to find their eggs missing. 


This happened quite a few times and then 
Mama Crow said, “Tomorrow, I will stay back 
and guard my eggs. Please bring some food 
for me." 


जब कौए वापस आये तो कुछ अंडे न पाकर हैरान रह 
गए | 


यह कई बार हुआ और फिर अम्मा कौए ने कहा, “कल 
मैं अपने अंडों की रक्षा करने यहीं î । कृपया आप 
मेरे लिए खाना ले आना ।" 


So, the next morning, Mama Crow stayed. 
back. However, the snake still came up. 


Mama Crow screamed, “Shoo Shoo! Go away! 
Leave my eggs alone!" 


But the wicked snake paid no heed and 
gobbled up the precious eggs. 


तो अगली सुबह अम्मा कौआ पेड़ पर ही रह गई | फिर भी 
साँप ऊपर आया | 


अम्मा कौआ የጥብ, “शू! शू! चले जाओ, चले जाओ | 
मेरे अंडों को छूना በክ 


परतु दृष्ट साँप ने अनसुना कर दिया और अनमोल अंडे 
निगल गया i 


When Papa Crow returned, һе found his 
wife weeping bitterly. “What is it? What 
happened?” he asked. 


Mama Crow replied, “We must leave our 
beloved home. There's а horrible snake who 
steals our eggs. Even today he took all our 
eggs!” 


जब पिता कौआ लौटा, तो उसने पत्नी को बुरी तरह 
बिलखते हुए देखा | उसने पूछा, "क्या हे? क्या हुआ?” 


अम्मा कौए ने उत्तर दिवा, "हमें अपना प्रिय घर छोड़ना 
होगा | यहाँ एक भयानक साँप है जो हमारे अंडे चुराता 
है । आज भी उसने हमारे सारे अंडे निगल feu 


Papa Crow thought for a while and said, 
*We cannot leave our home. We must 
chase the snake away instead. Lets go to 
Grandma Crow. She is wise and she will 
advise us.” 


So the Crows flew to а nearby tree where 
Grandma Crow lived. 


पिता कौआ थोड़ी देर तक सोचता रहा, फिर बोला, 
"हम अपना घर छोड़ नहीं सकते । हम उस साँप 
को ही वहाँ से भगाएँगे । हम दादी कौआ के पास 
चलते हैं । वह समझदार है और हमें सही सलाह 
mc 


फिर दोनों कौए पासवाले पेड़ की ओर उड़े, जहाँ 
दादी कौआ रहती dt i 


They told her their sorry tale and said, 
“Please Grandma, we need your help." 


‘The Grandma Crow thought for a while and 
said, “I have a plan, but you must do exactly 
as I say for И to work." 


“We will!” replied the crows eagerly. 


उन्होंने उसे अपनी दर्द भरी कहानी सुनाई और बोले, 
"कृपया करें दादी, हमें आपकी मदद की ज़रूरत है Г 


दादी कौआ थोड़ी देर तक सोचती रही । फिर बोली, 
"एक उपाय है मेरे पास | परन्तु सफल होने के लिए, 
जैसा मैं कहूँ, वैसा ही करना होगा 1" 


दोनों कौए उत्सुक होकर बोले, “हम करेंगे ।” 


Grandma Crow continued, “Еусгу morning, 
the queen and her maids come to the river 

nearby to bathe. They leave their jewelry оп 4 
the bank in the care of some servants. | 


You must steal a necklace and attract the 
attention of the servants so that they chase 
you." 


„далар 102 £ p sey "ei عص‎ време 
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Тһе next morning, Papa Crow carried out 
Grandma's plan. He stole the necklace and 
dropped it into the snake's hole. 


अगली ही सुबाह, पिता कौए ने दादी कौए की 
योजना का प्रयोग किया | उसने हार चुरया और 
साँप के बिल में फेंक दिया । 


When the servants tried taking the necklace 
out of the hole, the snake was disturbed and 
came out, 


Твеу were scared and beat the snake to death. 


जब नौकर बिल से हार निकालने का प्रवास कर रहे 
थे, तब साँप परेशान होकर बिल से बाहर आया | 


वे डर गए और उन्होंने साँप को मार डाला | 


— 


When the servants tried taking the necklace 
out of the hole, the snake was disturbed and 
came out, 


They were scared and beat the snake to death. 


जब नौकर बिल से हार निकालने का प्रयास कर रहे 
थे, तब साँप परेशान होकर बिल से बाहर आया | 


፳ डर गए और उन्होंने साँप को मार डाला | 


And so, Mama and Papa Crow got rid of 
their wicked enemy and lived happily ever 
after. 


А wichad snake anys sisan вари trom the crow family. How de the poor crows 
manage to get rd ofthe өзі snake? Read on to find ви 


The Anpu Senes ο νο and cactvstrij narrated cooks 
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और इस तरह अम्मा और पिता कौए को दुष्ट 


गया और वे हमेशा 
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TALES FROM HITOPADESHA 


ADAC चतुर हिरण 
Гре Clever Deer 


Ф | 
meti 
u | 
c e^ ἐπα / 
fr ғ“ 


` 


Once upon a time, there was a river that 
flowed through a deep forest. On one bank 
of the river, there lived a handsome and 


እ 

clever deer. i Є 76 1 
- ኦ Ὧν. 

In the river, there lived а wicked crocodile. p » 2 — / 

From the day the crocodile had seen the ५ = r ~ ፻ 

deer he wanted to catch him. P fal >». 


किसी समय की बात है । घने जंगल में एक नदी b дуу کر‎ 

बहती थी | उस नदी के किनारे एक सुन्दर और Ë= и, 

चतुर हिरण रहता επι жк - ` 

नदी में एक दुष्ट मगरमच्छ रहता था । जिस दिन से 7 | 


मगरमच्छ ने हिरण को देखा, उस दिन से वह उसे 
पकड़ना चाहता था | 


The deer kept thinking of the juicy berries 
and thought, “If only I could get across! But 
the wicked crocodile and his friends will cat 
me the moment T get into the water. Oh! 
What do 1 do?” 


हिरण उन रसीले बेगें Ж ሻነ में सोचता रहा, "का 
कि मैं उस पार जा सकता! परन्तु पानी में उतरते ही, 
धूर्त मगरमच्छ और उसके दोस्त मुझे खा जाएँगे । 

ओह! अब मैं क्‍या करूँ?” 


One day when the deer was grazing near the 
river, he saw some bright red berries on the 
opposite bank. 


He said to himself, “Oh! Those berries look 
хо delicious, I wish I could go across and cat 
them!” 


एक दिन जब हिरण नदी के किनारे चर रहा था, तब उसने 
नदी के दूसरे किनारे पर चटकीले लाल रंग के फल देखे । 


उसने अपने आपसे कहा, "आहा! वे फ़ल कितने रसीले 
दिखते हैं! काश कि मैं उस पार जाकर उन्हें खा सकता!” 


Suddenly he was struck by a great idea. He 
went upto the edge of the river and shouted, 
“Mr. Crocodile, hey Mr. Crocodile!” 


On hearing the deer's calls, the crocodile 
came up the surface and said in a gruff 
voice, “What is it deer? Why are you calling 
me?” 


अचानक उसे एक तरकीब सूझी | वह नदी के 
कनारे जाकर चिल्लाने लगा, "श्रीमान मगरमच्छ! 
ओ श्रीमान मगरमच्छ!" 


हिरण की आवाज़ सुनकर मगरमच्छ सतह पर 
आया और अपनी खरज आवाज़ में बोला, 
"हिरण, क्या है? तुम मुझे क्यों बुला रहे हो?" 


The deer now stood at a safe distance and 
said, “The King is holding a banquet 
tonight and is inviting you and the other 
crocodiles. There will be а lot of delicious 
food there.” 


हिरण अब yer पर खड़े होकर बोला, “राजा 
आज गत रख रहे हैं । तुम्हें और अन्य 
मगरमच्छों को भी निमंत्रण दिया है । वहाँ खूब सारा 

स्वादिष्ठ भोजन होगा I" 


"Yes," replied the deer, “The King has asked 
me to count the crocodiles and report the 
number to him. Call ай the crocodiles in the 
river and ask them to line up one behind the 
other so that 1 can count them.” 


हिरण ने उत्तर दिया, “हाँ, राजा ने मुझे सभी मगरमच्छों 
को गिनकर उनकी संख्या बताने को कहा है | नदी से 
सभी मगरमच्छों को वृलाओ और एक पंक्ति में खड़े 
होने को कहो, ताकि मैं उन्हें गिन सकूँ ।* 


The crocodile was pleased to hear this, “Wow! 
The King is inviting us? This is unbelievable?" 
he said in wonder. 


Then he turned to the deer and asked, “Ts the 
banquet tonight?” 


मगरमच्छ इसे सुनकर प्रसन्न हुआ और हैरान होकर 
बोला, "वाह! राजा ने हमें आमब्रित किया है? विशवास 
नहीं होता!” 


वह फिर हिरण की ओर मुड़ा और उसने पूछा, "क्वा 
आज πα को ही भोज है?" 


‘The deer then said, “I will climb onto your 
backs and jump from one to the other as 1 
count. You won't eat me will you? If you do 
T won't be able to report to the King and you 
won't be invited to the banquet!" 


फिर हिरण ने कहा, “मैं तुम्हारी पीठ पर fT | 
फिर एक के बाद दूसरे मगरमच्छ पर τας эт 
Рт. तुम मुझे खाओगे नहीं, ठीक है? यदि तुम 
ऐसा करोगे तो मैं तुम्हें गिनकर राजा को बता नहीं 
wom और तुम्हें प्रीतीभोज के लिए आमंत्रित भी 
नहीं किया जाएगा |" 


The crocodile called out to all his friends and 
told them about the banquet. 


Не said to them, “Go on now line up so that 
the deer can count us.” 


The crocodiles obeyed, 


मगरमच्छ ने अपने सभी मित्रों को बुलाया और उन्हें 
प्रीतीभोज के बारे में बताया | 


उसने उनसे कहा, "चलो, सभी एक के पीछे एक 
पंक्ति में खड़े रहो, ताकि हिरण हमें गिन सके ”” 


मगरमच्छों ने आज़ा का पालन किया | 


“Хо no, ме won't eat you! We promise!" 
said the crocodiles together. 


The deer then jumped from one crocodile 
to the other counting, “One, two, three...” 
ዘኔ he went, 


सभी मगरमच्छों ने एक साथ कहा, "नहीं नहीं, हम 
वादा करते हैं, तुम्हें नहीं खाएंगे Г 


हिरण फिर उन पर कूदता हुआ गिनता गया, "एक, दो, 
ar..." 


He finally reached the other bank and said, 
“Well, thank you Mr. Crocodile for your help! 
This will now be my new home!" he then ғап 
off leaving the crocodiles angry and annoyed 
at being tricked. 


आखिर वह दूसरे किनारे पर पहुँचा और बोला, “मदद 
के लिए धन्यवाद, श्रीमान मगरमच्छ! यह मेरा नया घर 
होगा Г वह क्रोधित, भिनके और बेवकूफ बने मगरमच्छों 
को छोड़ वहाँ से भाग गवा । 


Не finally reached the other bank and said, 
“Well, thank you Mr. Crocodile for your help! 
‘This will now be my new home!" he then ran 
off leaving the crocodiles angry and annoyed 
at being tricked. 


आखिर वह दूसरे किनारे पर पहुँचा और बोला, "मदद 
के लिए धन्यवाद, श्रीमान मगरमच्छ! यह मेरा नया घर 
होगा ।" वह क्रोधित, भिनके और बेवकूफ बने मगरमच्छों 
को छोड़ वहाँ से भाग गवा । 


And so, in this way by using his wit, the 
deer was able to overcome the obstacle of 
the crocodiles, 


He lived happily in his new home, feasting 
on delicious berries and fruits everyday. 
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Once upon a time, there lived a poor एक समय की बात है किसी जगह एक गरीब ब्राह्मण 
Brahmin. रहता था । 


One day. He went to a neighbouring village тж दिन वह पड़ोसी गाँव के एक अमीर आदमी से 
to get a sacrificial goat from a rich man, ЕЧ 


The Brahmin was thrilled to get such а пісе 
fat goat. He carried it across his shoulders 
and headed back home. 


ब्राह्मण इतना अच्छा और मोटा बकरा पाकर फूला न 
समाया | वह बकरे को अपने कंधों पर रखकर घर 
की ओर चल दिया | 


On his way, three hungry crooks saw him. रास्ते में तीन भूखे चोरों ने उसे देखा । 


e first e ፍሎ Қ жаны ыр पहले चोर ने कहा, "उस बकरे को देखो तो, चलो 

ο ον स ता ram Deme за ब्राह्मण को बेवकूफ बना कर उसे हथिया ፳ | 
we can cook И and have a good meal! - Е ага ы 
उसे पकाकर हम एक अच्छा भोजन कर पाएंगे । 


“Yes!” said the others. 


बाकी ጃት ने कहा, "eh हाँ!” 


So, the first erook went towards the Вгаһтіп तो, पहला चोर ब्राह्मण की तरफ़ बढ़ा और उसने 


and looked at him in serprise saying, “Sir, अचाज से देखते हुए कहा, "शरीमान, आप अपने 
why are you carrying 4 dog on your कंधों पर एक कुत्ते को क्यों लिए जा रहे हो?” 
shoulders?” же 


Тһе Brahmin was annoyed and said, ब्राह्मण झुंझला उठा और बोला, "क्या, तुम अंधे हो? 
“It's a goat. Are you blind?" यह बकग है ।" 


The crook apologised and went away. сай ናና] 


Sometime later, the Brahmin met the second कुछ समय बाद ब्राह्मण को रास्ते में दूसरा चोर 
crook who laughed saying, “Oh what a fool! मिला । चोर ሃና हुआ बोला, "эй, क्या मूर्ख 
Why are you carrying a dead calf?" हो! मरे aod को क्यों उठा कर जा रहे हो?" 


Once again the Brahmin was angry and ब्राह्मण क्रोधित हुआ और बोला, "तुम मूर्ख हो मेरे 
said, “You are the fool my man! Can't you भाई! क्या तुम देखते नहीं कि यह जीवित बकरा है |" 
see it's a live goat!" 


‘This crook too apologised and went away. यह चोर भी माफ़ी माँगकर चला ካቭ | 


Тһе Brahmin was worried now. 


He thought, *Are those people mad ог. 
is something the matter with me? 1 am 
carrying a live goat, am 1 not?” 


अब ब्राह्मण चिंतित हुआ | 


उसने सोचा, "क्या वे लोग पागल हैं या मुझे ही 
कुछ हुआ है? मैं ने एक जीता जागता बकरा 
samt है न?” 


After a while, the third crook came by. कुछ समय बाद तीसरा चोर सामने आया | 


He зам the Brahmin and said, “Му dear उसने ब्राह्मण को देखकर कहा, "श्रीमान, एक गधे 


sir! Are you out of your mind to carry а τὸ τπτ लिए भा ر‎ 
donkey?" उठाए (लए E हा, T 


Тһе Brahmin was so upset by now that he अब ब्राह्मण इतना परेशान था कि उसने चोरों 
believed the crook and dropped the goat. पर विशवास कर लिया और बकरे को नीचे 
छोड़ दिया i 


To the delight of the crooks, he ran away 
thinking he was going crazy. 


चोर aga खुश हुए जब ब्राह्मण यह सोचते 
हुत खुश हुए 
हुए भाग गया कि वह पागल हो गया है | 


То the delight of the crooks, he ran away 
thinking he was going crazy. 


चोर बहुत खुश हुए जब ब्राह्मण यह सोचते 
हुए भाग गया कि वह पागल हो गया È | 


тани 
HINDI 
They laughed at the Brahmin's foolishness The Brahmin and 
and said, “It's a good thing the Brahmin the Crooks 
did not trust himself. If he did, we would've 
ick bim!" ब्राह्मण औ चोर 
never been able to trick him! ब्राह्मण और चोर 
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ब्राह्मण की मूर्खता पर चोर हँस पड़े | उनमें से एक 
बोला, "यह अच्छा हुआ कि ब्राह्मण अपना विशवास 
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ር ምን 


A long time ago, іп a small village, there lived 
а Brahmin, 


He was extremely poor and lazy. 


He loved to sit all day and dream. 


बहुत समय पहले की बात है । एक छोटे 
से गाँव में एक ब्राह्मण रहता था | 


वह बहुत गरीब था और आलसी भी | 


उसे ara दिन बैठे रहना और सपने देखना 
पसद था | 


/ MIT 2 ብ. 


መ 
— One fine morning, the Brahmin set out, 
аз usual, to beg for his meal. 


To his delight, he received a pot full оГ 
milk from a kind woman. 


Placing the pot carefully on his head, 
he brought it home. 


गेज़ की तरह एक सुबह अपने खाने के लिए वह 
भीख माँगने चला | 


एक दयालु स्त्री ने उसे घड़ा भर दूध दिया, वह 
बड़ा प्रसन्न हुआ । 


घड़े को सँभालते हुए सिर पर रखकर वह घर ले 
आया | 


се. 


दूध उबालकर उसने थोड़ा पी लिया | 


बचे दूध में उसने थोड़ा दही मिलाया और ጃት 
के लिए रख दिया σα से लगे कुंडे पर उसने 
घड़ा लटका दिवा । 


फिर वह सोचने लगा कि वह कैसे धनी बनेगा 
और उसे भीख नहीं माँगनी पड़ेगी | 


The Brahmin then boiled the milk and 
treated himself to а small portion of it, 


To the remaining, he added some curd 
and left it to set, hanging from a hook 
on the ceiling. 


He then began thinking about how he 
could become rich, so that he wouldn't 


have to beg. 


His eyes fell on the pot of milk that hung 
above and a sudden thought struck him. 


He said to himself, “By tomorrow, the milk 
would have turned into thick curd; 1 will 
then churn it to make butter." 


उसकी नज़र कुंडे पर लटकते हुए घड़े पर पड़ी, 
3 $ 
और अचानक एक विचार उसके मन में आया | 


वह अपने आप से बोलने लगा, "कल तक घड़े में 
दही जम चुका होगा | उसे बिलोकर मैं मक्खन 
निकालूँगा |” 


“I will then melt the butter and get a lot 
of ghee, which I will sell in the market for 
а high price. That money would surely be 
enough to fetch me a big, healthy hen. Аһ! 
What joy!" 


"मक्खन पिघलाकर उससे बहुत सा घी 
बनाऊँगा । उसे ऊँचे दामों पर बाज़ार में 
बेचूँगा । उन रुपयों से मैं एक मोटी-ताज़ी 
मुर्गी खरीदूँगा । वाह! क्या मजा आयेगा?” 


Overjoyed with his dream, the Brahmin 
let his imagination run some more. 


He thought, “The hen would obviously 
lay many eggs. The eggs will hatch 
and I shall own a poultry farm!" 


इस सपने से खुश होकर ब्राह्मण ने अपनी 
कल्पना को और दील दी | 


πε सोचता रहा, "मुर्गी तो बहुत सारे अंडे 
देगी ही । πεῖ से ча निकलेंगे और मैं 
जल्दी ही कुकुट फार्म का मालिक बन 
जाऊंगा!" 


“After that, 1 can easily sell all the hens and 
buy many cows instead. A milk dairy would 
be a good idea then! The money that 1 make 
after selling the milk from my dairy should 

be quite a large amount." 


"उसके बाद मैं आसानी से qf को बेचकर 
गायें खरीद सकता हूँ | फिर दूध के डेरी अच्छा 
विचार होगा । दूध बेचने के बाद मेरे पास बहुत 
से रुपये होंगे ।" 


“Yes! 1 know what I'll do with the money, 
I'll buy an ELEPHANT! 


1 will, soon, be so rich that I'll start dealing 
in diamonds, rubies, gold and other kinds 
of gems and metals!” 


“हाँ! मुझे मालूम है, उन रुपयों का मैं क्या करूँगा | 
उससे मैं एक हाथी खरीदूँगा |" 


“ла ही मैं इतना धनी हो जाऊँगा कि मैं सोना, चाँदी, 
हीरे, татти, अन्य प्रकार के रत्न और धातुओं का 
थापार करने लूँगा 1” 


“I will be the proud owner of a huge "मैं एक बड़ी हवेली का मालिक ят | मैं कीमती 
mansion. I will wear expensive clothes कपड़े पहनकर इतना अमीर दिखूँगा कि हर पैसेवाला 
and look so prosperous that every rich मुझसे अपनी बेटी ब्याहना चाहेगा |" 


man will want to get his daughter 
married to те.” 


TH 


ڪڪ 


“Soon, 1 will be married to an amazingly 
beautiful girl,” thought the lazy Brahmin. 


“Then a son will be born to me, who will 
be mischievous and disobedient, In order 
to teach him good manners and discipline, 
I will use a stick to ВИ him hard.” 


आलमी ब्राह्मण सोचता रहा, “शीघ्र ही मेरी ज्ञादी 
एक अपूर्व सुन्दरी से ог 


"फिर एक लड़के का जन्म होगा । वह नटखट 
और बात न मानने वाला होगा । उसे तमीज़ और 
अनुज्ञासन सिखाने के लिए मैं एक लकड़ी से 
за जोर से माँगा |” 


By this time, the Brahmin was 50 occupied 
in the world of his glorious dream that he 
did not realize, he was actually lifting his 
stick and waving it in the air. 


ब्राह्मण उस समय अपने शानदार सपने में 
इतना डूब गया था कि उसे पता ही नहीं 
चला कि वह सचमुच लकड़ी को हवा में 
चला रहा था | 


By this time, the Brahmin was so occupied 
in the world of his glorious dream that he 
did not realize, he was actually lifting his 
stick and waving it in the air. 


ब्राह्मण उस समय अपने ज्ञानदार सपने में 
इतना डूब गया था कि उसे पता ही नहीं 

चला कि वह सचमुच लकड़ी को हवा में 
चला रहा था । 


The mud pot broke and the milk spread to сочи: AS 
every corner of the floor. astles in the Air 
He then, sat up shocked and heartbroken ы 
thinking, “Merely dreaming about fame 
and glory is not enough. Sincere hard work 
and dedication are equally important.” 


А story about dreams being just that unless we act upon cur dreams and 
make them ou realty 


The Appu Senes consists of beautfully ilustrated and captvatingly narrated 
books which biing to Ме the Panchatantra шев. These Sanskrit and 
Buddhist animai fables may be over two thousand years old, but are 88 full 
οἱ relevant wit wisdom and laughs tor your che. 


मिट्टी का пат टूट गया और कमरे के हर कोने 
में टूध फैल गया । 


फिर वह अपना टूटा हुआ दिल लेकर हैरानी से 
बैठा सोचने लगा, "वैभव और प्रसीद्धि के लिए 
[ 12/13 28 है, कड़ी मेहनत 
t 
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Long ago, there lived four Brahmin friends, 


बहुत समय पहले की बात है । एक गाँव में चार ब्राह्मण 
Ram, Prasad, Сора! and Swami. 


मित्र रहते थे । उनके नाम थे राम, प्रसाद, गोपाल और 


Three of them were well-educated scholars ናት) 


466... ካር ር उनमें से तीन पढ़े-लिखे और विद्वान ἃ । मगर स्वामी 
अनपढ़ था । वह ब्राह्मण था, इसलिए बुद्धिमान समझा 


One day the four friends decided to go out 
into the world in search of wealth. Soon they 
set out on their journey. They used their skills 
and earned a lot of money. 


А 


One day, not long after they had left their 
village, Swami was absent. The eldest scholar 
Ram said, “Thank God Swami is not with us 
today! Now | can speak freely. The three of us 
are great scholars while he is uneducated. 


Why should we then share our earnings with 
him? Let us come up with a plan to send him 
away.” 


But Gopal was not happy with the suggestion, 
“No!” he said, “How can we do that to our 
friend? We have grown up together. It is not 
right to desert him now." 


घर से निकले उन्हें बहुत दिन बीत गए थे, जब एक दिन 
स्वामी उनके साथ नहीं था, राम, जो उन सबमें बड़ा 
विद्वान था, बोला "भगवान का धन्यवाद है ፳ आज स्वामी 
हमारे साथ नहीं है | मैं अपने मन की बात खुलकर कह 
सकता हुँ । हम तीनों बड़े विद्वान हैं और वह अनपढ़ है Г 


“हम उसके साथ अपनी कमाई क्यों बाटें? उसे कहीं दूर 
भेजने का उपाय करो 1" 


पर गोपाल को यह बात पसन्द नहीं आयी | उसने कहा, 
“नहीं, अपने मित्र के साथ हम यह कैसे कर सकते हैं? 
हम साथ-साथ बड़े हए हैं । अब उसे छोड़ देना ठीक 

नहीं होगा г 


एक दिन unt मित्रों ने घर से बाहर जाकर कुछ 
कमाने का Вуча किया | site ही वे यात्रा के लिए 
निकल पड़े | उन्होंने अपने कौल का उपयोग 
किया और बहुत धन कमाया । 


Soon this conversation was forgotten and 
the four Brahmins remained friends. They 
set off again on their journey. 


Swami however, was not very happy. "All 
this wandering is alright for a while but it 
is time for us to get jobs and settle down," 
he thought as they traveled. 


वे इस वार्तालाप को झीघ्र ही भूल गए | चारों 
मित्र बने रहे । आगे यात्रा के लिए वे चल पड़े । 


स्वामी को खुशी नहीं हुई | यात्रा के Фая वह 
सोचता रहा, "इस तरह घूमते रहना कुछ समय 
के लिए ठीक है, पर अब हमें नौकरी фа कर 

किसी जगह बस जाना चाहिए |” 


Soon, they reached a dense forest. 


“This forest is filled with dangerous 
animals. I don't want to go through it,” 
said Ram. 


HHH 


unt मित्र चलते हुए एक घने जंगल पहुँचे । 


रम ने कहा, “यह ज॑गल खतरनाक जानवरों से भर 
पड़ा है । मैं इस रास्ते से जाना नहीं चाहता ।" 


“Well,” said Swami, “We don't have a स्वामी बोला, "अच्छा, हमारे पास ፪፳ሻ रास्ता नहीं है | 

choice Ram, don't worry, the animals will राम, चिंता मत करो । जानवर इस समय इतना व्यस्त 

be 100 busy at this time to bother about из. Σὴ कि उन्हें हमारे बारे में सोचने के लिए समव नहीं 

But we better be silent and quick. होगा | परन्तु हमें चुपचाप जल्दी-जल्दी कदम बढ़ाने 
होंगे ।" 


As they reached the heart of the forest, they 
came upon a heap of bones under a large tree. 


“Hey, look!” cried Ram pointing at the bones. 
“Come on, let's use our knowledge to put these 
bones back together and bring this animal 
back to life.” 


“No, no! Don't do that. You don't know what 
animal it was!” Swami pleaded. 


जैसे ही वे जंगल के बीचों बीच पहुँचे, वहाँ उन्होंने 
एक बड़े पेड़ के नीचे हड्डियों का ढेर देखा । 


πη ने हड्डियों की तरफ ЫП करते हुए कहा, "ЗА, < 
देखो तो, चलो हम सब मिलकर अपनी विद्या का 
प्रवोग कर इन हड्डियों को जोड़ दें और उस जानवर 
को जिंदा कर दें ।" 


स्वामी उनसे प्रार्थना करने लगा, बोला, “नहीं नहीं, 
ऐसा मत कगे । तुम्हें मालूम नहीं यह कौन सा 
जानवर है г 


“Oh! Keep quiet Swami!" said Gopal 
scornfully. "You are illiterate and so you are 
always afraid of new things. You just sit back 
and watch our mastery! 


“All right,” said Swami feeling hurt, “Ifyou 
are so determined to show me your powers, 
go ahead! But first let me climb this tree. 1 
don't want a ferocious animal coming to life 
and killing me!” 


Saying this, Swami quickly climbed up the 
tree while the others stood and mocked him, 


गोपाल उसका तिरस्कार करते हुए बोला, “स्वामी, तुम चुप 
रहो | तुम अनपढ़ हो और नयी वस्तुओं से हमेशा डरते 
रहे हो | तुम चुपचाप बैठकर हमारी कुशलता देखो 1" 


स्वामी दुखी हुआ और बोला, “यदि तुम अपनी शक्तियों 
को दिखाना ही चाहते हो, तो ठीक है । पर मुझे पहले 
उस पेड पर चढ़ने दो । ፳ नहीं चाहता कि कोई ufum 
जानवर जीवित होकर मुझे मार डाले |" 


यह कहता हुआ स्वामी जल्दी से पेड़ पर चढ़ गया | दूसरे 
उसका मज़ाक उड़ाने लगे | 


राम ने सारी кїй जोड़कर उसका कंकाल 
बना दिया । 


फिर प्रसाद ने अपनी विशेष शक्तियों से उस 
कंकाल में मौस, खून और चमड़ी डाल दी | 


जैसे ही गोपाल उस yt में जान डालने वाला 
था, तभी स्वामी ने पेड़ से पुकार कर उसे 
सावधान किया, “गोपाल सतर्क रहो, वह एक 
शेर का झरीर | यदि तुम उसे जिंदा कर दोगे 
तो वह हम सबको मार डालेगा |" 


Ram collected the bones and set them to 
form a skeleton. 


Then Prasad added skin, flesh and blood 
to the skeleton with the help of his mystic 
powers. 


Gopal was about to give life to the body 
when Swami called out from the tree 
warning, “Watch out Gopal! That's the 
body of a lion. If you bring him to life, һе 
will Kill us all!” 


But the others only laughed and proudly 
carried on with their masterpiece. 


But, as soon as Gopal brought the lion to 
life, he sprang on them and killed them. 


मगर दूसरे मित्र केवल हँस पड़े और गर्व के साथ 
अपनी श्रेष्ठ रचना में जुटे रहे । 


गोपाल ने जैसे ही उसमें प्राण फूँके, वह उन पर 
कूद पड़ा और उसने उन्हें मार डाला । 
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Swami had watched all this in horror. 


When the lion went away, he carefully 
climbed down the tree and ran home. 


स्वामी डरते हुए यह सब देख रहा था | 


जब शेर चला गया तो वह सतर्कता से नीचे 
उतरा और घर की ओर भागा | 


Swami had watched ай this in horror. 


When the lion went away, he carefully 
climbed down the tree and ran home. 


स्वामी डस्ते हुए यह सब देख रहा था | 


जब जोर चला गया तो वह सतर्कता से नीचे 
उतरा और घर की ओर भागा । 


He told everyone іп the village of what had 

happened to his dear friends. The Foolish Scholars 
He mournfully added, *My friends were मूर्ख विद्वान 
indeed educated but alas! They did not TALES PROM PANCHATANTRA 


realize that wisdom is greater than any 
form of learnt knowledge!” 


The adventures of the four scholars teach us that true wisdom is worth more 
Inan mere knowledge from books, 


The Appu Senes consists οἱ beautfuly ilustrates and captvatngly narrated 
books which bring to Ме the Panchatantra tales. These Sanskrit and 
Buddhist animai fables may be over two thousand years old, but are stil full 
οἱ retevant wit, wisdom and laughs for your chia. 
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अपने प्रिय मित्रों की कहानी उसने गाँव वालों से a 
कही । 


A Maine ወሪ оған 


उसने दुखी होकर ер “हे भगवान मेरे मित्र शिक्षित 
पाये कि बुद्धिमानी किसी भी 
tr 
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Once upon a time, there was a heron that एक समय की बात है, एक जंगल में बड़े तालाब 
lived beside a big pond in a forest. के पास एक बगुला रहता था | 


He enjoyed eating fish and other creatures उसे तालाब में से मछली तथा अन्य जीवों को 
from the pond. 


पकड़कर खाने में बड़ा मजा आता था। 


But years flew by, and he became old and 
feeble and could no longer fish for himself. 
He had to think of another way to get his 
daily food. 


One fine day, the heron stood in the middle 
of the pond, on one leg. He let all the fish and 
frogs pass by unhurt. All the creatures of the 
pond were surprised at this? 


A crab came to him and said, "Uncle, what 
is the matter? You have not caught even a 
single fish today!" 


“Times are not as they were, my child," 
replied the heron sadly. “I have heard that 

/ are going to fill up the pond and turn 
into a farm. That means, all the creatures 
of the pond will die.” 


इसी प्रकार अनेक वर्ष बीत गए | अब बगुला बूढ़ा 
और दुर्बल हो गया επι वह अपने लिए मछलियाँ 
नहीं पकड़ पाता था | उसे पेट भरने के लिए दूसग 
उपाय सोचना पड़ा । 


एक दिन तालाब के बीच वह एक पैर पर खड़ा था | 
बह मछली τῇ Heat को बिना पकड़े जाने दे रहा 
था | इस पर तालाब के जीव बड़े चकित हुए | 


ЖЫ 


एक केकड़ा उसके पास आया और उसने पूछा, 
"चाचा, आज क्या बात है? तुमने आज एक भी 
मछली नहीं पकड़ी ё" 


बगुले ने बड़े दुख के साथ उत्तर दिया, “समय 
हमेशा एक सा नहीं रहता बेटा । मैने सुना है कि 
लोग इस तालाब को मिट्टी से भर कर एक खेत 
बनाने वाले हैं । उसका मतलब, इस तालाब के 
सभी जीव मर जायेंगे |" 


“Oh no!" exclaimed the crab, “This is bad केकड़े ने अचम्भित हो कहा, "am नहीं, यह तो 
news! I must go and warn ай the creatures.” बड़ा बुरा समाचार है, मुझे सभी दूसरे जीवों को 


सावधान करना होगा |” 
The heron was pleased with himself and was सावधान करना हो 


атизей when he saw the crab rushing about जीवों को 
informing the other creatures about their केकड़ा अब अन्य जीवों को यह बात बताने दौड़ 


ኛ चला | बगुले को वह सोचकर बड़ी खुशी हुई 
ies कि अब Ят ही यह बात फैल जायेगी। ү 


The fish became frightened at this news and यह समाचार सुनकर मछलियाँ भयभीत हुईं और 
rushed to the heron saying, “Оһ heron! बगुले के पास भागीं । 
Please help us! Please, please save из!” 


उससे कहने लगीं, "ओ बगुले बंधु, чат हमारी 
मदद πὴ, दया करे, और हमें बचाओ 1" 


haw 
[N 


The heron began carrying the fish опе 
ata time. 


The cunning heron looked at them thoughtfully 
and then said, “I think I know how you can be 

saved! If you are willing, I can safely carry you 
to a big pond not far from here.” 


The fish were scared and all they wanted was 
to somehow reach the other pond. They 
surrounded the heron pleading, “Такс те first, 
take me please!” 


Pleased, the heron replied, “I ат old and 
feeble, 1 can only carry you one at a time.” 


चालाक बगुला गंभीरतापूर्वक उनकी तरफ़ देखता रहा, 
फिर उसने कहा, “मुझे मालूम है, तुम्हें कैसे बचाए। 
पास ही एक बड़ा तालाब है | यदि तुम लोग तैयार 

हों तो मैं तुम्हें हिफाज़त के साथ वहाँ ले चलूँगा Г 


मछलिवाँ डरी हुई थीं। किसी तरह दूसरे तालाब 

पहुँच जाना चाहती थीं । वे बगुले को घेरकर उससे 

any करने ፳ | "पहले मुझे ले चलो, कृपया 
चलो г 


खुश होते हुए बगुला बोला, "मैं बूढ़ा और दुर्बल हूँ । 
केवल एक-एक कर के ही ले जा सकता हूँ Г 


बगुला एक बार मे एक मछली को ले जाने लगा । 


Losses —— ë 


But he did not take them to the pond as परन्तु, उन्हें वह बड़े तालाब पर नहीं ले गया, 

he bad promised. जैसे कि उसने वादा किया επι 

Instead, he took them to a big rock where 

he sat and ate them! बल्कि वह उन्हें एक बड़ी चट्टान पर ले गया 
और उन्हें खा गवा | 


ሁነ 


The crab began to get suspicious and so һе केकड़े को संदेह होने लगा, वह उस पर नज़र रखने 
observed the heron. लगा | 


One day he went to the heron and said, एक दिन वह बगुले के पास गया और बोला, "चाचा, 
“Uncle, this time please take me, save me 1 


too. You have been helping the fish for a चाचा, इस बार मुझे ले चलो । बहुत देर से तुम इन 
long time. This time, please help me, a मछलियों की मदद कर रहे हो । इस बार कृपया मुझ 
poor crab!” गरीब की मदद करे 1" 


‘The heron was very pleased with his plan 
and thought it was time for him to try flesh 
of a different kind. He picked up the crab in 
his beak and began to fly. 


As the heron flew, the crab saw the pile of. 
bones on the rock. He immediately knew 
that they were the bones of all the fish the 
heron had taken from the pond. 


‘The crab was frightened, but he gathered his 
courage and said, *Uncle heron, how much 
further is the new pond?" 


‘The heron replied with a laugh, “What 
pond? There is no pond! Get ready to die!” 


बगुला अपने आप से बड़ा खुश था | उसने सोचा, अब 
प्रकार का मांस खाने का समय आ गया है | उसने 
को अपनी та में उठा लिया और उड़ने लगा । 


बगुला जब उड़ रहा था, केकड़े ने एक चट्टान पर 
हड्डियों का ढेर देखा वह समझ गया कि ये та? 
उन मछलियों की हैं जिन्हें बगुला तालाव से ले गवा επι 


केकड़ा डर गया । परन्तु धीरज बाँध कर बोला, “चाचा 
बगुला, यहाँ से नया तालाब कितनी दूर है?” 


बगुले ने हँसकर उत्तर दिया, "कौन सा तालाब? यहाँ कोई 
तालाब नहीं है । अब मरने की तैयारी करे г 


The crab was very clever. He grabbed the 
heron's neck with hi sand dug it into 
the heron's flesh. 


The heron screamed and tried to escape from 
the crab's clutches but іп vain! 


The heron fell to the ground and finally died. 


केकड़ा बड़ा चालाक था | उसने बगले की गर्दन में 
अपना tar गाड़ fear i 


बगुला चीखकर केकड़े के पंजों से छुटने का प्रयास 
करने लगा, परन्तु असफल रहा | 


बगुला जमीन पर गिर गया और मर गवा । 


The crab was very clever. Не grabbed the 
heron's neck with his claws and dug it into 
the heron's flesh. 


The heron screamed and tried to escape from 
the crab's clutches but in vain! 


The heron fell to the ground and finally died. 


The clever crab dragged the dead heron 
back to the pond and told the other 
creatures about the cruel heron's betrayal. 


The creatures of the pond thanked him Гог. 
saving their lives. The crab said, “I hope 
you've learnt something from this incident!” 


“Remember, one must always beware of a 
sweet tongue as it can be deceitful!” 


τα А 
चतुर केकड़ा बगुले का शरीर खींचते हुए वापस 
तालाब के पास लाया | उसने अन्य सभी जीवों को 
बगुले की धूर्तता बताई | 


तालाब की अन्य मछलियों ने और दूसरे जीवों ने उसे 
धन्यवाद दिया | केकड़े ने कहा, "मैं आज्ञा करता हूँ 
कि आपने इस घटना से कुछ बातें सीखीं होंगी |” 


मीठी बातों से सतर्क रहना 
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केकड़ा बड़ा चालाक था । उसने πητὶ की गर्दन में 
अपना पंजा गाड़ दिया । 


वगुला चीखकर केकड़े के पंजों से ge? का प्रयास 
करने लगा, परन्तु असफल रहा d 


बगुला जमीन पर गिर गया और मर गवा । 


बगुला और केकड़ा 


TALES FROM PANCHATANTRA 


Blind belief is destructive and Фуз. story shows that ከጊዜ! should be vested 


ኮዛ in the worthy. 


The Appu Series consists of besutfully llustrated and captvatngly narrated 
books which bing to Ме the Panchatantra tales. These Sanskrit and 
Buddhist animai fables may be over two thousand years oid, but are stil full 


of relevant wt, wisdom and laughs for your chic. 


Тһе Місе The Mice and the 
Elephants 


TALES FROM PANCHATANTRA चूहे और हाथी 


4, 
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ч рәт hs pas war iz ORE, ህፍ ме ілкі «в ee үйө red 
Va tet ο ο Papo чыкан сш nd የ 


ከመ ሠ teh oy Semmens 


Long, long ago in a deep forest, there was a पुराने जमाने की बात है । किसी घने जंगल में तालाब 
group of mice that lived at the foot of a large के किनारे एक fora पेड़ था за पेड़ के नीचे 
tree, which was on the edge of a pond. चूहों का тж समूह रहता ሻ | 


One day, as a herd of elephants were visiting एक दिन हाथियों का झुंड तालाब के पास आया । 
the pond, they carelessly destroyed the houses लापर्वाही से उन्होंने चूहों के ut को तहस-नहस 
of the mice and left many mice injured. कर दिया । इतना ही नहीं, अनेक चूहे घायल भी ται 


Á - 4/ а 

4 = 
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The mice held an assembly and said to चूहों ने एक सभा बुलाई | उन्होंने अपने नेता से 
their chief, “Your majesty, those elephants कहा, "हजूर! उन हाथियों ने हमारा सब कुछ नष्ट 


have destroyed everything! Help us!" कर दिया है | हमारी मदद कगे 1" 


So, the mouse chief met the king of elephants 
and said, “Mighty king, I have come to beg 
for mercy. 


Today your elephants destroyed many of our 
houses and wounded my subjects.” 


The kind elephant king said, *I am truly 
sorry, 1 promise you that we will not pass by 
your tree anymore," 


The mouse chief was grateful and promised 
to help the elephants if they ever needed it. 


अतः चूहों का नेता गजगज से मिला और उससे 
कहने लगा, "बलशाली गजगज! मैं आपसे दवा 
की भीख माँगने आया हूँ 1" 


“आज आपके हाथियों ने тай से कई चूहों के 
घर नष्ट कर दिए और मेरी प्रजा को घायल भी कर 


दयालु танга ने कहा, “यह सुनकर मैं सचमुच 
दुःखी हूँ । मैं वचन देता हूँ कि अब हम तुम्हारे पेड़ 
पास से कभी नहीं ዣት! 


चूहों का नेता उनका आभारी रहा । उसने भी वचन 
दिया कि यदि ज़रूरत पड़ी तो वे उनकी मदद करेंगे | 


He then returned to his subjects. फिर वह अपनी प्रजा के पास लौट आया । 


The mice were ecstatic and cried, “Long er 
live our chief! Long live, the kind clephant т बहुत खुश हुए और ज़ोर-ज़ोर से बोलने | 
king!” , "नेता की जय हो, πππτ की जय हो । 


Everything was peaceful for a while. कुछ समय तक सब झान्ति से चल रहा था | 


One day, a group of hunters came into एक दिन शिकारियों का दल जंगल पहुँचा और 
the forest and set up traps by the pond. उन्होने जालाब ቼ% ጥሻ जाल Вил ዣ፣ | 


The elephant king got caught in the trap. गजगज उसमें फैंस गया । 

He remembered his friend, the mouse chief's 

pledge and told an elephant to ask the mouse बह अपने दोस्त चूहों के नेता की याद करने लगा । 

chief for help. उसने एक हाथी को चूहों के पास मदद माँगने 
भेजा । 


nT 
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The elephant rushed to the mouse chief हाथी चूहों के नेता की तरफ दौड़ता हुआ गया और 
and said, “Sir, our king is caught in a trap बोला, “श्रीमान, кит रजा जाल में फैंस गया है 
and asks Гог your help! Please hurry!” और आपकी मदद चाहता है । कृपया îy चलिए |" 


να. ፒፒ 


When the mouse heard this, he gathered जब चूहों के नेता ने यह सुना तो अपने सारे चूहों 
his mice and rushed to the aid of his friend. को अपने साथ ले, अपने मित्र की मदद के लिए 


5 तुरंत चल पड़ा | 
n they reached the spot and rushed ші 


towards the nets. vie ही वे उस स्थान पर पहुँचे और झटपट जाल 


की तरफ़ भागे । 


The mice worked hard and chewed at the चूहे अपने पैने cht से जाल काटने लगे | 
nets with their sharp teeth. 


ही जाल कट गया और गजराज गया 
Soon, the nets were cut and the elephant शीघ्र ही जाल d जरज मुक्त हो गया | 


king was free. 


Тһе mice worked hard and chewed at the चूहे अपने पैने दाँतों से जाल काटने लगे । 
nets with their sharp teeth. 
जाल कट गया और गजगज 
Soon, the nets were cut and the elephant ንስዊሽ खाल dover मुसा єн 
king was free. 


The elephant king thanked the mice and The Mice 
said to his elephants, "One good deed begets and the Elephants 


another!” 


Breaking the notions of big and small. powerful and weak, this is a story that 
teaches из never to under estimate anyone based on what they look like. 


The Appu Series consists of beautifully (ኢህ ነዴ and captvasngy narrated 
books which bring % Ме the Panchatanira tales These Sanskrit and 
Buddhist animal fables may be over two thousand years oid. but are stil full 
of relevant wit. wisdom and laughs for your сімді 
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The Monkey and The Monkey and the 
the Crocodile Crocodile 


बंदर और मगरमच्छ 


TALES FROM PANCHATANTRA बंदर और मगरमच्छ 
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Far, far away, іп a dense forest, near 
а river, there lived a monkey. 


दूर किसी घने ज॑गल में नदी के किनारे एक 


बंदर रहता था | 


In the middle of the river, there was a tiny 
island filled with all kinds of fruit trees. 


Every time the monkey was hungry, he 
jumped onto a rock in the river and then to 
the island and ate his fill. 


ΠΠ 


Not far from where the monkey 
lived, there lived a crocodile couple. 


the monkey, but in vain! 


नदी के बीचों बीच एक छोटा सा द्वीप था जो अनेक 
प्रकार के फलों के पेड़ों से भग था | 


बंदर को जब भूख लगती, वह नदी के बीच स्थित 
चट्टान पर और फिर द्वीप पर कूद जाता और भरपेट 
खा लेता 1 


जहाँ बंदर रहते था वहाँ से थोड़ी ही दूरी पर एक 
मगरमच्छ द॑पति रहते थे | 


वे बंदर को पकड़ने का प्रयास अनेक बार कर 
चुके थे, मगर असफल थे । 


One day, the erocodile's wife said, “I have 
come up with the perfect plan to catch that 
monkey!” 


“Really?” said her husband, “1 doubt we'll 


ever catch him. He's too clever Гог из!” 


*Oh! He may be clever but with this plan, 
ГИ be as easy to catch him as it is to pick a 
fruit!" replied his wife, and she whispered 
her plan to him. 


एक दिन मगरमच्छ की पत्नी ने कहा, "उस बंदर 
को पकड़ने के लिए मेरे पास एक उपाय है ।" 


पति ने कहा, "सच? मुझे संदेह है कि हम उसे 
कभी पकड़ पायेंगे । वह हमसे ज्यादा चतुर 1" 


पल्ली ने उत्तर में कहा, "अच्छा! वह चतुर होगा । 
मगर इस योजना से उसे पकड़ना पेड़ के फल 

तोडने जैसा आसान होगा |" उसने पति के कानों 
में धीमे से वह उपाय फुसफुसावा | 


№. 
m. » | 
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Soon, the monkey was ready to до 
back. He prepared to jump onto the 
rock when he noticed that the rock 
scemed bigger than usual. 

strange, why is the rock bigger? 
s that crocodile with his silly 
plans again!" said the monkey. 


शीघ्र ही बंदर वापस लौटने वाला था | जैसे 
ही वह चट्टान पर कूदने को तैयार हुआ, 
उसने देखा कि चट्टान बड़ी दिख रही है | 


उसे देख बंदर ने सोचा, “यह बड़ा विचित्र 
है, पत्थर बड़ा क्यों है? मुझे मालूम है यह 
बेवकूफ मगरमच्छ फिर से किसी कुतंत्र में 
लगा हुआ है г 


The next day, when the monkey had 
gone to the island, the crocodile lay 
down on the rock in the river. 


“Now all I have to do is wait for the 
monkey and catch him when he 
jumps on the rock!" he thought. 


अगले दिन जब बंदर द्वीप पर गया, मगरमच्छ 
जदी में स्थित एक चट्टान पर लेटा हुआ था | 


उसने सोचा, "अब मुझे यहाँ बंदर का इंतजार 
करना होगा । जैसे ही वह चट्टान पर कूदेगा, 
मैं उसे पकड़ ўт" 


वह चट्टान से चिल्लाकर पूछने लगा, "कहो 
चट्टान, आज तुम कैसी हो?" 


जब चट्टान ने कोई उत्तर नहीं दिवा, तो उसने 
फिर पूछा, "क्या बात है चट्टान, आज तुम मेरे 
साथ बातें क्यों नहीं कर रही हो?" 


He then shouted to the rock, “Hello! 
Rock, how are you today?" 


When the rock did not answer, he said, 
“What is the matter Rock? Why aren't 
you talking to me today?” 


When the crocodile heard this he मगरमच्छ ने जब यह सुना, तो उसने सोचा, 


thought, *I better pretend to be the “मुझे चट्टान होने का नाटक करते हुए कुछ 
rock and say something!" कहना चाहिए ।' ሽ 


So, he said, “Oh! I'm fi кеуі" Е а 
on ΤΕΡΜ अतः उसने कहा, “ओह! मैं ठीक हूँ बंदर । 


-ᾱ monkey now knew that И was the 
crocodile and said, “Well Mr. Crocodile, 
you are clever! You've trapped me this 
time. Open your mouth and ГИ jump in." 


अब बंदर को विश्वास हो गया कि वह मगरमच्छ ही 
है । उसने कहा, "ठीक है मित्र मगरमच्छ, तुम बड़े 
चतुर हो । तुमने मुझे इस बार पकड़ ही लिया ፤ 

अपना मुँह खोलो, ताकि मैं उसमें कूद जाऊँ Г. 


The erocodile was very pleased. 


He opened his mouth so wide that his eyes 
were closed. 


The clever monkey then jumped onto the 
crocodile's head and rushed to safety. 


मगरमच्छ बड़ा खुश हुआ | 


उसने अपना मुँह इतना ज्यादा खोला कि 
उसकी आँखें बंद हो गईं | 


За. बंदर उसके सिर पर कूद कर सुरक्षित 
जगह पर भाग गया । 


He then turned to the crocodile and said, 
“You might be strong Mr. Crocodile, but 
I'm smart and that has saved me once 


again!” 


वह फिर मुड़कर मगरमच्छ से बोला, "श्रीमान 
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तो हो, किन्तु मैं तेज़ और 
आज मैं फिर बच ሻሸ!” 


The crocodile was very pleased. 


He opened his mouth so wide that his eyes 
were closed. 


The clever monkey then jumped onto the 
erocodile's head and rushed to safety. 


मगरमच्छ बड़ा खुश हुआ | 


उसने अपना मुँह इतना ज्यादा खोला कि 
उसकी आँखें बंद हो गई | 


> oW बंदर उसके सिर पर कूद कर सुरक्षित 
जगह पर भाग गया । 


It doesn't тайы how small you are. The The Monkey and the Crocodile’ 
‘shows you thal я s how quick and smart you are that is importanti 


The Appu Seres consists of beautfull illustrated and captvatngly narrated 
books which bring to Ме the Panchatantra tales. These Sansknt and 


animal fables may be over two thousand years old, but are stil full 
of relevant vit, wisdom and laughs for your chad. 
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गाता हुआ गधा 


गाता हुआ गधा 
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Once upon a time, there lived a donkey that एक समय की बात है, धोबी का एक गधा था | गधे 
belonged to а washerman. He became friends की दोस्ती एक लोमड़ी के साथ हुई। 


with a fox. 


The donkey was older in age than the fox and iode लोमड़ी से <7 था। इसलिए लोमड़ी 55. 
so out of respect, (ከር fox addressed him as TU को चाचाजी कहकर बुलाता επ! गधा 
Chachaji, which means uncle. The donkey in स्नेह से लोमड़ी को भतीजा कहकर बुलाता wi 
turn, called the fox Bhatija, or nephew, 


| 6 af 


During one of their nighttime outings, they 
found themselves in a cucumber farm. 


They ate fresh cucumbers with relish. For 
the next couple of weeks, the donkey and 
the fox went to the farm every night to eat 
the fresh cucumbers, 


“Oh, these cucumbers are so delicious! 1 
cannot stop eating them, Chachaji,” said 
the fox one night. 


“Yes Bhatija, but look at the sky with the 
dazzling full moon,” replied the donkey. 
“It is so beautiful that I feel like singing!” 


एक गत घूमते हुए वे एक ककड़ी के खेत में पहुँचे | 


बड़े स्वाद के साथ उन्होंने ताज़ी-ताज़ी ककड़ियाँ um | 


अगले कुछ हफ्तों तक वे दोनों हर गत उस खेत में 
जाकर ताज़ी ककड़ियाँ खाते रहे । 


एक ሻሻ लोमड़ी ने गधे से कहा, “आहा! चाचाजी, 
ये ककड़ियाँ इतनी स्वादिष्ट हैं कि मैं इन्हें खाना 
छोड़ ही नहीं सकता 1" 


गधे ने उत्तर दिया, “हाँ भतीजे, परन्तु जरा आकाश 
की ओर देखो तो, पूर्णिमा का चन्द्रमा कैसे चमक 
रहा है । वह इतना सुन्दर है कि उसे देखकर मुझे 
गाने की इच्छा हो रही है । 


“Dear Chachaji! Please don't do that," 
begged the fox. 


“И the guard hears you, we will be in big 
trouble! Lets just stay t and enjoy 
these cucumbers.” 


“Bhati is so beautiful that | cannot 
stop myself!” said the donkey and cleared 
his throat to sing. 


“Don't be silly Chachaji, you know your 
voice isn't melodious. Your singing will only 
make the guard angry," warned the fox. 


लोमड़ी ने उससे अनुरोध किया, "प्रिय चाचाजी, 
कृपया ऐसा मत कगे | यदि यहाँ के चौकीदार ने 
सुन लिवा तो हमें बड़ी तकलीफ़ होगी। हम 
चुपचाप रहेंगे और इन ककड़िवों का मज़ा लेंगे ।" 


गधा गाने के लिए अपना गला साफ करता हुआ 
बोला, "भतीजे, यह πα इतनी सुहावनी है कि मैं 
अपने को रक नहीं पा रहा ЕГ 


लोमड़ी गधे को सावधान करता हुआ बोला, "चाचा, 
तुम्हें मालूम है कि तुम्हारी आवाज़ मधुर नहीं है । 
और quera गाना सुनकर चौकीदार क्रोधित ही होगा |" 


“What do you know about music and 
melody? You do not even know how to 
appreciate the beauty of music," replied 
the donkey in a hurt voice. 


गधे को ሻሻ लगा, दुखभरी आवाज़ में बोला, 

"तुम्हें संगीत और लव के बारे में क्या मालूम है 
तुम्हें यह भी नहीं मालूम कि संगीत की सुंदरता 
को कैसे али जाता है |" 


ow Chachaji, please stop it. Be sensible! “चाचाजी, अब चुप भी करो | होश में आओ! 
Your singing will get us in big trouble!" आपका गाना हमें बड़े संकट में डाल देगा | 


“I know I can sing very well. Sit down and 
listen to me, my dear Bhatija and then you'll 
know that I speak the truth?" replied the 
donkey. 


, "मुझे मालूम है कि मैं अच्छा 
गाता हूँ | प्यारे भतीजे, बैठकर मेरा गाना सुनो | 
फिर तुम जान जाओगे कि मैं सच बोलता हूँ 1" 


Seeing that the donkey was not going to 
take his advice, the fox decided to save 
himself. 


“Chachaji,” he said, “Wait for a while. | 
will go out and keep watch for the guard. 
Once I have gone, you can sing to your 
heart's content. 1 will warn you if the 
guard comes.” 


Тһе fox then ran away from the farm 
before the donkey could begin his loud, 
harsh singing. 


लोमड़ी ने सोचा कि अब गधा मानने वाला नहीं है । 
उसने अपने बचाव का उपाय किया | 


वह बोला, “चाचाजी, थोड़ी देर के लिए रुक जाओ | 
मैं बाहर जाकर चौकीदार पर नज़र τη । मेरे बाहर 
जाते ही आप ज़ी भरके गा लेना | यदि चौकीदार 
आएगा तो मैं आपको सावधान कर दूँगा 1” 


इससे पहले कि गधा अपनी ऊँची, कर्कशा आवाज़ 
में गाना शुरू कर दें, लोमड़ी खेत से दूर भाग गया | 


The guard was already keeping a lookout 
for the animal that had been stealing the 
cucumbers, 


As soon as he heard the donkey singing, he 
ran towards him and beat him until he fell 
unconscious. 


चौकीदार उस जानवर से सतर्क हो गया था, जो इतने 
दिनों से उसके खेत से ककड़ियाँ चुर रहा था । 


जैसे ही उसने गधे को गाते हुए सुना, वह उसकी 
तरफ़ भागा । उसने गधे को इतना पीटा कि गधा 
Ха होकर गिर पड़ा | 


The donkey recovered, and dragged himself जब गधे को होश आया तो वह पैर घसीटता हुआ 
out of the farm to where the fox was waiting खेत से बाहर आया जही लोमड़ी उसका इंतज़ार 
for him. कर रहा था । 


“Хо Chachaji, you didn't heed my लोमड़ी हँसता हुआ बोला, "तो चाचाजी आपने मेरी 


warning. I see you have got your reward. बात नहीं मानी । मैं देख रहा हूँ कि आपको अपना 
Congratulations!" said the fox, laughing. इनाम मिल गया ቅ । बधाई हो!” 


“Please leave me to grieve over my 
stupidity,” groaned the donkey іп а 
grumpy voice. 


गधा करणहता हुआ, क्षीण, दुखभरी आवाज़ में बोला, 
“मुझे अपनी मूर्खता पर दुखी होने के लिए मेरे हाल 
पर छोड़ 2г 


warning. I see you have got your reward. 
Congratulations!" said the fox, laughing. 


"Please leave me to grieve over my 
stupidity," groaned the donkey ina 
grumpy voice. 


When the washerman found the donkey, he 
was very angry. “What am I to do with a 
wounded donkey?" he said and hurried away. 


“И was foolish of ти have ignored advice 
from a good friend. Tam suffering 
dearly for my mistake,” said the donkey. 


जब धोबी ने गधे को इस दशा में देखा तो उसे क्रोध 
आया | "इस घायल गधे से मैं क्या करैं?" कहता हुआ 
वह जल्दी चला गया । 


K; मित्र की सलाह नहीं मानी । इस 
कष्ट भोग रहा हूँ ।" 
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लोमड़ी हँसता हुआ बोला, "तो चाचाजी आपने मेरी 
बात नहीं मानी | मैं देख रहा हूँ कि आपको अपना 
इनाम मिल गया है | बधाई हो ।" 


गधा कराहता हुआ, क्षीण, दुखभरी आवाज़ में बोला, 
“मुझे अपनी मूर्खता पर दुखी होने के लिए मेरे हाल 
पर छोड़ ат 
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A long time ago, in a forest, there was a बहुत समय पहले की बात है । जंगल में तालाब के 
tortoise that lived near a pond. पास एक कछुआ रहता था | 
One day, he met a pair of geese who were एक दिन वह दो हंसों से मिला, जो तालाब से पानी 


having a drink from the pond. पी रहे थे। 


"Hello!" said the tortoise, “It is a beautiful 
day isn't it! Where do you live?" 


“Not far from here" replied Soni, one of the 
geese, “We haven't seen you here before." 


“Oh! That's because 1 mostly stay at home," 
replied the tortoise. 


The tortoise and the geese soon became 
good friends and spent a lot of time 
together. 


They would meet by the pond and go for 
long walks around the forest. 


жуп ने कहा, "नमस्ते! आज बड़ा सुन्दर दिन है, 
है न? आप कहाँ रहते हो?” 


एक हंस का नाम सोनी था, वह बोला, "यहाँ से 
ज्यादा दूर नहीं, हम ने तुम्हें यहाँ पहले कभी नहीं 
፳፳” 


कछुआ बोला, “वो इसलिए कि मैं अधिकतर घर 
पर ही रहता हूँ ।" 


siu Й вуз और हंस अच्छे मित्र बन गए और 
साथ-साथ काफ़ी समय बिताने लगे । 


वे तालाब के पास मिलते और जंगल में लम्बी सैर 
करने जाते | 


Time passed happily for them, but soon 
after, a famine struck the forest. 


The trees died, and the ponds and 
rivers dried up. 


The animals and birds of the forest 
меге dying. 


They began leaving the forest in search 
of food and water. 


समय बड़ी खुशी а बीतने लगा । परन्तु कुछ ही 
समय बाद ज॑गल में अकाल ча! 


पेड़ सूख गए, तालाब एवं नदियाँ भी सूख πὲ | 
ज॑गल के जानवर और पक्षी тїї लगे | 


वे भोजन और पानी की खोज में जंगल छोड़कर 
जाने लगे। 


Even the geese decided И was time to find 
а better place to live, 


But before leaving, they visited the tortoise 
saying. "Good bye dear friend, we are 
leaving the forest. Life has become very 
difficult here. We wish you good luck!” 


हंसों ने भी रहने के लिए एक बेहतर स्थान खोजने 
का निश्चय किया i 


जंगल छोड़ने से पहले वे कछुए से मिलने गए और 
उससे कहा, "प्रिय मित्र! हम यह जंगल छोड़कर जा 
रहे है, अलविदा 1 qi का जीवन बड़ा कठोर बन 
गया है, तुमको हमारी शुभकामनाएँ 1” 


*What? You аге leaving те in this time 
of trouble?" cried the tortoise. 


“What kind of friends are you? Гат so 
scared! Please take me with you,” he 
pleaded. 


<“ 


“We wish we could dear tortoise! But how сап 
we take you?" asked Soni, “I know! 1 know! I 
cannot fly!" the tortoise said in tears. “But 1 
have a plan.” 


“You 407” the geese asked, “We will definitely 
take you if we can!” 


“Good!” said the tortoise with a sigh of relief, 
“Now, if you get a strong stick and hold its 
ends in your beaks, 1 can hold onto it with my 
mouth. Then, you can fly away carrying me 
with you." 


कछुआ बड़ा दुखी हुआ | वह रोता हुआ बोला, 
"क्या? इस कठिनाई में आप मुझे यहीं छोड़कर जा 
रहे हो? कैसे दोस्त हो आप लोग? मैं कितना 
भवभीत हूँ! कृपया मुझे भी अपने साथ ले चलो 1" 


वह उनसे अनुरोध करने लगा | 


m 
> AN 


सोनी ने पूछा, “प्रिव मित्र! हम चाहते तो है कि तुम्हें 
भी अपने साथ ले चलें । मगर कैसे?” आँखों में आँसू 
भरकर 5፻ आ बोला, "मुझे अच्छी तरह मालूम है कि 
मैं उड़ नहीं सकता | मगर मेरे पास एक उपाय tg 


ЖЕЙ ने चकित होकर पूछा, “अच्छा! हो सके तो हम 
तुम्हें जरूर ले चलेंगे г 


एक लंबी साँस लेकर कछुआ बोला, “बहुत अच्छा! 
अब यदि तुम दोनों एक मजबूत लकड़ी अपनी चोंच मेँ 
दबा लोगे, तो मैं बीच में उसे ጃሮ से पकड़ लूँगा । 
फिर आप लोग मुझे लेकर उड़ सकते |" 


The two geese were very happy with this 
plan and set out in search of a strong stick. 


“Неге is a strong stick, lets go now!" said 
Soni. "But my dear tortoise, vou must 
remember not to speak during this journey! 
If you open your mouth even a little bit, 
you will fall!” 


“Yes of course! 1 am not a fool!" replied 
the tortoise, 


“Мей, ok then, let us go," Soni said. 


Е 


“We have found a beautiful pond! I'm 
sure you will love it. We can live together 
like we did here. It will be great!” 


Saying this, they began their journey to 
their new home. The tortoise was 
wonderstruck by all that he saw on the 
way and often fclt like expressing his joy, 
but he remembered Soni's advice and 
kept quiet. 


दोनों हंस यह उपाय सुनकर बड़े खुश हुए और 
एक मजबूत लकड़ी Get चल पड़े । 


सोनी ने कहा, “यह रही एक मजबूत लकड़ी, अब 
हम उड़ चलेंगे । प्रिय मित्र कछुए, तुम्हें यह याद 
रखना होगा, कि उडते समय तुम्हें अपना मुँह बंद 
रखना होगा | यदि थोड़ा भी मुँह खोलोगे, तो नीचे 
गिर पड़ोगे 1" 


жут ने उत्तर दिया, “हाँ, हाँ, जरूर ! मैं'मूर्ख नहीं 
же 


सोनी ने कहा, “अच्छा अब हमें चलना चाहिए | 


हमने एक सुन्दर तालाब की खोज कर ली है । तुम्हें 
भी वह पसंद आयेगी | हम फिर से साध रह सकते 
हैं । बहुत मजा आएगा 1" 


ऐसा कहते हुए वे अपने नए घर की तरफ़ उड़ चले | 
रास्ते में कछुआ अपूर्व दुर्य देखकर, अचरज से भर 
गया | बार-बार वह अपनी खुशी जाहिर करना चाहता 
था, पर्नु सोनी की सलह उसे याद थी इसलिए वह 
चुप रहता । 


Soon they were flying over a large 
playground. 


A crowd of children gathered below 
clapping their hands and pointing at the 
three friends, saying, “Look, look there! 
A foolish tortoise is being carried away 
by the geese!” 


वे एक बड़े मैदान के ऊपर से उड़ रहे थे | 


मैदान में बच्चों का समूह इन तीनों की ओर देखते 
हुए तालियाँ बजा रहा था और बच्चे कह रहे थे, 
“देखो, वहाँ देखो! एक मूर्ख कछुए को ся लिए 
LE हैं!” 


The tortoise could not stand being called 
foolish and became very angry. 


He opened his mouth to shout at the 
children and fell down. 


“Ha ha! What a foolish tortoise?” laughed 
one of the children, “Did he really think he 
could fly by himself?” 


कछुए को मूर्ख कहलाना शस नहीं आवा और वह 
क्रोधित हो उठा । 


बच्चों पर चिल्लाने के लिए उसने मुँह खोला और 
वह नीचे गिर पड़ा | 


एक बच्चा उसे देख हैस पड़ा, "हा! हा! हा! कैसा 
मूर्ख है यह कछुआ? कया वह सच मे सोचता है 
कि वह खुद उड़ पाएगा?” 


The tortoise could not stand being called. 
foolish and became very angry. 


He opened his mouth to shout at the 
children and fell down. 


“Ha ha! What а foolish tortoise?” laughed 
one of the children, “Did he really think he 
could fly by himself?” 


зет को मूर्ख कहलाना शस नहीं आया और वह 
क्रोधित हो उठा । 


बच्चों पर चिल्लाने के लिए उसने मुँह खोला और 
፳፪ नीचे गिर पड़ा । 


एक बच्चा उसे देख हैस पड़ा, "हा! हा! हा! कैसा 
मूर्ख है यह कछुआ? क्या वह सच मे सोचता है 
कि वह खुद उड़ पाएगा?” 


The geese cried for having lost a dear 
friend, They were miserable and their 
hearts were filled with grief. 


“Oh, our poor friend!" cried Soni, 


“Why couldn't he understand that real 
happiness comes from keeping quiet?" 


अपने प्रिय मित्र को खोकर दोनों हंस ἢ पड़े | उनकी 
दशा दयनीय थी, दिल दुख से भर गया | 


सोनी 34-44 बोला, "हाय हमारा प्रिय मित्र! सच्चा 


मिलता है, यह बात वह क्‍यों 
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Once upon а time, there lived three fish in एक समय की बात है | ቫት जंगल के बीच स्थित 


а beautiful lake, which was іп the very heart тж सुन्दर सगेवर में तीन मछलियौँ रहती थीं । 
of a dense forest. digi 


Though the three fish were firm friends and हालौंकि तीनों मछलियाँ गहरी मित्र थीं और अपना 
spent ай their time together, each was very साग समय साथ fani थीं, मगर हर मछली दूसरे 
different from the other. से fits थीं । 


The first fish was very wise and learned. पहली मछली बुद्धिमान और ज्ञानी थी | वह हमेशा 
He always did what was right. सही काम करती थी | 

If ever any other creatures in the lake were = i rH 
in any trouble, they knew they could count ӛз? मालूम था कि उससे उबरने के लिये किस 
ο. पर विश्वास किया जा सकता है | 


GPG 


The second fish was resourceful. दूसरी मछली कुशल थी i 


Though he was not the smartest of the 
creatures in the lake, he always managed to 
think something up in order to get himself 
out of a mess. 


हालौंकि वह सरोवर की सबसे चतुर मछली तो नहीं 
थी, मगर कोई न कोई तरीका ढूँढ कर वह कठिन 
स्थिति से मुक्त हो जाती थी | 


The third fish however was rather foolish. तीसरी मछली аа थी । 


Though he generally meant well, he would ap सामान्य, तौर पर सबका भला ही सोचती на 
ойк bats መጃ од ዳነ हर बार अपने मित्रों के साथ किसी ग किसी मुसीबत 
= “ad में पड़ जाती धी । 


One day as the wise fish was leaping about in 
the water, he heard some fishermen talking. 
He was curious to hear what they had to say 
and so he swam as close to them as he dared. 


He heard the fishermen say that they would 
arrive there the next morning to fish in the 
lake. 


The wise fish quickly swam to where the 
other fish were and told them what he had 
heard. 


He also told them that he had decided to 
swim away through the canal and escape. 


“Why don't the both of you come with me 
so that we can reach safety?” asked the wise 
fish. 


एक दिन जब बुद्धिमान मछली पानी में डुबकी लगा रही 
थी, उसने कुछ मछुआगें को बात-चीत करले हुए सुना 
। वह उनकी बातें सुनकर बेचैने हो गई, और जितना 

करीब जा सकती थी, उतना करीब जाकर सुनने लगी | 


उसने मछुआगों को यह कहते हुए सुना कि वे अगले 
दिन मछली पकड़ने उस सगेवर में आने वाले हैं । 


बुद्धिमान मछली ने अन्य मछलियों के पास जाकर सारी 
बातें बताई | 


उसने यह भी कहा कि वह नहर से निकल कर वहाँ से 
भागने का {їч कर चुकी है | 


बुद्धिमान मछली ት पूछा, "क्यों न तुम दोनों भी मेरे साथ 
आ जाओ? हमसब ऐक सुरक्षित स्थान पर चले जाएंगें 1" 


The resourceful fish refused. “This has been कुशल मछली ने उसे इनकार करते हुए कहा, "यह 


my home for so many years," he said. “T सरोवर अनेक सालों से मेण घर रहा है । मैं इसे 
cannot leave it. I will stay and see what can छोड़कर नहीं जा सकती, मैं यहीं रहूँगी और देखूँगी कि 
be done. wa किया जा सकता है 1" 


. i id, "Oh! The two of : ντα डोज 
ты ымы булан veis ታማ मूर्ख मछली ने कहा, "ओहो! तुम दोनो बेकार में चिंता 


worry too much! Nothing will happen at 7 у 3 
all." Saying this he swam away. कर रहे हो, हमे कुछ नहीं होगा ।” और वह तैरती हुई 


चली ዣ | 


The fishermen came the next day and अगले दिन मछुआरे आए और उन्होंने अनेक मछलियाँ 
caught a lot of fish, among them were पकड़ी | उनमें कुशल मछली और чар मछली भी थी | 
the resourceful fish and the foolish fish. ° 


= 
स “ም: መ 
- س کے سے‎ 
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The resourceful fish lay still, pretending to 
be dead and was placed on the ground by 
the lake. 


He quietly slipped back into the lake and 
swam away. 


कुशल मछली सरोवर के पास चुपचाप पड़ी थी जैसे 
मर गई हो । 


वह धीरे से फिसलते हुए सरोवर में जा गिरी और पानी 
में तैरते दूर चली गई । 


ው ው <> 


‘The foolish fish kept tossing about until one 
of the fishermen struck him hard and killed 


him. 


बुद्ध मछली इधर-उधर करवटें बदल रही थी | तभी एक 
прай ने उसे जोर से मार और उसे चुप कर दिया | 


The foolish fish kept tossing about until one 
of the fishermen struck him hard and Killed 
him. 


πα मछली жа? बदल रही थी 1 तभी एक 
मछुआरे ት से माग और उसे चुप कर दिया। 


A few days later, the wise fish came back. Tales from Panchatantra κ] 


He and the resourceful fish mourned the 


fact that their friend had been so foolish, ATale Three Fish 


“Had he used his brains, he መና have तीन मछलियों की कहानी 


Төле ካህነ ro geod ካበ Ven they ክጥ] out hal кем sherman ane coming 5) 
catch thee Rey rond figure cut 8 way ነ) nave ከት ወመ What dues each of Ram 
"I 
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Never Trust a Stranger 


अजनबी पर विश्वास मत करो 


Once upon a time, Ясер in the forest, there 


lived a partridge. 


This partridge had made her home in a 
hollow at the base of a tree. 


अजनबी पर विशवास मत करो 
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एक समय की बात है । घने जंगल में एक तीतर 
रहती dr i 


इस तीतर ने एक पेड़ के निचले भाग के एक 
कोटर में अपना घर बना लिया था । 


L. CA um 


One day, the partridge decided to go and 
visit her friend the crow. The crow lived 
near a cornfield, 


“The two of us will have a very pleasant 
time eating the fresh new corn," she thought. 


So off she went to visit the crow. 


When the partridge was away, a rabbit came 
hopping by her house. 


"The rabbit saw that thc house was empty and 
decided to move in. Soon he made himself. 
very much at home. 


एक दिन तीतर ने अपने मित्र कौए से जाकर मिलने 
का Вуча किवा | कौआ एक मकई के खेत के पास 
रहता था। 


उसने सोचा, “यहाँ का ताजा दाना खाते हुए हम दोनों 
खुशी से समय बिता सकते हैं Г 


तो वह ті. зай हुए कौण्‌ से मिलने जा पहुँची । 


जब तीतर दूर चली गयी थी, एक खरगोश उसके 
घर पर आया । 


खरगोश ने देखा कि घर खाली है । उसने वहीँ 
गहने का निश्चय किया | शीघ्र ही उसने उस घर 
को अपना बना लिया । 


Тһе partridge came back from her visit, तीतर कौए से मिलकर वापस आयी और उसने घर 
and found the rabbit staying in her house. पर खरगोश को देखा | 

“Who are you, and what are you doing in तीतर ने m “तुम कौन हो, मेरे घर में तुम क्या 
my house?" asked the partridge. कर रहे is n 


πλ 


“What do you mean your house?" the 
rabbit asked angrily. 


‘The partridge grew very angry. “This is 
my house! I have lived here all my life and 
you are an intruder,” she screamed. 


खरगोश ने गुस्से से पूछा, "मेरा घर, ሻሻ मतलब 
क्या है?” 


तीतर को भी बड़ा गुस्सा आया | वह चिल्लायी, 
“यह घर मेय है, मैं जीवन भर यहाँ रही हूँ और 
तुम बाहर से आये हो |" 


Soon all the animals іп the forest gathered. 
They had known the partridge for several 
years and they all took her side. 


“This is the house of the partridge,” they 
all cried, 


शीघ्र ही ज॑गल के सारे प्राणी एकत्रित हुए । वे तीतर 
को अनेक वर्षों से जानते थे और उन सबने उसी का 
समर्थन किया । 


सभी चिल्लाए, “यह तीतर का घर है |" 


Then the rabbit said, “А house belongs to 
whoever that makes it their home. I һауе 
made this my home, so it is my house." 


तब खरगोश ने कहा, "मकान उसी का होता है जो 
उसे अपना घर बना लेता है । इसे मैं ने घर वना 
लिया है । इसलिए यहाँ मैं ही रूँगा |" 


When the animals heard this, they were जब जंगल वासियों ने यह सुना तो वे असमंजस में 
very confused. What the rabbit said was पड़ गए । खरगोश की बात भी सच थी। 
correct too. 


अब उन्हें मालूम नहीं था कि समर्थन किसे दिया जाये । 
Now they did not know whom to support. आगे क्या किया जाए, इस सोच मे वो सब पड़ गए । 
They all stood wondering what to do, 


Finally a wise old deer in the forest said, 
“The two of you should go and find an 
impartial judge to settle your dispute." 


Тһе partridge and the rabbit agreed and 
set out in search of an impartial judge. 


आखिर जंगल के एक चतुर बूढ़े हिरण ने कहा, 
"आप दोनों को किसी manra रहित न्यायाधीज्ञ के 
पास जाकर अपनी समस्या को सुलझाना चाहिए।” 


तीतर और खरगोश एक የቸቫ፳ न्यायाधीश को ढूँढने 
चल पड़े । 


Finally, after having walked several miles, 
they found a wild cat sitting on the banks 
of a river. 


They went up to him and asked him to 
judge their dispute. The wild cat agreed to 
do so and listened to the whole story. 


Тат old and cannot see and 
ly. Won't you come a little closer 
so that I can understand you better?" 


आखिर मीलों तक चलने पर उन्हें एक जंगली बिल्ली 
नदी के किनारे बैठी मिली | 


वे उसके पास गये और उन्होंने उसे अपने विवाद को 
निबटाने के लिये कहा । जंगली बिल्ली मान गवी और 
उसने सारी कहानी सुनी | 


उसने फिर कहा, “मैं बूढ़ी हूँ और ठीक ят देख 
या सुन नहीं सकती | क्या तुम थोड़ा और करीब 
आकर नहीं बता सकते, जिससे मैं आपकी बात 
बेहतर समझ सकूँ?" 


Then he said, “1 am old and cannot see and उसने फिर कहा, 


मैं बूढ़ी हूँ और ठीक तरह देख 
hear properly. Won't you come a little closer या सून नहीं सकती | क्या तुम थोड़ा और करीब 
so that I can understand you better?” आकर नहीं बता सकते, जिससे मैं आपकी बात 

बेहतर समझ सकूँ?" 


The two went closer. As soon as they did, 
(Ве cat pounced on them and ate them up. 


Never Trust a Stranger 
अजनबी पर विश्वास मत करो 


If only the two had not trusted a stranger, 
they might have still been alive. 


दोनों करीब πα | जैसे ही वे करीब आए, बिल्ली उन 
पर कुद पड़ी और उसने उन्हें पकड़कर खा गई | 


यदि इन दोनों ने अजनबी पर йун न किया होता, 
तो वे जिंदा होते । 


ТЕТІГІ 


Tales from Panchatantra The Blue Jackal 


नीला सियार 
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Once upon a time, а jackal was roaming एक समय की बात है, एक सियार भोजन की खोज 
around іп search of food. में घूम रहा था । š 


И was ап unlucky day for him. He could not 


Eta single bite to өлі वह दिन उसके लिए दुर्भाग्वपूर्ण था । उसे एक कौर 


भी खाने को नहीं मिला | 


‘Tired and hungry, he walked on until he भूखा और аз हुआ, वह चलते-चलते शहर 
reached a town. Не knew that it was not safe पहुँच गया । 
for him to stray into the town. 


बेचाग fear बहुत हताश था | उसे कुछ तो खाना 


But th Кай was d te, Не had N 
i e Dien [orn] wow perm Ра जरूरी था | नहीं तो वह भूख से मर जाता | 


to get something to cat ог he would starve to 
death. 


When he was walking about inside the शहर में घूमते हुए, उसने ей पर बिखरा थोड़ा खाना 
town, he saw some food strewn on the side देखा । 


ofthe road. 

The jackal ran quickly to it and began सियार तेजी से उसकी तरफ भागा और खाना खाने लगा | 
eating. Suddenly some dogs noticed him अचानक कुछ τ ने उसे देख लिया और ज़ोर-ज़ोर 
and began barking. से वे भौंकने | 


The jackal ran away, but the dogs were in 
hot pursuit. Finally he ran into the house 
of a washerman. 


The washerman was busy dyeing а set of 
clothes blue, so he had a whole tub of blue 
dye ready. The jackal did not see the tub 
and tumbled into it. 


सिवार भाग निकला, मगर कुत्तों ने उसका पीछा नहीं 
छोड़ा 1 आखिर भागते हुए बह धोबी के घर पहुँचा | 


धोबी कपड़ों में नील लगा रहा था та के लिए 
उसने नाँद में नील भरकर तैयार रखा था । सियार 
जे ate नहीं देखी, और वह उसमें लुड़क गया | 


jackal got out of the tub, he 
и ከር was blue all over. Не did not 


lothes for a while, 
go away. 


जब सियार ate से बाहर आया, वह पूग नीला हो गया 
था | उसे मालूम नहीं था कि अब वह क्‍या करे | कुत्तों 
के चले जाने का इंतजार करता हुआ, वह थोड़ी देर 
तक कपड़ों के ढेर के नीचे छिपा रहा | 


Once И was night, the jackal crept ош from 
under the clothes and made his way through 
the town, into the forest. 


जब रात हुई, सिवार कपड़ों के नीचे से छिपता-छिपता 
हुआ बाहर निकला और शहर से जंगल की ओर चल 
WE 


In the forest, the animals all ran away when 
they saw him. None of them had seen such a 
strange blue creature ever before and they 
were all frightened. 


‘The jackal was quite clever. Не decided to 
take advantage of this situation. 


sime के सभी प्राणी उसे देखते ही भाग खडे हुए 
किसी ने भी कभी भी ऐसा विचित्र नीला प्राणी नहीं 
देखा था । वे सभी डरे हुए थे । 


የጠ चतुर था । उसने इस स्थिति का फायदा 
उठाने का Вуча किया । 


“Най!” he shouted to the animals. “1 have 


वह उन प्राणियों पर चिल्लाया, "रुको! भगवान द्वारा मैं 
been sent by God to protect you all. He s 


आपकी रक्षा के लिए Fer गया हूँ । बह आपसे बड़े 
very pleased with all of you and has ordered сея हैं और उन्होंने मुझे आप पर नज़र रखने की 
me to watch over you. As long as you obey аа जद ढक as ah आओ ны 
me, you will come to по harm, 


करेंगे, तब तक आपको कोई हानि नहीं पहुँचेगी I" 


The animals were all іп awe of the blue सभी प्राणी नीले सियार को देख अंचभे में पड़ गए थे । 
jackal. They believed every word he said and 


5 उन्होंने उसकी हर बात पर विश्वास किया और उसे खुश 

tried their best to keep him happy. bw re mee शव) 

They brought him food and water. The jackal А А ^ ` x 

ША mot have to warey кіші autho: वे उसके каб खाना और पानी भी लाते थे | सियार को 
y Та अब किसी चीज की चिन्ता नहीं करनी पड़ी | 


Every evening the jackal would sit on top 
of a rock, with ай the animals sitting around 
him. He would tell them stories and tales, АЙ 
the animals loved this. 


“How kind our ruler is to impart to us his 
wisdom!" they said. 


One evening when the jackal was telling 
them a story, he heard a pack of jackals 
howling in the distance. 


The jackal had not seen or heard other 
jackals for a very long time. 


When he heard them howling, he was 
overjoyed and began howling too. 


Te शाम सियार एक चट्टान पर बैठ जाता | सारे अन्य 
प्राणी उसके चारों ओर बैठ जाते । वह उनको अनेक 
कथाएँ एवं कहानियाँ सुनाता । सभी प्राणियों को यह 
बड़ा अच्छा लगता | 


वे कहते, हमारे शासक इतने दयालु हैं कि वह हमें 
अपना अनुभव सुनाते हैं और ज्ञान की बातें काते हैं | 


एक संध्या को जब सियार उन्हें कहानी सुना रहा था, 
तो उसने दूर कहीं መጡ के झुंड को हुआ-हुआ 
करते सुना । 


सियार ने लंबे समय से किसी अन्य सियार को देखा 
नहीं था, सुना भी नहीं था । 


जब उसने उनकी हुआ-हुआ सुनी, तो वह प्रसन्नता से 
भर गया और वह भी हुआ-हुआ करने लगा | 


One evening when the jackal was telling 
them a story, he heard a pack of jackals 
howling in the distance. 


The jacka 1 not seen or heard other 
jackals for a very long time. 


When he heard them howling, he was 
overjoyed and began howling too. जब उसने उनकी 
भर गया और वह 


That was when all the animals realized that 
their ruler was an ordinary jackal. 


They all began to chase him. But the jackal 
was already far ahead of them, running as 
quickly as he could! 


उसी समय τ 


जासक एक 


ት सभी उसके पीछे पड़ गए, परन्तु सियार उन सबसे 
वहत आग 


सकता था, 


आ-हआ सनी, तो वह प्रसन्नता से 
भी हुआ-हुआ करने लगा | 


The Blue Jackal 


नीला सियार 


The Boy Who Was a Snake 


लड़का जो साँप था 


In a little village, far away, there lived а 
Brahmin and his wife. 


The two were very unhappy because they 
had no children. 


सुदूर एक गाँव में एक ब्राह्मण और उसकी 
पत्नी रहते थे । 


उनकी कोई संतान नहीं थी | इसलिए वे 
बड़े दुखी थे । 


लड़का जो साँप था 
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One day, а last, the woman had а baby. But 
strangely enough, the baby turned out to be 
a snake. 


Their friends and relatives were shocked and 
told them to get rid of the snake. 


The couple did not agree. They loved their 
son very much even if he was a snake. 


आखिर एक दिन उनके यहाँ एक बच्चे ने जन्म लिया | 
परन्तु विचित्र बात यह थी कि वह बच्चा साँप निकला | 


उनके मित्र और भाई-बंधुओं को धक्का लगा और 
उन्होंने सलाह दी कि साँप से छुटकाग पाया जाए | 


मगर दंपति नहीं माने । बेटा साँप होने पर भी वे उसे 
बहुत प्यार करते थे | 


> ipm 


? "ee 


Several years passed and the snake grew up. 


< 


) 
ا 


The mother began to think of getting her son 
married too. 


es 


अनेक वर्ष बीते और बेटा साँप बड़ा हुआ | 


आता लड़के की शादी कराने की बात सोचने लगी | 


One day when the Brahmin came home һе 
found his wife in tears. 


"What's the matter?" he asked her. “Why 
are you crying?” 


“Oh! Our son is old enough to be married, 
yet no one wants to marry him. Please find 
him a bride," pleaded his wife. 


एक दिन ब्राह्मण जब घर आया तो उसने पत्नी को 
आँसू बहाते हुए देखा । 


उसने पूछा, “क्या बात है? तुम क्यों ፳ रही हो?" 
पत्नी ने बिनती की, "ओहः हमारा बेटा विवाह-योग्व 


हो गया है 1 फिर भी कोई उससे विवाह नहीं करना 
चाहता | उसके लिए कृपया एक वधू fuc 


The Brahmin set out to search for a bride ब्राह्मण बेटे के लिए वधू {тї чи чат! 
for his son. 

чт जैसे ही लड़की को पता चलता कि लड़का 
But as soon as a girl found out that his son एक साँप है, वह डर कर भाग जाती | 
was а snake she would get frightened and 


run away. 


| E 
| | 


Finally the Brahmin went to УБИ an old friend 


of his. 


“What brings you to this town?" his friend asked 


after he had welcomed him. 


“What сап I say? I have traveled far and wide 
searching for a bride for my son but have failed,” 


wailed the poor Brahmin. 


As soon as his friend heard this, he jumped 
up and exclaimed, “Why did you not say so 
before? ГИ give my daughter as bride to 
your son!” 


The Brahmin tried to explain about his son 
but in vain. In the end he left for his village 
with a bride for his son. 


आखिर ब्राह्मण अपने पुराने मित्र से मिलने тат! 


उसके मित्र ने उसका स्वागत करते हुए पूछा, "यहाँ 
किस काम से आये हो?” 


बेचारा ब्राह्मण उदास होकर ፳ पड़ा | "गैं क्या πηῖς» 
मैं ने अपने बेटे के लिए कन्या {πὴ हुए दूर-दूर तक 
यात्रा की है । मगर असफल ही रहा हूँ |" 


जैसे ही उसके मित्र ने यह सुना, वह उछल पड़ा 
और चिल्लाकर बोला, “तुमने पहले ही क्यों नहीं 
बताया? मैं अपनी बेटी का ब्याह तुम्हारे बेटे के 
साथ कराने को तैयार Ç I" 


ब्राह्मण ने उसे सफाई देने का प्रयास किया । परन्तु 
सब बेकार रहा । आखिर वह बेटे के लिए कन्या 
लेकर गाँव चल पड़ा । 


As the day of the wedding approached, all विवाह का दिन जैसे करीब आदा, अनेक पड़ोसी दुल्हन 
the neighbours gathered to warn the bride को सावधान करने एकत्रित हुए और उसको बताया कि 
that she was about to marry a snake but she वह एक साँप को ब्याहने जा रही है । मगर उस लड़की 
would not listen to them. ने किसी की भी बात नहीं सुनी । 


The wedding took place. The girl was devoted जादी संपन्न हो गई | लड़की अपने पति साँप के प्रति 
to her husband, the snake, and did everything ፳፲ थी और अच्छी पत्नी के रूप में उसकी सेवा 
that a good wife should. करती थी | 

Every night she would lay him down in a Тя ти को πε उसे एक आरामदेह डिब्बे में रख देती | 


ТІ and cosy box. 


” 


Е. 


LS ፦ 
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One night the girl saw a handsome young 
man cnter the room. 


She was terrified and tried to run away but 
the man caught her hand and stopped her. 


“Do not be frightened. It is me, your 
husband,” he said. 


एक शत लड़की ने एक सुन्दर नौजवान को कमरे में 
आते देखा । 


वह भयभीत हुई और भागने लगी परन्तु उस नौजवान जे 
उसका हाथ पकड़कर उसे रोक लिवा | 


उसने कहा, "डरे मत, मैं तुम्हार पति हूँ ।” 


Seeing that she did not believe him, he 
transformed into a snake and back into 
а man. 


This would happen every night. The шап 
would leave his snake skin behind and 
spend time till dawn with his wife. 


One day the Brahmin saw what happened 
through the window. 


लड़की को इस बात का विश्वास नहीं हुआ | यह 
देखकर नौजवान साँप में बदला, फिर वापस 
नौजवान बना | 


यह रोज़ रात को होता тат | नौजवान रात को 
अपना साँप का चोला छोड़कर स्मबेरे ue 
के साथ रहता | 


एक दिन ब्राह्मण ने खिड़की से यह 


एक ሽሻ लड़की ने एक सुन्दर नौजवान को कमरे में 
आते देखा । 


वह भयभीत हुई और भागने लगी परन्तु उस नौजवान ት 
उसका हाथ पकड़कर उसे रोक लिया | 


उसने कहा, "τὰ मत, मैं तुम्हार पति हूँ ।” — / 


Seeing that she did not believe him, he 
transformed into a snake and back into 


This would happen every night. The man 
would leave his snake skin behind and. 
spend time till dawn with his wife. 


One day the Brahmin saw what happened 
through the window. 


लड़की को इस बात का विश्वास नहीं हुआ | वह 
देखकर नौजवान साँप में बदला, फिर वापस 
ан बना । 


यह йя रात को होता रहा । नौजवान रात को 
अपना साँप का चोला छोड़कर 38 
के साथ रहता । 


एक दिन ब्राह्मण ने खिड़की से πε 


He rushed into the room at once, seized the Tales from Panchatantra 

snake skin and threw it into the fire. His son. 

४७७७७ The Boy Who Was a Snake 
लड़का जो साँप था 


He thanked his father for saving him from 
the terrible curse that had bothered him all 
his life. 


वह तुरंत कमरे में भागता हुआ गया | साँप का चोला 
लिया और उसे आग में फेंक दिया | उसका बेटा 
आखिर भयंकर στα से मुक्त हो παι 


जीवन भर सताने वाले भयानक झाप से उसे मुक्त 
करने के लिए उसने अपने पिता को धन्यवाद दिया | 


The Kind Thief 


दयालू चोर 
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Once upon a time, there lived three friends, іп एक समय की ሻፓ है | दूर प्रदेश में तीन मित्र रहते थे | 
a kingdom far away. à 
तीनों मित्रों में एक राजा का पुत्र था-प्रभु | दूसरा मंत्री 


One was the son of the king - Prabhu. का पुत्र धा-रघु | तीसरा एक व्यापारी का पुत्र था-रामू । 


The second was the son of а minister - Raghu. 
The third was the son of a merchant — Ramu. 


The three friends were good for nothing. They 
did not make use of their education. 


One fine day, the king, the minister and the 
merchant all met and decided that their sons 
needed to mend their ways. 


They summoned the three boys and asked 
them to go out into the world and put the 
skills they had to use. 


“The three of you must learn to be self. 
sufficient,” said the fathers. 


तीनों मित्र बेकार थे । उन्होंने अपनी शिक्षा का उपयोग 
नहीं किया। 


एक दिन ዝፍ मंत्री और व्यापारी ने निश्चय किया कि 
उन तीनों का व्यवहार बदलवाना चाहिए | 


उन्होंने तीनों लड़कों को बुलाया और कहा कि तुम 
ferar में जाओ | अपनी प्रतिभा दिखा कर जिओ | 


उन्होंने कहा, "तुम तीनों को अपने पैरों पर खड़ा 
होना चाहिए г 


The three friends left their homes and began तीनों मित्र यात्रा करने घर से निकल पड़े । 
traveling. 
πη बोला, “मैं ने सुना है कि यहौँ पास में एक पर्वत 


“I have heard that there is a mountain nearby ВАН ud А 
that has several gemstones scattered on its M — ый ር 97 Rat पड़े t । वहा 
peak," said Кати. "Let us go there and fetch a लकल за E alae! 

few gems. We can sell them and make money." सकेंगे । 


Prabhu and Raghu liked the idea very प्रभु और रघु को यह विचार अच्छा लगा | वे 
much. The three soon set off in search c था पति “ተ 
of the mountain. 

कई दिनों तक चलने के बाद d पहाड़ की 


After many days of traveling, the friends xd पर E ү खूब tar 


reached the mountain top. Over there they 


saw several gems scattered all around. frat दिखाई पड़े । 
They each picked only one gem knowing तीनों ने केवल एक-एक ही रत्न उठाया उन्हें 
that it would fetch them a very large sum मालूम था कि हर τη से उन्हें अच्छी रकम 


of money. मिल जायेगी | 


— ms 


Once they reached the bottom of the mountain 
Raghu said, “Let us swallow the gems. That 
way we can travel through the forest without 


जैसे ही वे पहाड़ की तलहटी पर पहुँचे, रघु बोला, 
“हमें इन τοῦ को निगल लेना चहिए, ताकि हम 


> ज॑गल ἡ चिंतामुक्त यात्रा कर सकें |" 

а worry. 

The others agreed. They ай swallowed their दूसरे मिन्नों ने रघु की वात मान ली और सबने 
gems. अपने-अपने зет निगल लिए | 


A thief had been hiding in the bushes and 


heard what they said. He decided that he एक चोर झाड़ी के पीछे छुपकर उनकी बातें सुन रहा 
еңсерді еу 3 था | उसने उनके साथ यात्रा 
would travel with them and gain their trust. NOT ANO कर उनका विश्वास जीतने 


he: ክፍ ፡ መዲ” у m" चोर ने सोचा, जब वे तीनों सो रहे होंगे, वह उन्हें मार 
कर रत्न ले लेगा | 


щъ - 


“May I travel with you, kind gentlemen?” "महोदव, इस जंगल में चोर ही चोर हैं । 

he asked them. “The forest ік full of thieves अकेले चलने में मुझे डर लगता है । कया मैं 
and I am afraid to travel alone. आप के साथ चल सकता हूँ?” चोर ने पूछा | 
The friends agreed at once. मके ने आर की era 


The next day as they were traveling, а gang अगले दिन जब वे ጣጃ कर रहे थे, डकैतों के एक 
of bandits captured them. They searched all गिरोह ने उन्हें पकड़ लिया! उन्होंने उन चागें की तलाशी 
four and did not find any money or wealth ली परन्तु उनके पास से कोई धन या रुपए नहीं मिले । 
on them. ы ü 

चोरों के सरदार के पास एक ጃሸ था, जो बता सकता था 
But the chief dacoit had a parrot that could w Š , ኝ 
tell him exactly where money was hidden. कि उन्होने रूपए कहौ छिपाए हैं । तोते ने बताया, “रत्न 

उनके पेट में δι" 


“The gems are in their stomachs,” said the 
parrot. 


M —— MÀ 


The chief was about to kill Prabhu and take सरदार प्रभु को मारकर उसके dz से रत्न निकालने ही 
the gems out of him, when the thief stepped वाला था कि चोर सामने आया | 
forward. 


वह जानता था कि सरदार को अगर उसके पेट में कोई 


He knew that once the dacoit found that he कीमती रतन ना मिला, तो वह दूसरों को छोड़ देगा। 


had по gems in his stomach, the others would 
be set free. 
उसने प्रार्थना की, "कृपया पहले मुझे मारे 1" 


“Please kill me first," he begged, 


‘The dacoit killed him and found nothing of सरदार ት उसे मारा । मगर कोई रल उसे नहीं 
any value within him. ет. 


“Му parrot was wrong. I have killed this 
man for no reason!" So saying he freed the 
rest. 


ат तोता गलत था | उस आदमी को मैं ने 
बेवजह मार दिया!” 4 कहते हुए सरदार ने 
दूसरों को मुक्त कर दिया | 


The dacoit killed him and found nothing of 
any value within him. 


“My parrot was wrong. I have killed this 
man for no reason!” So saying he freed the 
rest. 


Prabhu, Raghu and Ramu traveled home 
with their gems. 


They sold them and made a lot of money, 


but they never forgot the man who had 
saved their lives. 


प्रभु, रघु और रामू यात्रा कर अपने घर पहुँचे | 


उन्होंने те बेचकर खूब रूपए कमाये | परन्तु 
वे अपने प्राणदाता को कभी भुला न सके । 


= 


सरदार ने उसे मारा | मगर कोई रत्न उसे नहीं 
मिला । 


“मेरा तोता गलत था | उस आदमी को मैं ने 
बेवजह मार दिया!" यूँ कहते हुए सरदार ने 
दूसरों को मुक्त कर दिया | 
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In a tiny little village, there lived a farmer एक छोटे से गाँव में एक किसान अपनी पत्ती 
with his wife and son. और पुत्र के साथ रहता था । 


‘The three of them were very happy together. वे तीनों बड़े खुश थे । 


Опе day when he was working іп the fields, 
the farmer found a baby mongoose. 


He decided to take the mongoose home with 
him. 


He wrapped it up in a piece of cloth and 
carried it. 


एक दिन खेत में काम करते हुए किसान को एक नेवले 
का बच्चा मिला । 


किसान ने उसको अपने घर ले जाने का फैसला किया । 


उसने उसे एक कपड़े में लपेट लिया और घर ले आया | 


When he got home he gave И to his wife 
to look after. 


*Look what I have got," he said. 


“The mongoose will grow into a fine pet 
for our son someday.” 


घर पहुँचकर नेवले की देखधाल करने, उसने नेवले 
को उपनी पत्नी को सौंप दिया । 


उसने पत्नी से कहा, "देखो, मैं क्या लाया Κι" 


^mm दिन ये नेवला हमारे बेटे का सबसे प्यारा 
मित्र होगा Г 


One day the farmer's wife was going to the 
market. 


“Look after our son. | will be gone for 
some time and I do not want to leave him 
alone with the mongoose," she said. 


— mongoose was a loyal pet. He would sit 
by the baby's cradle ай day long. But the 
farmer's wife never trusted the mongoose. 


She always said, "Someday that creature 
may harm our son." 


The farmer did not pay any attention to 
what she said. 


नेवला एक वफ़ादार दुलार पशु था | वह बच्चे के 
पालने के पास सार दिन बैठा रहता | परन्तु किसान 
की पत्नी को उसपर बिलकुल विश्वास नहीं था । 


वह हमेज्ञा कहती, “किसी दिन यह प्राणी हमारे बेटे 
को तकलीफ पहुँचावेगा |” 


किसान उसकी बात अनसुनी कर देता । 


एक दिन किसान की пей बाजार जा रही थी | 


उसने अपने पति से कहा, "हमारे बेटे की देखभाल 
करो | मैं कुछ समद के लिए बाहर जा रही हूँ और 
# उसे за के साथ अकेले छोड़ना नहीं चाहती |” 


The farmer agreed to stay and watch over 
his son. 


After sometime, onc of his friends came by 
and convinced him to go for a walk. The 
farmer had nothing else to do, so he agreed. 


1 ΧΡ 


In a little while the farmer's wife came 
home. 


The little mongoose ran up to her to greet 
her. 


She saw that the mongoose had blood on Из 
mouth. 


थोड़ी ही देर में किसान की पत्नी आवी | 


छोटा नेवला उसका स्वागत करने उसकी 
तरफ़ दौड़ा । 


उसने देखा कि Зад के मुँह पर खून लगा 
हुआ हैं । 


24 ο . 


किसान घर पर रहकर बच्चे की देखभाल करने को 
तैयार हो गया । 


थोड़ी देर बाद, उसका एक मित्र आया जो उसे अपने 
साथ घूमने ले जाना चाहता था । किसान को दूसरा 
कोई काम नहीं था, इसलिए वह मान गया | 


“What have you done?" she cried. “You have वह चिल्लाई, “तुमने σαὶ कर दिवा, मेरे बेटे को 
killed my 5 मार डाला?” 


With that she brought her basket down оп the उसने अपनी टोकरी नेवले के सिर पर दे मारी ι 
head of the mongoose. 


नेवला ай पर तड़प-तड़प कर मर गया । 


The mongoose let out a cry and fell down dead. 


She ran inside to see her son. She found 
that he was sleeping peacefully in his 
cradle and was puzzled. 


बह बेटे को देखने अंदर भागी | जब उसने अपने 
बेटे को पालने में सोते देखा तो वह उलझन में 
पड़ गई | 


Then she noticed а big snake lying dead फिर उसने पास ही में एक बड़े साँप को खूत से 
in a pool of blood. लथपथ पड़ा हुआ देखा | 


The mongoose had killed the snake that नेवले ने घर में आये हुए साँप को मार डाला था | 


had come into the house, 


इसी कारण उसके मुँह पर खून लगा हुआ | 
That was how И had blood on Из mouth. 


The farmer's wife ran out at once. 
“You saved my son's life by killing the 
snake,” she cried looking at the mongoose 


that was now dead, 


‘Try as she might, she could not revive it. 


ज्ञान बचाई है г 


उसने लेबले को बहुत हिलाया डुलाया, पर उसे 
वापस जीवित न कर पाई | 


The farmer's wife ran out at once. 
“You saved my son's life by killing the 
snake," she cried looking at the mongoose 


that was now dead. 


Try ais she might, she could not revive it. 


किसान की чей तुरंत बाहर भागी | 


उसने मरे हुए नेवले की ओर देखते हुए db हुए 
कहा, "तुमने काले नाग को मार कर मेरे बेटे की 
ज्ञान बचाई है г 


उसने नेबले को बहुत हिलाया डुलाया, पर उसे 
|! जीवित न कर पाई | 


When the farr me home he was very Tales from Panchatantra 


upset 


“How could you have been so hasty? И you 
had only thought to look before acting, our 
beloved pet would still be with us.” 


किसान जब घर लौटा तो वह बड़ा परेशान हुआ | 


ने कहा, "यदि तुम थोड़ा संयम से काम लेतीं 
और सोच समझकर कदम उठातीं, तो आज 
हमारा ሸሸ uer जीवित होता | 
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Once upon a time, there was a wealthy Pilang ardê Bn gı стр ө 


merchant named Naduk. Naduk however πα han. pigh фей 
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Before leaving, Naduk went (о meet his 
friend Lakshman, 


He wanted to leave an iron beam with 
Lakshman as transporting the beam to 
another town would be very difficult, 


“Fear not friend,” said Lakshman, “Your 
beam will be safe with me and you may take 
it whenever you want.” 


Naduk thanked Lakshman for his kindness 
and left. 


निकलने से पहले नाडुक अपने मित्र लक्ष्मण 
से मिलने गया | 


उसने अपने लोहे का लट्टा लक्ष्मण के पास 
रखना चाहा, क्योंकि उसे दूसरे हर ले जाना 
मुश्किल था । 


लक्ष्मण ने कहा, “डरो मत मित्र, TTT लट्ठा 
मेरे पास सुरक्षित रहेगा । जब तुम चाहोगे तब 
उसे ले जाना 1" 


नाडुक लक्ष्मण को धन्यवाद देकर, चल पड़ा । 


А few years went by and Naduk's business 
flourished. He grew wealthy once again and 
decided to move back to his old town. 


He bought а huge mansion there and hired 
several servants to take care of his house. 


After a few days Naduk decided to go and 
meet Lakshman. Lakshman was very glad 
to sec his friend. 


He was also happy about Мадик” successful 
business, The two chatted for quite a while 
about various affairs. 


कुछ at ሻት | नाडुक का व्यापार बढ़ता गया | वह 
बहुत अमीर बन गया | उसने अपने पुराने शहर आने 
का निश्चय किवा । 


उसने वहाँ एक बड़ा महल खरीदा | अनेक ded 
को घर की देखभाल करने रख लिया । 


कुछ दिनों बाद नाड़क ने लक्ष्मण से मिलने का 
freee किया । लक्ष्मण अपने मित्र से मिलकर 
बहुत खुश हुआ | 

वह नाइक के व्यापार की सफलता पर बड़ा खुश 
हुआ | दोनों थोड़ी देर तक अनेक विषयों के बारे 
में बातें करते रहे । 


%- 
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Finally before leaving Naduk said to 
Lakshman, “Before leaving I had given 
you an iron beam to keep for me. Now 
that 1 am back, may I have it?” 


On hearing this Lakshman turned red 

and looked very worried. He had planned 

to sell the beam as it would fetch a good 
rice in the market. 7 
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“Oh! The beam you say? Oh! The thing 
is, I have had some mice іп the basement 
this year. 


“It is very unfortunate, but these pesky 
mice ate your iron beam until it was all 
gone!" stuttered Lakshman. 


आखिर चलने से पहले नाडुक ने लक्ष्मण से कहा, 
“जाने से पहले मैं लोहे का लट्ठा तुम्हारे पास 
रखकर गया था | अब मैं वापस आ गया हूँ, कया 
मैं उसे ले जा सकता हूँ?" 


यह सुनकर लक्ष्मण का चेहग सुर्ख हो गया और 
वह बड़ा चिंतित दिखाई पड़ा । उसने उसे बेचना 
चाहा था क्योंकि बाजार में उसका अच्छा दाम 
मिल सकता था । 


लक्ष्मण ने काँपती आवाज़ में कहा, "ओह, उस 
लट्ठे की बात कर रहे हो? बात यह है, मेरे घर 
में इस वर्ष कुछ चूहे आ गए थे ।” 


बड़ा दुर्भाग्य है कि इन फुर्तीले चूहों ने तुम्हारे 
लोहे के ме? को खा लिया और बह पूण खत्म 
हो गया है ।" 


= hearing this Naduk was not convinced. 
But he said to Lakshman, *I am sorry to 
hear that. Anyway, will you please send your 
son Ramu home with me. I would like him 
to collect a present that I have brought you 
from my travels.” 


Naduk took Ramu with him and locked 
him in the basement of his house. 


After a few hours Lakshman grew worried 
that his son had not yet returned. He too 
went to Naduk's house. 


рв ने रामू को अपने घर ले जाकर उसे अपने 
घर में कैद कर दिया । 


कुछ घंटों बाद भी जब बेटा वापस नहीं आया तो 
लक्ष्मण को चिंता होने लगी | वह फिर नाडुक के 
घर चल पड़ा । 


इसे सुनकर नाडुक को विश्वास नहीं हुआ । पर 
उसने लक्ष्मण से कहा, “ठीक है, कुपया अपने बेटे 
गम्‌ को मेरे साथ मेरे घर भेज दोगे? मैं तुम्हारे लिए 
एक भेंट लाया हूँ । मैं चाहता हूँ कि वह उसे आकर 
ले जाए |” 


“Where is my son?" asked Lakshman. 


“On our way here, а hawk carried him off,” 
said Naduk. 


The two got into a fierce argument since 
Lakshman said that it was impossible for a 
hawk to carry off his son. 


Eventually they went 10 the local 
magistrate. The magistrate too said that 
it was impossible for a hawk to carry off. 
а young boy. 


Clever Naduk then said, “If the mice in 
Lakshman's house can eat away my iron 
beam, of course a hawk can carry his son!” 


लक्ष्मण ने पूछा, “मेरा बेटा कहौं है?” 


नाडुक ने उत्तर दिया, "हमारे यहाँ आते समय एक बाज 
उसे लेकर उड़ गवा ।" 


दोनों एक जोरदार विवाद में पड़ गए, क्योकि लक्ष्मण 
कहने लगा कि एक बाज द्वारा उसके पुत्र को लेकर उड़ 
पाना असंभव Ê | 


आखिर वे स्थानीय न्यायाधीश के पास गए | 
ज्यायाधीञ्ञ ने भी कहा, "एक TA ἘΠῚ एक 
बच्चे को उठाकर ले जाना असंश्रव है 1" 


चतुर नाडुक ने फिर कहा, "लक्ष्मण के घर के 
चूहे यदि मेण लोहे का लट्ठा खा सकते हैं तो 
निश्चय ही बाज उसके बेटे को उठाकर ले जा 
सकता है I" 


Eventually they went to the local आखिर वे स्थानीय न्यायाधीश के पास गए 
magistrate. The magistrate too said that fex ने भी कहा, "एक बाज 
И was impossible for a hawk to carry off 


а young boy 


Clever Naduk then said, “If the mice in па 


Lakshman's house can eat away my iron निश्चय ही बाज़ उसके बे उठाकर ले जा 
beam, of course а hawk can carry his son! सकता है 


the whole story. Не 


to return the iron beam and Naduk to return The Mice that Ate Iron 


Lakshman's son. 


Lakshman apologized to Naduk for trying लोहा खानेवाला चूहा 


to trick hi 1 the two soon became friends 


once again. 
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On the banks of river Ganga there lived गंगा नदी के किनारे अनेक साधु-संत रहते थे । 
several holy men. 

उनका नेता एक ज्ञानी पुरुष था । उसमें अनेक अद्भुत 
Their lender was a man of great learning ен थीं | 
who had magical powers. 


One day, as he was praying by the side of the एक दिन वह नदी के किनारे प्रार्थना कर रहा επι 


river, a tiny little mouse fell into his hands तभी एक नन्ही चुहिया एक बाज की ዝጽ से नीचे 
from the beak of a hawk flying above. गिर पड़ी | 


The holy man was very happy with the साधु उस चुहिया को देखकर बड़ा खुश हुआ | 
mouse. 

उसकी कोई संतान नहीं थी | इसलिए साधु ने उसे 
Since he and his wife had no children he एक छोटी लड़की में बदल देने का निश्चय किया | 
decided to transform the mouse into a little 


girl. 


He took the girl home to his wife who was 
delighted at having a daughter to love and 
look after. 


“She is our daughter now. Bring her up with 
care,” said the holy man. 


वह उस लड़की को अपने घर ले गया | उसकी पत्नी, 
बह बच्ची को देखकर बड़ी खुश हुई । प्यार करने, 
और देखभाल करने के लिए एक प्यारी बच्ची जो 
मिल गई oft | 


साधु ने कहा, “यह अब हमारी बेटी है । इसका ध्यान 
से पालन-पोषण करना 1" 


Years passed Бу and the mouse maid grew 
into a very beautiful girl. 


Soon her parents decided that it was time to 
get her married. 


‘They wanted her to marry the greatest 
person in the whole world. 


कई वर्ष Ter गए | चुहिया बच्ची बड़ी होकर एक 
सुन्दर कन्वा बनी | 


उसके माँ-बाप ने fryer किया कि अब उसका 
ब्याह करने का समय आ गया ት | 


वे उसका ब्याह संसार के सबसे महान आदमी के 
साथ करना चाहते थे | 


а  —Ó P oS 


First the holy man summoned the sun. On 
seeing the sun, the girl said “Не is far too 
bright and hot, I cannot marry him. I 
want someone better, Father.” 


The sun said, “When the cloud covers my 
face, I cannot shine. He is therefore 
greater than me. You might prefer him.” 


So the cloud was summoned. 


When the mouse maid saw the cloud she said, 
“No! He is far too dark and stormy. 1 
need someone better.” 


The cloud then said, “The wind blows me 
wherever he pleases. He is greater than Tam.” 


पहले साधु ने सूर्य को बुलाया | सूर्य को देखकर 
लड़की ने कहा, “वह बहुत दूर है, तेजवान और गर्म 
t मैं उससे ब्याह नहीं कर सकती । पिताजी, मुझे 
कोई बेहतर व्यक्ति चाहिए |" 


सूर्य ने कहा, "जब बादल मेरे चेहरे पर छा जाते हैं, 
मैं चमक नहीं सकता | इसलिए बादल मुझसे बेहतर 
हैं । तुम उसे चुन सकती हो Г 


तो अब बादल को बुलाया गया । 


अब after कन्या ने उसे देखा तो कहा, “नहीं, नहीं, 
दह बहुत साँवला और तूफानी है | मुझे कोई बेहतर 
व्यक्ति चाहिए |" 


बादल ने फिर कहा, "पवन जब चाहे बहता है, वह 
मुझसे महान ё" 


‘The wind was summoned. He swished around чая को बुलाया गया, वह साँय-साँय करता हुआ 


and made howling noises. This frightened the आया | इससे लड़की भयभीत हो गई और उसने 
mouse maid and she refused to have him too. उसका हाथ पकड़ने से भी इनकार कर दिया | 

But the wind admitted that he was not nearly परन्तु पवन ने स्वीकार किया कि बह पहाड़ जितना 
as strong as the mountain. Try as he would, तो बलवान नही है । जितना भी प्रयास करे वह उसे 
he simply could not move the mountain. हिला नहीं सकता | 


The holy man summoned the mountain. The 
girl would not have him either. He was far 
too big and rough. 


The holy man was beginning to lose his 
patience. He threw his hands up in the air 
and said, “Oh! Please mighty mountain! Tell 
me if there is anyone greater than you.” 


साधु ने पहाड़ को बुलाया | वह बहुत बड़ा और 
खुरदर है कह कर लड़की ने इनकार कर दिया | 


साधु अपनी सहन शक्ति गँवा रहा था | उसने अपने 
दोनों हाथ हवा में हिलाए,” ओह?! शक्तिशाली पहाड़! 
मुझे जल्दी बताओ कि तुमसे महान कोई है?" 


(А 
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The mountain thought long and hard. 


Finally in а deep rumbling voice he said, “1 
might be larger and stronger than most 
others, but there is one person who manages 
to get the better of me. It is the little mouse 
who bores holes in my base and makes his 
home there.” 


पहाड़ ने देर तक सोचा । आखिर गंभीर और घरघराती 
आवाज़ में उसने कहा, "मैं हूँ सबसे अधिक विशाल 
और बलवान! परनु एक आदमी मुझसे अधिक काम 
करवा लेता है । वह एक छोटा चूहा है । वह मेरी नींव 
में बिल बनाकर अपना घर वसा लेता है ।" 


Finally the mouse was summoned. 


When she saw him the girl squealed with 
joy. “Father, I shall marry him,” she said. 
“He is perfect for me!” 


अंत में चूहे को बुलाया गया । 


जब लड़की ने उसे देखा, तो वह खिलखिला कर 
हँसी | उसने कहा, "पिताजी, मैं इससे ब्याह же, 
वह मेरे लायक है |" 


Finally the mouse was summoned. 


When she saw him the girl squealed with 
joy. “Father, I shall marry him," she said. 
“He is perfect for me!” 


अंत में चूहे को बुलावा गया | 


जब लड़की ने उसे देखा, तो वह खिलखिला कर 
हँसी | उसने कहा, "पिताजी, मैं इससे व्याह करूँगी, 
πε मेरे लायक В 


So the holy man transformed his daughter 
back into a mouse. 


The two got married and went to live in the 
base of the mountain. 


तो साधु ने बेटी को फिर चूहे में बदल दिया | 


उन दोनों ने ब्याह किया और वे पहाड़ के नीचे रहने 
चले ሻ | 
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Once upon a time, there lived a flock of 
geese on a huge tamarind tree in the jungle. 


‘The geese had made the tree their home 
because of its constant supply of tamarind, 


एक समय की बात है । किसी जंगल में 
тие के बड़े पेड़ पर हंसों का एक झुंड 
रहता था। 


निरंतर इमली की आपूर्ति के कारण हंसों ने 
उसे अपना घर बना लिया था। 


One day а wise old goose noticed a tiny एक दिन πὰ हंस ने इमली के पेड़ तले तने पर एक 
little creeper growing at the foot of the чай बेल को बढ़ते देखा । 

tamarind tree, 

उसने दूसरे हंसों से कहा, "इस बेल को उखाड़ते हैं, 
किसी दिन यह इतनी बड़ी हो जाएगी कि हम इसे 
उखाड़ नहीं पायेंगे और төте? 1" 


“Let us get rid of that creeper,” he told 
the other geese. “Someday it may be too 
big for us to destroy and we will regret it." 


The other geese paid no attention to the wise 
old goose. 


They went about their usual business without 
a worry or care. The creeper grew little by 
little. 


ሻኮ፳ና बूढ़े हँस की बातों पर किसी ने ध्यान 
नहीं दिया | 


बे ж होकर अपने ዝተ के काम करते 
रहे | बेल गेज बढ़ती जा रही επι 


One day the сгеерег had grown large enough 
and strong enough for a man to climb. 


‘The old goose warned them once again. “We 
must get rid of the creeper. If we do not, we 
Will be sorry.” 


एक दिन वह बेल का तना एक आदमी के चढ़ने 
लायक जितना बड़ गया επι 


πὲ हंस ने उन्हें एक बार फिर सावधान किया और 
कहा, "हमें इस बेल को उखाड़ना ही होगा । यदि 
ऐसा न किया तो एक दिन हम पछताएँगे 1" 


The other geese still did not listen to him. 
One day when they were out flying, а 
hunter came to the forest. 


He saw the tamarind tree and decided that 
it would be a good place to put his net. 


He went away, deciding to come back the 
next day. 


दूसरे हंसों ने फिर भी उसकी ओर ध्यान नहीं दिया । 
एक दिन जब वे सब बाहर गये थे, तब एक शिकारी 
जंगल में आया | 


उसने इमली का पेड़ देखकर निश्चय किया कि यह 
जगह जाल बिछाने का उत्तम स्थान है | 


वह अगले दिन आने का निश्चय कर के चला ሻሻ | 


And so the hunter came the very next day 
and climbed up the tree with the help of 
the creeper. 


He set up his net on the tree and went 
away. 


और ठीक अगले दिन आकर वह बेल के सहारे पेड़ 
पर चढ़ गया | 


उसने पेड़ पर जाल बिछाया और वापस चला गया । 


When the birds came back to the tree, they 
flew right into it without noticing the net. 


Soon they were trapped under it. 


पक्षी जब पेड़ पर वापस आये, तो उन्हें जाल नहीं 
दिखाई पड़ा । 


वे पेड़ पर जा बैठे और शीघ्र ही उसमें अटक गए । 


The birds began to squawk loudly. They हंस जोर-जोर से चीखने लगे । भय के मारे पंख 
flapped their wings about in panic. फड़फड़ाने लगे | 
Only the wise old goose sat very still and केवल वुद्धिमान बूढ़ा पक्षी चुपचाप बैठा था | 


quiet. 


“How can you be so calm?" asked one of 


the other gee 


“I tried to tell you that a day would come बुद्धिमान बड़े पक्षी ने कहा, "मैं ने तुम्हें समझाने 
when we would regret not destroying the का प्रयास किया था कि उस बेल को बढ़ने मत देना 
creeper, but no one listened,” said the wise एक दिन हमें पछताना पड़ेगा, परन्तु उस समय ян 


अनसुनी कर दी |’ 


लोगों ने मेरी वात ३ 


The others pleaded with him to help them 
escape. 


So he said, “When the hunter comes, Не 
down perfectly still. He will throw you down 
one by one, thinking that you are dead. After 
all of us have been thrown down and before 
the hunter climbs down, we shall take flight 
together." 


When the hunter came, the birds lay 
perfectly still, pretending to be dead. 


He climbed the tree and threw them down 


one by 


As soon as the last bird had been flung to 
the ground, all of them took flight to; 


जब शिकारी आया तब सभी मरे हुओं जैसे 
चुपचाप पड़े रहे । 


शिकारी ने पेड़ पर चढ़कर उन्हें एक-एक 
कर नीचे डाला । 


जैसे ही अंतिम पक्षी नीचे डाला गया तब 
सब एक साथ उड़ गये 


दूसरे हंसों ने उससे मदद के लिए प्रार्थना की । 


! उसने कहा, "जब शिकारी आता है, at 
ले-डुले बिना पड़े रहो | वह तुम्हें मा हआ 
सोचकर नीचे डाल देगा । जब शिकारी हम सव 
को नीचे फेंक चुका होगा और उसके नीचे उतरने 
से पहले हम एक साथ उड़ जायेंगे |" 


When the hunter came, the birds lay 
perfectly still, pretending to be dead. 


He climbed the tree and threw them down 
one by one. 


As soon as the last bird had been flung to 
the ground, all of them took flight together. 


जब शिकारी आया तब सभी मरे हुओं जैसे 
चुपचाप पड़े रहे । 


शिकारी ने पेड़ पर चढ़कर उन्हें एक-0 


The hunter stood there, shocked at how he 
had been outwitted by the geese, 


All the geese were very grateful to the wise 
old goose. 


They had realized that they ought to solve 


problems before the problem grows too big 
to be solved. 


शिकारी को धक्का लगा कि इन हंसों ने उसे कैसे 
मूर्ख बनाया | 
सभी पक्षी बुद्धिमान बूढ़े पक्षी के आभारी थे । 


उन्हें पता चला कि समस्या के उलझने के पहले ही 
उसे सुलझा लेना चाहिए । 


The Wise Old Bird 


बुद्धिमान बूढ़ा पक्षी 
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Once upon a time, there was a flock of doves एक समव की बात है । कबूतरें का एक झुंड भोजन 


that flew far away from their home іп search की खोज में घर से निकलकर दूर उड़ता हुआ निकल 
of food. They soon grew tired and hungry and गया | शीघ्र ही कबूतर थक गए और उन्हें भूख लगी 
wanted to stop. थी । वे कहीं रुकना चाहते थे | 

The Dove King urged them to continue flying, उनके राजा ने उन्हें उड़ते हुए आगे बढ़ने को कहा | 
“Come, come little ones. I am sure that we वह बोला, “चलो, चलो, बच्चो मुझे लगता है थोड़ी 
will find food soon И we just Пу a little दूर चलने के बाद हमें खाना ज़रूर emm EN 


further." 


" they flew. Soon enough they did find 
grain scattered in the forest below them, 


They all landed and began feasting on the 
grain. 


वे आगे зай गए। जल्द ही उन्हें जंगल में दाना 
Ват हुआ दिखाई दिया i 


वे जमीन पर उतरे, और दाना चुगने लगे | 


Suddenly a net fell over them, trapping 
them. The doves did not know what to do. 


They started flapping their wings in fright. 


अचानक उन पर एक जाल गिरा और वे सब उसमे 
жа गए | उन्हें पता नहीं था कि अब वे क्‍या करे | 


डर के मारे वे अपने पंख फड़फड़ाने लगे | 


Тһе hunter was fast approaching to collect 
his catch. 


Тһе Dove King said to them, “1 have ап 
idea. We must work together. We shall all 
fly up at the same time, carrying the net 
with us. Remember now, unity is our only 


Тһе doves did as they were told. 


beak and flapped their wings with all their 
might and rose into the air. 


They each lifted a part of the net with their 


शिकारी उन्हें पकड़ने के लिए तेजी से आ रहा था । 


पक्षी गजा ने उनसे कहा, "ቋት मन में एक विचार 
आया ἃ | हमें एक साथ काम करना होगा | हम सब 
इस जाल को लिए एक ही समय पर उड़ जायेंगे । 
याद रखो, एकता में ही हमारा बल है Г 


पक्षी गजा ने जैसे कहा पक्षियों ने वैसे ही 
किया । 


पकड़ा, पंख फड़फड़ाते हुए, पूरी शक्ति लगाकर 


हर पक्षी ने अपनी चोच में जाल का एक भाग | 
बे हवा में उड़ने लगे | | 


The hunter was shocked. He tried chasing 
the doves for a while, but soon they rose 
too high in the air. 


He stood there watching in amazement as 
his net flew into the air. 


Once they were some distance away from thc 
forest, the Dove King said, “Най our worries 
аге over. Now we must fly to the Kingdom of 
Mice. My friend, the Mouse King, will surely 


help us.” 


शिकारी को धक्का लगा | उसने थोड़ी देर तक 
उनका पीछा किया, परन्तु वे हवा में बड़ी उँचाई 
पर उड़ने लगे थे । 


वह विस्मित होकर खड़ा देखने लगा, उसका जाल 
लेकर पक्षियाँ उड़ गए ፳ | 


जब पक्षियाँ जंगल से थोड़ी दूर पहुँचे, पक्षी यजा ने 
कहा, "हमारी आधी चिंताएँ दूर हुईं । अब हमें चूहों के 
TA में चलना होगा | चूहा राजा मेरा मित्र है, वह 
हमारी मदद जरूर करेगा Г 


"The doves flew to the Kingdom of Микс. ቫ፳8 चूहों के राज्य में उड़ चले | 
When the mice heard the flapping noises, चूहों ने पक्षियों के ta फड़फड़ाने की आवाज़ wt । 
they thought that the hawks were coming उन्होंने सोचा कि वाज उन्हें खाने आ रहे हैं । 
to eat them. 
सभी चूहे अपने छोटे बिलों में छिप गए । 


All the mice hid in their little mice holes. 


‘The Dove King called out to his friend, “It is पक्षी रजा ने अपने दोस्त को पुकारा, "मैं हूँ, चूहे 
me, the King of Doves. My subjects and 1 are रज्ञ! मेरे साथी और मैं बड़ी तकलीफ में हैं, क्या 
in trouble. Won't you please come out and तुम बाहर आकर हमारी मदद नहीं करोगे?” 

help us?” 


е 
ТӘ 


‘The Mouse King came rushing out when he 
heard that. 


He was very upset to see his friend in such а 
state. 

“И will take me a very long time to free you," 
he said. “I will call upon ай my subjects to 
help us." 


जब चूहे राज़ ने यह बात सुनी वह भागता 
हुआ बाहर आया | 


वह अपने मित्र को इस स्थिति में देख बहुत 
दुखी हुआ। 


उसने कहा, "तुम सबको मुक्त करने में मुझे 
बहुत समव लगेगा | हमरी मदद के लिए मैं 
अपने सारे साथिवों को बुला लाता È |" 


All the mice set to work, gnawing at the net 
with their tiny teeth. 


Slowly they had made small holes all over 
the net. 


The grateful doves climbed out one by one 
and stretched their tired wings. 


सभी चूहे काम पे लग गए | उन्होंने अपने 
छोटे-छोटे दाँतों से जाल काट दिए । 


कबूतरों ने आभार πὸ इए 1 एक के वाद एक बाहर 
आये और अपने थके को फड़फड़ाने लगे । 


All the mice set to work, gnawing at the net सभी चूहे काम पे लग πα | उन्होंने अपने 


with their tiny teeth. छोटे-छोटे da से जाल काट दिए | 
Slowly they had made small holes ай over कबूतरों ने आभार मानते हुए एक के बाद एक बाहर 
the net. आये और अपने थके पंखों को फड़फड़ाने लगे । 


The grateful doves climbed out one by one 
and stretched their tired wings. 


The doves thanked the Mouse King and 
his subjects for freeing them. E 4 
There is Strength in 

They also thanked their King. “It is true,” 
said the doves. “There really is strength in Numbers 


kanaa” एकता में बल है 


पक्षियों ने चूहे Ta और उनके साथियों को उन्हें मुक्त 
करने के लिए धन्यवाद दिया | 


पक्षियों ने अपने गजा को भी धन्यवाद दिया | उन्होंने 
कहा, "यह सच है, एकता में बल है 1" 
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लोभ में लाभ नहीं 


Tales from Jataka 


Long, long, ago, in a far away village, 
there lived a Brahmin who had a wife 
and three beautiful daughters whom he 
loved very much. 


बहुत समय पहले की बात है | दूर एक गाँव में एक 
ब्राह्मण अपनी पत्नी एवं तीन सुंदर बेटियों के साथ 
रहता था | वह उन्हें बहुत प्यार करता था | 


The Brahmin worked hard and took good 
care of his family. But one day, all of a sudden, 
he died. His family was heartbroken. 


ब्राह्मण परिश्रमी था और अपने परिवार की अच्छी 
देखभाल करता था | एक दिन अचानक उसका देहांत 
हो गया | उसका परिवार za के सागर में डूब गया | 


The Brahmin's wife Yashoda, cried with ब्राह्मण की чей, यशोदा, बड़े दुख से रोने 


grief, “O God! What will I do? How will I भगवान, मैं अब वया करूँ? अपने बच्चों की देखभाल 
support my children?" कैसे करूँ?” 


In the meantime, the Brahmin was reborn 
ауа beautiful golden swan, 


One day, the swan said to himself, "I 


wonder how my dear family is doing, 1 
must visit them.” 


He flew to his village and was unhappy 
to find his family begging for a living. 


He said, “I must do something to help 
them. I cannot leave them to beg!" 


& 


इसी बीच ब्राह्मण एक सुन्दर, सुनहरे हंस के रूप 
में दूसग जन्म ले चुका था | 


एक दिन हंस ने अपने आप से कहा, “मेरा प्रिय 
परिवार न जाने कैसा है, मुझे उनसे मिलना 
चाहिए |" 


ЧЕ उड़कर अपने गाँव गया | परिवार को भीख 
मौंगते देख वह बहुत दुखी हुआ | 


वह बोला, "मुझे उनकी मदद के लिए कुछ 
करना चाहिए । मैं इन्हें भीख मांगने के लिए 
नहीं छोड़ सकता Г. 


Plucking one of his feathers he said, “Sell 
this feather Yashoda and buy some food 
and clothes.” 


‘Then, he flew away. 


अपना एक पर निकालते हुए उसने कहा, 
“यशोदा, इस पर को बेचकर उससे भोजन 
और कपड़े खरीद लो |" 


फिर वह उड़ गया । 


The swan then flew towards Yashoda. 
When she saw the lovely bird she wanted 


to catch it, but the swan said, “Wait Yashoda, 
I'm your husband!" 


हंस यशोदा की तरफ़ उड़ा | 


उसने जब इस सुन्दर पक्षी को देखा, तो उसे 
पकड़ने चाहती 1 मगर हंस ने कहा, “кї 
यशोदा, मैं तुम्हारा पति हूँ г 


Every week, he came back to provide 
for his family 


Soon Yashoda and her daughters 
were rich and were able to live in luxury. 


हर सप्ताह वह अपने परिवार का भरण-पोषण 
करने आ जाता | 


शीघ्र ही यशोदा और उसकी बेटियाँ अमीर हो πὲ 
और वे सुख-आराम से रहने लगे | 


However, Yashoda was a very greedy 
woman! 


She was not happy with getting just 
one feather a week and so decided to 
pluck all the feathers off the swan. 


मगर यशोदा बड़ी लोभी स्त्री थी | 


वह सप्ताह में केवल एक पर लेकर खुश नहीं 1 
वह हंस के सारे पर उखाड़ लेना चाहती थी | 


So, the next time the swan arrived, अगली बार जब हंस आया तो वह उस पर झपटी | 
Yashoda pounced on it. 
Вай हंस ने उससे अनुरोध किया कि उसके सारे 


Тһе poor swan begged her not to pull पर न निकालें | पर कोई फायदा नहीं था। 


off its feathers but in vain. 


The swan cried to her, "What have हंस उस पर चिल्लाया, "यह तुमने क्या किया? वे 

you done! Those feathers are useless! पर बेकार हैं! तुमने उन्हें जबरन निकाला है, इसलिए 
Because you took them by force, they ἃ साधारण परें में बदल गए हैँ |” 5 
have changed to ordinary feathers!" κ 
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Far, far away, in a dense forest, near 
а river, there lived a monkey. 


दूर किसी घने ज॑गल में नदी के किनारे एक 
बंदर रहता था 


In the middle of the river, there was а tiny 
island filled with all kinds of fruit trees. 


Every time the monkey was hungry, he 
jumped onto a rock in the river and then to 
the island and ate his fill. 


< 


Not far from where the monkey 
lived, there lived a crocodile couple. 


They had tried many times to catch 
the monkey, but in vain! 


“ራድ 


नदी के drat बीच एक छोटा सा द्वीप था जो अनेक 
प्रकार के फलों के पेड़ों से भर था । 


बंदर को जब भूख लगती, वह नदी के बीच स्थित 
चट्टान पर और फिर द्वीप पर कूद जाता और भरपेट 
खा लेता । 


जहाँ बंदर रहते था वहाँ से थोड़ी ही दूरी पर एक 
मगरमच्छ दंपति रहते थे | 


वे बंदर को पकड़ने का प्रयास अनेक बार कर 
चुके थे, मगर असफल थे । 


One day, the crocodile's wife said, “I have 
come up with the perfect plan to catch that 
monkey!" 


“Really?” said her husband, “I doubt we'll 
ever catch him. He's too clever Гог us!” 


“Oh! He may be clever but with this plan, 
it'll be as easy to catch him as it is to pick a 
fruit!" replied his wife, and she whispered 
her plan to him. 


एक दिन मगरमच्छ की पत्नी ने कहा, “उस बंदर 
को पकड़ने के लिए मेरे पास एक उपाय #1 


पति ने कहा, “सच? मुझे संदेह है कि हम उसे 
कभी पकड़ पायेंगे | वह हमसे ज्यादा चतुर |" 


पत्ती ने उत्तर में कहा, "अच्छा! वह चतुर होगा । 
मगर इस योजना से उसे पकड़ना पेड़ के फल 

तोड़ने जैसा आसान होगा 1" उसने पति के कानों 
में धीमे से वह उपाय फुसफुसाया | 


The next дау, when the monkey had 
gone to the island, the crocodile lay 
down on the rock in the river. 


“Now all I have to do is wait for the 
monkey and catch him when he 
jumps on the rock!" he thought. 


अगले दिन जब बंदर द्वीप पर गया, मगरमच्छ 
नदी में स्थित एक चट्टान पर लेटा हुआ था | 


उसने सोचा, “अब मुझे यहाँ बंदर का इंतजार 
करना होगा । जैसे ही वह चट्टान पर कूदेगा, 
मैं उसे पकड़ ет Г 


"A 
TIK 


Soon, the monkey was ready to go 
back. He prepared to jump onto the 
rock when he noticed that the rock 
seemed bigger than usual. 


“That's strange, why is the rock bigger? 
I bet it's that crocodile with his silly 
plans again!” said the monkey. 


ite ही बंदर वापस लौटने वाला था। जैसे 
ही वह चट्टान पर कूदने को तैयार हुआ, 
उसने देखा कि चट्टान बड़ी दिख रही है | 


उसे देख बंदर ने सोचा, “यह बड़ा विचित्र 
है, पत्थर बड़ा क्यों है? मुझे मालूम है यह 
बेवकूफ मगरमच्छ फिर से किसी कुतंत्र में 
लगा हुआ है Г 


वह चट्टान से चिल्लाकर पूछने लगा, "कहो 
चट्टान, आज तुम कैसी हो?" 


जब चट्टान ने कोई उत्तर नहीं दिया, तो उसने 
फिर पूछा, "क्या बात है चट्टान, आज तुम मेरे 
साथ बातें क्यों नहीं कर रही हो?” 


He then shouted to the rock, “Hello! 
Rock, how are you today?" 


When the rock did not answer, he said, 
“What is the matter Rock? Why aren't 
you talking to me today?” 


When the crocodile heard this he मगरमच्छ ने जब यह सुना, तो उसने सोचा, 


thought, “I better pretend to be the “मुझे चट्टान होने का नाटक करते हुए कुछ 
rock and say something!" कहना चाहिए ।” in 


So, id, “Oh! I'm fi am — 
Барсы "ON Far fine ውን अतः उसने कहा, "ओह! मैं ठीक हूँ बंदर । 


= monkey now knew that it was the 
crocodile and said, “W. г. Crocodile, 
you are clever! You've trapped me this 
time. Open your mouth and I'll jump in.” 


अब बंदर को विश्वास हो गया कि यह मगरमच्छ ही 
है । उसने कहा, "ठीक है मित्र मगरमच्छ, तुम बड़े 
चतुर हो । तुमने मुझे इस बार पकड़ ही लिया । 

अपना मुँह खोलो, ताकि मैं उसमें कूद जाऊँ 1" 


The crocodile was very pleased. 


He opened his mouth so wide that his eyes 
were closed, 


The clever monkey then jumped onto the 
crocodile's head and rushed to safety. 


मगरमच्छ बड़ा खुश हुआ | 


उसने अपना मुँह इतना ज्यादा खोला कि 
उसकी आँखें बंद हो πὲ । 


> ча बंदर उसके सिर पर कूद कर सुरक्षित 
जगह पर भाग गवा | 


अब बंदर को विश्वास हो गया कि यह मगरमच्छ ही 
है । उसने कहा, "ठीक ት मित्र मगरमच्छ, तुम बड़े 
चतुर हो । तुमने मुझे इस बार पकड़ ही लिया । 
अपना मुँह खोलो, ताकि मैं उसमें कूद जाऊँ I" 


The crocodile was very pleased. 


He opened his mouth so wide that his eyes 
were closed. 


The clever monkey then jumped onto the 
erocodile's head and rushed to safety. 


मगरमच्छ बड़ा खुश हुआ | 


उसने अपना मुँह इतना ज्यादा खोला कि 
उसकी आँखें बंद हो गईं । 


चतुर बंदर उसके सिर पर कूद कर सुरक्षित 
जगह पर भाग गया | 


He then turned to the crocodile and said, 
“You might be strong Mr. Crocodile, but 
I'm smart and that has saved me once 
again!” 
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वह फिर मुड़कर मगरमच्छ से बोला, "श्रीमान 
तो हो, किन्तु मैं तेज़ और 
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चतुर पुत्र 


One morning in a faraway village, a farmer 
named Ravi helped his father onto a bullock 
cart. 


Just at that moment, his son Vivek ғап 
towards them, 


चतुर पुत्र 
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एक सुबह की बात है । किसी दूर गाँव में रवि नाम का 
किसान अपने पिता को बैलगाड़ी में बैठने में मदद का 
रहा था। 


तभी उसका पुत्र विवेक उनके पास दौड़ता हुआ आया । 


"Father, where аге you taking grandfather?" 
Vivek called out. 


“I'm taking him to town,” replied Ravi. 


विवेक ने पूछा, “पिताजी, दादाजी को कहाँ ले जा 
रहे हो?” 


रवि ने उत्तर दिया, “मैं उन्हें शहर लिये जा रहा हूँ 1" 


“I'm coming too father!" said Vivek. विवेक बोला, "पिताजी मैं भी आ रहा हूँ |" 


Ravi however told the boy to stay at home. 
He called his wife and asked her to take 
Vivek away. 


मगर रवि लड़के को घर पर रहने के लिए कहा | 
उसने पत्नी को बुलाया और उसे विवेक को अंदर ले 
जाने को कहा | 


But Vivek ran after the cart and jumped in. 


Ravi gave up and took him along. They rode 
on and soon came to а graveyard. 


मगर विवेक भागता हुआ गाड़ी में कूद गया | 


रवि हार मान उसे अपने साथ ले गया । वे गाड़ी में 
आगे बढ़े | रस्ते में एक ጃና दिखाई दिवा | 


Ravi got off the cart and said, “Vivek, stay रवि गाड़ी से उतरा और बोला, "विवेक, यहीं दादा 
here with grandfather. will come back soon.” के पास रहो । मैं जल्दी आ जाऊँगा 1" 


. ሜኔ. रवि एक निर्जन जगह गया और उसने खोदना शुरू 
digging. किक। 


After 8 while, Vivek became restless and 
decided to look for his father. 


He saw his father and asked, *What are 
you doing father?” 


“1 ዘጠ digging! What are you doing here? 
I told you stay with grandfather!" answered 
Ravi angrily. 


But Vivek enquired, “What are you digging 
for father?” 


थोड़ी देर वाद, विवेक बेचैन हो उठा ፳ पिता को 
देखने निकल पड़ा | 


उसने पिता को देखा और पूछा, "पिताजी, कवा कर 
रहे हो?” 


रवि ने गुस्से से कहा, “मैं खोद रहा हूँ । तुम यहाँ 
क्या कर रहे हो? मैं ने कहा था दादाजी के साथ 
таг 


पर विवेक ने फिर पूछा, “पिताजी, किस लिए खोद 
रहे हो?” 


Ravi saw that һе had no choice but to tell 
Vivek the truth. 


He said, “Son, it's a grave for your 
grandfather." 


“But grandfather's not dead!" said Vivek. 


“Yes, but he's old and useless. He won't 
live long so there's no harm in burying 
him now,” said Ravi. 


“Oh!” said Vivek and he picked up the 
spade and began digging nearby. 


रवि अब छिपा न सका, उसे विवेक से सच 
बोलना पड़ा | 


उसने कहा, “बेटे, यह तुम्हारे दादा की कब्र |" 


विवेक बोला, "पर दादाजी तो अभी जीवित हैं ।” 


रवि ሻጣ, "हाँ, पर वह बूढ़े और बेकार हो गए 
हैं। वे अधिक दिनों तक नहीं जिएंगे | अतः 
उन्हें अभी गाड़ देने में कोई ሻሸ नहीं है ।" 


"अच्छा!" कहते n विवेक ने एक और फावड़ा 
लिया और पास ही में खोदना शुरू कर दिया | 


“What are you doing?" asked Ravi. गविने पूछा, "तुम कया कर रहे हो?" 
Vivek replied, “When you become old, PH 


bring you here and push you in.” विवेक ने उत्तर दिवा, “जब πο हो जाओगे तो 


मै तुम्हें यहाँ ले आऊँगा और इधर गाड़ दूँगा ।" 
mb РЕТ रवि बोला, “क्या? तुम अपने पिता से ऐसा बर्ताव 
करोगे?” 


“I wouldn't want to break the family विवेक ने उत्तर दिया, “पिताजी, मैं परिवार की प्रथा 
tradition, father!” said Vivek. तोड़ना नहीं चाहता |" 


Ravi realized his folly, He hugged Vivek 
and said, “Боп, you have stopped me from 


रवि को अपनी गलती का अहसास हुआ | वह बोला, 
committing a horrible crime!" “बेटे, तुमने मुझे घोर अपराध करने से बचा लिया है!” 


“I wouldn't want to break the family 
traditi father!" said Vivek. 


Ravi realized his folly. He hugged Vivek 
nd said, “Son, you have stopped me from 
committing a horrible crime 


Ravi then took his father home and told his 
wife of all that had happened. He said, “You 
know, sometimes children are wiser than 


grownups!” 


रवि अपने पिता को वापस घर 
पत्नी से सारी कहानी बः 


मालूम है, कभी-कभी बच्चे बड़ों से भी अक़लमंद 
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Along time ago, on the foothills of the बहुत समय पहले की बात है | हिमालय की घाटियों में 
Himalayas, there lived a large flock of birds. पक्षियों का एक झड रहता था | 


The king of the birds said, “Go and look for पक्षियों NIS τὰ 
grain. If you find some report to me, and पक्षियों के राजा ने कहा, "जाओ जाकर अनाज det | 


we'll all share it." यदि तुम्हें कुछ मिले तो मुझे बताओ । हम सभी उसे 
Же लेंगे | 


—— ÁO AA 


Soon all the birds set out. 


One bird flew far and found many carts 
loaded with grain passing through a road. 


As the carts passed, grain fell onto the road. 


“Wow! So much grain! What a feast! I 
won't tell the others or I'll have to share it 
with them," thought the selfish bird and 


then flew back to his flock. 


जल्दी ही सभी पक्षी निकल पड़े | 


एक पक्षी बहुत दूर उड़ गया और उसने अनाज से 
भरी गाड़ीयों को रास्ते से गुज़रते देखा । 


जैसे-जैसे गाड़ियाँ निकल रही थीं, शस्ते पर अनाज 
गिर रहा | 


इतना सार अनाज! क्या दावत है? मैं 
quib को यह नहीं बताऊँगा, नहींतो मुझे इसे 
wen पड़ेगा,” मतलबी पक्षी यह सोचता हआ 
अपने झुंड कि ओर उड़ गया | и 


— 


When the other birds asked him if he had जब दूसरे पक्षियों ने उससे पूछा कि क्या उसे कुछ 
found anything, he said, “Oh my dear अनाज मिला, तब उसने उत्तर दिया, "मेरे प्रिय मित्रो, 
friends! I found a road with many carts!" मैं ने सड़क में अनेक ጣት देखी |" 


“Carts! There must be a lot of grain there," पक्षियों ने उत्साह से कहा, “ИЕ! गाड़ियों में खूब 
said the birds excitedly. अनाज होगा |" 


“Yes, but there are so many carts rushing by 
that it would be fatal to try and get the grain,” 
said the bird. 


पक्षी ने कहा, “aga सारी गाड़िया इतनी तेजी से जा 
रही होती हैं कि उनमें से अनाज लेना जानलेवा होगा 1" 


c 


‚ ὦ 


"Nas: 
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The other birds were disappointed and अन्य पक्षी Вита होकर बोले, "ओह! कितना बेकार 
said, “Oh! What а waste! Well our lives है । हमारी जिंदगी ज्यादा जरूरी है | हम वहाँ नहीं 
are more important. We won't go there." जाएँगे ।* 


The bird was thrilled to see his plan work. 
पक्षी बड़ा खुश हुआ कि उसकी योजना काम कर 


गयी siti 


Everyday after that, he would Пу off to the 
road and eat his fill. 


Soon he became really fat and the other 
birds got suspicious of him. 


उसके बाद वह їл उस रास्ते पर चला जाता और 
Веда खा लेता । 


शीघ्र ही वह मोटा हो गया और अन्य पक्षी उस पर 
संदेह करने लगे | 


One day, when the bird set out as usual, the 
= followed him at a distance, 


The king saw the bird feasting on the grain 
and realised that he had cheated the others, 


एक दिन जब वह ሕጃ की तरह जाने लगा, तब 
गजा थोड़ी दूर से उसका पीछा करने लगा | 


गाजा ने उसे अनाज खाते हुए देखा । तब उसे 
समझ आया कि उसने दूसरों को धोखा दिया επι 


As he watched, а cart came down the road. 


The greedy bird saw the cart and said, 
“It's still far away. I have time to eat some 
more,” and he went on eating, 


जैसे वह देख रहा था, एक गाड़ी Tê ча आयी। 


लोभी पक्षी ने गाड़ी देखी और कहा, "गाड़ी अभी दूर 
है, थोड़ा और खाने के लिए मेरे पास समय है |" वह 
अनाज चुगता रहा । 


፦ cart was moving at a great speed and 
suddenly the bird cried, “Оһ no! It's here!" 
But before he could fly away, the cart ran 
over him. 


गाड़ी तेज़ चल रही थी, अचानक पक्षी የመጣና 
“अरे नहीं! यह तो यहीं |” परन्तु उसके उड़ने 
से पहले ही गाड़ी ने उसे कुचल Кати 


The bird lay there on the verge of death 
when the king flew to him. 


He was very ashamed, and saying, “፤ ጠጠ 
very sorry your majesty!” he died. 


TT जब उस पक्षी के पास उड़ कर गया, तो वह 
- पक्षी मृत्यू के द्वार पर था | 


पक्षी बड़ा लज्जित हुआ, "महागज मुझे माफ़ कर 
दो," कहते हुए बह मर गवा । 


The bird lay there on the verge of death 
when the king flew to him. 


He was very ashamed, and saying, “I am 
very sorry your majesty!” he died. 


The king flew back to his flock and told 
them of all that happened. 


“I hope you'll realize now that selfishness 
and deceit brings one's own ruin,” he said, 


राजा ने अपने झुंड में जाकर सारी बात बताई | 


उसने कहा, "मुझे आज्ञा है कि अब आप समझ गए 
होंगे कि स्वार्थ और धोखे में अपना ही अंत होता है ।” 
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गाजा जब उस पक्षी के पास उड़ कर गया, तो वह 
पक्षी मुत्यु के द्वार पर था | 


पक्षी war लज्जित हुआ, "महारज मुझे माफ़ कर 
दो," कहते हुए वह मर गवा | 
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Once upon a time in a dense jungle, बहुत पुराने समय की बात है । घने जंगल में एक 
а hungry jackal met a ferocious lion. भूखा सियार एक ан शेर से मिला । 


The lion had just caught his prey and 


Was oni way bome. शेर ने अभी-अभी अपना शिकार पकड़ा था और 


बह घर की तरफ जा रहा था | 


When the lion saw the jackal, he said जोर ने जब सियार को देखा, उसने गुस्से से पूछा, "क्या 
angrily, “What is it? What do you want?” है? तुम्हें क्या चाहिए?” 


The jackal knew he could not escape now 
so he said, “Your majesty, I would like to 
serve you.” 


सियार समझ गया कि, वह अब भाग नहीं सकता था, 
उसने कहा, "στ, मैं आपकी सेवा करना चाहता हूँ |" 


The lion was pleased to hear this and agreed. यह सुन जोर को खुशी हुई और वह मान गया | 


The jackal was also thrilled. Не thought, 


“Ha! Now I will never be hungry again!” ia тин | असत चद CUNT 


अब मैं कभी भी भूखा नहीं Têm!" 


Тһе lion said, “Everyday, you will go to शेर ने कहा, "तुम रोज़ उस पहाड़ी के ऊपर जाओगे | 
the top of that hill and inform me if there те मे नीचे यदि कोर्ट जाग दिखते $e 
аге any animals in the forest below." सूचित करेगे ι' H 


The jackal agreed and the next morning 
he set out to climb the hill. 


Soon, he reported, *My Lord, there is an 
elephant down there." 


सियार मान गया और दूसरे दिन सुबह पहाड़ी 
पर चढ़ने के लिए निकल पड़ा । 


शीघ्र ही उसने सूचना दी, Ἔπι ሸ7 नीचे 
एक हाथी है ι" 


The lion immediately went hunting and शेर तुरंत शिकार के लिए चल पड़ा और उसने 

killed the elephant. हाथी को मार डाला। Ἢ 

He then ate his fill and left the rest for ` ° 

the jackal. उसने पेटभर खा लिया, बचा-कुचा सियार के लिए 
छोड़ दिवा । 


Months passed and the jackal became महीनों गुज़ार गए | अब सियार बेचैन होने लगा | 
restless. zi 
x उसने सोचा, "मुझमें और शोर में कोई अंतर नहीं 
"There is no difference between the M Eads ч 

т यदि मालूम हो जाता ип T 
lion and me! I can also hunt only if 1 । यदि मुझे मालूम हो जाता कि मेरा शिका 


Mrak Edel has 
knew where my prey was!" he thought. हाँ है, तो मैं भी शिकार कर सकता हूँ। 


So, he went to the lion and said, "Your 
majesty, you have been very generous to 
me but I would like to eat something that 
I have killed.” 


वह शेर के पास गया और बोला, "हुजूर! आप 
मेरे साथ बड़े उदार हैं । परन्तु मैं खुद शिकार 
करके खाना चाहता हूँ |’ 


The lion tried hard to dissuade the 
jackal but in vain. 


Finally, he agreed and climbed the hill 
to scout prey for the jackal, 


Не soon spotted an elephant and 
informed the jackal. 


शेर ने उसे रोकने का बहुत प्रयास किया । मगर 
सब बेकार रहा । 


अंत में शेर पहाड़ी पर चढ़ गया और सियार के 
लिए शिकार देखने लगा | 


शीघ्र ही उसने एक हाथी देखा और सियार को 
उसकी सूचना दी | 


The jackal rushed away to catch the सियार हाथी को पकड़ने भागा | 

elephant. 

वह हाथी का गला पकड़ने कूदा, मगर चूक गया | 
He jumped at the elephant hoping to ? т 

catch its throat, but missed. 


The elephant was perplexed and in the हाथी हैगन हुआ और घबग गया | उसने व्याकुल 


confusion, he stepped on the jackal and Qu Barro पैर रखा और सिथर मर गया 1 
killed him. 


=-= 


The elephant was perplexed and in the हाथी हैरान हुआ और ππη गया | उसने व्याकुल 
confusion, he stepped on the jackal and होकर सियार पर पैर रखा और सियार मर गया । 
killed him. 


The lion came by and seeing the jackal 
said, “If only my dear friend knew his 
limitations he could have lived a long 
and happy life!” 


जेर उसके पास आया और उसे देखते हुए बोला, 
12/21 अपनी सीमा जानता, तो वह 
खुश रहता |" 


APPU SERIES - BILINGUAL 


The Monkey chief 
and thc Demon 
TALES FROM ΑΤΑΚΑ 


ጃ፳ች का सरदार और राक्षस 


Media Fusion (India) Pvt. Ltd. 


ΟΣΗ 
жм appusertes com 


Once upon a time, a troop of monkeys 
settled down on the outskirts of a forest. 
The forest had many poisonous trees and 
a lake that was home to а demon. 


एक समय की πτα है, बंदरों का एक झुंड एक 
जंगल के पास बस गया επι जंगल में अनेक 
विषैले पेड़ थे, और एक झील थी, जिसमें एक 
ТЕЧ रहता ὑπ ι 


The monkey chief called а meeting to warn his 
subjects. He said, *My dear monkeys, you have 
to be wary here. Do not eat any fruit or drink 
any water without my permission." 


One day, a few monkeys set out in search of 
firewood and wandered far into the forest. 
As they went along, they passed a lake. 


Wet के सरदार ने चेतावनी देने के लिए एक 
सभा बुलाई | उसने कहा, “मेरे प्यारे बंदरों, तुम्हें 
यहाँ सावधान रहना पड़ेगा । मेरे अनुमति के बिना 
न कोई फल खाएं न पानी Ku i" 


एक दिन कुछ बंदर लकड़ी {πὶ निकले | जंगल में 
घूमते -घूमते काफी दूर तक पहुँच गए। चलते हुए वे 
एक तालाब के सामने से गुज़रे । 


The monkeys were tired and thirsty, One of 
them decided to have a drink from the lake, 
but the others yelled, “No! Don't drink that 
water. Have you forgotten our chief's 
warning?” 


“Oh dear!” replied the monkey, “I'm so 
thirsty that I entirely forgot! Let's wait 
here for the chief.” 


बंदर थक गए और опа थे । एक ने झील से पानी 
पीने का Вуча किवा, परंतु TR सब चिल्ला पड़े, 

नहीं! यह पानी मत पीना | क्या तुम सरदार की 
चेतावनी भूल गऐ?” 


अरे दोस्तों!” बंदर ने उत्तर दिया, “मैं इतना 
प्यासा हूँ कि मैं बिलकुल भूल गया | चलो 
सरदार का इंतजार करेते हैं |” 


Soon the chief came by and decided to जल्दी ही सरदार ने वहाँ आकर झील का पानी जाँचने 
check И the water was safe to drink. The pm oo 
chief investigated around the lake and झील की ओर जा रहे थे । उसने कहा, "माफी चाहता 


found footsteps leading to the lake. Е 
“Hmm... I'm sorry dear monkeys, but हूँ प्यारे чей, यह राक्षस की झील है । 


this із the demon's lake,” he said. 


The monkeys replied, *Oh no! What do we ed ने कहा, “अरे नहीं! अब हम क्या करें? हमें 
do now? We are very thirsty." The chief said, बड़ी प्यास लगी है ` सरदार ने कहा, “sro मुझे 
“Let me think of a way to get the water.” सोचने दो कि पानी कैसे ጣት " v 


All of a sudden, the demon jumped out of अचानक ата तालाब से बाहर कूद पड़ा और 
the lake and screamed, “This із my lake! በ “यह मेरी झील है । यदि कोई इसमें 
If anyone enters it, I will eat him up!” उतरेगा, तो सैं उसे खा जाऊँगा |" 


The chief said, “OK, demon, then we will सरदार बोला, "ठीक है πατε, हम झील में उतरे 
drink the water without entering the lake!" बिना ही पानी पी लेंगे Г राक्षस ने कहा, "हा हा, 
“На Ha! How will you do that?" mocked 


तुम पसा कैसे करेगे?” 
the demon. + 


ш“. 
E 


(68 
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ግዙ “> 


The chief said, “Monkeys, cut some 
bamboo reeds from that tree.” 


Тһе monkeys obeyed and soon the chief 
joined all the reeds together and put one 
end into the lake. 


He then stood at the other end and sucked 
through it with all his might. 


Soon water began gushing out and the 
monkeys drank their fill. 


सरदार ने कहा, “tet, Ян के कुछ डंडे वहाँ से 
तोड़ लाओ 1" 


ጃኗቡ ने वही किया और सरदार ने सभी tra के 
πεῖ को जोड़कर उसे नली-सा बनाकर उसका 
एक किनाग झील में डाला | 


चह दूसरे किनारे पर खड़ा रहा और पूरी शक्ति के 
साथ चूसने लगा | 


पानी वहौ से बहने लगा और тай ने जी भरकर 
पानी पिया । 


He then stood at the other end and sucked 
through it with all his might. 


Soon water began gushing out and the 
monkeys drank their fill. 


The chief then turned to the angry demon 

and said, *Oh demon, you might be big and 

strong but strength is nothing when 
ompared to brains!” 


सरदार क्रोधित wan की ओर मुड़कर बोला, 
रक्षस, तुम बड़े और बलवान तो होगे परन्तु वृद्धि के 
मुकाबले बल कुछ नहीं होता |" 


πε दूसरे किनारे पर खड़ा रहा और पूरी शक्ति के 
साथ चूसने लगा | 

पानी वहौ से बहने लगा और тай ने जी ж 
पानी पिया i 
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Once upon a time, in a mango grove on the 
bank of a large river, there lived a troop of 
monkeys. 


एक समय की बात t | एक बड़ी नदी के किनारे स्थित 
आम के बाग में ей की एक टोली रहती थी | 


So, the monkeys decided to pluck all the 
fruit from the branches that spread over 


the river so that no mango could fall and 


flow into the town, 


One day, the с f the monkeys called for 
a meeting. He said, “My dear monkeys, a 
human town has come up not far from here. 
They have never tasted mangoes. If they do, 
we will be in danger.” 


एक दिन чай के सरदार ने एक सभा बुलाई | उसने 
कहा, “प्रिय मित्रों, मानवों का हाँ से 

बस गया है 
यदि वे जान जावेंगे 


तो हमारे लिए τασα होगा | 


फिर बंदगें ने निश्चय किया कि उन डालियों से फलों 
को तोड़ लिया जाए, जो नदी पर फैली थीं । इस तरह 
कोई आम पानी में गिरकर शहर ጭት पहुँचेगा 


But, one mango did fall! It floated towards पर एक आम गिर ही पड़ा | वह नदी में बहता हुआ 
the town and got caught іп a fisherman's जहर की तरफ़ चला और एक मछुआरे के जाल मे 


net. When the fisherman saw the strange Wa गया । इस अनोखे फल को देखते ही वह उसे 
fruit, he immediately took И to his king. अपने सणा के पास ले WI 


The king looked at the delicious fruit and इस स्वादिष्ट फल को गजा ने देखा और अपने 

called for his forest officers. “What is this बन अधिकारियों को बुला भेजा | गजा ት उनसे 

fruit? Is it good to eat?” he asked them. पूछा, "यह कैसा फल है! क्या यह खाने के fem 
अच्छा है?” 


“ОВ yes! Your majesty! It is good to eat. 
That is a mango and it grows not far from 
here," said the forest officers. Hearing this, 
the king cut the mango and ate it. 


Rp. 


| 


The mango was so juicy that the king 
decided to set out to find the grove. 


On reaching the grove, the king ordered his 
men to gather all the fruits they could. 


चन अधिकारियों ने कहा, "हाँ हुजूर! यह खाने के 
लिए अच्छा है । वह आम है और ай से करीब के 
जंगल में उगता है 1" उसे सुनते ही राजा ने आम 
काटकर खा लिवा | 


आम इतना रसीला था कि wen ने निश्चय किया 
और आमों के बाग की तलाज में निकल पड़ा | 


बाग पहुँचकर राजा ने आदेश दिया कि जितने फल 
जोड़ सकते हैं, तोड़ लिए जाएँ । 


а 
बंदरों के सरदार 
जोर मचाया कि राजा ने 
आदेश दिया, "Ἐπὶ ሻዊት को मार डालो 


The monkey chief and his troop made 
such a noise that the king ordered his 
archers to shoot down all the monkeys. 


е monkey chief saw the archers and 
called to his troop, “Hurry! We are in 
danger. Everybody hide! Come only 
when I call you." 


зе? के सरदार ने सैनिकों को देखा और अपने 
सैनिक зей को बुलाया, "जल्दी कगे, हम संकट 
में हैं, सभी छिप जाओ | जब मैं बुलाऊँ तभी वाहर 
आना 1" 


The monkey chief went to а branch that बंदरों का सरदार उस डाली पर गया जो नदी पर 


stretched over the river and grabbed the फैली हुई थी, उसने दूसरे किनारे पर उगे पेड़ की 
branch of a tree on the other side. He called डाली को पकड़ लिया | उसने अपनी टोली को 
to his troop and said, “Come monkeys, climb बुलाया और बोला, “आओ बंदरे, मेरी पीठ पर 
on my back and cross to the other side of the चढ़कर नदी के उस पार चले जाओ |" 

river." 


The monkeys did as they were told and soon 
the whole troop was safe. The king saw this 
and said, “That monkey saved his troop. We 
can all learn about courage from him!” 


बंदरों ने वैसा ही किया | सारी टोली अब सुरक्षित 
थी । राजा ने यह देखा और कहा, за बंदर ने 

अपनी टोली की रक्षा की । हम उसके साहस से 
अच्छी सीख ले सकते ê | 


Тһе king was so pleased with the monkey 
chief's bravery that he decided that no one 


from his kingdom would ever trouble the 
monkeys again! 


राजा ча? के सरदार की बहादुरी से aga UD 
हुआ | उसने Вуча किया कि आगे उसके т 
उन बंदरों को तंग नहीं करेगा । 


Ihe monkeys did as they were told and soon 
the whole troop was safe. The king saw this 
and said, “That monkey saved his troop. We 
can all learn about courage from him! 


बंदरों ने वैसा ही किया | सारी टोली अब सुरक्षित 
थी । राजा ने यह देखा और कहा, “उस बंदर ने 
अपनी टोली की रक्षा की । हम उसके साहस से 
अच्छी सीख ले सकते हैं г 
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Long ago, in a dense forest, there lived a wolf. बहुत समय पहले की बात है | एक जंगल में एक 
and his wife. They loved each other very भेड़िया और उसकी पत्नी रहते थे । बे एक दुसरे 
much and were very happy. से बहुत प्यार करते थे और बड़े खुश ፳1 


One day, the wolf's wife said, “I am craving 
to eat some fresh fish today.” 


The wolf immediately said, “Well then, I'll go 
fishing!" 


एक दिन भेड़िये की पत्नी ने कहा, "आज मुझे 
ताजा मछली खाने की बड़ी इच्छा हो रही |" 


भेड़िये ने तुरंत कहा, “ठीक है, मैं मछली पकड़ने 
जाता हूँ |" 


50, the wolf went down to the river. But, he 
did not know how to catch a fish. Just then, 
he saw (४० otters dragging out a huge fish 
from the river. 


भेड़िया नदी के पास गया | परन्तु उसे मछली पकड़ा 
नहीं आता था । 


तभी उसने दो ऊदों को बड़ी मछली पकड़कर उसे 
नदी से बाहर खींचते हुए देखा । 


They put the fish on the ground and 
stood looking at it wondering how to 
divide it. The first otter said, *I want 
the with the head.” 


उन्होंने मछली को जमीन पर रखा । उसे देखते हुए वह 
सोचने लगे, "इसे कैसे बाटा जाए?" पहला ऊद बोला, 
"मुझे सिरवाला आधा भाग चाहिए 1" 


The second otter was not pleased and said, दूसरे ऊद को यह अच्छा नहीं लगा | उसने कहा, 

“No, I want the head! You always get the “नहीं, मुझे सिरबाला हिस्सा चाहिए । तुम्हें हमेशा 
ы” T 3 T 

head! सिर वाला ही मिलता है 1" 


Ж 


A 


This argument went for а long time and 
the wolf sat behind a tree listening to the 
silly otters. 


यह बहस काफी देर तक चलती रही और भेड़िया 
पेड़ की आड़ में बैठकर उन मूर्ख ऊदों की बातें 
सुना रहा था । 


He then came up with a plan to get the fish 
from the otters, So, he went up to the otters 
and said, “My dear friends, why are you 

fighting? What's the matter?™ 


ऊदों से उस मछली को हथिया लेने का उसने एक 
उपाय सोचा | इसलिए वह उन эй के पास गया 
और बोला, "प्रिय मित्रो, आप झगड़ क्यों τὲ हो? 
बात क्या है?” 


Just as the wolf had expected, the otters जैसा की ἀ[εὰ ने सोचा था, ऊट उसकी तरफ πὲ 
turned to him and said, “Оһ wolf, we are - 


और बोले, "ओह! Ва भाई, हम इस मछली को 
uapa «а ide this fish between us. Will आपस में बाँट नहीं पा रहे हैं । ችና तुम हमारे लिए 
you do И for us? यह कर सकते हो?" 


The wolf smiled and replied, “Of course! भेड़िये ने черты उत्तर दिया, “क्यों नहीं, क्यों 
Nothing will make me happier! I will लिए 


м नहीं! मेरे लिए इससे ज्यादा खुशी की बात зат 
divide it equally. होगी । मै इसे बराबर बाट фт" 


Тһе cunning wolf then cut off the head 
and the tail of the fish and gave the 
otters a piece each. 


The otters were pleased. “Не is fair! 
Now let's see how you divide the body, 
oh wolf!” they said. 


The wolf looked at the otters and said, 
“Divide the body? Why! That is my 

payment for helping you!” and he ran 
home with the best portion of the fish. 


चालाक भेड़िये ने मछली का सिर और पूँछ 
काट दिया और ऊदों को एक-एक टुकड़ा दे 
दिवा। 


за को बड़ी खुशी हुई | उन्होंने कहा, "वह 
न्यायपूर्ण ት । भेड़िये भाई, देखते हैं अब तुम 
इसके झरीर को कैसे बौटते हो!" 


भेड़िया set की तरफ देखता हुआ बोला, “मछली 
के शरीर को фе दें? क्यों? वह तो आपकी मदद 
करने की मेरी मजूरी है Г कहता हुआ वह मछली 
के उत्तम हिस्से को लेकर घर की ओर भागा | 


The wolf looked at the otters and said, भेड़िया ऊदों की तरफ देखता हुआ बोला, “मछली 
“Divide the body? Why! That is my के πῆτ को बौट दें? क्यों? वह तो आपकी मदद 
payment for helping you!" and he ғап मजूरी "FEMT 

home with the best portion of the fish. ma ल Hi ወው m ሸና i 


The poor otters could do nothing. They [ The Otters and the Wolf ыш 


just said, “This is our punishment for 
being greedy and not trusting each other, TALES FROM JATAKA 


We will never make this mistake again!” 
ऊद और भेड़िया 


बेचारे ऊद कुछ नहीं कर पाये | उन्होंने कहा, "एक 
en करने का और लालची होने का 
ft फिर कभी नहीं करेंगे Г 
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Once upon a time, in a faraway country, 
there lived a king who had a son called 
Bharat. 


He loved his son but was very worried 
about his behaviour. 


किसी ज़माने में दूर देश में एक गजा रहता था। 
उसका एक पुत्र था, जिसका नाम भरत था 


राजा अपने पुत्र से बहुत प्यार करता था, परन्तु 
उसके व्यवहार को लेकर काफी चिंतित रहता | 


Prince Bharat was a young boy, but he had a 
very fierce temper. 


The king thought, “What do I do? Most of my 
courtiers are afraid of him. Sometimes, even 
I'm afraid of his temper!" 


One day, his minister advised, “Your 
Majesty, there is a wise sage in the forest 
just outside the city. Why don't you ask 
him for advice?” 


राजकुमार भ्ररत एक बालक ही था, मगर उसका 
मिजाज़ एकदम चढ़ा रहता था | 


राजा ने सोचा, “मैं क्या करैं? मेरे अधिकतर दरवारी 
उससे Tê हैं । कभी-कभी मैं भी उसके कोध से 
इस्ता हूँ ।" 


एक दिन मंत्री ने सलाह दी, "हुजूर, शहर के बाहर 
एक बुद्धिमान ऋषि रहते हैं । आप उनसे सलाह क्यों 
नहीँ लेते ?" 


So, the king visited the sage. 


राजा ऋषि से मिलने गया | 
On hearing the king's problem, the sage =. * 
said, “I will do all 1 can. Send the prince राजा की समस्या सुनकर ऋषि ने कहा, "जो 
tome" कुछ बन पड़ेगा, मैं करूँगा । राजकुमार को मेरे 
पास भेजो ι΄ 


The king went back to the palace and said to राजा वापस अपने महल गया और राजकुमार से 
the prince, “Боп, tomorrow go УБИ the sage in बोला, "पुत्र, कल जंगल में जाकर ऋषि के दर्शन 
the forest." ፳፲” | 


The next day, the prince set out to the forest 
to meet the sage. 


Soon he reached the sage's ashram. 


अगले दिन गजकुमार उस ऋषि से मिलने चल पड़ा । 


शीघ्र ही वह ऋषि के आश्रम पहुँचा | 


The sage welcomed the prince and showed 
him around the ashram. When they reached 
the backyard, the sage showed him the 
seedling of a neem plant. 


ऋषि ने गजकुमार का स्वागत किया और आश्रम 
दिखाया । जब बे पिछवाड़े में पहुँचे, ऋषि ने उसे 
नीम का छोटा पौधा दिखावा | 


“Do you see that seedling?” he asked, “Pluck 
one of its leaves and eat it.” 


Hardly had the prince begun to chew the leaf 
when he spat it out in disgust, 


*What a bitter taste!" he shouted in anger. 


उन्होंने कहा, "उस नन्हे पौधे को देख रहे हो? 
उसका पत्ता तोड़कर खा लो |" 


राजकुमार ने पत्ता चबाना शुरु हि किया था, कि 
उसने अरूचि से उसे थूक दिया | 


πε ЦЕЙ से चिल्ला उठा, "कितना कड़वा है!” 


“If this plant is so bitter, I can only imagine 
how revolting the full grown tree will be! 1 
won't let it grow!" saying this, he ripped the 
plant into pieces. 


“यदि यह पौधा इतना कड़वा है, मैं कल्पना कर सकता 
हूँ कि बड़ा होने पर यह कितना घिनौना होगा । मैं इसे 
बढ़ने नहीं दूँगा ।" कहते हुए उसने पौधे को उखाड़कर 
ट्कड़े-ट्रकड़े कर दिए | 


The sage watched this in silence and then ऋषि यह सब चुपचाप देखते रहे । और फिर बोले, 

said, “If you as a young prince сап be so “एक ग़जकुमार होकर तुम इतने πὶ हो सकते हो, 

vicious, what will you be like when you're तो जब गजा want तो तुम्हारी क्‍या ሮፓ होगी? तुम्हें 
2 You too will be destroyed like the भी उस पौधे के ናና उकाडा waar | а 


The prince was shocked at these words but 
knew them to be true. 


He said, “1 understand you, oh wise sage! 
Thank you for helping me. I promise to 
mend шу ways." 


ये ገጃ सुनकर राजकुमार चौंक ሻሻ | मगर उसे मालुम 
था कि ये सव सच्च है। 


उसने कहा, "मैं आपकी बात समझता हूँ माहाऋषि, मेरी 
मदद करने के लिए थन्ववाद | ἢ अपना व्यवहार बदलने 
का वादा करता हुँ Г 


- 


Тһе prince was shocked at these words but. 
knew them to be true. 


He said, “I understand you, oh wise sage! 
Thank you for helping me. I promise to 
mend my ways.” 


ये ye सुनकर राजकुमार चौंक गया | मगर उसे मालुम 
था कि ये सब सच्च #1 


उसने कहा, "मैं आपकी बात समझता हूँ माहाऋषि, मेरी 
मदद करने के लिए धन्यवाद | मैं अपना व्यवहार बदलने 
का वादा करता ф 1" 


ns ልም pap. __ ы The Prince and the Seedling 


He kept his promise and went on to become a š ТЕ! ЕЕГ 
kind king who was loved by ай his subjects. — — 
राजकुमार और नन्हा पौधा 


Tha Appu Seres ο ከሃ бшмей and caçêairgly narrated scola 
which Dring % ife Ви These are 


राजकुमार वापस आया तो बदल चुका था | 


और आगे चलकर वह एक 
ec ने बहुत um दिया i 
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A long time ago, a group of carts led by an old 
and wise man were about to cross a desert. 


बुद्धिमान नेता 


፲ኻ 


> «Ὁ 
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बहुत समय पहले की बात है | गाड़ियों का ፳፡ጃ एक 
बुद्धिमान बुजुर्ग के नेतृत्व में रेगिस्तान पार कर रहा था | 


On the way, one of the travelers said to the रास्ते में एक यात्री ने दूसरे से कहा, “यदि हमारे 
other, “ГА feel much safer И we had a braver लिए बहादुर जेता होता तो मैं अधिक सुरक्षित 


yos us. Our leader is too wary for my महसूस करता | वह मेगी पसंद से परे है ° 


“Yes, if only we were with that clever दूसरे यात्री ने कहा, "हौ, यदि हम कुछ दिन पहले आए 
merchant who visited us some days ago! He उस चतुर व्यापारी के साथ होते तो कितना अच्छा होता! 


зо cleverly talked our master into letting him ушу loma 
v उसने बड़ी चतुगई से हमारे नेता से बातचीत कर मना 
go ahead of us!” replied the other traveler. आए कि A ала 


In the meantime, the leader was talking 
to his driver. 


“I wonder who dug those wells," said the 
driver, “they are a boon!” 


The leader replied, “The merchant dug 
them. Why do you think 1 let him go 
ahead of us?” 


उसी समय उनका बुजुर्ग नेता गाड़ीवान से बातें कर 
ат था 


गाड़ीवान ने कहा, "पता नहीं, किसने इन कुओँ को 
खोदा है, हमारे लिए तो वे बरदान हैं г 


नेता ने कहा, "उस व्यापारी ने उसे खोदा है । तुम्हें 
क्या लगता है, मैंने उसे आगे πα जाने दिया?” 


“Digging wells is difficult," he continued, “I 
didn't want to lead fatigued men across this 
scorching desert.” 


He then turned to his troop saying, “You will 
not find water in the desert. Use it carefully.” 


वह आगे कहने लगा, "कुएँ खोदना कठिन है । मैं 
थके आदमियों को इस जलते रेगिस्तान से उस पार 
ऐसे ही नहीं ले जाना चाहता әгі” 


wg अपनी फौज से बोला, “रेगिस्तान में पानी नहीं 
मिलता । उसका संभालकर उपयोग करे |" 


= 


Some way ahead, they saw a cart of men 
heading their way. 


“Good day!” said one of the strangers, “You 
don't need all that water. Throw it away, You 
can refresh yourself in the forest right past 
those sand dunes. И has many lakes and it is 
raining heavily there.” 


The leader looked up into the sky and then 
said, “Thank you, but I'd rather keep the 
water.” 


The men shrugged saying, “Alright, Good- 
bye," and they went on their way. 


जैसे वे आगे बढ़े, उन्होंने एक गाड़ी में कुछ 
लोगों को अपनी ओर आते देखा | 


उनमें से एक अजनबी ने कहा, “राम राम! तुम्हें 
इतने पानी की ज़रूरत नहीं है । उसे फेंक दो । 
Ya के पहाड़ो के आगे कई झीलें हैं, और वहाँ 
ज़ोरों से बारिश हो रही है । ፳፲ आप Tirar 
हो सकते ёг 


नेता ने आकाश की ओर देखा और बोला, "धन्यवाद, 
मगर मैं यह पानी रख लेना चाहता हूँ 1" 


अजनबी ने उपेक्षा से कहा, "ठीक है, अलविदा,” और 
चे अपनी गह पर चले по | 


The travelers wanted to throw away (һе 
water but the leader said, “Үош fools! Those 
were man-eating demons. They just want 
you to get rid of the water and weaken you 
before they attack!" 


Hearing this, the men laughed at their 
old leader and resumed their journey. 


Soon, they passed the remains of a 
caravan and were shocked to find that it 
belonged to the merchant who had gone 
ahead of them. 


यात्री पानी फेंक देना चाहते थे, मगर नेता ने 
कहा, "чаї, वे आदमखोर हैं । इससे पहले 
कि वे हमला करें, वे आप लोगें को बिना पानी 
के कमज़ोर कर देना चाहते हैं 1" 


यह सुनकर यात्री बुजुर्ग नेता पर ፻፳ पड़े और 
वे आगे बढ़े । 


जल्दी ही अचरज के साथ उन्होंने are के 
अवशेष देखे, वे सभी उस व्यापारी के थे जो 
उनसे पहले चला था | 


The leader got off his cart and looking at 
the wreckage said, “Тһе demons must have 
tricked them. Look at the bones." 


The travelers were ashamed and apologized 
to their leader. “But, how did you know 
they were demons?” they asked. 


— б 


The leader replied, “When they said it was 
raining heavily in the nearby forest, I 
looked into the sky and finding no clouds, 
became suspicious and on looking at them 
closely I found they had red eyes and knew 
they were demons.” 


नेता अपनी गाड़ी से зил, अवज्ेषों को देखकर 
बोला, "उन आदमखोरें ने उन्हें अपने जाल में 
फसाया होगा | इन हड्डियों को तो देखो |" 


यात्री शर्मिन्दा τα | उन्होने नेता से माफ़ी मागी | 
उन्होंने पूछा, "पर आपको कैसे पता चला कि वे 
आदमखोर हैं?" 


नेता ने उत्तर दिया, “जब उन्होंने कहा कि पास के वन 
में ज़ोगें से बारिश हो रही है, मैंने आकाश की ओर 
देखा, बादल नहीं दिखे, तो मुझे शक हुआ । मैं ने 
उन्हें गौर से देखा, तो पता चला कि उनकी आखें 
लाल थीं | मैं समझ गया कि वे आदमखोर है।” 


وا 


The leader replied, “When they said it was 
raining heavily in the nearby forest, 1 
looked into the sky and finding no clouds, 
became suspicious and on looking at them 
closely I found they had red eyes and knew 
they were demons." 


The travelers were impressed and said to 
each other, “We are lucky to have such а 
wise leader! After all, true wisdom comes 
from experience!” 


यात्री प्रभावित ፻፲ । वे एक दूसरे से बोले, "हमारा 
सौभाग्य है कि ऐसा चतुर और नेक नेता हमें मिला | 


अनुभव से ही आती है ° 
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नेता ने उत्तर दिया, “जब उन्होंने कहा कि पास के वन 
में ज़ोगें से बारिश हो रही है, मैंने आकाश की ओर 
देखा, बादल नहीं दिखे, तो मुझे शक हुआ । मैं ने 
उन्हें गौर से देखा, लो पता चला कि उनकी зт 
लाल थीं | मैं समझ गवा कि वे आदमखोर #1" 


Тһе Wise Leader 
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The Clever Falcon 


The Clever Falcon चतुर बाज़ 
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In a faraway kingdom, there once lived a दर के एक ዝግና में, दौनन नाम का एक र 


king called Younan. कर्ता επι 


He had a beautiful, white pet falcon that went 


सके पास एक а 
everywhere he did. PS 


गाजा जाता, बाज 


ы Younan was fond of hunting. em यौनन के लिए शिकार प्रिय खेल था | 


He and his friends would ride their 
horses into а nearby forest in search 
of wonderful creatures. 


और उसके मित्र पास वाले जंगल में अद्भुत 
जीवों की खोज में अपने घोड़े दौड़ाते रहते | 


Оп one such hunting trip, they saw а gazelle, 


“After ዘ!” they cried. “Let's capture ዘ!” 


इस बार शिकार करते हुए उन्होंने एक चिंकाग़ देखा । 


राजा ने चीखकर कहा, "इसके पीछे, चलो इसे पकड़ो!" 


The gazelle bounded quickly through the चिंकारा तेज़ी से पेड़ों को लांघ रहा था | राजा ने उसे 
trees. The king, eager to catch it, rode faster पकड़ने की इच्छा से उसके पीछे ज़ोर से घोड़ा दौड़ाया 


and faster, and deeper and deeper into (һе aM ዝና тїглип जंगल йоят तक चला गया . 
mysterious forest. 5 


However, the gazelle escaped. 


Looking around, the king suddenly realized 
that he had left his friends far behind. 


He was lost! Only his falcon had followed 
him. Now he was all alone in the forest with 
just his falcon and his horse for company. 


της चिंकाग वचकर भाग निकला | 


आसपास देखते हुए यजा को एहसास हुआ कि 
उसके मित्र बहुत पीछे रह गए थे | 


፳፪ जंगल में भटक गया था | सिर्फ उसका बाज़ 
उसका पीछा कर रहा था | अब वह जंगल में अपने 
बाज़ और घोड़े के साथ अकेला था । 


By now, the king was feeling very thirsty. 


Не said to himself, “I wonder if I can find 
some water here." 


After searching for a long time, he finally 
came upon a small, sparkling pond. 


अब गाजा को बड़ी प्यास लग रही थी | 


उसने अपने आप से कहा, "शायद ही यहाँ 
पानी मिले г 


बहुत देर तक du के बाद वह एक छोटे से 
चमकते हुए तालाब के पास आया | 


3 
Relieved, he dipped his palms into the water आरम महसूस करते हुए, उसने अपनी दोनों हथेलियों 
and was just about to drink it when his falcon को पानी में жатат । वह पानी पीने ही वाला था कि 
suddenly swooped down and made him drop NUT जात GON आय, उस पर ቦባ और इथेली 
the water. TA ir Шы а 


से पानी गिर पड़ा । 


N 


CY 


А 


= ed, he bent (о pick up some more "TT होकर वह दुबारा पानी लेने के लिए झुका | 
water to drink. E H 


mA दुबारा ज़ोर से अपने पंख फड़फड़ाता हुआ, 


Again the bird flew at him squawking r $ 
चीख कर उसकी ओर उड़ा | 


loudly and flapping Из wings very hard. 


Now King Younan was very angry. 


“Silly bird! How dare you bother me! Can't 
you see how thirsty I am?" he shouted. 


He pulled his sword out and was 
determined to Kill this bird that was 
irritating him. 


अब रजा यौनन बहुत क्रोधित था | 


चह चिल्लाकर बोला, “मूर्ख पक्षी! तेरी हिम्मत कैसे 
हुई मुझे परेशान करने की, क्या तुम देख नहीं सकते 
कि मैं कितनी प्यासा हूँ? 


उसने अपनी तलवार निकाली और इस परेशान करने 
वाले पक्षी को वह तुरंत मार डालना चाहता था । 


तभी बाज़ उड़ कर पेड़ पर बैठ गया | राजा ने हवा 
में तलवार हिलाते हुए ऊपर की ओर देखा | 


उसने पेड़ को ज़हरीले fur से भग पाया तो उसे 
आइचर्य हुआ | सभी साँप बाधा पड़ने के कारण 
जागज़ होकर फुफकार τὲ थे | 


तालाब में पानी नहीं था | वह तो इन साँपों के विष 
से भग हुआ था | 


Just then, the bird flew up to the trees. 
> ‘The king looked up as he waved his 
sword wildly. 


| То his surprise, he noticed that the trees 
above were full of poisonous snakes that 
were now hissing dangerously at having 
| been disturbed. 


The pond didn't have any water; it was 
just made of the poison from the snakes! 


It was then that the king realized that his 
falcon had saved his life. 


He was ashamed that he had nearly killed 
his beloved pet. 


“1 am sorry, little friend.” he said softly as 
he stroked it, 


गजा को तब एहसास हुआ कि बाज़ ने उसकी 
जान वचायी थी | 


वह 8ዘዙ था कि उसने अपने प्रिय बाज़ को 
मारना चाहा । 


उसने धीमे से उसे सहलाते हुए कहा, “मुझे 
माफ कर दो छोटे दोस्त!” 


Г was then that the king realized that his 
falcon had saved his life. 


He was ashamed that h 
his beloved pet. 


“I ат sorry, little friend,” he said softly as 
he stroked it. 


राजा को तब एहसास हआ कि बाज़ ने उसकी 
जान बचायी थी 


वह я ет था कि उसने अपने प्रिय बाज़ को 


मारना चाहा 


उसने धीमे से उसे सहलाते ZU कहा, “मुझे 
माफ़ कर दो छोटे दोस्त! 


The king then followed his clever falcon as 
it led the way out of the forest. 


Пе cared for the bird for the rest of his life. 


चलते हुए गजा जंगल से बाहर 


पक्षी की देखभाल की 


The Clever Falc 


--- 


चतुर बाज़ 


King Younan had a beaut 
falcon hal rescued he 


The Sultan of Persia ruled a very rich 
Kingdom. His kingdom was full of new and 
wonderful things. 


One day, a traveller came to his court. The 
traveller was actually a very learned man. 
Пе had made а beautiful wooden horse that 
could fly. 


उड़नखटोला 
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फारस का सुलतान एक संपन्न राज्य पर शज करता था | 
उसका राज्य नई-नई अद्भुत वस्तुओं से भग पड़ा था | 


एक दिन एक मुसाफिर उसके दरबार में आया | वह 
सचमुच एक ज़ानी ፳ | उसने लकड़ी का एक सुन्दर 
घोड़ा बनाया था जो उड़ सकता था | 


Everybody in the king's court was amazed. 


ሣ will buy it from you. How much is it?” 
demanded the Sultan. 


The traveller replied, “I will give it to you if 
you let me marry the princess." 


The Sultan and the princess agreed. 


“But before ፪ buy this wonderful horse, 1 
want my son to try riding it and see how it 
is,” said the Sultan. 


The traveller agreed, Without waiting for 
instructions, the prince climbed onto the 
horse and flew away. 


दरबार में हर एक व्यक्ति हैरान ፳ | 


सुलतान ने उससे ጃክ की, "मैं इसे तुमसे खरीदूँगा, 
यह कितने का È?” 


Деве ने उत्तर दिया, “यदि आप मुझे गजकृमारी 
विवाह करने देंगे तो मैं आप को यह दे т |" 


सुलतान और राजकुमारी मान गए | 


सुलतान ने कहा, "इस अदभुत घोड़े को खरीदने से 
पहले मैं चाहता हूँ कि मेर बेटा इस पर सवारी करके 
देखे कि यह कैसे उड़ता है Г 


मुसाफ़िर मान गया | आदेश का इंतजार किए ят हि 
राजकुमार घोड़े पर सवार हुआ और दूर उड़ गया | 


However, the prince didn't return. After а 
while, everybody got very worried. 


They were convinced the boy had met with 
an accident. The Sultan blamed the traveller 
and threw him into jail. 


But the prince had only lost his way. 


After a few days, he came back to the 
kingdom. Everybody was overjoyed and 
the traveller was released. 


मगर राजकुमार लौटकर नहीं आया | कुछ समय 
बाद सभी चिंतित हो उठे । 


उन्होंने मान लिया था कि लड़के के साथ कोई 
हादसा हो गया है । सुलतान ने मुसाफिर पर दोष 
लगाकर उसे जेल में डाल दिवा । 


परन्तु राजकुमार तो सिफ भटक गया επι 


कुछ दिनों बाद वह वापस अपने राज्य लौटा | 
सभी बहुत खुश हुए और मुसाफिर को छोड़ 
दिया गया | 


Now the traveller was very angry at being 
ill-treated by the Sultan and his subjects. 
He swore to teach them a lesson and take 
his revenge. 


अब मुसाफिर बड़ा क्रोधित हुआ क्योंकि सुलतान 
और उसके दरबारियों ने उसके साथ बुरा व्यवहार 
किया था। उसने कसम खायी कि वह उन्हें अच्छा 
पाठ чата अपना बदला लेगा | 


A few days later, the princess fell very ill. 


The king offered a big reward to anybody 
who could cure her, but nobody in the 
kingdom could make her feel fine again. 


कुछ दिनों बाद राजकुमारी बहुत बीमार पड़ गई | 


राजा ने घोषणा की, कि यदि कोई राजकुमारी को 
ठीक करेगा, तो чё बड़ा इनाम पायेगा । परन्तु 
राज्य में कोई भी उसे ठीक न कर सका | 


The traveller decided that this was his 
chance. He disguised himself as a doctor 
and went to the palace. 


perfi ने सोचा, यही मौका है । वह हकीम का 
भेस बदल कर गजमहल गया | 


“I will cure the princess,” he said to the उसने सुलतान से कहा, “राजकुमारी का इलाज 
Sultan. “Bring her and the enchanted horse मैं करूँगा । राजकुमारी और जादुई घोड़े को मेरे 


to те,” he ordered. सामने लाइए |” 


The Sultan did as he was told. 


सुलतान ने वैसा ही किया जैसे उसे कहा गया | 


As everybody looked оп, the traveller मुसाफिर ने कोई विचित्र चूर्ण गजकुमारी पर छिड़का ' 
used some strange powder and quickly सब के देखते-देखते ग़ज़कुमारी शीघ्र ही ठीक हो गई | 
cured the princess. 


At the same time, he lifted her onto the उसी समय लोगों के देखते-देखते उसने राजकुमारी 
horse and flew away before anybody को उठाकर घोड़े पर बिठा दिया | किसी को ज्ञात 
realized what was happening, होने से पहले हि वह ፳፻ से उड़ गवा । 

The Sultan was very angry but he couldn't सुलतान को बड़ा गुस्सा आया | मगर वह कुछ न 


AS कर सका । 


उसी समय लोगों के देखते-देखते उसने गाजकृमारी 
को उठाकर घोड़े पर बिठा दिया । किसी को ज़ात 
होने से पहले हि वह वहाँ से उड़ गया । 


At the same time, he lifted her onto the 
horse and flew away before anybody 
realized what was happening. 


The Sultan was very angry but he couldn't acc euge CS 
do anything. T का बड़ा गुस्सा आया | हि कुछ न 
कर सका | 
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The Enchanted Horse 


The traveller finally got his revenge. Не and 
the princess flew far away and lived happily 
ever after. 


fies away on the 


he utes his vitto wach 


आखिर मुसाफिर ने अपना बदला ले ही लिया | वह 
शजकुमारी के साथ दूर उड़ कर चला गया | 
खुज्ञी से रहने लगे 
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Abdul was a poor fisherman. He had been 
sitting by the river with his net but had not 
been able to catch any fish the whole day. 


वह दिन भर नदी के 
बैठा रहा । मगर एक भी 


He said sadly, “It is getting late. If I don't 
catch any fish soon, I will have nothing to 
eat tonight." 


His tummy was already grumbling. 


उसने उदास होकर कहा, “अब देर हो रही है । यदि 
मैंने जल्दी कोई मछली नहीं पकड़ी तो आज रात मेरे 
पास खाने को कुछ नहीं होगा 1 


भूख से उसके पेट में गुड़गुड़ हो रही थी | 


| 


Just then, һе felt something getting caught in 
his net. 


“И must be a really big fish!" he said happily 
and he tugged hard. 


तभी उसे लगा कि उसके जाल में कुछ फस रहा है । 


खुश होकर, ज़ोर से खींचते हुए वह बोला, "यह 
सचमुच एक बड़ी मछली होगी Г 


Immediately а lot of white smoke came out 
of the jar. 


Once the smoke went away, he saw a huge, 
ferocious looking genie in front of him. 


It was an evil genie called Jinn. 


तभी उस सुगही से सफेद धुआँ निकला | 


x 
धुएँ के हटने के बाद एक बड़ा और खूँखार दिखने СЕН 


वाला जिन्न उसने अपने सामने खड़ा पाया । ? 


वह जिन नाम का दुष्ट प्रेत था | 


Jinn said to him, “I have sworn to kill the जिन ने उससे कहा, "मैंने कसम खायी है कि इस 

first man I see when I am released from this सुरही से मुक्त होते ही मैं जिस भी आदमी को 

jar. Now you must prepare to die!” पहले Зайт, उसे मार डालूँगा। अब तुम मरते के 
लिए तैयार हो जाओ 1" 


Poor Abdul stood trembling. 


“Please let me go!" he cried, "I set you 
free, I helped you, you can't kill me!” 


But Jinn would not listen. 


बेचाग अब्दुल थर-थर काँपता हुआ खड़ा था । 
वह ቋጠ हुआ बोला, "कृपया मुझे छोड़ दो, मैंने 
तुम्हें मुक्त किया, तुम्हारी मदद की | तुम मुझे 
मार नहीं सकते 1" 


मगर जिन्न माना ही नहीं रहा επι 


Abdul knew his only hope was to trick Jinn. 


So he said, “ОК, you сап kill me if you 
must. But before you do, will you tell me 
how a big genie like you can fit into such a 
small jar?" 


अब्दुल जानता था कि अब जिन्न को धोखे से ही 
हराया जा सकता है | 


अतः उसने कहा, “ठीक है, यदि मुझे मारना ही है 
तो मार डालो 1951 मारने से पहले मुझे यह 

बताओ कि इतने बड़े जिन्न होकर उतनी छोटी सी 
дай में तुम कैसे समा गए?” 


- لالس 


Jinn laughed, “You fool! Тат а powerful 
genie. I can be taller than the mountains 
or smaller than a little rat if I want," he 
boasted. 


^I don't believe you. Go into the jar and 
prove it to те,” replied Abdul. 


Immediately Jinn became very small and 
vanished into the jar in a puff of smoke. 


Before he realized, Abdul quickly closed 
the jar tight. Пе had trapped Jinn in the 
jar again! 


जिन्न ज़ोर से हँसता हुआ गर्व से वोला, “अरे मूर्ख, 
मैं एक शक्तिशाली जिन्न Фи ê तो मैं पहाड़ों से 
ऊँचा या चूहे से भी छोटा बन सकता हूँ Г 


अब्दुल ने कहा, "विश्वास नहीं होता । उस सुराही 
में जाकर साबित करे ।" 


9 b 
— 


> um 


जिन्न तुरंत छोटा रूप धारण कर सुरही में धुएँ 
के साथ गायब हो गया । 


за एहसास होने से पहले ही अब्दुल ने झट 
से सुराही का тая कस कर बंद कर दिया | 
उसने चालाकी से जिन्न को सुरही में ачы 

डाल दिया था । 


€— келең 


Immediately 1 е very small and == 


तुरंत छोटा रूप धारण कर सुराही में धुएँ 
vanished i jar in a puff of smoke. 


के साथ गायब हो गया । 
Before he realized, Abdul quickly closed 


उसे एहसास होने से पहले ही अब्दूल ने झट 
the jar tight. Пе had trapped Jinn in the . M 


से सुगही का явя कस कर 
उसने चालाकी से fore को सुराही में वपस 
डाल दिया था | 
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Quickly he picked up the jar and threw it The Fisherman and the Jinn 
far away, back into the river. He never 


wanted to see it ever again. मछ्आरा और जिन्न 


Thus, the clever fisherman outwitted the 
evil genie. . — Pinks ма ш 


जल्दी से उसने सूरही 
दी । वह फिर कभी उसे देः 


та а ат उज आरे ने ZE जिन्न को चकमा दे 
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Abdullah was a rich but greedy merchant. 


After having sold his spices in faraway lands, 
he was ready to go back home with his forty 


camels, "ያ 
Ё 


अब्दुल्ला एक धनी परन्तु लालची व्यापारी था | ( 82 4 ms 


दूर राज्यों मे मसाले बेचने के बाद वह अपने चालीस 
ऊँटों के साथ वापस चलने को तैयार था । 


Оп his way back, he met a holy man. 


वापसी में वह एक साधु से मिला | 


— " 1 


— F 
> —OVAY = 2 
m... > Ж " መመ መሙ 
‘The holy man confiding in him, said, “I can साधु ने उसमे विश्वास दिखाते हुए कहा, "मैं तुम्हें एक 
take you to a place full of precious stones. ऐसी जगह ले जाऊँगा, जो कीमती पत्थरों एवं जेवरों से 
and jewels like you've never seen before, You zh tu ऐसी जगह तुमने कभी देखी EI їйї! 


сап load your сәтсіз with all vou can find 


but you must give me half of it." जो मिलेगा तुभ उसे अपने ऊँटों पर लाद कर ला 


Want, पर्नु उसमें से मुझे आधा देना होगा 1" 


Abdullah's eyes were shining as he agreed. να τι की आँखें चमक रहीं dt | 


The two of them reached the secret and दोनों ऊँचे पर्वतों के बीच सुनसान और रहस्यमय 
lonely land in the middle of tall mountains. स्थान पर पहुँचे । š 


Abdullah could hardly wait, қ 
енун агау val अब्दुल्ला इंतजार नहीं कर पा रहा था | 


The man pulled out ዘ small, ancient box from साधु ने अपनी झोले से छोटा, waa डिब्बा निकाला, 


his bag. Не took some mysterious powder out, उसमें से चूर्ण निकाला, कुछ फुसफुसाते हुए थोड़ा सा 


muttered under his breath, and sprinkled it on 


ज़मीन पर छिड़क दिया 
the ground. š резки 


- Abdullah's astonishment, an opening 
appeared in the mountain before him. 


पहाड़ी पर एक रास्ता निकल आया, जिसे 
देख अब्दुल्ला अचरज से भर ሻሻ | 

It led into a cave full of precious, sparkling 

jewels and gold. теп एक गुफा को जाता था जहाँ कीमती 
चमकते हुए जवाहरत और सोना था | 


Abdullah quickly packed the riches onto 


अब्दुल्ला ने जल्दी से धन अपने ऊँटों पर लाद लिया d 
his camels, 


4 greedy Abdullah wanted more than his 
share of twenty camels. 


He said to the holy man, “You are а holy 
man, why do you want so much of the 
treasure? Let me have thirty camels and you 
can keep ten." 


‘The holy man understood Abdullah's greed 
and was disgusted, but he agreed. 


अब लालची अब्दुल्ला को अपने हिस्से में आये बीस 
за पर लदे धन से भी अधिक की इच्छा होने लगी | 


उसने साधु से कहा, “तुम तो साधु हो, तुम इतना ám 
लेकर क्या करोगे? मुझे तीस Sz रखने दो, तुम दस 
ले लेना г 


साधु को अब्दुल्ला का लालच समझ में आ गया औ 
उसे घृणा हुई । पर वह मात्र | 


> e 
ES 


Since he had agreed so easily, Abdullah 
decided to try for more. 


“Теп camels will also be a burden to you. 
Give those to me as well,” he said. 


The holy man decided that Abdullah 
needed to be taught a lesson, so he agreed. 


ЧЕ इतनी आसानी से मान गया था तो अब्दुल्ला 
ने सोचा, थोड़ा और प्रयास किया जाए | 


उसने कहा, "दस зе भी तुम्हारे लिए भारी होंगे, 
उन्हें भी मुझे दे दो г 


साधु ने ከፎ किया कि अब्दुल्ला को सबक 
सीखाना ही पढ़ेगा, इसलिए वह मान गया | 


Abdullah was still not satisfied. “Тһе box too 
is of no use to you. Why don't you let me have 
that as well?" 


The holy man said, “Alright, you can take it. 
But never use it: if you put the powder in your 
right eye, you will see everything as gold, but 
if you put it in the left eye, you will go blind.” 


Then he walked away. 


अब्दुल्ला अभी भी तृप्त नहीं था | उसने कहा, “यह 
डिब्बा तुम्हारे किसी काम का नहीं है । इसे भी मुझे 
क्यों नहीं दे देते?” 


साधु ने कहा, "ठीक है, यह तुम ले सकते हो । मगर 
उसका उपयोग कभी न करना । यदि तुम इस चूर्ण को 
अपनी दायीं आँख में डालोगे तो तुम्हें सब कुछ सोना 
ही सोना नज़र आयेगा | परन्तु यदि अपनी बायीं आँख 
में डालोगे तो तुम अंधे हो जाओगे 1" 


फिर वह चला गया | 


Abdullah did not heed the man's warning. 
He sprinkled the powder in his right eye, 
and was thrilled to see everything in gold. 


“Imagine how much gold there would be ИТ 
sprinkled it into my left eye as well!" he said. 


Unfortunately the minute he did so, he went 
completely blind, just as the holy man had 
warned, 


अब्दुल्ला ने उसकी चेतावनी पर ध्यान नहीं दिया । 
उसने थोड़ा चूर्ण अपनी दायीं आँख पर छिड़क लिया | 
उसे सब कुछ सोना नज़र आने लगा । वह खुशी से 
पागल हो उठा । 


उसने कहा, "επ, कितना सोना होगा यदि इसे मैं 
अपनी वावी आँख में भी छिड़क लूँगा |" 


दर्भाग्यवश जिस पल उसने ऐसा किया, तभी, जैसे कि 
साधु ने कहा था, वह अंधा हो ሻሻ | 


Abdullah did not heed the man's warning. 
He sprinkled the powder in his right eye. 
and was thrilled to see everything in gold. 


"Imagine how much gold there would be if T 
4 sprinkled it into my left eye as well!" he said. 


Unfortunately the minute he did so, he went 


completely blind, just as the holy man had 
warned. 


अब्दुल्ला ने उसकी चेतावनी पर ध्यान नहीं दिया | 
उसने थोड़ा चूर्ण अपनी दायीं आँख पर छिड़क लिया । 
उसे सब कुछ सोना नज़र आने लगा । वह खुशी से 
पागल हो उठा । 


उसने कहा, “सोचा, कितना सोना होगा यदि इसे मैं 
CS बायीं आँख में भी छिड़क लूँगा |" 


दुर्भाग्यवश जिस पल उसने ऐसा किया, तभी, जैसे कि 
साधु ने कहा था, वह अंधा हो गवा | 


Abdullah had learnt his lesson the hard way, The Greedy Merchant 


but now, it was too late to repent. 


ДА 


अब्दल्ला ने भारी नुक्सान उठा कर यह सबक सीखा 


ते के लिए बहुत देर हो चुकी 21! 
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The Hunt for 
the Camel 


Once, a traveller lost his camel. He searched 
frantically for it all around the place, but 
nobody had seen it or could tell him where 
it was. 
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एक बार एक मुसाफिर का ऊँट खो गया था । वह उसे 
ятї ओर बेचैन होकर ፪፪ रहा था, परन्तु न तों किसी 
ने उसे देखा था और न ही कोई बता पा रहा था कि वह 
कहाँ | 


वुद्धिमान आदमियों से मिला | 


Finally he came upon three wise men. 


आखिर में वह तीन वृद्धिमा 


उसने उनसे पूछा, "जिस πτὴ से आप आ τὸ थे, 
कया आपने वहाँ कहीं एक #2 देखा?" 


acamel 


seen 


anywhere along the road from where you 
me?" 


He asked them, “Have you 
have coi 


उनमें से पहले आदमी ने पूछा, “क्या, तुम्हारा ऊट एक 


आँख से अंधा है?” 


The first man ask. 
blind in one eye?" 


मुसाफिर ने उत्तर दिया, mic 


“Yes, И is!" replied the traveller. 


TE 


142% ኤ 


ASS 


Тһе second man asked, “Is your camel lame दूसरे आदमी ने पूछा, Up qup ऊँट एक पैर 
in one leg?” से लंगड़ा | I 


ን itedly, “Yes! Yes! It is!” қ 
The traveller said excitedly, “Yes! Yes! It is! मुसाफिर ने उत्तेजित होकर कहा, "हाँ! हाँ! Ê I" 


The third man enquired, “Was your camel तीसरे आदमी ने पूछा, "क्या तुम्हारा Эл एक तरफ़ अनाज 
carrying a bag of grain on one side and honey की बोरी, और दूसरी तरफ़ शहद ले जा रहा था?” 

on the other side?” s Ë 

मुसाफिर ने कहा, "हाँ! ले जा रहा था | वह मेण ही ऊट 
है! आपने उसे कहाँ देखा? कृपया मुझे ай" 


“Yes И was!" said the traveller. “That is my 
camel! Where did you see it? Please tell me!” 


“We're sorry, but we didn't see your camel," 
they said. 


The traveller was angry. He didn't believe 
them and took them to the king's court. 


उन्होंने कहा, “हमें अफसोस ት 1 हमने तुम्हारे 
ऊट को नहीं देखा г 


मुसाफिर क्रोधित हो 22 | उसे उन पर विश्वास 
नहीं हुआ और वह उन्हें यजा के दरबार में ले 
गया | 


There he cried, “Your Majesty, these men 
describe my camel perfectly, yet they say they 
haven't seen it. They are hiding my camel!" 


πεῖ वह ሕሳ हुए बोला, "सुलतान, इन आदमियों मेरे 
Зе का सही-सही वर्णन किवा | फिर भी ये कहते हैं 

कि इन्होंने उसे नहीं देखा । इन्होंने मेरे ऊँट को कहीं 

छिपा रखा है ।" 


But the men pleaded innocence. परन्तु आदमियों ने सफाई दी कि वे निर्दोष हैं । 


“We had nothing to до with the camel's 


disappearance," one said. "We knew that एक बोला, "ऊट के गायब होने में हमारा कोई 

the camel was blind because the grass of लेना देना नहीं है | ዝፍት में एक ही तरफ ही 

only one side of the road was eaten." घास खायी गयी थी, इसलिए हमें पता चला कि 
वह #2 काना है GC 


"We knew that И was lame because we saw 
that one hoof-print was different from the 
rest," the other added. 


दूसरे ने बताया, "हमें मालूम था कि वह लंगड़ा है, 
क्योंकि उसके एक पैर के निज्ञान अन्य तीनों से 
अलग gt 


The third man continued, *We guessed 
it was carrying grain and honey. On one 
side of the road we saw that grain had 
been spilt, and on the other side there 
were traces of honey.” 


Hearing this, the king was convinced 
that the three men were not thieves. 


He was very impressed with their 
intelligence and offered them to be his 
courtiers. 


तीसरे ने आगे कहा, "एक तरफ रास्ते में अनाज fnr 
था और दूसरी तरफ शहद के गिरने के निशान थे, तब 
हमने अनुमान लगाया कि वह xz अनाज और शहद 
ले कर जा रहा होगा г 


गया कि वे 


यह सुन कर सुलतान को विश्वास हो 
तीनों आदमी चोर नहीं थे ι 


उनकी बुद्धिमत्ता से प्रभावित हुआ और उसने 


ሽ፳ 
उन्हें अपना दरवारी बनाने का प्रस्ताव दिया । 
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The Jealous Sister 
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Abad was a trader who lived іп a land 
called Damascus. He was in love with 
Hee who was th er of h 


wazir or minister. 


Abad and Heena knew that the wazir 
would never agree to their mar 
and so, they used to шесі secretly. 


Heena had a sister named Rabia. 
Rabia was а very curious girl. She noticed 
how Heena used to go out every evening and 


constantly annoyed her with questions, 


“Where do you go everyday?" she used to ask. 


हीना की एक बहन थी, ቭ፳ዣ | 

राविया बड़ी उत्सुक लड़की थी | वह हीना को रोज़ 
эти बाहर जाते देख, उससे लगातार प्रश्न पूछकर 
उसे परेशान करती थी । 


з Tod, “तुम रोज़ कहाँ जाती हो?” 


One day, when Неепа refused to tell her, 
Rabia decided to secretly follow her sister. 


एक दिन जब हीना ने जवाब देने से इनकार 
किया तो उसने छिपकर बहन का पीछा í 
का निश्चय किया | 


When she saw Heena and Abad, she was 
overcome with jealousy. 


She jumped out of her hiding place and 
cried, “Oh, so this is what you've been 
doing! You will be in big trouble when I 
tell father!” 


जब उसने अबद और हीना को साथ देखा तब वह 
ईर्ष्या से भर गई । 


ae छिपने वाली जगह से बाहर आयी और चिल्लाइ, 
"ओह! तो तुम यह सब कर रही थी, जब मैं पिताजी 
को बताऊंगी तब तुम बहुत परेशानी में पड़ जाओगी 1" 


Heena pleaded with her to keep this a secret, 
and so Rabia sulkily agreed. But in reality, she x? -- 
was thinking of a wicked plan... 


हीना ने उसे इस बारे मे किसी से न कहने का अनुरेध 
किया और ዝብና चिढ़कर मान गई । मगर वह मन ही 
मन एक योजना बना रही | 


The next day, Rabia went to Abad and अगले दिन after अबद के पास गई और बड़े 
pretended to be very friendly. दोस्ताना तरीके से उससे बातें करने लगी । 
When he wasn't looking, she quickly slipped 

her very expensive necklace into his pocket जब अबद का ध्यान कहीं और था तब fur 
and ran away. ने उसकी जेब में अपना कीमती हार डाल कर 


वहाँ से भाग गयी | 


She went to her father and cried, “Му 
necklace! My necklace! Somebody has 
stolen it!” 


Everyone began searching for it, but of 
course, it couldn't be found. 


बह अपने पिता के पास जाकर ቋት लगी, “मेरा 
हार! मेग हार! किसीने उसे चुरा लिया है г 


सब उसे Фа? में लग πᾶ | मगर वह किसीको 
नहीं मिला । 


Ву then, Abad had found the necklace іп 
his pocket. He didn't know how it got there 

™ but since he needed money, he decided to 
sell it. 


8:2 Не went to the jeweler, but as soon as the 
jeweler saw it, he recognized it as the 
wazir's necklace. 


तक अबद को अपनी जेब में वह हार मिल 

ग था । उसे मालूम नहीं था कि वह कहाँ से, 

कैसे वहाँ आया । क्योंकि उसे पैसों की 
थी उसने उसे बेचने का निश्चय किया | 


Е सुतार के पास गवा । सुनार ने जैसे ही उस 
हार को देखा वह तुरंत पहचान गया कि वह वज़ीर 
का ही हार | 


The wazir and the police were called. चज़ीर और पुलिस को बुलाया गया | अबद पर हार 


Abad was accused of stealing the necklace. चुग़ने का आग्रेप लगाया गया । 
“I'm innocent, please believe me!" he ` 
हनन उसने पार्थना की, "मैं निर्दोष हूँ, ቺና मेरा विश्वास 


कीजिए Г मगर सव Gm | 


Now Heena suspected that her sneaky 
sister was behind all of this. She went 
to her father and told him everything. 


The wazir summoned his younger 
daughter and questioned her. 


अब हीना को अपनी ईर्ष्यालु बहन पर संदेह हुआ कि 
πῇ इस सबके पीछे है, तो उसने पिता के सामने 
जाकर सारी बातें बता दीं । 


वज़ीर ने छोटी बेटी को बुलाकर उससे पूछताछ की | 


Ву now, Rabia was afraid. After being 
questioned hard, she finally confessed 
to all she had done, 


The wazir was very angry. Rabia was 
punished for what her jealousy had led 
her to do. 


अब तक राविया घबरा गयी थी | कड़ी तरह पूछने पर 
उसने अपनी करतूत स्वीकार कर ली | 


ят को बहुत गुस्सा आया | गबिया की ईर्ष्या के 
कारण जो हुआ, उस के लिए उसे दण्ड दिया गया | 


By now, Rabia was afraid. Aft 
questioned hard, she finally c« 
to all she had done. 


. Rabia was 
what her jealousy had led 


The wazir 
punished fo 
her to do. 


very 


अब तक राबिया घबरा गयी थी | कड़ी तरह पूछने 
उसने अपनी करतूत स्वीकार कर ली | 


ав को बहुत गुस्सा आया | णबिया की ईर्ष्या के 
कारण जो हुआ, उस के लिए उसे दण्ड दिया गया । 


Аз Гог Abad, the wazir saw what a good 
man he was and agreed to let him marry 
his daughter. 


Abad and Неспа were married in a grand 
omy. 


cer 


ने अबद को देखा और उसे लगा कि वह 
है । अतः हीना के साथ उसकी 
må के लिए ज़ी हो गया | 


1! हीना और अबद का 
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In a land far away, lived a kind and ) 
hardworking farmer. gS 1 


He had a special power to understand the 
language of animals. 


बहुत दूर के एक राज्य में एक मेहनती और दयालु 
किसान रहता था | 


जानवरों की भाषा समझने की उसमें एक विशेष 
शक्ति 1 


One evening, he heard the donkey and the 
bull talking to each other. He hid behind a 
tree and listened. 


एक शाम उसने ጣቋ और बैल को एक दूसरे से बातें 
करते हुए सुना । वह पेड़ की आड़ में खड़े होकर 
उनकी बातें सुनने लगा । 


y 


The bull was complaining to his friend, the बैल अपने दोस्त πὴ से 
donkey, “I am so tired,” he said. "I worked 
| so hard in the fields today." 


शिकायत कर रहा था। उसने 
कहा, "ት ने आज खेत में बड़ी मेहनत की और मैं 
wes थक गया #1" 


“Why до you work so much?" asked the 
donkey, “Look at me, all Ido the whole day 


” तरफ़ देखो, 
В eat, sleep and enjoy myself! ч 
| 2 करता Е 


गधे ने पूछा, “तुम इतनी मेहनत क्यों करते हो? मेरी 
साग दिन मैं खाता हूँ, सोता हूँ और मज़े 


| / TS 2 ат w їй М с - miw. 


The bull thought the donkey was very जैल ने सोचा कि गधा बड़ा भाग्यज्ञाली है । उसने 
lucky, *What do I do to live like you?" उदास होकर पूछा, "तुम्हारी तरह जीने के लिए मुझे 
he asked sadly. ፳፳ करना चाहिए?” 
“Well, I always pretend to be ill. Pretend та ይው сш 
4 गधे ने सलाह दी, “मैं हमेशा बीमारी का बहाना 
not to eat your food, moan and roll on ὃς SERM ፍሙ. 
ihe ground as if you are in país. Then बनाता हूँ। खाना न खाने mw बनाओ, 22 
the farmer won't take you to the fields,” हो कर ज़मीन पर लोटो, जैसे बड़ी पीड़ा हो रही 
the donkey advised. हो, तब किसान तुम्हें खेत में नहीं ले जाएगा ।” 


The next morning the bull did as the donkey अगली सुबह बैल ने वही किया जैसा गधे ने 


told him. उसे समझाया επι 


But the farmer, who had heard everything, 
was determined to teach the lazy donkey а 
lesson. 


परन्तु वह किसान जिसने सब कुछ सुन लिया था, 
उसने निश्चय किया कि इस गधे को जरूर सबक 
सिखाएगा । 


М 


He went to the donkey and said, "Since the वह πὲ के पास गया और बोला, “बैल बीमार है, 
bull is ill, vou will have to help me today." इसलिए तुम्हें आज मेरी मदद करनी होगी Г 


— < 


- 
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The bull howev 
his friend and 
idea. 


r, was cheerful. He came to 


Кей him for his brilliant 


“I had a wonderful day today! 1 think 1 will 
fool the far ow," he said. 


The poor donkey puffed and panted as he 
did all the work. By evening, he was aching 
all over. 


बेचारा गधा हाँफता-हाँफता साग काम करता रहा | 
ἜΠΗ तक उसका सार बदन थक कर चूर-चूर हो 
गया था | 


परन्तु बैल बहुत खुश था। वह अपने दोस्त के पास 
тат और उसके बढ़िया उपाय के लिए उसे धन्यवाद 
देने लगा | 


उसने कहा," आज़ मेश दिन बहुत अच्छा बीता । मैं 
कल फिर किसान को बेवकूफ बनाऊंगा |" 


Тһе donkey was worried. Не didn't want 
to toil so hard for one more day. 


Не quickly said, “Оһ no, you mustn't do 
that! Just today I heard the farmer say 
that if you were sick for longer, he would 
sell you to the butcher.” 


The bull was scared, He didn't want that 
to happen! He made up his mind that he 
was going to be a good bull and work hard 
again the next day. 


к... | 


EEE . 


गधे को चिंता हो गई | वह एक और दिन इतनी 
मेहनत नहीं करना चाहता था | 


उसने तुरंत कहा, "ओह नहीं! तुम्हें ऐसा नहीं 
करना चाहिए | आज ही मैंने किसान को यह 
कहते हुए सुना कि यदि तुम बीमार पड़ते रहे 
तो वह तुम्हें कसाई को बेच देगा |” 


बैल डर गया | वह ऐसा नहीं होने देना चाहता था | 
उसने सोच लिया था कि वह एक अच्छा बैल बनेगा 
और अगले दिन से फिर कड़ी मेहनत करेगा | 


The bull was scared. He didn't want that बैल डर गया | वह ऐसा नहीं होने देना चाहता था | 
to happen! He made up his mind that he उसने सोच लिया या कि यह एक अच्छा वैल abe. 
was going to be a good bull and work hard और अगले दिन से फिर कड़ी मेहनत करेगा | 
again the next day. 


ENGLISH 


HINDI 
The farmer, who had again hidden behind a 


to listen to their conversation, smiled to himself. 


The Lazy Donkey 
рази 
donkey, I hope you have learned your lesson आलसी गधा 


never to be lazy again. 


He went up to his donkey and quietly said, “So 


The donkey lowered his head in shame. Не Бай 
indeed learnt his lesson. 


кет 
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Once there lived а powerful Sultan who had एक बार एक प्रतापी सुलतान ት एक बड़े रज्य पर 
ruled over a large kingdom Гог many years. अनेक वर्षो तक रज किया। Ἢ 

However he had no sons to rule the land after परतु उसका कोई बेटा नहीं था जो उसके बाद उस 
him. राज्य पर गाज करता | 

Atthe advice of a wise man, he gave each of एक बुद्धिमान आदमी की सलाह से सुलतान ने अपनी 
his three queens a special fruit. तीनों πρ को एक-एक विशेष फल खाने को दिया | 


कुछ समय बाद पहली और दूसरी गनी ने एक-एक 


In time, the first and the second each gave 
पुत्र को जन्म दिया | 


Unfortunately, the third queen did not, and 
so the Sultan banished her into the forest. 


ሻት तीसरी эгїї को कोई बच्चा नहीं हुआ | 
इसलिए सुलतान ने उसे जंगल भेज दिया | 


Many days later, the queen gave birth to a 
boy in the forest. 


She named him Khudadad. 


बहुत दिनों के बाद रानी ने जंगल में एक बेटे को जन्म 
दिया । 


उसने उसे खुदादाद नाम दिया | 


= was а smart boy. He grew up into 
a strong young man, and was a skilled 
fighter. 


One day, his mother told him about his rcal 
father, the Sultan. 


However, the boy said, “Let me prove my 
worth before I tell him who I am." 


खुदादाद एक होशियार लड़का था | वह बड़ा होकर 
बलवान नौजवान और योग्य योद्धा बना । 


एक दिन उसकी τῇ ने उसे उसके असली पिता, 
सुलतान के बारे में बताया । 


परन्तु लड़के ने कहा, “उनको अपने बारे में बताने से 
पहले मैं अपनी काबिलियत साबित करना चाहता EG 


And so, Khudadad joined his father's army. 
With his courage and cleverness, he soon 
became very popular, and was the Sultan's 
favourite. 


इसलिए खुदादाद सुलतान की सेना में भर्ती हो गया | 
अपने साहस और चतुराई के कारण वह शीघ्र ही 
लोकप्रिय हो गया और सुलतान का प्रिय भी हो गया था। 


One day the two princes, who had gone एक दिन दो ग़ज़कुमार जो शिकार करने गए 
hunting, suddenly went missing. थे, अचानक जंगल में गायब हो गए । 


А massive search began. Brave Khudadad 


100 went looking for them in the forest. उन्हें Фа जाने लगा बहादुर खुदादाद भी 
उन्हें tat जंगल की ओर चल पड़ा । 


τα 
е 


There іп the forest, he found a beautiful 
young girl crying below the trees. 


“Who are you?" he asked. “Why are you 
weeping?" 


“I am the princess of the neighbouring 
land,” she said amidst sobs. “A horrid 
giant captured me. But save yourself! 
Run away from here before he finds 
you!” 


जंगल में उसे एक सुन्दर लड़की मिली, जो एक पेड़ 
के नीचे बैठी रो रही थी | 


उसने पूछा, "qu कौन हो? ἢ क्यों रही 817” 


उसने सिसकते हुए कहा, “मैं पड़ोसी राज्य की 

शजकुमारी हूँ । एक भयानक राक्षस ने मुझे पकड़कर 
यहाँ बंदी बनाकर रखा है | परन्तु, तुम अपने को बचा 
लो | इससे पहले कि वह ππὲ qu ले, तुम यहाँ से 
भाग जाओ ।” 


But Khudadad was the bravest warrior of. परन्तु खुदादाद उस राज्य का सबसे साहसी ug er | 
the land. 


He declared, “I will fight this monster. He = Нола КА i а wt । वह फ़िर 


will never hurt anyone ever again!" 


When the giant returned, Khudadad 
attacked him. 


The giant roared and yelled, but after a 
long fight, Khudadad defeated him and 
killed him. 


जब दैत्य वापस लौटा, खुदादाद ने उस पर हमला 
किया | 


दैत्य गरजा, चिल्लावा, परन्तु लम्बी लड़ाई के बाद 
खुदादाद ने उसे हराकर मार डाला | 


"The шаші has kept many people captive іп राजकुमारी ने कहा, “दैत्य ने कई लोगों को 
а cave nearby. Let's set them free," said the बन्दी बनाकर गुफा में रखा है | चलो हम उन्हें 
princess. मुक्त | 


The two of them went to the giant's secret दोनों दैत्य की ти ች गये और उन्होंने 
cave and freed the prisoners. Among the दोनों दैत्य की गुप्त गुफा में गये और उन्होंने 
prisoners were the two princes! सभी बंदियों को मुक्त कर दिया | उनमें दोनों 
गजकुमार भी थे | 


The Sultan was very pleased to see his 


सुलतान अपने दोनों बेटों को देखकर बहुत खुश हुआ | 
two 5085. 


ЧЕ खुदादाद को पुरस्कृत करना चाहता था | खुदादाद ने 
आखिर सच बता ही दिया | "मैं उस रानी का बेटा हूँ. 
जिसे आपने बरसों पहले देशनिकाले की सज़ा दी थी |” 


Не was ready to reward Khudadad when 
the boy finally told him, “I am the son of 
the queen you banished many years ago.” 


सुलतान अपने दोनों बे खकर बहुत खुश үз 


The Sultan was very pleased to see his 


two sons. 

н " 1 Khudadad wh वह खदादाद का ΤΠΕ करना चाहता 

e was ready to reward Khudadad when τπτ a و‎ Е 

the boy finally told him, “I am the son of RN irr. . 
> š ` जिसे आपने बरसां पहले देशनेकाले की सज़ा दी थी । 

the queen you banished many years age 


The Sultan was overjoyed at the news. 
The Sultan’s Third Son 


The third queen was soon brought back 


to the kingdom from the forest. 


Khudadad married the princess and they 
lived happily in the рай 


Arabas Nights 


सुलतान की खुशी का 


तीसरी Tî को से TT F वापस बुलाया गया 


τπο विवाह किया 3 
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The Three Brothers 


There once lived three brothers named 
Hassim, Khalced and Ali. The three of them 
divided the family fortune among themselves. 


While Hassim and Khaleed went off to travel 
around the world, Ali stayed behind. 


तीन भाई रहा करते 


यात्रा करने निकल पड़े 


Tales From Arabian Nights 


Media india) Pvt. Ltd. 


मगर अली घर पर ही रहा | 


Ali was a hardworking and honest young अली मेहनती और इमान्दार नौजवान था | उसने 


man. He began to do business, and soon व्यापार करना प्रारंभ किया | शीघ्र ही वह सफल 
became rich and successful. और धनवान बन गया | 


He married Laila, a kind, beautiful woman, 
who was also a very clever witch. 


उसने लैला नाम की सुन्दर और दयाला स्त्री से 
विवाह किया जो एक चतुर चुड़ैल भी थी | 


One day, two men in rags came to his door. 
“По you not recognize us, Ali?" they asked. 


< Тва moment, Ali realized that (һе poor men 
were actually his brothers. 


“Oh! What happened to you?" he cried. 


एक दिन दो आदमी फटेहाल में उनके दरवाज़े पर 
आये । 


उन्होंने पूछा, "क्या हमें पहचानते हो अली?” 


क्षण भर में अली ने पहचान लिया कि वे दोनों 
असल में उसके ही भाई थे । 


वह ἢ पड़ा और बोला, "अरे, तुम्हें क्वा हुआ?” 


Hassim and Khaleed told him, *We wandered हासिम और खालीद ने उसे बाताय, “हम हर 
around and lost all our money. That's how we तरफ घूमते रहे और अपना सारा धन गँवा बैठे 


are in this sad state." और इसलिए इस बुरे हाल मे हैं ।” 


Ali took them home and gave them food, 
clothes and money. 


अली उन्हें अन्दर ले गया और उनको भोजन, कपड़े 
और पैसे दिए i 


The brothers stayed with 


. But soon, दोनों भाई अली के साथ ही रहने लगे | परन्तु शीघ्र 


looking at how happy Ali was, they began री अली को ቺና देखकर उन्‍हें इम्मा होने लमी । 
to grow envious of him. 

They came up with a plan to take over his उसका व्यापार और धन हथियाने के लिए उन्होंने एक 
business and his riches. योजना बनाई | 


The two cunning brothers went up to АШ 
and suggested, “Let us all go on a trip to a 
faraway land. We want to start afresh, but 
we want you and your lovely wife to come 
with us as well.” 


Ali agreed and they all set off by ship. 


दोनों चालाक भाई अली के पास गए और प्रस्ताव 
रखा कि "हम सभी टूर यात्रा पर चलेंगे । हम दुबाग 
नया जीवन शुरू करना चाहते हैं, पर हम तुम्हे और 
तुम्हारी सुन्दर पत्नी को भी साथ ले जाना चाहते हैं |" 


अली मान गया और वे सब जहाज़ से निकल पड़े । 


S 


A 
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One morning, on the deck of the ship, Hassim 
and Khaleed, laughing wickedly, pushed poor 
Ali off the ship and into the water. They ran 
away before anybody could see them. 


एक सुबह, जहाज़ पर हासिम और खालीद ने धूर्ततापूर्ण 
हँसते हुए बेचारे अली को जहाज़ से पानी में धकेल 
दिया और किसी के देखने से पहले ही वहाँ से भाग 
गए। 


Laila had always suspected her husband's 
brothers. 


She had been sure that they would do 
ы something wrong and so she had kept a 
close watch on them. 


She saw what they had done, and 
immediately rescued her husband. 


लैला को हमेशा से अपने देवरों पर संदेह ፻፲ | 


„ А जानती थी कि वे जरूर कुछ गड़बड़ करेंगे, 
[ वह उन पर हमेशा नज़र रखती थी | 


उसने उनकी यह करतूत देख ली और तुरंत अपने 
पति को बचा लिया | 


Laila was fuming. In her anger, she cast लैला क्रोधित हो उठी और क्रोध में आकर उसने दोनों 
а spell оп them and so they turned into भाइयों पर ऐसा मंत्र फूंका कि वे दोनों कुत्ते बन गए । 
dogs. 


But Ali was a good man. He decided to परन्तु अली एक भला आदमी था | उसने अपने भाइयों 
forgive his brothers. He requested Laila to को माफ़ कर दिया । उसने पत्नी से अनुरोध किया कि 
remove the spell. Moved by his kindness, ae उन्हें मंत्रमुक्त कर दे | पति के दयाभाव से प्रभावित 


she agreed. होकर वह मान ጣጃ | 


But Ali was a good man. He decided to 
forgive his brothers. He requested Laila to 
remove the spell. Moved by his kindness, 
she agreed. 


Hassim and Khaleed were turned to their 
original forms. They had learnt their lesson 
and went away feeling ashamed of themselves, 


हासिम और खालीद फिर अपने असल रूप में बदल 
ता पाठ सीख लिया था और 
हुए वे वहाँ से चले गए | 


परन्तु अली एक भला आदमी था | उसने अपने भाइयों 
को माफ़ कर दिवा उसने पत्नी से ae किया कि 

वह उन्हें मंत्रमुक्त कर दे | पति के दयाभाव से प्रभावित 
मान गवी | 


होकर वह 


TheThree Brothers 


तीन भाई 
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कृतध्न राजा 


The Ungrateful King 


कृतघ्न राजा 


Roum was а large, prosperous kingdom. गौम एक बड़ा और संपन्न राज्य | मगर उसका 
However; the king, King Jafar was affected राजा जाफ़र एक विचित्र गोग से पीड़ित επι 
by a strange disease. 


संसार भर के हकीमों ने उसका इलाज करने का 


Physicians from all over the world had tried 3 
š प्रवास किया, मगर नाकामयाब τὸ | 


to treat him but they failed. 


One day, а wise and powerful sage, Sage 
Budin came to the king's court. “I will cure 
the king,” he claimed. 


King Jafar promised him a huge reward if 
he could. 


Sage Budin took out some strange looking 
herbs and rubbed some paste onto the king. 


After a while, he washed it off. Soon enough, 
the king was cured, There was no sign of the 
disease at all! 


एक दिन एक बुद्धिमान और पहुँचा हुआ साधु बुदिन 
राजा के दरबार में आया और उसने दावा किया, "मैं 
агат का इलाज़ करूँगा |” 


राजा ने उसे कामयाब होने पर बड़ा इनाम देने का 
፳፳ किया | 


बुद्धिमान बुदिन ने कुछ विचित्र सी दिखने वाली 
जड़ी-बूटियों को निकालकर उसका लेप राजा 
को लगाया । 


कुछ समय ጃሮ उसने उसे थो डाला cx ही 
rem टीक हो गया | गेग का निज्ञान तक नहीं था | 


King Jafar was extremely pleased. “You will राजा जाफ़र अति प्रसन्न हो ሻሸ | उसने कहा, “जैसे 
have the reward as 1 promised,” he said. मैंने वादा किया था, तुम्हें इनाम ज़रूर मिलेगा i 


However, there was one wicked minister 
in the king's court who was very jealous. 


He didn't like the fact that the sage was 
showered with presents and that the sage 
was now the king's favourite. 


मगर राजा के दरबार में एक दुष्ट मंत्री था जो 


बड़ा ही #ый भी था। 


उसे यह बात अच्छी नहीं लगी कि साधु को 
ढेरों इनाम दिए गए और वह राजा का चहेता 
बन गया था | 


He went to the king and said, “Your Highness, उसने ጽ፳ के पास जाकर कहा, "pap आपको मूर्ख 
you аге being fooled. That man is actually a spy बनाया जा रहा है । वह आदमी दुश्मनों का एक गुप्तचर 
from the enemy kingdom. Не В only trying to है । वह आपका मित्र बनने का नाटक कर रहा है | 


be your friend until he can find the right time 
to kill you and become the king himself." 


N 
SE 


ताकि मौका मिलते ही आपको मार कर erê राजा बन 
जाए |” 


King Jafar was slowly convinced by the 
poisonous words of his minister, 


He called his guards and ordered, “Bring 
Sage Budin to me! ГП punish him!” 


፳፳ को धीरे-धीरे मंत्री के विषैले शब्दों पर 


विश्वास हो गया । 


उसने अपने पहरेदागें को बुलाकर आज्ञा दी 
कि “साधु बुदिन को मेरे सामने पेश करो | 
मैं उसे दण्ड ἕπτ’ 


Заре Budin was brought before the king. 


He warned the king and said, “I am the one 
who cured you of your terrible illness. Is 
this how you should treat me? Lam a sage, 
not a spy. If you try to do anything to me, 
you will only bring trouble upon yourself." 


But the king didn't listen, 


साधु बुदिन को गजा के सामने पेश किया गवा । 


उसने गजा को सावधान करते हुए कहा, “मैं हि हूँ 
जिसने आपकी भयानक बीमारी का इलाज़ किया | 
« आप इसी तरह मुझसे व्यवहार करेंगे? मैं एक 
साधु हूँ, कोई जासूस नहीं । यदि आप मुझे कोई 
हानि पहुँचाने का प्रयत्न करेंगे, तो आप अपने लिए 
संकट को न्योता її 


परन्तु राजा ने अनसुना कर दिया | 


'። 


ጊን 


The sage said, “Ok, in that case, I һауе one 
last wish, Please read this book. It will tell 
you how to prepare all my secret medicines. 
You will become the wisest king in the 
whole world." 


साधु बृदिन ने कहा, “ठीक है, मेरी अंतिम इच्छा है 
कि आप कृप्या इस किताब को पढ़े | इसमें आपको 
मेरी गुप्त दवाइयों को बनाने की विधी मिलेगी । आप 
पूरे संसार के सबसे बुद्धिमान रजा बन जाएंगे |” 


Не was about to shout in anger at Sage 
Budin when suddenly he fell to the ground 
moaning in pain. 


He was taken ill again! 


चह क्रोध से बृदिन पर चिल्लाने ही वाला था कि 
अचानक दर्द से कराहते हुए ज़मीन पर गिर पड़ा । 


ae फिर से बीमार पड़ गया था | 


The king greedily opened the book and 
turned the pages. 


But he was puzzled to see that there was 
nothing written in it. 


राजा ने लोभित होकर किताब खोली और उसके 
ча पलटे । 


उसमें कुछ भी लिखा ना पाकर वह व्याकुल हो 
за! 


- 


He was about to shout іп anger at Sage 
Budin when suddenly he fell to the ground 
moaning in pain. 


He was taken ill again! 


बह क्रोध से बुदिन पर चिल्लाने ही वाला था कि 
अचानक दर्द से कराहते हुए ज़मीन पर गिर पड़ा | 


वह फिर से बीमार पड़ गया था | 


It was then that the ministers realized that 5 2 
the pages of the book had a strong polson The Ungrateful King 


that made the king fall sick again. t سے‎ 


कृतघ्न राजा 


The sage had taught them all a lesson for 
their ungratefulness. 


मंत्रियों को तब बोध हुआ कि किताव के पन्नों में 
तेज विष था, जिस कारण राजा फिर से बीमार हा 


गया था 


K सभी को उनकी कृतघ्नता 
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Once upon a time, there lived a mother 
диск. She was excited. Her five eggs were 
finally going to hatch. 


She watched and counted as one by one the 
eggs hatched. 


“One duckling...two ducklings... 
three...four...five ducklings!” 
she said happily. 


एक समय की बात है । एक गाँव में झील के किनारे 
एक बतख रहती थी। वह बड़ी खुश थी। क्योंकि 
፳፪ माँ बननेवाली थी | उसके पाँच зі से बच्चे 
निकलने ही वाले थे । 


जैसे ही अंडे टूटने लगे, वह बड़े आनंद से अपने 
watt को गिनने लगी। 


"एक बच्चा, दो बच्चे, तीन बच्चे, चार बच्चे, पाँच- 
жәйі” — m © 


EN 
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- she noticed that there was one अचानक माँ बतख चौंक गई । उसने देखा कि एक 
more egg. और अंडा था | 


It was bigger and whiter than the rest. यह अंडा दूसरे अंडों से बड़ा और सफेद था | 
“This cannot һе my egg!” she thought. "वा मेण अंडा नही हो A 
де मेण अंडा नहीं हो सकता, उसने सोचा | 


Slowly. the big egg began to crack and 


а strange looking duckling came out. धीर-धीरे वह अंडा टूटने लगा और उसमें से एक 


अजीब बच्चा निकल आया | 


Mother Duck was surprised. माँ बतख चकित रह ዣ | 


The youngest duckling was grey and bigger अह सबसे Әсте, भरे रंव का था और दिको में 


than the rest. 3 
सवसं बड़ा επι 


“How ugly the little one is!" she thought. E τ "m 
аят बदसूरत है यह बच्चा!” उसने सोचा | 


As the days went by, the ducklings began 
to grow. But the youngest duckling looked 
different from the rest. 


Everybody looked at him and said, “There 
goes the Ugly Duckling!” 


His brothers and sisters teased him all the 
time, 
5 4 
Í k. 
и 


ъа 


दिन बीतते गए और πητα के बच्चे बड़े होने ጣባ | 
लेकिन सबसे छोटा बच्चा बाकी बच्चों से काफी 
अलग था | 


सभी उसे देखकर कहते, "देखो देखो, यह जा रहा 
है बदसूरत बतख बच्चा |” 


उसके भाई-बहन भी उसे हमेज्ञा चिढ़ाते रहते थे । 


The Ugly Duckling felt very bad. Whenever 
people laughed at him, he used to run away 
and hide behind the reeds near the lake. 


"Nobody loves me," he sobbed. 


बदसूरत बतख बच्चे को बड़ा арт लगता था | जब उसे 
सारे चिढ़ाने लगते तब वह झील के किनारे बाँस के 
झुस्मुट में छिप जाता | 


"कोई मुझसे प्यार नहीं करता”, बह दःखी होकर 
सोचता रहता । 


One day, the duckling decided to run एक दिन, बतख बच्चे ने तव किया कि वह घर से 
away from home. भाग जाएगा | 


He swam and he swam. On the way, + š 
he had many adventures. वह झील में छलांग लगा कर तैरने लगा । आगे उसे 
कई अनोखे अनुभवों का सामना करना पड़ा । 


In the woods, hunters tried to shoot him, जंगल में, शिकारियों ने उसे मारने की कोशिश की | 

but he ran away from them and their dogs. लेकिन ava बच्चा वही से दुम-दबाके आगा और 
गया 

He had never been so scared! E 


зе कभी इतना ZT हुआ नहीं था! 


The duckling lived for some time near 
another lake. But winter came and soon 
the water in the lake became ice. 


The duckling shivered and shook in the 
freezing cold. 


He escaped to an old woman's house, but 
when she found out that he couldn't lay 
any eggs for her, she shooed him out. 


बह एक बुढ़िया के घर में जा छिप गया । जब बतख 
बच्चे ने कोई अंडे नहीं दिये तब че ने उसे घर 
से बाहर निकाल दिया । 


बतख बच्चा एक दूसरे झील के पास रहने लगा | 
जब सरदी का मौसम आया, तब झील पर बफ 
जम गई | 


बतख बच्चा ठंड में थरथणने और їчї लगा | 


= was rescued by a kind farmer. But 
the farmer's naughty son chased him all 
around and threw stones at him. 


He ran away from there too, squawking in 
fear and pain, 


The duckling was tired from all his travels 
but he trudged on with a heavy heart. 


Finally during spring, he reached a 
shimmering lake. 


There he saw two beautiful, white birds 
with long necks, swimming gracefully, 


Пе looked at them and thought, “Пом 
beautiful those birds are! But ! am so ugly. 
They will never let me stay with them,” 


तब बतख बच्चे को एक उदार किसान ት आसरा 
दिया । पर उसके नटखट बेटे ने बतख बच्चे को 
भगाकर थका दिया और उस पर पत्थर भी फेंके । 


बतख बच्चा वहाँ से चीखते-चिल्लाते भाग निकला | 


वह अपने सारे अनुभवों से थक गया था और उदास 
होकर चलता झा | 


फिर वसंत का मौसम आया और बतख बच्चा एक 
सुंदर सी झिलमिलाती झील के पास पहुँच пати 


झील में दो सुंदर लंबे गरदनवाले सफेद पक्षी थे । 
बे बड़े आकर्षक रूप से तैर रहे थे । 


aaa बच्चे ने उन्हें देखकर सोचा, “कितने सुंदर हैँ 
ये पक्षी और मैं कितना बदसूरत! वे मुझे अपने साथ 
कभी नहीँ रहने देंगे |” 


Finally during spring, he reached a 
shimmering lake 


There he saw two Бе: 


with le 


utiful, white birds 


ng necks, swimming gracefully. 


He looked at them and thought, “How 
beautiful those birds are! But I am so ugly. 
They will never let me stay with them.” 


Just then, he looked into the water at his 
refle 
looked just like the other two elegant birds! 


ion. To his surprise, he saw that he 


@ he Ugly Duckling 
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The birds came to him and said, “Welcome 
friend! You must be the most beautiful 
this whole lak It was then that he 
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Once upon а time, there lived а kind एक समय की बात है । एक दयाल मोची और उसकी 
shoemaker and his wife. पत्नी रहते थे । 1 


Sadly, nobody bought his shoes anymore, 
and they had become poor. 


दुर्भाग्य से मोची के जूते बिक नहीं रहे थे और 
धीरे-धीरे मोची गरीब हो गया | 

He only had cloth left to make one last мак 09 
pair of shoes. एक़ वक्त आया कि बहुत बुरी हालत हो गई | मोची के 
पास सिर्फ आखिरी जूते की जोड़ी के लिये कपड़ा 
बचा था | 


To console him, his wife said, “Don't worry 
too much. Everything will soon be all righ 
Leave the cloth on the table. You can stitch 
the shoes tomorrow. Let us go to bed now." 


मोची को दिलासा देते हुए उसकी पत्नी ने कहा, 

"आप चिंता मत कीजिए | सब कुछ ठीक हो जाएगा। 
आप अब थक गए हैं । कल जूते बना दीजिए । कपड़े 
को मेज़ पर रख दीजिए और अब आप सो जाइवे 1" 


However, four little elves who had been 
outside their window, had heard them 
talking. 


They felt sorry for the kind man. 


“We must help the poor shoemaker!” 
they decided. 


चार देवदूत मोची के घर की खिड़की के सामने से 
गुजर रहे थे। उन्होंने मोची और उसकी पत्नी की 
सारी बातें सुन लीं । 


उन्हें उन दोनों पर बड़ी दवा आई | 


“हमें उनकी मदद करनी चाहिये“, उन चारों ने सोचा । 


The smart, talented elves fluttered 
into the house through the window. 


They took the cloth and soon began 
cutting, sewing and decorating it. 


Before morning, they made the most 
beautiful pair of shoes in the whole 
world and flew away, 


चतुर और बुद्धिमान देवदूत खिड़की से उड़कर 
मोची के घर में आए। 


उन्होंने मेज़ पर पड़े कपड़े को लिवा और तुरंत 
काटने, सीने और सजाने का काम शुरू किया | 


सुबह होने से पहले उन्होंने दुनिया भर में सबसे 
बेहतरीन जूते की जोड़ी को बनाया और वहीँ से 
उड़ ти 


In the morning, the shoemaker and his 
wife were amazed to see the pretty shoes 
lying on the table. 


“Who made this?" they both wondered. 
“They are lovely!” 


सुबह मेज़ पर पड़े सुंदर जूते की जोड़ी को देखकर 
मोची और उसकी पत्नी आइचर्यचकित हुए | 


बे सोचने लगे, “ag किसने बनाई? यह कितनी 
सुंदर है!” 


Soon, а merchant saw the shoes in the shop जल्द ही, एक व्यापारी ने उन जूतों को पसंद कर, उसे 


window and immediately bought them. тя खरीद लिया | 

He gave the shoemaker enough money to ав 

buy cloth for two pairs of shoes. उसने मोची को पैसे दिये जिससे वह दो जूतों की 
जोड़ियों के लिये कपड़ा खरीद सका । 


p Фу 
4 / 
That night too, the shoemaker left the cloth उस πα मोची ने फिर से कपड़ा मेज़ पर रख दिया | 

on the table before going to bed. 


EN 
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Тһе elves returned. Before sunrise, they had देवदूत फिर से आए और सूरज उगने से पहले दो 
made two more pairs of shoes that were much और जूतों की जोड़ियाँ बनाकर चले गए । यह दो 
prettier! जोड़ियाँ पहले की जोड़ियों से भी ज्यादा सुंदर थीं । 
"This continued for many more nights. Lovely " 

shoes that the elves made used to wait for the यह सिलसिला कई दिनों तक चलता रहा । हर सुबह 


shoemaker every morning. मोची को देवदूत की बनाई गई जूतों की जोड़ियाँ 
मिल जातीं | 


The shoemaker and his wife were puzzled. 
“I wonder who our friends are,” they said. 
“We must thank them for their kindness.” 


They decided to stay awake that night and 
hide behind the door to find out who made 
the shoes for them. 


मोची और उसकी पत्नी їл परेशान हो जाते | 
“हमारे यह अच्छे दोस्त कौन हैं?” वे सोचते, 
“हमें उनका शुक्रिया अदा करना चाहिये Г 


उन्होने तव किया कि वे रात को जागकर दरवाज़े 
के पीछे छिप जाएंगे । जब उनके दोस्त उनकी 
मदद करने आएंगे, तब वे उन्हें देख लेंगे | 


As they waited, they saw the elves fly in, 
laughing, singing and quickly stitching 
the shoes. 


“How lucky we are!" exclaimed the 
shoemaker се the elves had left. “We 
must give them something in return.” 


ov 


जैसे ही वे इंतजार कर रहे थे, देवदूत अंदर आए 
और हँसते - गाते जूते बनाने लगे | 


"हम कितने भाग्यज्ञाली δ", मोची और पत्नी ने 


सोचा | उन्होंने निश्चय किया, "हम उन्हें बदले में 
कुछ खास देंगे |" 


The wife suggested, “Their clothes were 
torn. Let us make tiny clothes for them!” 


They both worked hard to make the best 
clothes, including the cutest pair of shoes 
for the friendly elves, and left them on the 
table the next night. 


When the elves came, they were thrilled 
to see their new clothes, 


They danced and sang in happiness, and 
flew out of the window, never to return again. 


чей ने सुझाया, "उनके कपड़े 5-09 लग रहे 
थे । क्‍यों न हम उनके लिये छोटे कपड़े बनाएँ ।" 


दोंनो ने बड़ी मेहनत से देवदूतों के लिये बढ़िया 
कपड़े और छोट-छोटे जूते बनाए और गत को उन्हें 
मेज़ पर रख दिया । 


रात को जब देवदूत आए , तब वे नए कपड़े देखकर बड़े 
ππττι 


आनंद से वे नाचते-गाते झूमने लगे और फिर वे खिड़की 
से उड़कर सदा के लिये चले गए । 


When the elves came, they were thrilled रात को जब देवदूत आए , तब वे नए कपड़े देखकर बड़े 
to see their new clothes. खुश ፻፲ | 


They danced and sang in happiness, and 
flew out of the window, never to return again. 


आनंद से वे नाचते-गाते झूमने लगे और फिर वे खिड़की 
से उड़कर सदा के लिये चले गए । 


The shoemaker continued to make the best 
shoes in town and sold them. he Shoemaker and 


the (Eves 
He and his wife never forgot the kind elves 
who had helped them in their time of need. मोची और देवदूत 


मोची शहर के सबसे बढ़िया जूते बनाकर बेचता रहा | 


और उसकी पत्नी की ऐन वक्त 17:26 
EE कभी नहीं भूले । ኣብ” 
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Once upon a time, in a faraway land, lived a 
beautiful princess. 


Her skin was white аз snow, her lips were гей 
аз roses and her hair was black like the night. 
Her name was Snow White. 


एक समय की बात है । दूर के प्रदेश में एक सुंदर 
गजकुमारी रहती vit | 


उसका रंग बर्फ की तरह सफेद था, होंठ लाल गुलावों 
की ፳፳ लाल और बाल रात के अंधेरे की तरह काले। 
उसका नाम था स्नोव्हाइट | 


Snow White had a beautiful but proud 
stepmother who was a witch. 


Everyday, she stood in front of her magic 
mirror and asked, *Mirror, mirror on 
the wall, who is the fairest of us all?” 


The mirror used to answer, “You are, 
oh Queen!” 


स्नोव्हाइट की सौतेली रानी-मौ, बड़ी सुंदर थी । 
लेकिन घमंडी और नकचढ़ी भी थी | वह एक 
जादूगरनी भी थी । 


हर रोज़, वह अपने जादुई आईने में झौक कर पूछती, 
"बोल रे मेरे आईने, जग में सुंदर कौन है वो ललना, 
क्या है तेग कहना?" 


और आईना कहता, "जग में सबसे सुंदर आप ही हो 
ሺ. बेहतर कोई आप से, नहीं है, यह सब ने मानी ।" 


However, one day, the mirror replied, “You पर, एक दिन आईने ने उत्तर दिया, “जग में सबसे 
are beautiful but Snow White is the fairest सुंदर आप ही हो रानी, लेकिन आपसे भी सुंदर है 


of them all!" स्नोव्हाइट यह सब ने मानी |" 


The jealous Queen was so angry that she ده‎ T— 
ordered Snow White to be taken to the यह सुनकर रानी स्नोव्हाइट से ईर्ष्या करने लगी і 
forest and killed. उसने क्रोध में आकर अपने खास सिपाही को 


आदेज्ञ दिया, "स्नोव्हाइट को जंगल में ले जाओ 
और उसे खत्म कर दो ΙΓ 


But the guard took pity оп Snow White सिपाही को स्नोव्हाइट पर दया आई और उसने उसे 
and instead left her deep in the forest. घने जंगल में छोड़ दिया । 


Snow White wandered through the forest 
alone till she finally saw a strange house 
in the middle of the woods. 


स्नोव्हाइट ज॑गल में भटकती रही और उसने जंगल 
के बीच एक अजीब घर देखा । 


The house belonged to seven dwarfs. वह घर था सात "πὶ का | 


The kind dwarfs heard her sad story and 
said, “You can live with us, Snow White.” 


“Oh thank you!" she said. “I can take care 
of you!" 


So everyday, when the dwarfs went off into 
the forest to work, Snow White stayed back. 


тач बौनों ने स्नोव्हाइट की दुःख भरी कहानी सुनी 

| और कहा, “तुम हमारे साथ रह सकती हो स्नोव्हाइट!” 
4 

यह सुत्रकर ату ने उनका शुक्रिया अदा किया और 
"wer "मैं तुम्हाण ख्याल ፐቋዥ 1" रोज़ ሻት जंगल में 
काम करने जाते और स्नोव्हाइट घर को संभालती | 


In the mean time, the wicked stepmother 
eagerly asked her mirror the question. 


But the mirror again answered, “You are 
still fair, but none to Snow White can 
compare. Deep within the forest glen, 
there she stays with seven little men.” 


राज्य में दुष्ट रानी अपने जादुई आईने से प्रशन पूछ 
रही थी । 


XR आईने ने उत्तर दिया, “आप तो हैं सबसे सुंदर 
जाली, लेकिन आप से भी सुंदर वह है स्नोव्हाइट, जो 
) जंगल में काटे दिन-रात, सात बौनों के साथ |" 


The furious Queen decided to go to the forest रानी अब आग πατῃ हो गई | उसने तव किया 
and kill Snow White, कि वह खुद जंगल में जाकर स्नोव्हाइट को खत्म 


कर देगी | 
She disguised herself as an old woman selling 


apples, filled a basket with poisoned apples, 


and went to the dwarfs’ house. उसने अपने आप को सेब बेचनेवाली Ява ЕЈ 


रूप में बदला, एक टोकरी में जहरीले सेव भरे 
और वह वौनों के घर गई | 


She knocked on the door. “Good 
morning!" she said in a hoarse voice. 


“Ро buy some of these wonderful apples. 
They are very sweet and tasty!" 


Snow White was scared to open the door 
to strangers, but the woman pleaded. 


She said, “Look how big, round and red 
they are! They are delicious!” 


тата को खट्खटाकर उसने रूखे स्वर में कहा, 
“सुप्रभात बेटी! क्या तुम यह लज़ीज सेव लेना पसंद 
करोगी? यह बड़े मीठे और स्वादिष्ट हैं!” 


स्नोव्हाइट ने अजनबियों के डर से दरवाज़ा नहीं 
खोला | पर बूढ़ी औरत ने आग्रह किया | 


वह लालच दिखाते हुए बोली, "देखो ये सेब है कितने 
बड़े, कितने ताजे, कितने लाल और रसीले! उन्हें सबा 
खाना चाहते हैं ।” 


Snow White couldn't resist. She took an apple 
but the minute she bit into the poisonous 
apple, she fell to the ground. 


The evil Queen ran away laughing wickedly. 


स्नोव्हाइट अपने आप को रोक नहीं पाईं । पर जैसे ही 
वह जहरीला सेब खाने लगी, वह ज़मीन पर गिर पड़ी । 


दुष्ट ፐባ हँसते हुए वहाँ से चली गई । 


When the dwarfs returned, they were 
shocked to see Snow White lying like she 
was dead. 


They put her in a glass case and sadly sat 
around her. 


जब बौने वापस आए , तब उन्होंने हैनी से देखा 
कि स्नोव्हाइट बेहोश पड़ी थी | 


बौनों ने उसे एक शीशे के बक्से में रखा और 
सभी बड़े दुःखी होकर रोने लगे | 


Just then, а Prince годе by. He saw the 
beautiful Snow White in the case and fell in 
love with her. He leaned over and kissed her. 


At that moment, the evil witch's magic 
spell was broken and Snow White awoke! 


तभी एक गजकुमार वहाँ से ሻጋ፣ रहा था | सुंदर 
स्नोव्हाइट को देखकर और उसकी कहानी सुनकर 
राजकुमार उससे प्यार करने लगा | बड़ी कोमलता 
से उसने उसे चूम लिया | 


उसी क्षण दुष्ट गनी का जादू खत्म हो गया और 


स्नोव्हाइट ने आँखें खोलीं! 


Just then, а Prince rode by. He saw the 
beautiful Snow White in the case and fell in 
love with her. He leaned over and kissed her. 


At that moment, the evil witch's magic 
spell was broken and Snow White awoke! 


‘The dwarfs were overjoyed and danced 
in glee. 


The Prince and Snow White were 
married and they lived happily ever after. 


ትት खुशी से झूमकर नाचने-गाने लगे | 
pz ने शादी कर ली और वे 
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तभी एक गजकुमार वहाँ से गूज़र रहा था | सुंदर 

स्नोव्हाइट को देखकर और उसकी कहानी सुनकर 
गजकुमार उससे प्यार करने लगा | बड़ी कोमलता 
से उसने उसे चूम लिया । 


ल उर का ጣን सम शच और 
स्नोव्हाइट ने आँखें खोली! 


Snow White 
and the Seven Dwarfs 
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Once upon a time in a faraway land, a 
beautiful girl was born to the king and queen. 


Fairies from all over were invited for the 
celebration. They brought with them 
precious gifts and blessed the little princess 
so that she would become a clever, beautiful 
and kind girl. 


एक समय की बात ፻ | एक दुर के देश के रज्ञा और 
тї को एक सुंदर-सी राजकुमारी हुई | 


इस Ч में एक शानदार उत्सव मनाया गया और 
दुनिया भर की परियों को आमंत्रित किया गया | परियों 
ने राजकुमारी को अनमोल तोफे और आशीर्वाद दिवे 
कि वह चतुर सुंदर और दवालु बने | 


Just then, an old, wicked fairy came to the 


palace and cursed the princess. 


“On your sixteenth birthday, you will prick on 
a spindle and die!" she screamed in anger and 


vanished. 


Everybody was shocked, 


A young fairy said, “I can't take away 
the evil witch's curse, but ГІ try to help. 
When the princess pricks herself, she 
won't die, but will instead fall into a deep 
sleep, and will only awaken with a kiss of 
a prince who loves her.” 


तभी, एक बूढ़ी दुष्ट परी महल मै आई और उसने 
राजकुमारी को σπα दिवा | 


वह ऋध में चीखी, “तुम्हारे सोलहवें जन्मदिन पर 
तुम्हें एक सुई चुभेगी और तुम मर जाओगी!” और 
वह गायब т? 1 


सभी हैरान रह गए। 


फिर एक नेक परी ने कहा, "मैं दृष्ट परी का ज्ञाप 
बदल नहीं सकती | पर मैं आपकी मदद करूँगी | जब 
राजकुमारी को सुई चुभ जाएगी, तब वह मरेगी नहीं 
पर गहरी नींद में सो जाएगी । वह तभी जागेगी 

जब उसे एक प्यार करनेवाला राजकुमार चूम लेगा 1" 


The king and queen were so worried for 
their dear daughter that they ordered all 
spinning wheels of the kingdom to be 

destroyed forever. 


However, unknown to them, one spinning 
wheel was still left... 


राजा और गनी, राजकुमारी के भविष्य को लेकर 
गहरी चिंता में पड़ गए | उन्होंने राज्य की सारी 
чей और चरखे नष्ट कर दिये । 


लेकिन उनसे अज़ात एक सुई का चरखा अभी भी 
राज्य में πετ गया था । 


As the years went by, the baby grew to be 
а lovely, charming young girl. 


On her sixteenth birthday, when she was 
roaming about the castle, she came upon 
а secret room at the very top of the castle 
towers. Curious, she went in to find an old 
woman bent over a spinning whecl. 


- कई साल बीत गए और गजकुमारी एक सुंदर सुशील 
युवती हो गई | 


उसके ጥት जन्मदिन पर वह महल में टहल रही 
थी | जब महल के सबसे ऊँचे मीनार में उसे एक गुप्त 
कमरा मिला, उत्सुक हो कर वह अंदर गई और देखा 
कि वहाँ एक बूढ़ी औरत सुई के चरखे पर काम कर 
रही dri 


“Oh, what is this?” she cried, for she had 
never seen such a thing before. 


She pleaded with the woman, “Please do 
let me try it as well!” 


"ओहः! यह क्या है?" राजकुमारी ने आइचर्य 
से पूछा, क्योकि उसने सुई के चरखे को कभी 
नहीं देखा था। 


उसने औरत से विनती की, "क्या मैं भी इस 
पर काम कर सकती हूँ?" 


But the minute she touched the needle of 
the spindle, she fell to the ground. 


Тһе witch's spell had come true! With а 
heavy heart, the king ordered her to be 
taken to a grand room where she would lie. 


The whole kingdom was sad. 


राजकुमारी ने सुई को हाथ लगाया और उसी क्षण 
ae जमीन पर बेहोश गिर पड़ी | 


gE परी का στα सच हो गया! बड़े दु:खी होकर 
राजा ने आदेश दिया कि ग्रज़कुमारी को एक भव्य 
~ कमरे में रखा जाए d 


पूरे राज्य में उदासी का माहौल छा गया | 


The youngest fairy watched all of this. 


She said with а wave of her wand, “Let the 
whole kingdom fall asleep with the princess. 
So when she is woken by her prince, she will 
not be alone.” 


The moment she said this, all the people 
and all the animals in the kingdom fell 
asleep where they were. Everything stopped. 


As the years went by, a thick forest grew 
around the palace and the kingdom to 
hide it. 


नेक परी यह सब कुछ देख रही थी । 


उसने अपनी जादुई छड़ी घुमाई और कहा, 
“राजकुमारी के साथ-साथ सारी जनता सो 
जावे | जब राजकुमारी arnt, तभी ये लोग 
भी जाग उठेंगे |” 


जैसे ही उसके मुँह से वे बोल निकले, राज्य के सारे 
लोग और पशु-पक्षी जहाँ थे वहीं τὴ गए | सब कुछ 
धम गया । 


कई साल बीत गए और एक घने जंगल ने महल और 
Ta को घेर लिया | सब कुछ दुनिया से छिप गया | 


Exactly hundred years later, a handsome TË साल ο... 
prince was passing through the forest से गाला पा የሺ: ሽና अचानक उसे बका आगी 
when he discovered the strange kingdom. aoa беті 


жаға 


While exploring it, he was surprised to find 
the beautiful princess lying fast asleep and 
immediately fell in love with her. 


*I wonder who she is," he said. *How gentle 
and peaceful she looks!” 


He leaned down and kissed her. 


महल से गुजरते हुए उसने एक सुंदर राजकुमारी को 
गहरी नींद में सोते हुए देखा और वह उससे प्वार 
करने लगा | 


"पता नहीं वह कौन है?" उसने सोचा | “कितनी 
कोमल और ጃሸ፳ लग रही है!” 


बह कहते हुए उसने ग़ज़कुमारी को चूम लिया | 


While exploring it, Ве was surprised to find 
the beautiful princess lying fast asleep and 
immediately fell in love with her. 


| “I wonder who she is," he said. “How gentle 
and peaceful she looks!” 


He leaned down and kissed her, 


महल से गुजरते हुए उसने एक सुंदर राजकुमारी को 
गहरी नींद में सोते हुए देखा और बह उससे प्यार 
करने लगा । 

"पता नहीं यह कौन है?” उसने सोचा । "कितनी 
कोमल और शांत लग रही है!” 


ЖЕ कहते हुए उसने राजकुमारी को चूम लिया | 


ENGISH 
HINDI 
Instantly, the spell was lifted! The princess 


and all the people awoke. Sleeping Beauty 


There was joy and celebration all around. सोती हुई सुंदरी 


The prince and princess were soon married 
and they lived happily ever after. 


उसी क्षण शाप zz गया और शैजकुमारी और सारे 
लोग जाग गए | 


राज्य में खुशी और आनंद का उत्सव मनाया गया | 


። 
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There once lived a miller and his daughter. एक समय की बात है | एक पिसनहारा अपनी बेटी 


के साथ रहता था | 
One day, the miller foolishly lied to 


everybody, “Му daughter is so clever that 


тя पिसनहारे रे ने + झूठी Я *TT " 'मेरी 
she can spin straw into gold." क दिन पिसनहारे ने सबसे झूठी डींग ዛት "मेरी 


बेटी इतनी होशियार है कि वह भूसे से सोना बना 
सकती है |" 


The news reached the King. 


He called the miller and his daughter to 
his court and said to the girl, “I have a 
room full of straw. You must spin it into 
gold by tomorrow morning. Or else, I will 


The poor girl was locked in the room with 
only a spinning wheel. 


“Oh dear! What am I going to do now? I 
can't spin straw into gold!" she said and 
began to cry. 


यह ख़बर गजा तक पहुँच गई | 


उसने पिसनहारे और उसकी बेटी को दरबार में 

बुलाया और कहा, Mikel cei 

कल सुबह तक तुम्हें उस बनाना 

Mel Eod эы ο... 
गार में बंद किया जाएगा i 


बेचारी लड़की को कमरे में एक चरखे के साथ बंद 
किया गया | 


"अरे बाप रे! मैं अब क्‍या करूँ? मैं तो πὸ को सोना 
बनाना नहीं जानती”, यह सोचकर वह रे पड़ी | 


POP! Suddenly, there was a strange 
sound in the room. 


A xhort elf with a big, white, bushy beard 
appeared in the room. He was wearing a 
pointed, green hat and a red coat. 


чїч! अचानक कमरे में एक अजीब-सी आवाज़ आई | 


एक छोटा देवदूत प्रकट हुआ | उसकी लंबी, सफेद और 
ጃ፳ दाढ़ी थी और उसने एक नुकीली हरी टोपी और 
लाल अँगरखा पहना था | 


“Why were you crying, young girl?" asked 
the elf. 


She told him her problem. He laughed and 
replied, “Is that all? Ifyou give me your gold 
necklace, I will spin the straw into gold!” 


The girl was so relieved that she immediately 
agreed, 


“बेटी तुम ችሮ ἢ τῇ हो?” देवदूत ने पूछा । लड़की ने 
अपनी समस्या वताई | 


iv जे हँसकर कहा, “बस! इतनी-सी बात! तुम मुझे 
सोने का हार दे दो और मैं कमरे भर भूसे को सोने 
में बदल देता हूँ । 


लड़की को तसल्ली हो गई और वह राज़ी हो गई | 


The elf worked quickly. By morning, when 
the King opened the door, a big pile of gold 
was waiting for him. He was very pleased. 


But the greedy King wanted more gold, so 
he filled the room with more straw and 
again locked the miller's daughter in. 


देवदूत ने बड़ी फुर्ती से काम किया । जब सुबह τὲ 
और गाजा ने दरवाज़ा खोला, तब सोने का बड़ा ढ़ेर 
उसके सामने эп | रजा बहुत प्रसन्न हुआ | 


पर अब राजा लालची बन गया और उसे और भी 
सोना चाहिये था । उसने पिसनहारे की बेटी को 
से कमरे में बंद किया | 


This happened for few more nights. Every 
night, the elf used to come and spin straw 
into gold, and the girl used to give him 
something in return. 


However, soon, the girl had nothing left 
to give the elf. 


“Very well, you must give me your first 
child," he said and she agreed. 


यह सिलसिला कुछ देर तक चलता रहा । हर सत 
लड़की कुछ सोने की वस्तु देवदूत को देती और वह 
πὰ को सोने में बदल देता | 


पर एक πη लड़की के पास कोई वस्तु नहीं बची थी | 


“ठीक है, पर तुम्हें मुझे अपना पहला बच्चा देना 
होगा”, देवदूत ने कहा और लड़की मान ዣ | 


The Queen was heartbroken and begged 
him to allow her to keep the child. 


He replied, “I will give you three days. 
If by then you find out my name, you can 
keep the child.” 


The King was so happy with her that he 
married her, Soon, a beautiful baby was 
born to them. 


That very day, the elf came and told the 
new Queen, “Remember your promise? 
You must give me the baby!” 


राजा लड़की से इतना खुश हुआ कि उसने उससे 
па कर ली | थोड़े दिनों में ही, गनी ने एक 
सुंदर बेटे को जन्म दिया । 


उसी दिन देवदूत आया और उसने शनी को अपने 
वचन की याद दिलाई, "याद है ना वादा, अब मुझे 
अपना बेटा दो!" 


रानी दुःखी और परेशान हो गई और उसने देवदूत 
से वच्चे को न ले जाने की प्रार्थना की । 


देवदूत ने कहा, “मैं तुम्हें तीन दिन का समव देता 
हूँ । यदि तब तक तुम मेरा नाम जान सकती हो तो 
तुम अपना बेटा रख सकती हो |” 


The Queen began guessing names. 
For two days she stayed awake thinking 
of all possible names. “15 your name Joe? 


Fred? Dumpledoe? Scatterbug?" 


But every time the elf shook his head, "Not 
Wrong again!” She began to get worried. 
She sent her soldiers all over the kingdom 
to find new names, 


रानी दो दिन और दो रात तक अलग-अलग नामों से 
Эбт करती रही । "क्या ሻሻ नाम है, जो? 
फ्रेंड? दंपलदो? тыят!" 


घर हर बार देवदूत ने कहा, "नहीं! गलत, गलत, फिर 
से गलत!” रानी अब चिंता में पड़ गई | 


उसने सिपाहियों को पूरे राज्य में नए नाम ἐπὶ का 
आदेश दिया । 


Finally one soldier came to her and said, 
“Пеер in the forest, I saw a short, strange 
man dancing and singing, 'I will have the 
Queen's child, oh what a wonderful game! 
For the Queen will never guess, that 
Rumpelstiltskin is my name!" 


आखिर में एक सिपाही ने सनी से कहा, "घने जंगल 
के बीच मैंने एक छोटे अजीब आदमी को नाचते 
देखा । वह गा रहा था, "मुझे मिलेगा रानी का बेटा! 
ओह, कितना सुंदर है यह खेल! क्योंकि गनी कभी 
जानेगी नहीं कि मेण नाम है स्म्पेलस्टिल्टस्किन!" 


Finally one soldier came to her and said, 
СЕ; in the forest, I saw a short, strange 
man dancing and singing, 'I will have the 
Queen's child, oh what a wonderful game! 
For the Queen will never guess, that 


Rumpelstiltskin is my name! 


आखिर में एक सिपाही ने रानी से कहा, "घने जंगल 
के बीच मैंने एक छोटे अजीब आदमी को नाचते 
देखा | वह गा रहा था, "मुझे मिलेगा रानी का बेटा! 
ओह, कितना सुंदर है यह खेल! क्योंकि ዝብ कभी 
जानेगी नहीं कि मेया नाम है रम्पेलस्टिल्टस्किन!" 


How happy the Queen was to hear this! The 
next day, when the elf came, she said, “How 
about Fitz? Is it William? No? Then your 
name must be...RUMPELSTILTSKIN!" 


The elf became so angry! He stomped his foot 
and screamed. Then in a flash, he disappeared. 
forever. He never bothered the Queen ever 
again. 


тӯ यह सुनकर बड़ी खुश हो गई। अगले दिन जब 
देवदूत आया, तब गनी ने कहा, "क्या ሻና नाम है 
бен? या विलियम? नहीं? तो तुम्हार नाम होना 
चाहिवे रम्पेलस्टिल्टस्किन! ” 


देवदूत बड़ा कोधित हुआ! वह चीखा, चिल्लाया और 
p लिये ओझल हो गया | उसने 
नहीं किया i 


Rumpelstiltskin 
रम्पेलस्टिल्टस्किन 
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In а land far away, lived a poor farmer and 
his wife. One day, they tried to pluck fruits 
from their neighbour's garden, 


But their neighbour was actually an old, 
wicked witch. 


दूर के प्रदेश में एक गरीब किसान और उसकी чей 
रहते थे । एक दिन उन्होंने अपने पड़ोसी के घर से 
फल तोड़ने की कोशिश की | 


उन्हें पता नहीं था कि उनकी पड़ोसिन वास्तव में एक 
जादूगरनी थी । 


She screamed, “How dare you steal from my 
garden! I'll turn you both into rats!” The 
couple trembled with fear. 


Finally the witch said, “Very well, I'll let you 
go. But you have to give me your first child.” 


‘They were so scared, that they immediately 
agreed and fled. 


उन्हे देखकर जादूगरनी चिल्लाई, "तुम्हारी हिम्मत कैसे 
हुई मेरे बगीचे में आकर फल चुराने की! मैं तुम 

दोनों को चूहा बना दूंगी!" किसान और उसकी पत्ती 
डर से कौंपने लगे | वे उससे माफ़ी माँगने लगे | 


अंत में जादूगरनी ने कहा, "ठीक है, मैं तुम्हें जाने 
देती हूँ । लेकिन तुम्हें अपना पहला बच्चा मुझे दान 
करना होगा ।” 


वे इतने डर गए थे कि उन्होंने जादूगरनी की बात तुरंत 
मान ली और чёт से भाग निकले | 


A few years later, a beautiful baby girl 
was born to the farmer and his wife. 


Immediately, the old witch came and 
snatched the girl away from them. 


She named her Rapunzel, and kept her 
locked up in a tall tower. 


कुछ साल बाद किसान की पली को एक सुंदर सी 
बेटी हुई। 


जाटूगरनी आई और उसे छीनकर ले गई | 


उसी वक्त जादू 


"उसने बच्ची का नाम रखा, रॉपुंझिल और उसे एक 


बड़े ऊँचे मीनार में कैद कर दिया । 


Rapunzel grew up to be a beautiful girl. 
But most beautiful of all was her long, 
golden hair. 


A. बड़ी wow बहुत सुंदर लगती थी | लेकिन 
उससे भी सुंदर थे लंबे सुनहरे बाल | 


The only person she ever saw was the 
old witch. 


Everyday, the witch used to come to the 
foot of the tower and call, "Rapunzel, 
Rapunzel, let down your hair!” 


Rapunzel then used to let her long plait 
Tall out of the window, and the witch used 
to hold onto it and climb up. 


Ви 
Tq सिर्फ जादूगरनी को ही जानती थी ι L 27 
Тя, जादूगरनी मीनार के पास आकर የጠ 

ее, रॉपुझिल वाल नीचे छोड़ो!” T 

Tq अपनी लंबी चोटी मीनार की खिड़की से - | 


नीचे छोड़ देती और जादूगरनी उसे पकड़कर ऊपर 
चढ़ जाती | 


One day, a prince who was passing by, hid 
behind the trees and watched the witch. 


As soon as she left, he too decided to try. 
“Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down your hair!” 
he cried, and climbed up into her room. 


एक दिन एक गजकुमार वहाँ से गुज़र रहा था और 
उसने जादूगरनी को ऊपर चढ़ते हुए देख लिया | 


उसने भी कोशिश करने का Вуча किया | "रॉपुंझिल 
ayia, वाल नीचे छोड़ो!", वह चिल्लाया और बह 
चढ़कर रॉपुंझिल के कमरे में आ गया | 


Rapunzel was stunned to see the prince, 


She had never before seen anybody so 
handsome. The prince too fell in love with her. 


They began to secretly meet everyday 
after the witch left. 


Зета राजकुमार को देखकर हैगन हो πέ | 


उसने कभी इतने सुंदर आदमी को नहीं देखा था | 
राजकुमार भी qf से प्यार करने लगा। 


वे दोनों छिपकर रोज़ मिलने लगे । 


One day however, by mistake, Rapunzel एक दिन Түн ने बिना सोचे-समझे जादूगरनी से 


said to the witch, “Му, you are so much कहा, “अरे! आप तो राजकुमार से ज्यादा भारी हैं |" 
heavier than my prince!" 


‘The witch realized what had been going जादूगरनी को अंदाजा हो गया कि क्या हो रहा है । 
on. She screamed and shouted in anger. वह गुस्से से ай, चिल्लाई | उसने ናቹ 
She cut off Rapunzel's hair and sent her बाल काट दिये और उसे दूर जंगल में भेज दिया | 
off deep into the forest. 


That day, when the prince came, he found the 
witch waiting for him at the top of the tower. 


She cursed and screamed some more, before 
casting a spell on him, and made the prince 
lose his sight. 


उस दिन जब गजकुमार आया, दुष्ट тетей मीनार 
में उसकी राह देख रही धी । 


वह ЦЕЙ से चीखी, चिल्लाई और उसने ग़ज़कुमार 
को शाप देकर उसे अंधा बना डाला | 


Тһе prince, now blind and broken 
hearted, wandered through the forest. 


Many days later, Rapunzel found him 
wounded among the trees. 


अंधा राजकुमार अपना टूटा दिल लिये जंगल में 
भटकता रहा । 


कई दिनों बाद रॉपुझिल ने राजकुमार को जंगल 
में बड़ी ही जख्मी हालत में पाया | 


Rapunzel began to cry at the sorry sight of 
her prince, 


But as soon as her tears fell on him, his 
wounds healed, and his eyesight returned! 


пета, राजकुमार को इस हालत में पाकर रोने 
लगी i 


जैसे ही उसके आँसू राजकुमार पर गिरे, उसके 
जख्म भर गए और उसकी आँखों की रोशनी वापस 


आ गई । 


Rapunzel began to cry at the sorry sight of गॉपुझिल, गजकुमार को इस हालत में पाकर रेने 
her prince. miti 


But as soon аз her tears fell on him, his 


जैसे ही उसके आँसू राजकुमार पर गिरे, उसके 
wounds healed, and his eyesight returned! σπα 


जख्म भर गए और उसकी आँखों की रोशनी वापस 
आ गई | 


The first thing (һе prince saw was his 
beloved Rapunzel. 


They were overjoyed to find each other 
again. They went away to his kingdom, and 
lived happily ever after, far away from the 
wicked witch. 


राजकुमार की आँखें wert हीं पहले उसने सुंदर 
गॅपुझिल को देखा | वे दोनों एक दूसरे को पाकर खुशी 
से झूम उठे । 


TAF के रज्य जाकर दोनों ने शादी कर ली और 


тай से दूर वे अपनी ज़िंदगी 
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In a faraway land lived a boy named Jack, 
and his mother. 


They were very poor and so, one day, Jack 
decided to go to the market and sell his cow 
for some money. 


वे बड़े गरीब थे, 
लिया कि वह मंडी जाकर 
ет जा. 


On the way, Jack met a strange traveler. 


He said to Jack, "That's a fine cow you've 
got. I'll buy it from you, but I have no money. 
All E have are these beans.” 


“I can't sell you a cow for beans!” 


But the traveler replied, “These are magic 
beans. They will grow into a large beanstalk 
in only one night." 


Jack was curious. He sold his cow to the 
traveler for the beans, 


शस्ते में उसे एक अजीब यात्री मिला । 


उसने जॉँक से कहा, "यह बड़ी अच्छी गाय है । मैं 
तुमसे खरीदना चाहता हूँ | पर मेरे पास पैसे नहीं हैं । 
सिर्फ़ ये सेम के बीज हैं г 


25 बोला, "पर मैं चन्द सेम के बीजों के लिए 
अपनी गाय नहीं बेच सकता |" 


पर यात्री ने कहा, "ये जादुई बीज हैं । एक ही गत में 
चे एक लंबी डाली बन जाएंगे |” 


जॉक बड़ा ही जिज्ञासु था | उसने अपनी गाय जादुई 
बीज के बदले यात्री को बेच दी । 


Jack was very pleased with himself. But 
when he went back home without any 
money, his mother was very angry. 


“You are a very silly boy!" she shouted at 
Jack. “These beans are useless!” she said 
and threw the beans out of the window. 


зї अपने किये पर बहुत खुश था | पर जब विना 4 
किसी पैसे के वह घर पहुँचा, तव उसकी माँ बड़ी с. 
क्रोधित हुई । 


“तुम बड़े ही नादान और मूर्ख लड़के हो!” वह जॉक 
पर चिल्लाई, "ये बीज हमारे लिवे बेकार हैं ।" वह 
कहते हुए उसने बीज खिड़की के बाहर 8፳ ы! | 


However, the next morning, there was 
а surprise for them. 


Outside their window was the biggest 
beanstalk in the whole world! It was so 
tall that it reached the clouds. 


लेकिन, अगली सुबह, उनके लिये एक злуч επι 


उनकी खिड़की के सामने जग की सबसे विशाल 
डाली थी! वह इतनी लंबी थी कि आसमान में 
बादलों तक पहुँच गई थी | 


Jack was excited. “I wonder what is at the 
top of the beanstalk,” he said and began to 
climb it. 


He climbed and climbed but he still didn't 
reach the (ор. Although he was tired, he 
didn't stop. 


जॉक बड़ा उतावला हो गया । "सेम की डाली के 
ऊपर war होगा?", वह सोचने लगा और जल्द ही 
अपने TT का उत्तर जानने, डाली पर चढ़ने लगा | 


वह ऊपर चढ़ता गया, चढ़ता गया, फिर भी वह 
ऊपर तक नहीं पहुँच पाया | वह थक गवा था, पर 
रूका नहीं | 


Finally, just at some clouds, the beanstalk 
stopped. 


Jack saw that he had reached a strange land. 
In the distance was a large castle. 


अंत में बादलों के बीच डाली रुक गई | 


፳ ने देखा कि वह किसी अनोखी जगह में आ 
गया था | दूर एक विशाल महल दिखाई दे रहा था । 


Jack slowly crept into the castle. He was 


surprised to see a huge giant sleeping inside. 


Quietly, he began to explore the castle. 


Jack soon found rooms full of treasure 
in the castle. 


He said to himself, “There is so much gold 
here! If I take some back with me, Mother 
and I will no longer be poor." 


He filled some bags with the treasure. Пе 
even found a bird that laid golden eggs and 
а magic harp to take back with him. 


е ने देखा कि महल में सोने, हीरे और रत्नों से 
भरे हुए बहुत सारे कमरे थे । 


उसने सोचा, "यहाँ तो कितना सारा सोना है! यदि 
मैं थोड़ा ले जाऊँ तो मैं और मेरी τῇ कभी गरीब 
नहीं τὴ |" 


उसने कई थैलियों में सोना भर दिया । उसे एक 
जादुई पक्षी मिला जो सोने के अंडे देता था और 
एक जादुई बीन | 


“፻፳ सावधानी से महल के अंदर गया | आइचर्य से 
उसने देखा कि अंदर एक बहुत बड़ा दानव सो रहा था | 


वह चुपचाप महल की जाँच करने लगा | 


<, just as he was going to leave the castle, 
the giant woke up. 


“Fee-fi-fo-fum, I smell the blood of an 
f መ. Englishman!” he thundered, 


He saw Jack and ran after him roaring 
іп anger. 


“Come back with my gold!” he shouted. 
“Come back! I'll eat you for dinner!” 


पर जब वह महल से जाने लगा तब बड़ा दानव उठ 
गया । 


"फी-फ़ाय-फ़ो-फ़म, मुझे आदमी के खून की गंध 
आ रही है!", वह बोला । 


® उसने जॉक को देखा और क्रोध में उसका पीछा 
हि करने लगा। 


“йт सोना लेके वापस आओ | वापस आओ, नहीं 
लो तुम्हें खा जाऊंगा!” 


But Jack was too fast for him. He quickly पर जाक बड़े दानव की तुलना में ज्यादा तेज़ था 
slid down the beanstalk with the giant और बह झट से डाली के नीचे पहुँच गया | 
behind him. * 

उसने तुरंत एक कुल्हाड़ी ली और डाली को 


As soon аз he reached the ground, һе took 
काट दिवा । 


an axe and chopped down the beanstalk. 


But Jack was too fast for him. He quickly 
slid down the beanstalk with the giant 
behind him. 


^s soon as he reached the ground, he took 
ап ахс and chopped down the beanstalk. 


As the beanstalk fell to the ground, the giant 
too fell and died, leaving a 1 е hole in the 
ground 


Jack and his mother lived happily, for they 


were never poor again 


दानव भी गिर 


खुशी से रहने लगे, क्योंकि 
हो गई थी 
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Once upon a time there lived а sweet little girl 
called Ella. Her mother had died when she was 
a child and soon, her father too died. 


She lived with her mean stepmother and 
her two proud stepsisters. 


एक समय की बात है । एक प्यारी सी लड़की रहती थी 
जिसका नाम था एूल्ला | जब птеп छोटी-सी थी, तब 
उसकी माँ परलोक सिधर गई और थोड़े वक्त में उसके 
पिता भी चल बसे ι 


बह अपनी दुष्ट सौतेली मौ और दो घमंडी सौतेली 
बहनों के साथ रहती थी। 


They made Ella do ай the housework. 


“Clean the chimney! Dust the cupboards! 
Iron my clothes!” they cried. 


The young girl was always covered in 
soot and dust. Hence she was called 
Cinderella. 


बे घर का सारा काम एल्ला से करवाते थे । 


वे दिन-रात उस पर चिल्लाते, "चिमनी साफ़ करे! 
सारी अलमारियों से थूल साफ़ की या नहीं! मेरे 
कपड़ों को अभी इस्त्री करो a^ 


meer हमेशा कालिख और धूल से भरी रहती थी 
और इसलिए उसे सब सिंडरेला कहते थे । 


-— 
=L 


One day, the Prince invited all the giris in the 
kingdom for a ball in the castle. Everyone, 
including the two stepsisters, were very excited, 


Cinderella too wanted to go to the ball, but her 
sisters laughed at her. “Stay at home and scrub 
the floors!” screamed her stepmother. 


एक दिन गजकुमार ने राज्य की सारी युवतियों को एक 
ज्ञानदार नाच-गाने की दावत पर आमंत्रित किया | गज्य 
के लोग और सिंडरेला की सौतेली मौ और बहनें भी 
बड़े खुश और उत्साहित थे | 


सिंडरेला भी इस जश्न में जाना चाहती थी । पर उसकी 
सौतेली ሻት उस पर हँस ЧЕТ | सौतेली माँ उस पर 
चिल्लाई, "घर बैठकर सार फर्श साफ़ करे |" 


The day of the Бай finally came. The 
stepmother and stepsisters left Cinderella 
alone at home. She was so disappointed 
that she began to cry. 


Suddenly, she saw a shimmering light. 
A woman with a kind smile and a wand 
stood in front of her. 


*Who are you?" asked Cinderella, 
surprised. 


The woman replied, “I am your fairy 
godmother. I will help you go to the ball. 
Now do stop crying!” 


*But I have nothing to wear!" sobbed 
Cinderella. “I can't go to the ball." 


"आप कौन #2”, सिंडरेला ने sya से पूछा । 


उस परी ने उत्तर दिया, “मैं तुम्हारी परी-माँ हूँ | तुम्हें 
FA में जाना है ना? मैं इसलिए तुम्हारी मदद करने 
आई हूँ । चलो, अब रोना बंद करो!” 

सिंडरेला ने गेते हुए कहा, "पर मेरे पास पहनने के लिये" 
कुछ भी नहीं है | मैं जशन में कैसे जा सकती हूँ? 


जश्न के दिन, सौतेली मौ और बहनों ने सिंडरेला 
को घर में बंद करके चली गईं | सिंडरेला दुःखी 
होकर गेने लगी | 


अचानक उसने झिलमिलाती रोशनी देखी और 
faster के सामने, एक सूंदर-सी मुस्कान और 
हाथ में जादुई छड़ी लिये एक परी प्रकट हुई | 


= There! Now you look like a princess!” she said 
to Cinderella. “But remember, you should come 
back home before 12 O'clock, for then the spell 
will be broken.” 


Cinderella replied, “I won't forget. Thank you 
so much!” and she went to the castle. 


The fairy godmother smiled. She touched 
a pumpkin and turned it into a grand carriage. 


With a wave of her wand, she changed six mice 
into six magnificent horses to pull the carriage, 
and another mouse into а footman. 


Finally, she changed Cinderella's rags into a 
beautiful dress. 


परी-मौं ने मुस्कुराकर अपनी जादुई छड़ी घुमाई और 
कहा, “कद्दू, बन जा तू एक SÉT सवारी 1" 


फिर छड़ी घुमाई और कहा, "छः चूहो, जाही सवारी 
को चलाने के लिये तुम बन जाओ छः ज्ञानदार घोड़े, 
और एक चूहा बनेगा सेवक ।” 


अंतिम बार छड़ी wit और सिंडरेला ዛጥ 
फ़टे-पुराने कपड़े बन गए सितारों τὶ सजी सुंदर 
पोशाक । 


“देखा! अब तुम राजकुमारी लग रही हो!” परी-माँ ने 
सिंडरेला से कहा | पर चेतावनी देते हुए उसने सिंडरेला 
को सावधान किया, “पर याद रहे, तुम्हें пе के बारह 
wert से पहले घर आना है, क्योंकि तभी जादू खत्म हो 
जायेगा" 


सिंडरेला ने वादा किया, "h, ት भूलूँगी नहीं। परी-मौ, 
इस सब के लिये बहुत-बहुत धन्यवाद” और वह महल 
की ओर चल पड़ी । 


Cinderella was the prettiest girl at the ball. 
Even her stepsisters did not recognize her. 


All the other girls were very jealous because 
the Prince danced with her the whole night. 


Cinderella had a wonderful time at the ball. 
However, the moment she heard the clock 
strike twelve, she remembered the fairy 
godmother's words and ran away. 


In her hurry, she left one glass slipper on the 
castle steps. 


सिंडरेला ने ay का पूर आनंद लिया । लेकिन जब 
उसने घड़ी में बारह बजने के ठोके सुने तब उसे 
परी-मौ के शब्द याद आए और वह महल से भाग 
निकली । 


पर जल्दी में वह अपना कांच का एक जूता महल 
की सीढ़ियों पर छोड़ आई । 


सिंडरेला जश्न में सबसे खूबसूरत लग रही थी । 
उसकी सौतेली मौ और बहनें उसे पहचान ही नहीं 
чё! 


वहाँ सारी लड़किवौ सिंडरेला से जल रही dt, 


क्योंकि ग़ज़कुमार सिर्फ उसीके साथ.नाच रहा 8 
ҮР? vA 


а 
i, 


πα 


Now the Prince had fallen in love with her शजकुमार सिंडरेला से प्यार करने लगा था और उसे 
and wanted to find her. {тт चाहता था | 


He said to his men, “Со to every house іп ` ት मंत्रियों "n 
the land. Find the girl whose foot fits into उसने अपने मंत्रियों से कहा, "राज्य के हर घर की 


this glass slipper. She will be thi Iwill तलाशी लो | {шї उस लड़की को जिसका यह 
н. το EN कांच का जूता है | मैं उसीसे शादी करूँगा 1" 


Тһе Prince's men reached Cinderella's 
house. 


The two stepsisters tried hard to get their 
big feet to fit into the slippers, but in vain, 


Finally, Cinderella peeped out and 
said, “May 1 try as мей?” 


Тө everybody's surprise, Cinderella's foot 
fit perfectly into the glass slipper! 


राजकुमार के मंत्री सिंडरेला के घर पहुँच गए | 


दोनों सौतेली वहनों ने कांच का जूता पहनने की कोशिश 
की पर बे नाकामयाब रही | 


फिर सिंडरेला ने पूछा, "क्या मैं कोशिश कर सकती हूँ?" 


सारे हक्के-बक्के रह गए, जब सिंडरेला ने बड़ी आसानी 
से जूता पहन लिवा | 


The Prince's men reached Cinderella's 
house. 


The two stepsisters tried hard to get their 
big feet to fit into the slippers, but in vain. 


Finally, Cinderella peeped out and 
said, “May I try as well?” 


То everybody's surprise, Cinderella's foot 
fit perfectly into the glass slipper! 


शाजकुमार के मंत्री सिंडरेला के घर पहुँच गए। 


दोनों सौतेली बहनों ने कांच का जूता पहनने की कोशिश 
की पर बे नाकामयाब रही | 


फिर सिंडरेला ने पूछा, "क्या मैं कोशिश कर सकती हूँ?” 


सारे हक्‍्के-बक्के रह गए, जब सिंडरेला ने बड़ी आसानी 
से जूता पहन लिवा । 


The Prince and Cinderella were soon married 
in a grand ceremony. 


The wicked sisters never bothered her again. fester 
А Fairy Tale 
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राजकृमार और सिंडरेला की शादी बड़ी धूम-धाम 
से हुई । 


हैर बहनों ने उसे कभी तंग नहीं 
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In a land far away, lived a merchant 
and his daughter, Beauty. 


Beauty, like her name, was very pretty, 
loving and kind. 


एक दूर के प्रदेश में एक साहूकार और उसकी बेटी 


ब्युटी अपने नाम की तरह ही बड़ी ही सुंदर, स्नेही 
और दयालु थी | 


One day, the merchant got lost deep in the 
woods and reached a castle hidden amongst 
the trees. He went inside and yelled, 
“HELLO! Is anybody home?” 


“Since nobody seems to be here,” he thought, 
“I'll spend the night here.” 


एक दिन साहूकार एक जंगल में खो गया | अपना 
wen ढुँढ़ते-ढरँढ़ते उसे झाड़ियों में छिपा एक чї 
महल मिला | अंदर जाकर वह चिल्लाया, " अरे! 
कोई है?" 


साहूकार ने सोचा, "यहाँ तो कोई नहीं है । मैं रात 
यहीं गुज़ार लेता हूँ |" 


id 
| | 


In the morning, just as һе was preparing to leave, 
he saw a beautiful rosebush in the gardens. He 
thought of Beauty and plucked a rose. 


Suddenly, he heard a shout. A horrible 
beast was standing behind him. 


“Ungrateful man! How dare you steal from my 
garden even after I let you stay here?" he cried. 


सुबह महल से निकलते हुए, उसने बगीचे में एक 
सुंदर गुलाब का पौधा देखा । उसने अपनी बेटी 
ब्यूटी के लिये एक गुलाब तोड़ लिया। 


अचानक उसने एक चीख सुनी | साहूकार ने एक बीस्ट 
को पीछे खड़े हुए देखा । 


“तुमने मेरे बगीचे से गुलाब तोड़ने की हिम्मत कैसे 
की? मैंने तुम्हें रात के लिये ज़गह दी और तुमने यह 
ሻና दिखाई!" वह गरज उठा | 


The merchant shivered with fright. He begged 
the Beast not to hurt him, and tried to explain 
that the flower was for his daughter Beauty. 


The Beast said, “I will let you go if you promise 
to send Beauty to live with me." The merchant 
fearfully agreed. 


At home, he sorrowfully told Beauty the 
whole story. 


She said, “You should keep your promise. 
ГИ go to the Beast. Don't worry," and she 
left for the castle, 


घर आकर उसने ब्यूटी को सारी कहानी सुनाई | 


ब्यूटी ने कहा, “पिताजी आपको अपना वादा 
निभाना पड़ेगा । मैं उस बीस्ट के पास चली 
जाऊँगी 1 आप चिंता मत कीजिए Г यह कह कर 
वह महल के लिए राना हो गई | 


साहुकार डर के मारे काँपने लगा । “मुझे मत 
मारिए, मैं तो यह फूल अपनी बेटी ब्यूटी के लिये 
ले जा रहा था г 


बीस्ट ने कहा, "ठीक है, लेकिन तुम्हें वादा करना 
होगा कि तुम ब्यूटी को मेरे पास रहने भेज दोगे 1" 
साहूकार डर से मान गया | 


In the beginning, she too was frightened 
by the ugly Beast and his gruff voice. 


ut in a few days, she realized that the 
Beast was actually very kind and gentle. 


He took good care of her and she slowly began 
to like him. She was no longer afraid of him. 


शुरु में ब्यूटी बीस्ट और उसकी आवाज़ से बहुत 
डरती dri 


पर थोड़े ही दिनों में बह जान गई कि बीस्ट वास्तव में 
बड़ा ही зае और नेक था | 


उसने ब्यूटी की अच्छी देखभाल की । ब्यूटी उसे 
चाहने लगी | 


Even though the Beast dearly loved her, 
Beauty missed her home and her father, 
She often thought of him and cried. 


One day, she looked through a magic mirror 
that the Beast had given her, and saw that 
her father was terribly unwell. 


“Oh! Father is ill! I must go to see him!" 
- she cried in panic. 


ब्यूटी जानती थी कि बीस्ट उसे दिलोजान से प्यार 
करता है । लेकिन वह अपने घर और पिताजी की 
~याद कर्ते हुए गे पड़ती थी | 


एक दिन जब ब्यूटी, बीस्ट के दिये हुए जादुई आईने 
में झाँक रही थी, तब उसने देखा कि उसके पिताजी 
बहुत बीमार थे । 


“पिताजी बीमार हैं, मुझे उनके पास जाना होगा”, 
ब्यूटी ने ሽት हुए कहा । 


बीस्ट ब्यूटी की यह हालत देख न सका | उसने 
कहा, “घर जाओ, ब्यूटी | पर मुझे भूल मत जाना |" 


ब्यूटी ने खुश होकर बीस्ट को गले लगाया और 
कहा, “धन्यवाद मित्र!" 


वह घर की ओर निकल पड़ी | 


Unable to see her sadness, the Beast 
sighed and said, “Со back home. But I 
hope you will never forget me.” 


“Thank you Beast!" she said. 


Beauty was so happy that she hugged 
the Beast and ran home. 


Beauty was glad to be home again, and under 
her care, her father quickly recovered. 


One day, she thought of the Beast and looked 
into the mirror. 


1 То her dismay, she saw that the Beast too was 
ill. He was on thc ground moaning in pain. 


ब्यूटी घर आकर खुश थी और उसकी देख-रेख में 
उसके पिताजी भी ठीक हो ዣ| 


एक दिन अपने मित्र को याद करते हुए, उसने जादुई 
आईने में झाँका । 


हैरान होकर उसने देखा कि उसका मित्र बड़ा ही 
बीमार था। 


She sped to the castle. The Beast was dying 
and was very glad to see her. 


She held him and sobbed, *Beast, what's 
wrong? Don't die! love you!” 


Then she kissed him softly. 


ब्यूटी महल की ओर निकल पड़ी | बीस्ट अपनी 
अंतिम साँसे ले रहा था और उसे देखकर 
बड़ा प्रसन्न हुआ 


ब्यूटी उसकी हालत देखकर गे पड़ी, "बीस्ट मेरे 
मित्र, क्या हुआ है तुम्हें? तुम मर नहीं सकते । मैं 
तुमसे बहुत प्यार करती हूँ", और यह कहकर उसने 


अपने मित्र को धीरे से चूम लिया | 


At that very instant, the Beast changed into 
a handsome Prince! Beauty was so surprised! 


उसी क्षण, बीस्ट एक सुंदर TAFT के रूप में 
बदल गया । ब्यूटी आउचर्यचकित रह गई | 


š 


At that very instant, the Beast changed into 
а handsome Prince! Beauty was so surprised! 


उसी क्षण, बीस्ट एक सुंदर राजकुमार के रूप में 
बदल गया | ब्यूटी आइचर्यचकित रह गई | 


“Thank you Beauty! А wicked witch had cast a 


spell on Your sweet words broke the spell!” Феашу and the Peast 
he said. В Y Ве 


Beauty and the Prince were soon married, ब्यूटी और बीस्ट 


and they lived happily ever after. 


| 


"धन्यवाद, ब्यूटी! एक दुष्ट जादूगरनी ने मुझे शाप 
दिया था । पर तुम्हारे मीठे शब्दों ने उसे तोड़ दिया" 
शणजकुमार ने कहा | 


की जल्दी ही शादी हो गई और 
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Once upon a time, there lived an Emperor 
who spent ай his time trying out new clothes. 


Tailors from all around the world came to 
prepare new clothes to fill his cupboards. 


एक समय की बात है | एक गाज्च के सम्राट, नए 
कपड़ों के बड़े शौकीन थे | कई दर्जी, देश-विदेश से 
सम्राट के लिए ढ़ेर सारे सुंदर नए कपड़े बनाने आते | 


सम्राट अपना साग समय उन नए कपड़ों को परखने में 
“लगाते । 


Two travelers who were passing through the 
land heard about the Emperor and his love 
for clothes. 


They decided to fool the Emperor and make 
some money. 


एक दिन, दो यात्री राज्य से गुजर रहे थे । जब उन्होंने 
सम्राट के नए कपड़ों के शौक के बारे में सुना, तब 
उनके ጣና दिमाग ने एक तरकीब सोची | 


तर्कीब थी, सम्राट को मूर्ख बनाकर बहुत-सा धन 


कमाने की | 

Sa /7; 
The travelers went to the Emperor and said, दोनों यात्री सम्राट के पास जाकर बोले, "महागज! 
“Your Highness, we are two famous tailors हम एक दूर के प्रदेश के प्रसिद्ध दर्जी । हम 


from a faraway land. We will make the best 
clothes for you from a special material that 
fools cannot see!” 


आपके लिये एक खास कपड़े से बेहतरीन पोशाक 
सीना चाहते हैं । इस कपड़े की खासियत है कि यह 
बुद्धुओं को नज़र नहीं आता |” 


The Emperor readily agreed. " 
सम्राट बड़े उत्साह से मान πα | 


A 


SN 


The two men received a large sum of money उन दो यात्रियों को सम्राट से बहुत सारे पैसे मिले 
from the Emperor and began to work. और बे काम पर लग गए | 


However, the cunning travelers were only 
pretending to measure, cut and sew the 
amazing clothes. 


लेकिन वास्तव में चालाक यात्री कपड़े ጣናት का, 
काटने का, सिलने का और बेहतरीन पोशाक बनाने 
का सिर्फ़ नाटक कर रहे थे | 


One day, one of the Emperor's ministers 
went to them. 


Looking around, he saw no sign of any 
dresses anywhere, but the tailors seemed 
to be busy. 


“I cannot see any dress. Am 1 а fool?" 
the minister thought. 


So when the tailors asked him how the 
dress was, he lied and suid, “That is 
indeed a lovely suit!” 


एक दिन, सम्राट का एक मंत्री उनके पास गया । 


मंत्री ने बड़े गौर से देखा । पर उसे कहीं पर भी कपड़े या 
पोशाक का कोई भी नामोनिशान नहीं दिखा | 


"मुझे तो कहीं भी कपड़े नहीं दिखे? क्या मैं πα हूँ?" 
उसने सोचा । 


तो जब दर्जीयों ने पोशाक के बारे में पूछा, तब मंत्री ने 
झूठ कहा, "यह तो बहुत ही सुंदर है ।* 


Similarly, many curious ministers came to see उसी तरह कई जिज़ास मंत्री उस खास कपड़े को 
the special cloth. देखने आए | ы 
None of them saw anything, but they thought, कुछ 3 
“If I don't see it, ГИ be called а fool.” किसी को कुछ भी नहीं दिखा । पर सब ने सोचा, 
"यदि मैं यह कहता हूँ कि मुझे कुछ नहीं दिखता 
So they ай praised it. “ "Emus célors!” तो सब मुझे बुद्ध कहेंगे ।* 
said onc. "Magnificent ва. = 
safe ጃና ने कपड़ों की तारीफ़ की, “वाह, कितने 


१”, "अति उत्तम!" 


Soon the two men went before the Emperor 
with their creation, “Isn't it the most 
wonderful thing you've ever seen?” they asked. 


Like the others, the Emperor too saw 
nothing. But he didn't want to admit that 
he was a fool, so he cried, “Marvelous! 
Wonderful! Splendid! I will wear it for the 
parade today!" 


जल्द ही दोनों यात्री सम्राट के पास पोशाक लेकर 
हाज़िर हुए | “क्या आपने कभी इतने सुंदर कपड़े 
देखे हैं?” उन्होंने पूछा | 


са की तरह, सम्राट को भी कुछ नहीं दिखा । 
परंतु यह कहना, अपने आप को πᾷ कहलाने के 
बराबर होता । इसलिए सम्राट ने भी कहा, "सुंदर, 
अति उत्तम, शानदार! मैं तो आज की सवारी में 
та тт г 


The entire town had gathered on the roads ሻኛ शहर सम्राट और उनके अनोखे पोशाक को 
to watch their Emperor and his fine clothes. देखने सड़कों पर आ गया 1 


The Emperor, with his crown on his head, 
and proud of his clothes, marched along 
the streets. All his subjects cheered loudly. 


“The Emperor's clothes are beautiful,” 
they all cried, even though none of them 
actually saw any clothes. 


सम्राट, सिर पर ताज पहने हुए, अपने कपड़ों पर 
नाज़ करवे हुए, सड़कों पर चल रहे थे । उनकी प्रजा 
बड़े आनंद से उनका स्वागत कर रही थी | 


सभी कह रहे थे, "वाह, सम्राट के कपड़े अतिसुंदर 
हैं!” लेकिन वास्तव में क्रिसीको कोई कपड़े नहीं 
दिख रहे थे । 


Finally, a little voice cried, “But Mummy, 
why isn't the Emperor wearing any clothes?" 


आखिर एक नन्ही आवाज़ बोल पड़ी, “पर माँ सम्राट 
ने कोई भी कपड़े ай नहीं पहने हैं?" 


There was pin drop silence. Slowly the people यह सुनकर सन्नाटा छा गया | धीरे-धीरे लोग कानाफूसी 
started whispering. They realized that they करने लगे । सभी को यकीन हो गया कि उनको = 


had ай been fooled. बनाया गया था | 


“The Emperor is по wearing any clothes!” 
they laughed. 


सब हँसते-हँसते कहने लगे, “सम्राट ने कोई कपड़े ही 
नहीं पहले हैं!" 


———— 


There was pin drop silence, Slowly the people यह सुनकर सन्नाटा छा गया | धीरे-धीरे लोग कानाफूसी 


started whispering. They realized that they करने लगे | सभी को यकीन हो गया कि उनको TE 
had ай been fooled. बनाया गया था | j 


"The Emperor is not wearing any clothes!" Фара कहने πὰ ^ د‎ .3$ за 
they laughed. सब -# 0 , सम्राट ने कोई कपड़े हं 


नहीं पहने हैं!” 


The Emperor too understood his mistake. s Nev 
@ he Emperor's New 
Clothes 


सम्राट के नए कपड़े 


у Tale 


He turned red with shame and wanted to 
punish the cunning travelers. 


But the two men had taken the money 
and had already run away, 


3 А 2 
सम्राट को अपनी गलती का एहसास हो गया | वे 
शर्म के मारे लाल-लाल हो गए | 


| 12/13} देना चाहते थे । लेकिन 
भाग चुके थे । 


अकबर और बीरबल हो 
गए लालची 
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Birbal was Emperor Akbar's favourite. 
However, Akbar always looked for some 
way to try and outwit his clever minister. 


One day, he got another chance... 


सम्राट अकबर, बीरबल को दरबार में सबसे ज्यादा 
पसंद करते थे | लेकिन वे उसे किसी-न-किसी 
तरह चकमा देने का अवसर ढूँढ़ते रहते थे । 


एक दिन, उन्हें ऐसा ही मौका मिला... 


There was а grand feast organized by Akbar. 


People from all over the kingdom, including 
all his courtiers were invited to enjoy the 
celebrations. 


During dinner, Birbal sat next to Akbar. 


As they enjoyed the delicious dishes specially 
prepared for the night, Birbal entertained 
Akbar with his witty stories. 


सम्राट अकबर ने एक बड़ी शानदार दावत रखी थी | 


राज्य के कोने- कोने से लोगों और सारे दरबारियों को 
इस दावत में आमंत्रित किया गया था । 


रात के भोजन के समय, बीरबल, सम्राट अकबर के 
पास बैठा था। 


सब लोग दावत के लिये बनाए गए बढ़िया खाने का 
स्वाद ले रहे थे और बीरबल किस्से-कहानियों से 
सम्राट अकबर का मनोरंजन कर रहा था | 


Soon after dinner the best fruits were served. जैसे खाना खत्म हुआ, अतिउत्तम फल पेश किए गए | 


Both Akbar and Birbal chose big bowls of सम्राट अकबर और बीरबल, दोनों ने खजूर की बड़ी 
dates and happily ate them. कटोरी उठाई और खुशी से खजूर खाने लगे | 


As they continued to eat the fine dates, they खजूर खाते-खाते वे दोनों उसके बीज अपनी Şî 
slowly began throwing the seeds of the fruit के नीचे फेंकते गए । 
below their chairs. 


Soon there was a rather large pile of seeds που, कुर्सियों के नीचे वीज का बड़ा सा 
under their seats. र बद सख 


Akbar decided that this was an opportunity 
to play a trick on Birbal. 


Using his foot, he quietly pushed his own 
pile of seeds under Birbal's chair. Now the 
place near his feet was empty! 


Birbal was so busy talking and laughing 
that he didn't notice anything at all. 


This filled Akbar with even more glee and 
he couldn't wait to trap Birbal! 


सम्राट अकबर ने तय किया कि यही मौका था बीरबल को 
चकमा देने का। 


उन्होंने अपने पैर से अपनी कुर्सी के नीचे का ढ्रेर 
ከ. के नीचे ढकेल दिया। अब उनकी 
कुर्सी के नीचे की जगह बिलकुल खाली थी 


बीरबल बात करने और हँसने में इतना व्यस्त था कि 
उसने यह बात होते हुए नहीं देखी | 


यह देखकर सम्राट अकबर, बीरबल को चकमा देने 
के विचार से ही बहुत खुश हुए | 


Pretending to be surprised, Akbar loudly 
said, “Оһ my! Birbal, how greedy you have 
been even after eating such a huge dinner! 
Look at the large pile of date seeds under 
your chair!" 


All those sitting around too heard Akbar's 
remark. Everyone remained silent as they 
waited for his reply. 


They wondered if Birbal would be able to 
save himself this time. 


आश्चर्य का नाटक करते हुए, सम्राट अकबर ने जोर 
से कहा, “अरे बीरबल, इतना सार भोजन करने के 
बावजूद, तुम बड़े लालची हो गए हो! तुम्हारी कुर्सी 
के नीचे खजूर के बीज का ढ़ेर तो देखो!" 


आसपास बैठे हुए सारे लोगों ने सम्राट अकबर की 
बात सुनी | सारे चुपचाप बीरबल का उत्तर सुनने की 
प्रतीक्षा करते रहे । 


सभी सोच में पड़ गए कि इस बार ἥπατι अपने 
आप को कैसे बचा लेगा । 


Birbal realized right away that this маз 
Akbar's joke, for he had himself noticed 
the seeds under the Emperor's seat. 


But he couldn't be fooled so easily. 


बीरबल समझ गया कि सम्राट अकबर उसका मज़ाक 
उड़ा रहे थे, क्योंकि उसने खुद सम्राट की कुर्सी के 
नीचे बीज देखे थे । 


पर वह इतनी आसानी से हार मानने वाला नहीं था | 


Birbal smiled and slyly said, *Jahanpanah, 
yes, Ihave eaten a lot! But I at least left the 
seeds, You have been so greedy that you've 
eaten up all the seeds too!” 


बीरबल ने धूर्तता से कहा, "जहौपना, हाँ मैंने काफी 
खाया है! पर मैंने खजूर के बीज तो नहीं खाए | 
आप तो इतने लालची हो गए हैं कि आपने सारे 
बीज भी खा लिये г 


Birbal smiled and slyly said, “Jahanpanah, 
yes, 1 have eaten a lot! But I at least left the 
seeds. You have been so greedy that you've 
eaten up all the seeds too!” 


For a moment Akbar was annoyed that his 
trick had failed. But he saw that once again 
Birbal had come up with a clever answer, 


“Birbal, you have helped me enjoy myself. 
today!" he said and began to laugh out loud. 


> 


एक क्षण के लिये सम्राट अकबर नाराज़ हो गये कि 
उनका मज़ाक उलटा पड़ गया | पर दूसरे पल में ही वे 
समझ गए कि बीरबल ने बड़ा ही चतुर उत्तर दिया था । 


हे दोले, बीरबल, तुमने मुझे आज 
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बीरबल ने धूर्तता से कहा, "जहौपना, हाँ मैंने काफी 
खाया है! पर मैंने खजूर के बीज तो नहीं खाए | 
आप तो इतने लालची हो गए हैं कि आपने सारे 
बीज भी खा लिये г 


Akbar and Birbal 
are Greedy 


The Appu Series bilingual books an 
aging motivating 


The Appu Series are beautflly ilkistrated and captvathgly 
which give the most realistic expenence of Tales of Akbar and Birbal 


Good luck in reading stories bilingually! 


Akbar and Biba! өз Greedy 
ber Saye Не 


APPU SERIES - BILINGUAL 


Tales of Akbar & Birbal 


Media Fusion (India) Pvt. Ltd. 
e aaa 


Sultan Khan was a courtier in Emperor 
Akbar's court. 


He wanted to make his son the royal 
treasurer but his cunning plans always 
failed. 


सुल्तान खान सम्राट अकबर के दरबार का एक 
таб था | वह अपने बेटे को ፓት कोषपाल 
बनाना चाहता 5ሸ | पर उसकी चलाक योजनाएँ 
हमेज्ञा नाकामयाब रहती थी | 


One day, Birbal was late to arrive at the 
Emperor's court. 


Seeing that Akbar was quite angry, the 
crafty Sultan Khan immediately got up and 
said, “Your Majesty, don't you think Birbal 
is taking his position here for granted? He is 
late so often these days." 


Sultan Khan thought that Birbal was to be 
blamed for his son's misfortune. So he 
always looked for an opportunity to get 
rid of Birbal. 


सुल्तान खान सोचता कि उसके बेटे के दुर्भाग्य का 
कारण बीरबल है । इसलिए वह वीरवल को दरवार 
से निकालने का मौका жат रहता था | 


π दिन बीरबल दरबार में देर से पहुँचा | 


जब चालाक सुल्तान खान ने देखा कि सम्राट अकबर 
गुस्से में थे, तब वह तुरंत बोला, "महाराज, आपको 
नहीं लगता कि बीरबल दरबार में अपनी जगह का 
फायदा उठा रहा है? वह आज़-कल दरबार में काफ़ी 
देर से आता है ।* 


“This must be another plan to trap Birbal, 
thought Akbar. 


However, he decided to wait and see what 
Birbal would do this time. 


He said to Sultan Khan, “Yes, indeed! He 
must be punished! What do you suggest?” 


Sultan Khan was very pleased to see his plan 
work so well. 


*Jahanpanah, you should not agree to 
anything he says today. Say 'no' to anything 
he asks you for,” he said. 


“Agreed!” replied Akbar. 


सुलतान खान अपनी योजना सफल होते देख 
बहुत खुश हुआ । 


उसने कहा, “जहौपना, आप आज उसकी 
बातों में बिलकुल मत आइए । आप उसकी 
हर माँग को “ना” कहिवे I" 


बादशाह अकबर वैसे ही करने को गज़ी 
हो गए। 


p जे साचा, "यह तो बीरबल को ሻት 
की एक और साजिश लग रही Г 


लेकिन उन्होंने सोचा कि इस बार वे कुछ नहीं करेंगे 
और देखेंगे कि बीरवल क्या करता है | 


उन्होंने सुल्तान खान से कहा, "हाँ, उसे तो सज़ा 
मिलनी चाहिये! तुम्हारी क्या गय है?" 


Soon Birbal came to court. He said to Akbar, 
"Please pardon me for being late. My wife 
was unwell.” 


According to plan, Akbar immediately sald, 
“No! I will not!” 


Birbal was surprised. He tried again, 
saying, “But that's the truth, please 
believe me." 


Again Akbar replied, “No! I will not!” 


बीरबल इस बात से हकका-वक्का रह गया | उसने 
फिर से कोशिश की, "पर यह सच है, मेण यकीन 
कीजिये г 


लेकिन सम्राट अकवर ने फिर से कहा, "नहीं! मैं 
नहीं करूँगा!” 


इसके तुरंत बाद, बीरबल दरार में हाज़िर हुआ | उसने 
सप्राट अकबर से कहा, "मुझे माफ़ कर दीजिए | मेरी 
पली बीमार थी |" 


योजना के मुताबिक सम्राट अकबर ने कहा, "नहीं! मैं 
नहीं करूंगा!” 


“There must be something going on,” 
thought Birbal to himself. He then asked, 
“Сап we discuss important matters today?" 


Akbar replied, “No! We will not!” 


“कुछ तो बात है,” बीरबल ने सोचा । उसने फिर 
से पूछा, "क्या आज हम महत्वपूर्ण बातों पर चर्चा 
कर सकते हैं?" 


सम्राट अकबर ने कहा, “नहीं! हम नहीं करेंगे!” 


“Then may 1 go home?" asked Birbal. “फिर क्या मैं घर जा सकता हूँ?” बीरबल ने पूछा | 


“No! You must stay here all evening!” “नहीं! तुम्हे πὲῑ पूरी ज्ञाम बितानी होगी!” सम्राट 
ordered Akbar, enjoying himself very much. अकबर ने खुशी-खुशी आदेश दिया। 


Birbal understood what was happening. 


“Oh! So this is the game! The Emperor is 
saying "Хо to all my questions,” he thought. 


He looked around and saw Sultan Khan 
smiling to see him in trouble, 


“This must be his idea,” guessed Birbal. 
“Let me teach him a lesson.” 


बीरवल समझ गया कि क्‍या हो रहा है । 


उसने सोचा, "ओह! तो यह एक खेल है | सम्राट मेरी 
हर बात को “ना” कहेंगे 1" 


> 3 4 : 


उसने दरबार में नज़र फेरी और देखा कि सुल्तान खान 
उसे इस हालत में देखकर बहुत खुश था । 


“यह उसी की चाल होगी," उसने अनुमान लगाया और 
सोचा, ቋት उसे अभी सबक सिखाता हूँ।” 


The clever Birbal bowed to Akbar. “Very चतुर बीरबल ने सम्राट अकबर के सामने सर झुकाकर 
well,” he said. “But I have one last request. कहा, "ठीक है, पर मेरी एक अंतिम इच्छा | क्या आप 
Will you please make Sultan Khan's son the कृपा कर सुल्तान खान के बेटे को कोषपाल बनाएँगे?” 
treasurer?” 


Akb hat Birbal had done. Hi सम्राट अकबर ने जान लिया कि बीरबल क्या कर रहा 
4 ar saw what г! lon e was उन्होंने А > — * 'जहीँ 1 
very pleased and called loudly, “No! I will ы! Шылкы c UN 5 № የ दिया, “at 


never make him the treasurer!” 


‘The clever Birbal bowed to Akbar. “Very 
well,” he said. “But I have one last reque 
Will you please make Sultan Khan's son the 
treasurer?” 


Akbar saw what Birbal had done. He was 
very pleased and called loudly, “No! I will 
never make him the treasurer!” 


Birbal smiled. “That is all, Jahanpanah," һе 
said before returning to his seat. 


Sultan Khan was stunned and angry. Once 


more Birbal had outwitted him. As for his 
son, he could never become the treasurer! 


® 


बीरबल ने मुस्कुराकर कहा, "ठीक है, जहौपना,” और 
वह अपनी कुर्सी पर बैठ गया । 


en बात से दंग रह गया और उसे गुस्सा 
बीरबल ने उसे चकमा दिया था | 
कोषपाल नहीं वन सकता था | 


चतुर बीरबल ने सम्राट अकबर के सामने सर झुकाकर 
कहा, "ठीक है, पर मेरी एक अंतिम इच्छा है । क्या आप 
कृपा कर सुल्तान खान के बेटे को कोषपाल बनाएँगे?" 


सम्राट अकबर ने जान लिया 88 बीरबल क्‍या कर रहा 
था | उन्होने प्रसन्न होकर जोर से जवाब दिया, “नहीं! 
मैं उसे कभी कोषुषाल नहीं बनाऊँगा 1" 
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One day іп Emperor Akbar's kingdom, а एक दिन सम्राट अकबर के गज्य में एक कसाई 
butcher and a grain merchant were fighting और एक अनाज व्यापारी के बीच झगड़ा हुआ | 
outside the butcher's shop. दोनों कसाई की दुकान के सामने खड़े थे | 
People gathered all around to find out what इस झगड़े का कारण जानने, आस-पास के लोग 
the matter was. जमा हो गये | 


m m. — — ра 


“This man has stolen my money bag!” कसाई дей से चिल्ला रहा था, “इस आदमी ने मेरे 
screamed the butcher angrily. पैसों की थैली चुराई है ।" 

“No, it is my bag and the butcher tried to А 

steal it! He is a thief and a cheat!" yelled = ने भी जोर से चिल्लाकर कहा, "नहीं, थैली 
the merchant just as angrily. मेरी है और इस कसाई ने उसे चोरी करने की 


कोशिश की | यह एक चोर और धोखेबाज़ है!” 


Finally, one of the men in the crowd said, भीड़ में से एक आदमी ने सलाह दी, "बहस मत 
“Don't argue! Let Birbal decide who is करो! बीरवल को तय करने दो कि कौन सही है!” 
right!” 

So the two men went to Emperor Akbar's Аз प के ግርት πετ я 


court to meet the clever Birbal. 


The merchant too told his story, 


“Sir, I bought some meat from the butcher, 
but just as I was about to pay him, he 
snatched my bag. The bag is mine, | swear 
I'm not a thief,” he pleaded. 


In the court, the butcher repeated his story 
and said, “I took out my money bag to hand 
the merchant some change, but he grabbed 
it from me. I'm a poor man, this is all the 
money I have.” 


दरबार में कसाई ने अपनी कहानी दोहराई और कहा, 
"मैंने व्यापारी को छुट्टे पैसे देने के लिये अपनी थैली 
खोली, पर उसने मुझसे थैली छीन ली! मैं एक गरीब 
आदमी हूँ और यही मेरी सारी कमाई है! 


व्यापारी ने भी अपनी कहानी सुनाई | 


उसने अनुरोध किवा, "जनाब, मैंने इस कसाई से 
йн खरीदकर पैसे देने के लिये थैली खोली तो 

इसने थैली छीन ली! थैली मेरी है, मैं सच कह 

उहा हूँ, मैं चोर नहीं हूँ!” 


T listened to both sides carefully. बीखल ने दोनों पक्षों को बड़े ध्यान से सुने | 


“Hmm. This is tricky,” he said. “May I उसने कहा, “मामला आसान नहीं है! क्या मैं 
look at the bag?" वह थैली देख सकता हूँ?” 


Under the curious eyes of the court, Birbal 
examined the bag. 


He looked carefully at every spot and each 
stitch on the bag. He turned it inside out 
and smelt it. 


दरबारियों की जिज़ासु भरी आँखों के सामने बीरबल 
ने उस थैली का निरीक्षण किया । 


उसने थैली के हर कोने की छानबीन की | उसने 
थैली को उलट-पुलट कर देखा और ат भी! 


He even took out ай the money and coins іп उसने थैली से पैसे और सिक्के बाहर निकालकर 
the bag and examined each one. एक-एक को ध्यान से परखा | 
Everyone eagerly waited for his decision.... सभी उसका निर्णय सुनने के लिये उतावले होकर 
इंतज़ार कर रहे ἃ... 
алт | 
“ 
ሠ CU 
=’ \ 
Finally, Birbal handed the money bag अन्त में बीरबल ने थैली कसाई को दी और कहा, 
to the butcher and said, “Неге, take “अपनी थैली ले लो और इसे संभालकर रखो |” 


your money bag and keep И safe!" 


He explained to the court, “I knew that the 
bag belonged to the butcher because it smelt 
of raw meat. There were blood stains on the 
bag and even on the coins." 


He continued, “I'm sure the butcher doesn't 
wash his hands before putting the money 
inside!" 


फिर उसने दरबारियों से कहा, "मुझे पता चल गया कि 
थैली कसाई की ही है, क्योंकि उससे कच्चे मौस की 
बू आ रही थी। थैली तथा पैसों पर खून के निज्ञान | 
मैं निश्चित होकर कह सकता हूँ कि पैसा डालने से 
पहले कसाई अपना हाथ साफ नहीं करता 1" 


He pointed to the merchant and said, 
“This man is a thief and a liar! He should 
be arrested!" 


उसने व्यापारी की ओर इशाग करके कहा, "यह 
आदमी चोर और झूठा है, इसको गिरफ्तार करो!” 


He pointed to the merchant and said, 
“This man is a thief and a ! He should 
be arrested!" 


उसने व्यापारी की ओर гп करके कहा, "यह 
आदमी चोर और झूठा है, इसको गिरफ्तार करो!” 


The man begged for forgiveness, but in vain. 
The grateful butcher thanked Birbal. 


Once again everyone was amazed by Birbal's 
cleverness. 


व्यापारी ने माफ़ी मौंगी पर बीरबल माना नहीं | कृतज़ 
कसाई ने बीरबल को धन्यवाद Рат 


3 अपनी aque से सभी को 
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Emperor Akbar was very popular. People सम्राट अकबर अपने Tr में बड़े ही लोकप्रिय थे । 
from all over the kingdom came to meet him. रज्य के लोग उन्हें दूर-दूर से मिलने आते थे । 


One day, a famous poet came to his court. А ETT 
एक दिन, एक बहुत प्रसिद्ध कवि उनके दरबार में पधारे | 


The poet recited songs and poems about कवि ने सम्राट अकबर की ज्ञान में उनकी बहादुरी, 
Akbar's bravery, wisdom and kindness. Не बद्धिमानी और दया की तारीफ करते हुए लिखी गई 
was rewarded by the Emperor. कविताएँ ቫጥ । कवि को इसका इनाम भी मिला । 


Before leaving, he tried to flatter Akbar by 
saying, “Your Majesty, you are greater than 
God himself!” 

x 


५७ 
& 


जाने से पहले कवि ने 2 अकबर की खुशामदी 
करते हुए कहा, "महागज, आप तो भगवान से भी 
महान हैं!" 


Akbar knew better than to believe such 
flattery. 


Yet, he saw this аз a chance to challenge ደ 
ministers and test them. 


सम्राट अकबर ऐसी झूठी तारीफ करनेवालों से 
परिचित थे । 


पर उन्होंने सोचा कि यही मौका था उनके मंत्रियों 
को चुनौती देकर परखे का । 


Тһе ministers looked at each other in surprise 
and confusion. “How can any man be greater 
than God?" they wondered. 


But of course, they were afraid to say 
anything to Akbar. 


He pretended to be serious and asked his 
ministers, “That man says I am greater than 
God. Do you all agree?” 


सम्राट अकबर ने बड़ी गंभीरता से मंत्रियों से पूछा, 
“यह आदमी कहता है कि मैं भगवान से भी महान हूँ । 
क्या आप इससे सहमत हैं?” 


सारे मंत्री असमंजस में पड़कर एक दूसरे की ओर 
देखने लगे | सभी आइचर्य से सोचने लगे, "कोई 
आदमी भगवान से अधिक महान कैसे हो सकता है?" 


पर सभी, सप्राट अकबर से यह कहने के लिए घब 


रहे थे । 


— 


The ministers were afraid to anger Akbar. सारे मंत्री डर रहे थे कि सम्राट अकबर क्रोधित ना हो 
जाएँ । 

If they told Akbar the truth, then he might я 

feel insulted. И they didn't, he might still 


punish them for lying. They were indeed ፳፪ मंत्री सच्चाई का अनुमान करते, तो ज्ञायद सम्राट 

worried. अकबर अपमानित होते | लेकिन यदि बे सच्चाई नहीं 
कहते तो झूठ बोलने का दंड भूगतते | वे तो बड़े धर्म 
संकट में फैस गए थे | 


ο 
a, 


(атыз 


One minister said, “Ұош are the greatest एक मंत्री ने कहा, "आप तो सबसे महान सम्राट हैं, 
Emperor ever, Jahanpanah. You are greater जहौपना । आप भगवान से भी महान Ê I" 

than God himself.” 

Another agreed as he claimed, "Your power दुसरे ने हामी भरते हुए कहा, "आपकी ताकत और 
and fame is everywhere, You are more कीर्ति दुनिया भर में मशहूर है । आप भगवान से भी 


supreme than God.” "REC 


One after the other, all the ministers agreed. 
Akbar was slightly disappointed at their 
answers, 


He asked, “Is there nobody here who doesn't 
think that I'm greater than God?” 


एक के बाद एक सभी मंत्रियों ने यही कहा | सम्राट 
अकबर यह सुनकर बड़े उदास हो गए । 


उन्होंने पूछा, "क्या यहौ पर कोई है जो समझता है 
कि मैं भगवान से महान नहीँ हूँ?” 


He finally asked Birbal, “Birbal, what do 
you think about this?" 


Birbal immediately said, “There is no 
question about this, Your Majesty. You are 
the greatest." 


अंत में उन्होंने बीरबल से पूछा, “बीरबल, इस बारे में 
तुम्हारी क्या राय है?” 


बीरबल ने तुरंत उत्तर दिया, "कोई शंका नहीं है, 
महाराज | आप सबसे महान हैं |” 


Akbar was surprised. 


“What? Is Birbal too trying to flatter me?” 
he thought and asked, “Сап you prove it?" 


Birbal readily agreed and said, “Jahanpanah, 
you can do something that even the ruler of 
the universe cannot do. You сап banish а man 
from your kingdom." 


He continued, *But God rules the whole world 
and so He can never send anyone away from 
his land." 


बीरबल ने तुरंत राजी हो कर जवाब दिया, “бт, 
आप एक चीज़ कर सकते हैं जो सारे संसार के गजा, 
भगवान भी नहीं कर सकते । आप एक आदमी को राज्य 
से निर्वासित कर सकते हैं |” 


बीरबल ने आगे समझाया, "भगवान सारी दुनिया पर | 
करते हैं, पर वे किसी को अपने राज्य से निकाल πεῖ 
БЕБІ 


सम्राट अकबर को बहुत эту हुआ | 


उन्होंने सोचा, "क्या? बीएल भी मुझे खुश करना 
चाहता है?” उन्होंने पूछा, "क्या तुम यह साबित कर 
सकते हो, बीरबलर' 


= 


Birbal readily agreed and said, “Jahanpanah, 
you сап do something that even the of 
the universe cannot do. You can banish а man 
from your kingdom." 


He continued, *But God rules the whole world 
can never кепе ne away from 


बीरबल ने तुरंत राजी हो कर जवाब दिया, “जहौपना, 
आप एक चीज़ कर सकते हैं जो सारे संसार के गजा 
भगवान भी नहीं कर सकते । आप एक आदमी को राज्य 


निर्वासित कर सकते 


बीरबल ने आगे समझाया, "भगव T दुनिया पर राज़ 
करते हैं, पर वे किसी को अपने से निकाल नहीं 
सकते! 


Akbar saw how Birbal had cleverly taught him 
that no man, even a great ruler like himself, 
could be greater than God. 


He was pleased with the answer and rewarded 
Birbal handsomely. 


नहीं हो सकता | 
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People all around the world had heard दुनिया-भर में सम्राट अकबर के πα τοῦ के किस्से 
tales about the "Nine Jewels’ in Emperor बड़े जाने-माने ፳ | 
Akbar's court. 


दूर फारस में, फारसी सुलतान ने भी उनकी बुद्धि और 


The Emperor, іп far away Persia, too had गुणे के किस्से सुने थे। 


heard these stories of their talent and 
wisdom. 


The Persian Emperor wanted to see for 
himself if this was true. 


So he sent his wisest minister to India to 
test Birbal and all the other ministers in 
the Indian Emperor's court. 


In Akbar's court the minister said, "Your 
Majesty, I have one request. We in Persia, 
have heard a lot about the wisdom of your 
ministers. I would like to test their 
intelligence." 


Akbar readily agreed. 


फारसी सुलतान खुद देखना चाहते थे कि वास्तव मेँ 
सच्चाई क्या #1 


इसलिए उन्होंने अपने सबसे बुद्धिमान मंत्री को 
हिंदुस्तानी सम्राट के दरबार में बीरवल और वाकी 
मंत्रियों की परीक्षा लेने हिंदुस्तान भेज दिया | 


सम्राट अकबर के दरबार में जाकर मंत्री ने कहा, 
“महाराज, मेगा आपसे एक अनुरोध Ë | हमने फारस 
में, आपके मंत्रियों के ята और बुद्धिमानी के बारे में 
बहुत सुना है । मैं उनकी परीक्षा लेना चाहता हूँ ।” 


सम्राट अकबर ने तुरन्त रजामंदी दे दी । 


He continued, “I want to ask you all just 
one question. How many turns are there 
in the roads of Agra? You must give me 
the answer by tomorrow morning." 


АШ the ministers were puzzled. 


“Agra is such a big city! How can we count the 
number of turns in each road and each street 
here?" they all thought to themselves as they 
scratched their heads in wonder. 


7a 


मंत्री ने कहा, “मैं आप सब से सिर्फ एक सवाल 
पूछना चाहता हूँ । आगरे की सड़कों में कितने 
मोड़ हैं? आपको कल सुबह तक मुझे उत्तर देना 
होगा।" 


सवाल सुनकर सब मंत्री परेशान हो गए | 


सिर खुजाते हुए वे सब आश्‍चर्य से सोचने लगे, 
“आगरा कितना बड़ा शहर है! हम हर एक सड़क 
और हर एक रास्ते के मोड़ कैसे गिन सकते हैं? 


Akbar was worrled. Не didn't want to look 
like a fool before the famous Emperor of 
Persia! 


He called some soldiers and ordered, 
“Gather some men and start counting the 
number of turns at once!" 


But where was Birbal? Well, Birbal had 
gone to the neighbouring city on business 
and was to return only late in the evening. 


“Maybe he'll be able to help us," hoped 
all the courtiers. 


सम्राट अकबर खुद चिन्ता में पड़ गए | वे नामी फारसी 
सम्राट के सामने अपना सम्मान नहीं खोना चाहते थे । 


उन्होंने कुछ सिपाहियों को बुलाया और आदेश दिया, 
"कुछ आदमियों को ले जाओ और सारे सड़कों में 
कितने मोड़ हैं उनकी गिनती πὴ |" 


% 
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मगर बीरबल कहाँ था? बीरबल किसी काम से पासवाले 
शहर में गया था और जाम को देरी से लौटने वाला था । 


सारे दरवारियों ने आशा करते हुए सोचा, "उम्मीद है कि 
πο हमारी कुछ मदद कर पाए Г 


When Birbal returned that evening, Akbar 
immediately told him about their problem. 


Birbal listened carefully and was deep in 
thought. 


जब ሸጃ को बीरबल वापस लौटा तब सम्राट 
अकबर ने उसे समस्या बताई | 


बीरबल ने ध्यान से सुना और वह गहरी सोच 
में पड़ गया | 
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у he smiled and said, “Don't worry, फिर उसने मुस्कुराते हुए कहा, "चिन्ता मत कीजिये, ት 
the answer ready by tomorrow कल तक उत्तर तैयार रखूंगा । कृपया सिपाहियों से मोड़ 


morning. Please tell our soldiers to Чор गिनवाना बन्द करवाइये 1" 
counting the turns now." 


—— ——— 


The next day, their guest returned. दूसरे दिन, फारसी मेहमान दरार में अपना उत्तर 


माँगने लौटा | 
“So can anybody tell me how many turns 


there are on the roads of Agra?" he asked. M कोई 
उसने फिर पूछा, "क्या कोई बता सकता है कि 


Birbal stood up and replied, “TWO!” आगरे की सड़कों में कितने मोड़ हैं?" 


वीरवल ने खड़े होकर उत्तर दिया, Я!" 


Everybody looked at Birbal іп surprise. सभी बीरबल को आइचर्य से देखने लगे। 


“What! Are there only two turns in Agra?" 3 ` y रोड़ हैं?" 
asked the Persian minister. मंत्री ने पूछा, "क्या? आगरे में सिर्फ दो ही मोड़ हैं 


“Yes!” replied Birbal, “Left turn and right “हौं!” बीरबल ने कहा, ”ጃሻ मोड़ और ሻሻ मोड़!" 
turn!” 


a 


d at Birbal in surprise. सभी बीरबल को आइचर्य से देखने लगे | 
"What! Are there only two turns іп Аш छा, “क्या? आगरे में सिर्फ दो ही 
asked the Persian minis 


ፔት!" बीरबल ने कहा, "दायौ मोड़ और ቫት मोड़! 


“Yes!” replied Birbal, “Left turn and right 


turn!” 


The whole court, including Akbar and the 
Persian minister burst out laughing at this 


clever answer! 


The minister said, mperor Akbar, I now 
agree that your ministers, especially Birbal, 
he wisest in the w 


Tales of Akbar and Вива! 
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सभी दरबारी, सम्राट अकबर 
यह चतुर उत्तर सुनकर जोर से 


सम्राट अकबर, मैं अब मानता हूँ कि 
के सबसे 
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Treated ard oy Urn top 


Charan and Mahesh were two citizens in 
Emperor Akbar's kingdom. They were 
neighbours but they used to always fight 
over the smallest of things. 


चरण और महेज्ञा, सम्नाट अकबर के राज्य के दो 
नागरिक थे | वे दोनों पड़ोसी थे | पर हमेशा छोटी 
से छोटी बात पर लड़ते па थे | 


Once, they began arguing over a mango 
tree that was between their houses. Each 
claimed that the tree was his, 


Finally they took their troubles to Emperor 
Akbar. 


एक बार वे दोनों एक आम के पेड़ के सिलसिले 
में झगड़ने लगे | पेड़ उनके πὴ के बीचोबीच था 
और दोनों दावा कर τὸ थे कि पेड़ का असली 
मालिक बह खुद है | 


अंत में वे अपनी समस्या लेकर सम्राट अकबर के A 


पास गए | 


However, even after listening to both men, 
neither Akbar nor Birbal was able to say 
who owned the tree. 


So Вира! said, “You both may go back 
home now. I need to think this over." 


दोनों पक्षों की बातें सुनने के बावजूद सम्राट अकबर 
और बीरबल कोई निर्णय नहीं दे पाए कि पेड़ का 
सही मालिक कौन है । 


बीरवल ने कहा, “तुम दोनों घर जाओ । मुझे सोचने 
का वक्त चाहिये г 


Soon after the men left, Birbal called his जैसे ही वे दोनों गए, बीरबल ने अपने सेवक को 
servant and ordered, “Со to Charan and बुलाकर आदेश दिया, “चरण और महेश को जाकर 
Mahesh and tell them that thieves are बता दो कि चोर पेड़ के आम चोरी कर रहे S SN 
stealing mangoes from the tree." 


The servant obeyed immediately. सेवक ने तुरंत आदेश का पालन किया | 


As soon as Charan heard the news, he said, जैसे ही चरण ने खबर 5% उसने कहा, “ओह हो! 
“Oh! Thieves are always stealing from the चोर हमेशा ही उस पेड़ के आम ጂቫጵ रहते हैं । अभी 
tree. 1 will deal with them later, I am busy तो मैं व्यस्त हूँ, मैं उनसे बाद में निपट ሻካ!” 


! 
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On the other hand, when Mahesh heard पर जब महेश ने वही खबर सुनी, πα वह लाठी 
the servant, he quickly grabbed a stick उठाकर ፔት को भगाने के लिए दौड़ा । 
and ran to chase away the thieves. 


The servant returned to Birbal and reported सेवक ने वापस आकर बीरबल को सारी बातें बताई | 
exactly what had happened. 

Birbal looked thoughtful. “I will meet both сте ने सोचकर कहा, “ἢ दोनों से कल бейт! 
the men again tomorrow,” he said. 


The next day, Charan and Mahesh returned अगले दिन, चरण और महेश दरबार में आए । 

to court, 

Birbal said to them, “I cannot decide whose बीरबल ἡ उनसे कहा, "ት ዝና नहीं कर पा उहा हूँ 
tree it is. 1 think the tree should be cut. The कि पेड़ किसका है | मेरे मुताबिक पेड़ को काटना 
wood from the tree can be equally shared by ही मुनासिव रहेगा | जो लकड़ी पेड़ से निकलेगी, 
both of you.” m तुम दोनों में बराबर के हिस्सों में बाँटी जाएगी।” 


Charan looked pleased. Не thought of all चरण बहुत खुश हुआ | वह सोचने लगा कि वह 
the money he could earn from selling the लकड़ी बेचकर कितने पैसे कमा सकता है! 
wood. 


"हा! यही करना अब ठीक रहेगा,” उसने मानते हुए 
कहा । 


“Yes, that is the only thing left to do now,’ 
he agreed. 


እእ 


e looked horrified. “Хо! Please don't 
cut the tree!" he pleaded, “І have looked after 
that tree for so many years.” 


He continued, “I cannot sec it being chopped 
down. I don't want the tree, please give it to 
Charan.” 
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Birbal now knew for sure that Mahesh 
was the real owner of the tree. 


“1 can see how much you care for the tree, 
Mahesh. It is rightfully yours,” he said. 


He then explained to the court what had 


लेकिन महेश इस वात से बड़ा डग हुआ लग रहा था। 
“नहीं! मैं हाथ जोड़ता हूँ, पर आप कृपा करके पेड़ को 
मत काटिवे,” उसने कहा । “मैंने कितने सालों से उस 
पेड़ की देखभाल की है |" 


उसने आगे बताया, "मैं उसे कटते हुए नहीं देख सकता | 
मुझे यह पेड़ नहीं चाहिये । आप उसे चरण को दे सकते 
tr 


बीरबल ने अब अंदाजा लगा लिया था कि महेश 
ही पेड़ का सही मालिक है | 


उसने कहा, “महेश मैं देख रहा हूँ कि तुम्हें इस 
पेड़ की कितनी परवाह है । यह पेड़ सही मायने 
में तुम्हाग ही है ।" 


बीरबल ने दरबार में सभी को कल की बातें भी 
बता दी । 
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Birbal now knew for sure that Mahesh 
was the real owner of the tree. 


“1 can see how much you care for the tree, 
Mahesh. It is rightfully yours,” he said. 


He then explained to the court what had 


It was decided that the tree belonged to 
Mahesh. 


Everybody in the court, including Akbar 


was impressed with the clever way in which 


Birbal had solved the problem. 


अब साबित हो गया था कि पेड़ महेश का ही επι 


22 भी मान गए कि बीखल ने 


का हल ढूँढ़ा था | 


बीरबल ने अब अंदाज़ा लगा लिया था कि महेश 


ही पेड़ का सही मालिक है | 


उसने कहा, “महेश मैं देख रहा हूँ कि तुम्हें इस 
पेड़ की कितनी परवाह है । यह पेड़ सही मायने 
Тана ही है |" 


बीरबल ने दरवार में सभी को कल की ሻት भी 
बता दी । 
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In Emperor Akbar"s kingdom lived a man सम्राट अकबर के uu में ध्यानचंद नाम का आदमी रहता 
named Dhyanchand. He had а very famous था | उसकी मिठाई की दुकान बड़ी ही विख्यात थी | 
sweet shop in the market. 


ا 


One afternoon, а poor man named Gopu sat 
outside the sweet shop. 


"Those sweets smell wonderful?" he said to 
himself. But unfortunately, he had no money 
to buy any sweets. 


He opened his own lunch box and began to 
сай his simple food. 


But Gopu enjoyed the mouth watering smell 
of the sweets so much that even his dry lunch 
tasted much better. 


т / ታረ 
E А 


एक दोपहर, गोपू नाम का एक गरीब आदमी मिठाई 
की दुकान के सामने बैठ TT | 


"इस मिठाई की मीठी खुशबू का जवाब नहीं," 
उसने सोचा | पर दुर्भाग्य से, उसके पास मिठाई 
खरीदने के लिये पैसे नहीं dpa 


उसने अपना ከና खोला और अपना सादा भोजन 
करने लगा। 


मिठाई की खुशबू से गोपू को अपना सादा भोजन 
भी स्वादिष्ट लगने लगा | 
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“Му lunch was so much tastier today 
because I'm sitting here,” he thought. 


He began to go to the shop everyday to 
eat his lunch and take in the lovely smell. 
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Dhyanchand soon noticed this man and 
understood what he was doing. 


In anger he yelled, “How dare you enjoy the 
smell of my sweets without paying for them? 
Give me my money now?" 


“मे भोजन इतना स्वादिष्ट लग रहा है, क्योंकि मैं 
यहाँ बैठा हूँ,” उसने सोचा । 


वह रोज़ दुकान के पास जाकर मीठी खुशबू का 
आनंद लेकर भोजन करता | 


गोपू की यह बात ध्यानचंद की नज़र में आ गई dt | 


क्रोध से वह गोपू पर била ри " हिम्मत कैसे 
हुई, बिना कीमत चुकाए,मेरी की खुशबू का 
आनंद लेने की? अभी के अभी पैसे निकालो, नहीं 
ια, 


*What! Do you want me to pay for smelling 
your sweets?" Gopu asked in surprise. 


Cunning Dhyanchand replied, “Yes, | make 
the sweets with my 
sitting here for many days enjoying them. 
Now pay!” 


"क्या? तुम चाहते हो कि मैं तुम्हें मिठाई की खुशबू 
чї के पैसे दूँ?" गोपू ने आश्चर्य से पूछा । 


चालाक ध्यानचंद ने जवाब दिया, "हौ, मेरी मिठाई मेरी 
रोज़ की मेहनत का फल है | तुम यहा कितने दिन 
बैठकर उसका आनंद लूट रहे हो । अब उसकी कीमत 
ጃጃ” 


“But I have по money!” exclaimed Сори. “पर मेरे पास पैसे नहीं हैं,” та ने बताया | 
“Then come with me to the court!" said "ठीक है, फिर मेरे साथ दरबार चलो,” ध्यानचंद ने 
Dhyanchand and they both went to meet कहा और दोनों सम्राट अकबर के पास चले गए | 


Akbar. 


፦ court, Akbar and Birbal listened to the दरबार में सम्राट अकबर और बीरबल 3 दोनों की 
two men as they argued. बहस सुनी । 


Биет να सभी को इस अनोखे मामले में दिलचस्पी थी | 


Birbal thought carefully and said to Сори, बीरबल ने बड़े ध्यान से सोचा और गोपू से कहा, 
*Dhyanchand is right. The sweets are his, “ध्यानचंद बिलकुल सही है । मिठाई उसकी है, तो 
so you must pay him for enjoying their तुम्हें उसे मिठाई की खुशबू чі के पैसे देने ही 


delicious smell." gr 


тте ने ኻና को एक सिक्का दिया और कहा, “यह 


He gave Сори а coin and said to him, “Неге, 


take this coin and keep it under Dhyanchand's लो, इस को ध्यानचंद की नाक के सामने रख 
nose. The smell of the money ік enough दो । पैसे की खुशबू, मिठाई की खुशबू के लिए 
payment for the smell of sweets.” विलकुल सही कीमत है ।” 


Everybody іп the court burst out laughing 
at Birbal's answer. 


Dhyanchand felt ashamed to have brought 


such a silly problem before Akbar and һе 
pleaded for forgiveness. 


बीरबल की यह बात सुनकर दरवार में सब हँस पड़े | 


ध्यानचंद йт рэт कि उसने इतनी छोटी समस्या 
सम्राट अकबर के सामने रखी | उसने अपनी भूल के 
लिए माफ़ी माँगी | 


К 


Everybody іп the court burst out laughing 
at Birbal's answer. 


Dhyanchand felt ashamed to have brought 


such a silly problem before Akbar and he 
pleaded for forgiveness. 


बीरबल की यह बात सुनकर दरवार में सब ፻፳ पड़े । 
ध्यानचंद शर्मिन्दा हुआ कि उसने इतनी छोटी समस्या 


सम्राट अकबर के सामने रखी | उसने अपनी भूल के 
लिए माफ़ी माँगी । 


As for Gopu, Birbal gave him the coin e Price of a Sweet Smell J 
and told him to go buy sweets for himself. 2 4 


He went away а very happy шап. 
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Birbal was one of the gems in Emperor 
Akbar's court. He used his wit to help others 
and his fame had spread far and wide. 


Yet, there were many who were jealous of. 
him. 
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बीरबल, सम्राट अकबर के दरबार का एक अनमोल 
हीरा माना जाता था | वह अपनी चतुराई से दूसरों की 
मदद करता और इस कारण उसका नाम दृनिया भर में 
मशहूर हो गया | 


लेकिन ऐसे कई थे, जो उसकी सफलता से ईर्ष्या 


Chand was one such man. He saw how चांद उन में से एक था | उसने देखा कि सम्राट 


much Akbar liked Birbal and he thought, अकबर बीरबल አሕ. मानते थे और सोचा, 
“Tam more learned than anybody іп the "मैं तो राज्य का ज्ञानी विद्वान हूँ । मुझे 
kingdom. I should be given Birbal's place." ही बीरबल की जगह मिलनी चाहिये ।" 


TN 


Chand decided that he would ask Birbal a 
very difficult question. 


“When he fails to answer it, he will have to 
resign and I will become Akbar's favourite,” 
he thought laughing to himself. 


चांद ने तय किया कि वह बीरबल को एक बहुत 
कठिन πππ पूछेगा | 


"जब बीरवल उत्तर देने में असफल होगा, तो वह 
जार्मिदा होकर चला जाएगा और मैं सम्राट अकबर 
का चहेता बन जाऊँगा,” उसने मुस्कुराकर सोचा | 


= 


He went to Akbar's court and challenged चांद ने सम्राट अकबर के दरबार में जाकर बीरबल को 
Birbal. चुनौती दी । 


“Birbal!” he called, “Can you tell me how “ና 
many sparrows there аге in Agra? You ықы सकते हो कि आगरे में የ መጣ 


must give me the exact number." 


lg ча 


कितनी है? तुम्हें बिलकुल सही संख्या बतानी होगी 1" 


Е 


Everybody іп the court, including Akbar दरबार में सभी, सम्राट अकबर भी, इस पहेली से 
was puzzled. हैरान हो गये | 


“How can anybody count the number of सब ने सोचा, "कोई भला चिडियों की संख्या कैसे 
sparrows?” they wondered. серік 
\ ? 


Я 


However Birbal wasn't worried at all. 


He calmly replied, *Give me time 
till tomorrow. In the morning, I 
will definitely give you the answer." 


The next day, everyone had gathered in the 
court to hear Birbal's answer. 


Akbar asked, “Well Birbal, can you tell us 
the number of sparrows in Agra?" 


लेकिन ቋ ज़रा भी चिंतित नहीं επι 


उसने बड़ी ΠΒ से कहा, "मुझे कल तक का 
समय दीजिए । कल सुबह, मैं आपको इस प्रश्न 
का उत्तर दे दूँगा ।" 


दूसरे दिन, सभी बीरबल का उत्तर सुनने दरबार में आए | 


सम्राट अकबर ने पूछा, “क्यों बीरबल, क्या तुम हमें 
आगरे के चिड़ियोँ की संख्या बता सकते हो?” 


Birbal smiled as he said, “There are exactly बीरबल ने मुस्कुराते हुए कहा, тапи में १९,५३७ 
19,537 sparrows! You can count for yourself चिड़िया हैं! आप खुद бл तसल्ली कर सकते to 
and check." 


Chand knew he could never count all the चांद को पता था कि बीरबल चिड़ियों को गिन नहीं 
sparrows and he refused to believe him. सकता था, और उसने यह उत्तर स्वीकार करने से 
इन्कार किया । 


"How сап you say that?" he demanded. 
“Tere may bo kara or ме "तुम ऐसा कैसे कह सकते हो?” उसने पूछा । 
"Табий ज्यादा या कम भी तो हो सकते हैं |” 


፻ 


== =, 


“No, there are exactly 19,537 sparrows,” "नहीं, आगरे में १९,५३७ चिड़ियौं ही है.” बीरबल ने 
said Birbal. He continued, “И there аге less, कहा, "यदि कम हैं, at इसका यह मतलब है कि Ут 
И means that sparrows from the city have за दूसरे शहर 92 करने गई है ° 

left to visit other places." 


Akbar smiled. *And what if there are more सम्राट अकबर ने मुस्कुग़कर पूछा, "और यदि ज्यादा 
sparrows?" he asked. चिड़ियौं होंगी तो?" 


“Оһ, those are the sparrows from different "तो, пв i रे झहयें d अपने सगे-संबंधियों 


cities that have come to visit their relatives = k 
here!” Birbal replied immediately. को मिलने आई होंगी |" बीरबल ने तुरंत उत्तर दिया । 


Akbar smiled. “And what if there are more 
sparrows?" he asked. 


“Оһ, those are the sparrows from different 
cities that have come to visit their relatives 
here!" Birbal replied immediately. 


The whole court laughed at Birbal's clever 
answer. 


Chand had to accept defeat and agree that 
Birbal was indeed the wisest man in the 


kingdom. 


q दरबार बीरबल की चतुराई पर हँस पड़ा | 


और यह स्वीकार करना पड़ा 
सबसे बड़ा ज़ानी | 


सम्राट अकबर ት πεπππτ पूछा, "और यदि ज्यादा 
Бабай होंगी तो?" 


"तो, चिड़ियाँ दूसरे शहरों से अपने सगे-संबंधियों 
को मिलने आई होंगी ।" बीरबल ने तुरंत उत्तर दिया । 


zi The Unlucky Face 
È Tales of Akbar and Birbal 
अशुभ चेहरा 


There was once ап old servant named Yusuf 
in Emperor Akbar"s palace. 


He was a good, kind man, but everybody 
thought that seeing his face brought bad luck. 


) 


The Unlucky Face 
अशुभ चेहरा 
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सम्राट अकबर के महल Я यूसुफ नाम का एक बूढ़ा 
सेवक था | 


वह एक नेक और शरीफ आदमी था, पर सब सोचते 
थे कि उसका चेहरा अशुभ है | 


АА —— 90 ዐ- 


One day, Akbar bumped into Yusuf first एक दिन सम्राट अकबर ने सुबह उठते ही पहले यूसुफ 
thing in the morning. का चेहरा देखा | 

“Oh dear, I hope I don't have a bad day उन्होंने यूसुफ की ओर चिढ़कर देखते हुए सोचा, "ओह 
now,” he thought and frowned at Yusuf. हो! मैं उम्मीद करता हूँ कि मेरा दिन बुरा न हो ।" 


Unfortunately five minutes later, the m से पाँच ही मिनट बाद सम्राट अकबर फिसलकर 
Emperor slipped and fell! mi 


ича im 


(я 


کے 


í 


Soon, а messenger came rushing with the 
news that his beloved grandson was very ill. 


Akbar ran to his side and was relieved to 
find that it was only a slight cold. 


Later in the day, the Emperor was informed 
that there was some problem with his enemies 
at the border. 


To make things worse, he didn't even like the 
food prepared that day. Пе was feeling very 
grumpy indeed! 


फिर सम्राट अकबर को संदेश आया कि araq की 
सीमा पर उनके शत्रुओं ने कोई समस्याँए खड़ी कर 
दीहै। 


उसपर, उन्हें उनके लिये बनाया गया कोई भी खाना 
अच्छा नहीं लगा । वे बड़े चिड़चिड़े हो गए । 


उसके कुछ मिनटों बाद, उन्हें समाचार मिला कि 
उनका प्याग पोता बीमार है | 


सम्राट अकबर तुरंत उसके पास दौड़े चले गये । जब 
उन्होंने देखा कि पोते को मामूली बुखार था तब उनकी 
जान में जान आई | 


“This is all Yusuf's fault. 1 was unlucky to 
see his face the first thing, this morning!” 
he complained, 


The angry Emperor ordered that the old 
man should be thrown in jail. 


He said, “Let nobody see his face ever 
again!” 


Luckily for Yusuf, he met Birbal on the 
way to prison. “You must help me, Sir!” 
he pleaded іп tears. 


Birbal agreed and they both went back to 
Emperor Akbar. 


“ae सब यूसुफ की गल्ती ት | सुबह उसका चेहग देखते ही 
Ят दिन अशुभ गया है,” सम्राट अकबर ने शिकायत की 1 


गुस्से में आकर उन्होंने आदेश दिया कि वूसुफ को कारागार 
में बंद किया जाए । 


सम्राट अकबर ने कहा, “उसका चेहरा कोई ना देख पाए !” 


यूसुफ कागगार की ओर जाते समय, भाग्य से बीरबल 
को मिला | "मेरी मदद कीजिए महोदय,” उसने रेने 
हए बीरबल से अनुरेध किया | 


बीरबल राज़ी हुआ और दोनों सम्राट अकबर के पास 
गए | 


Birbal said, *Your Majesty, this man is बीरबल ने कहा, "जहाँपना, यह आदमी बेकसूर है | 
innocent. Let me ask him some questions मैं इससे कुछ सवाल करता हूँ, और देखिये, आप 
and you will see for yourself,” खुद इस बात पर यकीन करेंगे 1" 


Birbal asked the poor man, *Who was the बीरबल ने यूसुफ से पूछा, "तुमने सुबह किस 
first person you saw this morning?" आदमी को पहले देखा?” 


The terrified Yusuf was trembling as һе डर से काँपते हए यूसुफ ने उत्तर दिया, "मैंने... 
replied, “1...1 first saw the Emperor..." पहले... सम्राट अकबर को देखा |" 


Birbal said to Akbar, *You see, your बीरबल ने सम्राट अकबर से कहा, "देखा जहाँपना, आप 
Highness, you зау that your day was bad कहते हैं कि आपका दिन qa गया क्योंकि आपने सुवह 
because you saw his face early this morning." इसका चेहग देखा | पर आपकी मुझ्किलें बहुत छोटी हैं | 

यूसुफ, जिसने आपका चेहरा पहले देखा, उसका दुर्भाग्य 
He continued, “Your misfortunes were small. देखिये, वह तो कारागार जा रहा है ।” 


Yusuf, who also saw your face first thing this 
morning, is now being thrown іп jail.” 


š 


“So whose face is unluckier, his or yours?" 
Birbal cleverly asked. 


Akbar immediately understood what Birbal was 
trying to tell him. 


“Yes, I was foolish to believe in such 
superstition and wrongly accuse an innocent. 


man," he agreed. 


"तो किसका चेहरा अशुभ हुआ, आपका या इसका?” 


सम्राट अकबर तुरंत समझ गए कि बीरबल क्‍या कह 
Ls | 


वे बोले, "zt, मैं मूर्ख था । सुनी सुनाई ऐसी बातों 
पर विश्वास कर, मैंने एक मासूम पर गलत इलजाम 
लगाया |” 


“So whose face is unluckier, his or yours?" 
Birbal cleverly asked. 


Akbar immediately understood what Birbal was 
trying to tell him. 


“Yes, I was foolish to believe in such 
superstition and wrongly accuse an innocent 
man," he agreed. 


"तो किसका चेहरा अशुभ हुआ, आपका या इसका?" 


सम्राट अकबर तुरंत समझ गए कि बीरबल क्या कह 
रहा था। 


वे बोले, "हाँ, मैं मूर्ख था | सुनी सुनाई ऐसी बातों 
पर विश्वास कर, मैंने एक मासूम पर गलत इलजाम 
लगाया 1" 


А + ‘HINDI 
Yusuf was set free and was very grateful The Unlucky Face ) - 
to Birbal for saving his life. 4 


Akbar too thanked Birbal. Once more 
Birbal saved the day! 
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There once lived a farmer named Sukhdev 
in Emperor Akbar's kingdom. He was old 
and quite poor but, he worked hard on his 
land everyday. 


एक समव की बात है | सम्राट अकवर के राज्य में 
सुखदेव नाम का किसान रहता था | वह बूढ़ा और 
गरीव था | लेकिन बड़ी लगन से du अपने खेत पर 
काम करता था । 

- Y me 


N 


Sukhdev had a young neighbour called सुखदेव का पड़ोसी, बलरज नाम का एक नौजवान 
Balraj. He was a rich man but, he was эт 1 वह अमीर था, परन्तु बड़ा धोखेबाज़ था । वह 
very cunning and cheated many people. कई लोगों को धोखा दे चुका था। 


Sukhdev bought a well from his neighbour सुखदेव ने पूरे पैसे देकर अपने पड़ोसी से एक कुआँ 
and paid him ай the money. खरीदा | 


But soon, Balraj was back asking for more पर कुछ दिन वाद ही, बलराज और पैसे माँगने लगा । 
money! They both began to argue until they जब दोनों में काफी बहस होने लगी तब उन्होनें निश्चय 
finally decided to go to Birbal. किया कि वे बीरवल के पास जाएंगे | 


= παν шз: = 


When they met Birbal, the farmer said, 
“Sir, a week ago I bought a well from my 
neighbour. I paid him all the money, but 
yesterday he asked me to pay some more. 


जब वे वीरवल से मिले तब किसान ने कहा, "महोदय, एक 
हफ्ता पहले मैने अपने पड़ोसी से एक कुआँ खरीदा | मैंने 
पूरे पैसे दे दिये थे, पर कल उसने मुझसे और पैसों की 
माँग की ብክ 


D 


NA 


Sukhdev continued, *My neighbour, Balraj 
says that I should pay for the water іп the well 
also! How can he ask me to buy the water 
separately? He is cheating me!” 


सुखदेव ने आगे बताया, "मेरे पड़ोसी ने मुझे कुएँ के 
पानी के लिये पैसे देने को कहा है । मुझसे पानी के 
लिये अलग पैसे कैसे माँग सकता है? वह मुझे ठग 
mtr 


Balraj immediately replied, *Yes, I sold him बलराज ने तुरंत बताया, "हाँ, मैंने कुआँ इसे बेच दिवा, 
the well. But I didn't sell him the water. If he पर मैंने उसे पानी तो नहीं बेचा । यदि उसे पानी चाहिये 
wants to use the water he should buy that too.” तो उसे उसके पैसे अलग से देने पड़ेंगे г 


Birbal listened carefully to both sides, He saw 
that Sukhdev was a poor but truthful man. 


Birbal quickly understood that the cunning / 
Balraj was trying to cheat the farmer. j 


बीखल ने बहस के दोनों पहलू सुने । उसने जान 
लिया था कि सुखदेव एक गरीब पर ईमानदार 
किसान था | 


बीरबल यह भी समझ गया कि कपटी बलगज 
किसान को ठगने की कोशिश कर रहा था | 


Birbal asked Balraj, “You say that you sold बीरबल ने बलराज से पूछा, "तुमने कहा कि तुमने 
the well to this farmer, is that right?” कुआँ किसान को बेच दिया, ठीक?” 


“Yes, I agree I sold him the well," he claimed. à “हाँ, मैने कुऔं इसे वेचा था,” बलराज़ ने उत्तर दिया | 


“But you claim that the water belongs to 
you, right?" Birbal questioned him again. 


The man replied eagerly, “Yes, yes! The 
water in the well is mine.” 


“पर итп यह दावा है कि ж? का पानी 
तुम्हारा है?” बीरवल ने ናጃ से फिर पूछा i 


"हाँ, हाँ, कुएँ का पानी मेण ही है,” उसने जल्द 
उत्तर दिया । 


“Then tell me,” said Birbal seriously, “Why “ठीक है फिर मुझे बताओ, तुमने अपना पानी इसके 
are you keeping your water in his well? You कुएँ में क्यों रखा है? तुम्हें सुखदेव को pat बेचने 
should have taken out ай the water before से पहले अपना पानी निकाल लेना चाहिये Әт 1" 


selling the well to Sukhdev.” 


==— < 
Balraj was speechless. ππππτ इस बात से हक्का-बक्का रह गया | 
Birbal looked at him angrily and continued, बीरबल ने क्रोधित होकर कहा, “पैसे यदि किसी को 
“It is you, who must pay the farmer rent for देने हैं, तो वह तुम्ही को है । तुमने इसे, अपना पानी 
using his well to keep your water! It is your इसके कुएँ में रखने का किराया देना चाहिये । यह 
fault 4 तुम्हारी गलती ê ı" 


| 


= 


Balraj was speechless, 
Birbal looked at him angrily and continued, 


“It is you, who must pay the farmer rent for 
using his well to keep your water! It is your 


Balraj was terrified. He saw how Birbal had 
taught him a lesson for being greedy, 


He begged for forgiveness and went away 
promising never to cheat anyone again, 


чепти काँपने लगा | उसने जान लिया कि बीरबल उसे 
उसके कपटी स्वभाव के लिये सबक सिखा रहा है । 


माँगी और कभी किसीको ना 


зетя इस बात से हक्का-बक्का रह गया | 


बीरबल ने क्रोधित होकर कहा, "पैसे यदि किसी को 
देने है, तो वह तुम्ही को ት । तुमने इसे, अपना पानी 
इसके कुएँ में रखने का किराया देना चाहिये + यह 
तुम्हारी गलती t 
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An Anthology Book 


Create A Lifetime Milestone! 
SS Be a б. 
We know that you are excited, so аге w 
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ο reading is fant 


Dear thoughtful parents, 


In the previous editions, young readers 
have learned to practice Buddha's values 
to resolve unpleasant situations. 


In this edition, they will not only put the 
values learned to practice but also learn 
why and how they can effectively avoid 
negative practices, like cheating. 


Most importantly, they will learn that 
one does not necessarily need to defeat 
the opponent in order to win. І believe a 
win is not complete until it receives 
accolades from the opponent. One must 
keep trying to win the opponent's heart, 
and not just have their eyes on the prize. 
It is also essential that one is open to 
accepting defeat if not able to win. 


Parents, you are the reason behind 


нее 
52222: must keep trying to win the 
opponent's heart, and not just have 
their eyes on the prize. It is also 
essential that one is open to 
accepting defeat if not able to win. 


Win the Opponents' Heart, 
not just the competition 


iNTELLYJELLY's nationwide success, as 
well as the ig 

recognition gained in the 
recent past. | want to 

assure you that we are 
reading each feedback 
and suggestion you 
mail to us. 


Our aim is to 
provide our 
readers with 
value-based 
content 
through our 
publications 
month after 
month. Thank 
you for your trust 
and continued 
readership. 


nd your 


Reviews and 


suggestions 


info@INTELLYJELLY.com 


-Animesh, Editor in Chief 


Animesh Tiwari, an alumnus of ММ Calcutta is an ex-telecom professional with more than two decades of domestic and 
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2 far, you read... 


| The Principal of Rimnin International, the Chinese 
school, challenges Principal Sir and his students for 
the upcoming annual interschool championship. 
деле Ален τι They always win through unfair practices. Principal 
sir decides to take Dadaji's help. 


IAMA 
PARTNER-PLAYER SUPERHERO. | As Dadaji 
1 CAN, ВІ 
Dadaji's army 
experiences 
some 
unexpected 
events. 
Dadaji informs 
5 p Mr. Governor 
The Chinese Rimnites surprise the Indian about the dirty 
students by arriving ahead of time. They tricks being 
start playing their dirty tricks as soon as played by the 
they arrive. Mr. Ki Don from the Chinese Chinese 
school continues calling and dominating ће Rimnites. 
Indian students. Partner Player Prisha gives 
a befitting reply. EX 
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TM THE VERY SOIL OF МУ NATION 5 7 WILL BE THE BEST TO HELP МЕ | 
| HAS PRODUCED A THINKER | GET SET FOR THE COMPETITION | 


LIKE HIM TODAY. 5 5 "THREE FOR 


WARM-UP JOG 
Y 


SLEEP WELL 
EAT WELL. 


In the Indo-China Championship, the 
debate competition has begun. Great going 
Arjun! 


——— (<) 


x 

ጭት Λα БЕ: pe = Ж 
> SS ---- 

Ë THIS IS UNFAIR! SHE IS E IJUST DID HUNDRED 


= 
PUTTING OUR FRIEND DOWN. USES ТОВА АН: g 
READYFORWAR. | 


š ў ч 
MON, W” I KNOW, ARJUN Ñ 
\SATTAN./ IS ABOUTTO | 


уа А POINT. ὁ 


THE INDO-CHINA CHAMPIONSHIP IS IN FULL SWING. INDIA IS LEADING WITH 
2-1. TODAY IS THE DEBATE ROUND. THE INDIAN STUDENTS ARE NOT HAPPY AS 
THEY FEEL THAT THEIR CHINESE COUNTERPART IS BULLYING ARJUN. 


> — — 


L P" NOW! I АМ NOT GOING то 
sroooo000000000p! SH, "о стое 8888 


дү, STRICTLY SO ጋው — 
__ IT'S YOUR TURN 


ARJUN IS ABIT / THE VERY SOIL OF MY NATION 
CONFIDENT NOW. | HAS PRODUCED A THINKER 
LIKE HIM. 


E 
|| 


DEAR iNTELLYJELL Yians, NOTHING ` 
IS MORE IMPORTANT IN LIFE { 
THAN LOVE, CARE, COMPASSION, 
COURAGE AND RESPECT. 
B "h 


mu E 


“Radial bands (oe Í 


“| y^ compassion 4% m > 
edi бео 


μάγων 48 еер 


Share your 
po -———— ————À LEARNING FROM 
BUDDHA here 


info@INTELLYJELLY.com 


| А HAPPY WORLD CAN № x 
| BEIMAGINED WITHOUT THE | 
, LEARNING OF BUDDHA. / 


τὰ id | ч 
4 IFEEL PROUD МОТ Ñ 


N 
f ONLY BECAUSE 1 АМ AN INDIAN, раа has taught 
BUT ALSO BECAUSE OF THE Arjun to concentrate 
RICH HISTORY AND CULTURE | on 


THAT MY COUNTRY HAS GIVEN | WHAT HE CAN DO FOR 
ME. 1 WILL DO ANYTHING FOR HE COUNTRY, 
МҮ COUNTRY rather than on 


WHAT HIS COUNTRY 
CAN DO FOR HIM. 


ARJUN'S KNOWLEDGE ABOUT INDIA A HIS 
LOVE FOR IT MESMERIZED PRINCIPAL SIR. I WISH I COULD GIVE 1 
YOU THE ABILITY ТО SEE © 
YOURSELF THROUGH MY 
EYES, ONLY THEN WOULD 


YOU REALIZE, HOW SPECIAL «ὁ 


HE is ስ STAR! 
5% / i MEAN, BRIGHT STARY 
THE BRIGHTEST стави 
THE BRIGHTEST STAR Ж 


K^ 
ще: EVER d 
መሙ ~ š 


I WILL NEVER 
RECOMMEND А BODY 
BUILDER FOR A PRINCIPAL'S 
POSITION 


x DOWN, 


NOW! 


SUNDAR DIDI 
SO SORRY 


| _ 89a 
p 


ARJUN MADE 
HIM DO THIS! HE НЕ! 


= SWINGS INTO ACTION 


WE NEED TO WIN THIS ROUND 4 
OF THE COMPETITION. 


MY SIGNALS? FOR SURE, THEY ARE 
STRONGER THAN ANY WIFI. 


WHY IS SHE NOT CATCHING 2 


NO PROBLEM! 


LET ME SWITCH ON MY DEVICE! J 
p 


ALAS! HE DOES NOT KNOW THAT CHEATING IS A CHOICE, NOT A MISTAKE 


"YOU ARE GONE, 
INDIANS! 2 


E: 
ጨጨ LIKE FAST \ 
TRAINS, 
ነ MONORAILS... Á 
= E | 


YOUR COUNTRY CANNOT BE THE BEST V ፦ — 
JUST BECAUSE OF ITS RICH PAST. LOOK АТ | / rALSO ADMIRE Y | 
CHINA, SEE THE PROGRESS WE HAVE МАРЕ | | CHINA FOR THIS. | 


/ HIGH-SPEED TRAINS, ^w 
© SHOPPING, MOBILE | 
PAYMENTS, AND SO MANY 
Find out, what 
does WIDE SCALE 
IMPLEMENTATION 
mean? 


I ALSO ADMIRE CHINA 
FOR THIS AND FOR HOW THEY 
HAVE LED THE WAY 
IN THEIR WIDE SCALE 
IMPLEMENTATION. 


MY NAME IS IPSY THE ROBOT, 
"1 IF YOU KNOW በ OR езе) 
А ГАМ AN EXPERT OF SOME SORT! 


4 N 
Г WHY IS HE NOT Y 
TAKING YOUR 
COMMAND? 


THESE CHINESE 
PRODUCTS ARE VERY = 


UNRELIABLE! A MESSAGE! A MESSAGE! ቼ 

- A MESSAGE FROM THE BOSS, | 
FOLLOW በ SOON, ELSE THERE 
WILL BE A BIG LOSS. 


МУ NAME К > THE ROBOT, 1 

| DONT MESS WITH МЕ, GET ANGRY А LOT, 
MANY BATTLES ! HAVE FOUGHT, 

h SO SAVE YOURSELF, ELSE YOU WILL ROT. 4 


"DANGER? | LOVE DANGER, 
002 1 AM ADVENTUROUS LIKE + 
FOREST RANGER. 
SCARED 1 AM NEVER, 002 I AM 
VERY CLEVER. 


ፖ NOW | Ты HERE, 
ን መኳ BE READY TO BE UNSTEADY, 
2 [T'S OKAY DONT WORRY, | 
1 WILL TROUBLE YOU йод, | } 
02 | DON'T HURRY! , y 


^d 
\ OH BOY SHY, IT'S TIME ТО SAY zu S : 
Ша! — >. IPSY FINALLY CATCHES THE SIGNAL 


Y 


WHILE INDIA IS KNOWN 
FOR ITS INVENTIONS... 


ж” 
ОН DEAR, VOU ARE 50 CUTE, BUT ። | че 
VOU ARE GONNA GET MUTE, 
DON'T STRESS MAKING A POINT, 
ANYWAY, EVERYONE I AM GOING TO 
DISAPPOINT, 


13 


НЕ НЕ! 


А. ё ^ 
4 ONE MAY NOT KNOW, BUT GREED TO WIN IS A BOTTOMLESS PIT. IT HAS NO END DOWNWARDS 


нн τ: 6) — pl 


Бі NOT \ Е В AMINOT AUDIBLE? २ 
| AUDIBLE? / 


ARJUN'S MIC SCREECHES. 
ARJUN'S FACE LOOKS LIKE HE | 
IS ON PINS AND NEEDLES. 


2 ግ 
MY LOGICAL MIND WAS 
RIGHT. THEY HAVE STARTED 


ә, ኤፌ CHEATING AGAIN! Nobody can 
% Беа! 
> Mia when it is 
# | time for 
logical 
On pins and 
needles 


If you are оп pins and 
needles, you are very 
anxious or nervous about 
something that is going 
to happen. 


thinking 


ES απ... 
ው ITISSATTANG.G ` 
FOR GUPTA! GRR! 


ፖ SATTAN JI, ТАМ 
| NOT SURE ABOUT 
YOU BUT I AM 


OH, MOTHER 
TERESA! ARE YOU 4 
AROUND? б 


> QUIET, 
5 INDIANS! 
2 


— оу 
HAVE YOU HEARD 

MY SILENCE? IT HAD 4 

SAID ENOUGH! NOW  & 

IS THE TIME TO АСТ! Д 


< 
I WILL BEAT Y 
THESPEED | 
OF LIGHT | 


ARJUN, 1 АМ га 
\ COMING THERE! 


THAT MOMENT WHEN SOMEONE 
INTENDS TO HELP BUT ENDS UP 
NEEDING HELP HIMSELF. 


SATTAN! 
OH 
GOODNESS! 


Еш Море! Реасе Ргіге 
winner, Mother Teresa 


Mot 


compassior 


TRIP AND FALL, 1 ATTACKED 
THE FLOOR AND I AM 
WINNING. 


4 " | ATTACKED 
NO AUNTY, THE FLOOR? 


ТАМ NOT 

| BELIEVING HIM. / x -- к 

ν / YOU TAKE Ñ 
мүміс | 


PLEASE. Á 


፳ ~ 


é YOU NOT ONLY POSSESS — 


| ММ...АН..... | | BECAUSE YOU 
| / PIRING G 
ج‎ am | THE WORLD JUST 
جي سڪ‎ YOU EQUALLY RESPECT MINE 
| \ | -TODASS EDs THIS | | NEEDS ACCEPTANCE | 
| TODAY'S WORLD NEEDS THIS / FOR OTHERS? 
МОРЕ THAN ANYTHING ü | 


ELSE. 


1 AM PROUD OF МУ N 
COUNTRY BECASUE IT | 
| GAVE THIS WORLD MANY | 

GREAT THINKERS. ፊ 


THE OPPONENT'S HEART, 
AND NOT JUST HAVE 
YOUR EYES ON THE 
PRIZE. 


IJUST WANT TO 
CONCLUDE THAT MY 
OPPONENT IS HELPING ME 

HERE BECAUSE I | 
дет RESPECT TOWARDS | 
4 


HER COUNTRY. BUDDHA'S 
TEACHINGS HELPS IN MANY / 
SUCH WAYS. ж 


AND SMILES I 


-= OF THE AUDIENCE APPRECIATES ARJUN'S POINT, ВИТ THERE WERE A FEW WHO DO 


3, THE FINAL ROUND OF INTELLIGENT ROBOTS 


BACK AT THE AUDITORI 


AND THE WINNER OF 
THIS ROUND IS 
ARJUN! HE HAS LEAD 
INDIA ОРЕ TO BE 03-01 


ARJUN, I REMEMBER WHAT ALBERT 

p" SAID - "WE OWE A LOT TO THE INDIANS, 4 
| WHO TAUGHT US HOW TO COUNT, WITHOUT WHICH | 
| NO WORTHWHILE SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY ያ 
COULD HAVE BEEN MADE í 


I WOULD FIRST LIKE ТО 

1 ТНАМК DADAJI, WHO H ነ 

| ALWAYS GUIDED МЕ WITH HIS | 
IMMENSE WISDOM, AND THEN. 


\ MY FRIENDS WHO HAVE ALWAYS 
\ 81009 ВҮ МЕ όν 


38ኛ МЕРЕ 
REALLY GOOD ARJUN. | 
CONG | IONS! 
CONGRATULATIONS! m 


24 A VERY WEIRD Y 
THING HAPPENED WITH | 
ME TODAY 


4 


AND HOW IS THAT WEIRD 
THING MAKING YOU FEEL? 
FIRST TELL ME THAT. 


UMMMM...KINDA 
| WEIRD. ACTUALLY | 


x "SURPRISING!" 4 


SO, MY CHINESE OPPONENT 7“ 
TODAY GAVE ME HER MIC WHEN THE 
LINE OF MY MIC GOT CuT-OFFII | 
WAS QUITE SURPRISED BY IT. ARN'T / 
YOU TOO? TELL ME YOU ARE! 


4 ARJUN, ALWAYS REMEMBER, 
| LIKE I SAID BEFORE, TRUE VICTORY 
| COMES FROM GIVING LOVE AND 
| 

| 


CHANGING AN OPPONENT'S HEART, 
AND THAT'S WHAT HAPPENED TODAY. 
AND THAT IS WHAT YOU ARE 

SURPRISED BY. ISN'T IT? 


YES DADAJI. WE ALL LEARN FROM \ 
EACH OTHER, ONLY WHEN WE DO SO | 
WITH OPEN ARMS. YOU ARE RIGHT, 
THAT IS WHAT HAPPENED TODAY. ὦ 


AND NOW, 1 THINK V 
IAM MORE HAPPY 
THAN SURPRISED. 
------ 
2 


ሪ 
4 


ET MORNING OF THE CYCLING COMPETITION PRISHA WAKES UP. 


A GOOD SLEEP 
AND A RESTFUL 
MIND WILL HELP ME 
BE SET FOR THE 
COMPETITION 
TODAY 


= 


AND A HEARTY BREAKFAST, 

| EATEN PEACEFULLY WILL HELP 

| ME TO TO BE SET FOR THE 

! COMPETITION TODAY. А 
CHERRY ON THE CAKE! 


AND A GOOD WARM-UP JOG 
WILL BE THE BEST TO HELP ME 
BE SET FOR THE COMPETITION 
TODAY. SO, IT'S 
“THREE FOR МЕ RULE GIRL! 


- HAPPENS NEXT? / 


w 
S 


τ 


MAY? 
Edition 
لے‎ ти Do you want to read 
INTELLYJELLY'S МАУ 22 EDITION Made ete 


WHO IS ATTACKING DADAJI'S 


WHO IS IPSY? IS HE A FRIEND? ARMY WITH DRONES? 


ο vm: 


WILL SOMETHING FISHY HAPPEN IN THE NEXT ROUND OF 
THE INDO-CHINA CHAMPIONSHIP? AGAIN? 


Е — h _ 


a LO READERS, 1 KNOW НОМ тен Ñ 
vou HAVE LOVED GOND ART EARLIER | 
| THIS TIME I HAVE GOT ANOTHER DESIGN ሠ 


GOND ART For vou 


Have you done 


your GOND ART 


Share with us your art 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


= iNTELLYJELLYians, I HELPED YOU 
Í 


THROUGHOUT THE BOOK BY SHARING THE h 
| MEANINGS OF WORDS. \ 
DIG, DIG, DIG, WORD MEANING DIG 
| I NEED YOUR INTELLIGENT HELP NOW. FLIP 
\ ^ THROUGH THE PAGES, DIG OUT THE MEANING 
OF THE WORDS GIVEN BELOW AND WRITE THEM 


Bully: 


= 


= 


Infuriated: 


Meditate: 
Topple over: 


Dig and write the 
meanin, 


click a picture 
and share with us here. 


Info@INTELLYJELLY.com 


+ DEAR READERS, № 


Í GOOD TIMES AND GOOD FRIENDS, MAKE THE BEST MEMORIES. 
( FIND ТЕМ HIDDEN OBJECTS IN THE PICTURE BELOW. 


_ HIDDEN OBJECTS 


Ν J 
J 


A friend in need 
is a friend indeed Gwe 
Develops concentration, attention 
detail, knowledge and social skills 


A true friend ка 
person who always 


Pops you when you Illustration: Atul Puri 
really need it. - 
— j 


Please refer to page 50 for answers 


а READ 
BEING AN EXPLORER ADVENTUROUS 
| LET'S HELP THIS EXPLORER FIND THE HIDDEN 
| GEMS 


RS. 


i^ explore ዐዘ 

eJ C avenues 
To explore every 
possible means to find 
a solution to a given 


problem. 


ЕЕЕ ==‏ د س 


Listen children, 
Do you know 
What is a rainbow? 
Some sees a scientific reason 
behind it, some say 
Н a demon $ bow. 


- Some say it is a bridge 


From the sky to the earth 
By which a king frog 
Gets a landing down to his burrow 
That's why mostly in the rainy season 
Often appears such a rainbow 
Listen children 
Do you know 
What is it that makes 
a colorful rainbow 
When light travels into a droplet 
It reflects from within 
And just like in а prism 
It causes a rainbow 


yt 
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INTELLYJELLY 
Writer 
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RAINBOW 


Poet: Dr. Perwaiz Shaharyar 


Listen children 
Do you know 
How many colors 
make a rainbow 
Seven colors need to glow 
To make an luminous rainbow — — 
These colors are as given below 
Red, orange, yellow, green 
Blue, violet and indigo. 
Listen children 
Do you know 
the other kinds of rainbows? _ 
Fog bow, moon bow, twinned rainbow 
Hultiple rainbow and full circle rainbow 
Listen children, 
Do you love to see a rainbow? 
Yes, | know you Love rainbow 
| also Love seeing a rainbow 
Because it add color to our Live 
Nothing makes us happy Like a rainbow! 


/ DEAR POETS IN THE HAKING, 


2.2.0.4 NOW, LET HE SEE IF YOU CAN 
WEAVE A POEH ON RAIN! | WOULD 
\ LOVE TO READ YOUR POEHS. 


Dr. Perwaiz 
Shaharyar is 
an Editor in National Council ol 
Research aed Training (NCERT), Mir 
Education, Government of India. 
presently, a member of Advisory Board of 
National Book Trust india 
He в a Multilingual (English, Hindi and Urdu] 
famous poet, short story writer and critic 
from India. He was awarded Doctor of 
Philosophy for his Research Work from 
versity of Delhi. Не is Post Graduate 
Diploma holder in Calligraphy, Mass Media 
and in Book Publishing with Specialization in 
Editing 
He has written around 50 poems. His 30 
poems have been translated by many award 
winning litterateurs in Polish, Indonesian, 
Arabic, Spanish, Hindi, French, Urdu and 
Albanian languages. 
He has bagged many States and National 
Awards and accolades for h 
His around 200 articles and research papers 
have been published in reputed national and 
international literary journals and 
periodicals. He has total 13 published books, 
2 each of collections of short stories and 
collections of poems, 5 books of criticism and 
4 books of trans 
in his credential. His one children story book 
has been published by a premier organization 
National Book Trust, India. His collection of 
12 stories for chldr 
India. 


rary works. 


is ready to print from 


Write your poems 
and share with us at 


моё ЕЦУсот 


Bn Intelligence һ 


A MATCH THE PICTURES ON THE LEFT WITH 
FEELINGS ON THE RIGHT 


b) CIRCLE WHICH FEELINGS MAKE YOU FEEL 
PLEASANT AND WHICH ONES MAKE YOU 
FEEL UNPLEASANT. 


1. LAUGHING 


3. ANGER 


= 28 
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«5 NATURE LOVE 4% Ñ 


DEAR READERS, CAN YOU MATCH THE ITEMS 
TO THE CORRECT BINS IN WHICH 
THEY SHOULD BE THROWN 


INTELLYJELLY 
Artist 


Vocabulary Fun 


VOCABULARY IS A №} 
MATTER ОЕ WORD | 2 
< 
BUILDING AS WELL AS “ет 
N WORD USING. 


/ 
| 


1. Name of a Gas 2. Name of A colour 
3. To remove a tooth 5. Nourishment for the body 


6. A Plant 4. Equipment 
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Please refer to page 50 for answers. 


Giggle and laugh with оке! 
Knock, knock. 


Whos there? 
1 subscribed Intellyjelly magazine for my daughter. | received the first copy of it last month. My 


Figs. 
Figs who? daughter just loved it. The comic stories, activities and puzzles are perfectly designed for this age 
Е group. Му daughter finishes reading and solving the puzzles in a day or two. If possible | would like to 
Figs the doorbell, its not have more copies of it instead of 1 copy per month. 
working! ለካ Sarika В 
E 


መጮ- ፒፒ ст; ШЕР” 


Design: Satyam 


፳ AR READERS, SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY SOLVING 
vani THIS SUDOKU PUZZLE WITH МЕ / 
REMEMBER, EVERYTHING SEEMS DIFFICULT 4 
BEFORE IT GETS EASIER. - 


Please refer to page 50 aM 
for answers. < 
What has many keys but can't ` 

open any doors? 


c— — сте ርነ 


Design: Satyam 


Er | 
MANNERS ARE THE BEHAVIORS THAT YOU SHOW WHEN YOU ARE AROUND 
OTHER PEOPLE. IT MEANS THAT YOU ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL / 


In the white circle given, give yourself marks out of 5 based on 
which of these behaviour you exhibit. Once you have done so, add 
up the scores and see how well-mannered are you. 


Greeting quests / >) 
when {hey arrive - 


My score is 


Beinguntind lo others  SpealingPollely - 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 
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= RAMA 
How Mary Pigeons 


Once upon a time, King Krishndev Raye thought of playing with Tenali 
Rama, and testing how he would solve a problem and what new τρ һе 
might have for the solution. With that in mind, the king 
ordered and called Tenali to his court. Tenali soon reached the 
court. "Yes Maharaaj, | am here at your service,” said Tenali. 
The king greeted him and said, “Tenali, до and find out the 
number of pigeons in Vijaynagar. Now this was somewhat 
absurd. But the wise and intelligent Tenali never backed down 
from facing a challenge. 


After two days, Tenali appeared before the King and said, 
"Haharaaj, there аге a total of 4,01,304 pigeons in 
Vijaynagar.” 

Amazed at this, King questioned Тепа s 


— i 6) — po 


= information. “Are you sure, Tenali,” asked 
the king. To this, Tenali clarified, 
х. `Маһагаа), if you have doubt, you can 
| yourself re-examine the count of 
pigeons in the kingdom. If the number 
is lesser, this 16005. 
some pigeons have y “ gn iKnow! 
gone outstation 

to meet their 
relatives, they may not have met them for a while. 
And if the number has increased this means some ÁN, и а logical or 
pigeons from outside have come to see their Does: arde 
relatives living in our kingdom." Horton ce someting) su 


especially from a different point of 
view 


Krishndev realized that he has Lost to дай аман 


Tenali. Like always, һе admired Tendli s wit қылшы ыны 


admired : to respect or like 
and praised him in front of all the kingsmen. somebody/something very much 


"T If you were Tenali, share what would you have done in this situation. 


ፍመ 


А ©“ 


7 Express yourself in det 


and share with us at 


~ info@INTELLYIELLY.co 


= hanakya 
ITTY INDIANS 160८: Do the Roht 


Once, a Chinese traveller came to 

meet Kautilya (Chanakya). It 

was , and darkness 
had just started to set in. 

When the traveller 
entered Chanakya s 
room, he saw that 
Chanakya was busy 
writing some important 
papers under the light from an oil 
lamp. There was no electricity and hence no bulbs or tube lights in those 
days. So, people used to light oil Lamps. Chanakya welcomed his quest with a 

smile and asked him to sit. He 

then quickly completed the 
work that he was doing. 

But do you know what he did 
upon completing his writing 
work? He 

the oil Lamp under which he was 

writing and lit another Lamp. This 


[- the Chinese traveller. He thought that maybe this was a 


custom followed by Indians when a quest arrived at their home. He 
сік Жы asked, "Is this a custom іп India when а quest arrives at 
8. " your house? | mean, extinguishing one (атр and lighting 
another?" 


Chanakya replied, "No my dear friend. There is no such 
— P custom. Actually, when you entered, | was working. It 


establishment of the lel i 1 
Mee ieee (сап official work, pertaining 10 my empire, my 


Chanakya was the nation. The oil filled in that Lamp has been bought 


Guru of Emperor 


Ashoka. He hada from the money from the National treasury. 
great contribution in 
making Ashoka a Now, | am talking to you. This is a personal and 


skilled emperor. h 4 қ 
friendly conversation, not related to my nation. So | 


= 6) — amm 


= 
= Mo, 
> Wy 
( 7 
\.® 


: the time in the 
evening when the sun has 
already gone down and it is 
nearly dark 


: to cause 
something to stop burning 


custom: a way of behaving 
which a particular group or 
society has had for a long time 


national treasury: the 


government department in 
charge of finance 


од 
& 
WE RUN 


THE 
WORLD 


cannot use that Lamp now, as it will 


INTELLYJELLY is а one of its kind magazine. It not on 
various virtues like kindness, hard work, honesty etc which is needed in our everyday life іл әп 
to handle our fears and how we can bring the best in ourselves. | love Intellyjelly and look (огуз 


== favourite teacher is Shivani ma'am 
because she always make us learn things 


easily and she is Funny too. 


lead to wastage of the money of 

the national treasury. Hence, | 
extinguished that Lamp and Lit 
this other lamp, since the oil 


in this Lamp has been bought 
from my personal money.” 


Moral: Always do the right thing, even when 
noone is watching you. Be true to yourself. 


ly has beautiful stories but also talks about real life experiences. It sh 
sting way. It teache 
0 reading it every month. also 


got a chance to publish my stories in Intellyjelly. Highly recommended 


Akshara Warrier 


Dear readers, let us 
know who your 
favourite teacher 
is and what makes 
him/her so special. 


Addy зордоо, 


ANDY . 153831አ፤ 40 
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/ What is D в 
| BEING RESPECTFUL MEANS ТО АСТ OR 
SPEAK IN A WAY THAT SHOWS YOU 
CARE ABOUT HOW YOU ARE AFFECTING 
OTHER PEOPLE, PLACES AND THINGS. 


x 


| Share your thoughts about RESPECT on the thinking prompts given below. À 
| | 
| I respeot myself by... ; ‚| 
| EN 
| ' { ` ብ 
3 | ! 1 

` 2 


Everything around you deserves ከከ 
respect. Do you think about 
anything that does not? 


Ө HAPPY | | 


| INTELLYJELLYI. 


1 respect God's oreations by... Respect looks like... 


= 


Tales "መሙ: аид Publish ду 


KOALA AND TREC KANGARCO 


Long, Long ago, in the Dreamtime, there lived two 
friends Koala and Tree Kangaroo. Back then 
Koala had a very long furry tail identical to his 
friends, the Tree Kangaroo s. One year, there was 
| по rain. Even the leaves in the trees were dying. "We are 
| | going to die!" said Koala. But Tree Kangaroo hada plan. 


| | So, Tree Kangaroo and Koala walked until they came to a dry stream 

| bed. Koala said, “Before | can start digging, | need to have a rest." So, Koala 
climbed up a tree and left Tree Kangaroo to start digging. After lots of 
digging, Tree Kangaroo called out to Koala. Koala began to climb down from the 

| tree, and suddenly, let out a Loud cry. He screamed, "Ouch!" Koala had got a 

, | thorn in his foot and got a sore foot. Tree Kangaroo kept on digging and let 
Koala relax, but felt tired. "Koala!" he yelled. Tree Kangaroo was very angry but 

॥ he kept on digging 


| At Last, some water began to appear іп the dry hole. “Hooray!” 2 
|| yelled Tree Kangaroo. Koala came running, pushed Tree ` | 
Kangaroo out of the way, stuck his head down the hole and ሺ | 
began drinking all the water. Tree Kangaroo Wer 
was furious! "Save some for me.” Tree / Nove: Pourauoi рог 


kwa] means "why" in 


Kangaroo grabbed Koala s tail to pull him | French. These tales often 
start in the post, e.g. А 
out. He pulled ever so hard until Koalas || jong, jong time ооо... and 
Я tail broke and this is why the Koala us ыы 
hasashortand stumpy tail. Pourquoi tales make readers 
WONDER ABOUT THE 
VARIOUS THINGS IN THE. 
WORLD. It accelerates 
children's wondering, 
thinking, and exploring. а 


— 
Design: Avdesh Patidar о < 


= readers, 
Now that you have read the Pourquoi Story, it's time to wear а 
writer's hat and become one. Following are two prompts for you 
to choose from and write your own Pourquoi Story. 


Write your 


Pourquoi Tale 
Intellyjelly is very useful magazine. My daughter is 9 years old. She enjoys " ith 
reading it. Puzzles, stories and ай activities are perfectly designed. It's perfect and share with us at 
MINUM bode Shoot o ὥὩ ......... info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


information, My daughter loves reading this magazine. 


Anshu Jain 


— OC Е 
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Author 


1 am quite pleased to learn that Prakshi 
Sharma of ІХ В has taken the initiative of 
finding an outlet for her creativity. She is an 
author extra ordinaire. 

1 һауе по doubt that she will continue to 
display her talent and share the same with 
awider audience. 

Iwish her well in all her future endeavors. 


Mrs. Мамка Puri 
Principal 


Prakshiis a talented child. She has shown a 
keen interest in reading books ever since 
she was a child. And today, she has got this 
title. We are very proud of her and hope 
she does well in her future endeavours 
too. | would also like to thank the 
Intellyjelly team for playing a role in 
helping her win this competition. 

Thanks and regards. 


Shivali Sharma 
and 

Kishore Sharma 
Parents 


A horrible night at my friend's house... 


My name is Chris, and Гат eager to tell you a horror, yeta more 
silly incident that happened with my friend Tom and а few days 
ago when | was at Tom s house for a night over. His parents were 
to come back late at night and we were all alone. First, we 
watched TV while eating our favourite snacks. After finishing 
the movie we went to bed. We had just started talking when we 
heard a sound. And you won + believe it, but it was coming from 
under our bed. It was a funny noise. 
Tom said, "No one else is at home, then who could be making 
that sound? 
Ireplied, Maybe, it's a thief." 
We decided to check. And to our surprise, we saw that Toms pet 
cat Lucy was scratching the carpet with her sharp nails. We 
actually forgot about the cat. After knowing who was 
` responsible for that noise, we two friends took a sigh of relief 
and laughed. 


Prakshi Sharma, 14 years, 
9th Grade, 


w Google ግ፡ 


_ PUBLISHED 
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Dear Ridhi, 


First of all, | would like to congratulate you on 
the successful completion of your second 
book named 'Zuno & Jasmine...Mysterious 
Time Travel’. Your first book ?ипо 4 
Jasmine...Enjoying Vacations’ is indeed a 
great work which is a feat to achieve 
especially at such a young age. | am glad and 
filled with pride to see the dedication that 
you have put in to make your dream a reality. 
The series 'Zuno & Jasmine’ and its sequel is 
taking us all to another level of an 
adventurous journey through time travel. 
This concept is indeed new and I'm sure that 
it will be very rewarding in the future. You 
are a very promising student with all-round 
performance in all the spheres including 
academics and co-curricular activities, | can 
see other students taking you as a role 
model who sets ambitious examples in front 
of them. 


Principal 
Mridula Tripathi 
Army Public School 


| am an Alarm 


I am an alarm 
Who loves its job; 

1 do it with full dedication. 
Waking people with sweetness 
Is my Job! 

I love my job 
You will love it too 
Just take a peek 
& 

Get to know the truth! 
Now, don't you think, how? 
Because here's the answer 
Take a peek into me 
By moving my hands 
| hope you know what | mean by hands 
And are clear about it. 

You might time travel 
or 
you might vanish 
All of it depends upon 
You and your goodness 
Try it once 
Then get up on your own! 
I'm an alarm clock 
An alarm clock that talks 
An alarm clock that wakes up everyone! 
I love my job! 


Ridhi Mangla 
Army Public School, Gangtok, Sikkim 


--. Gage 3 


We at Birla Open Minds 
International School 
staunchly believe that every 
child is gifted and unique; therefore, 
education should cater to every child's 
uniqueness. 
Urvi Vynashavi, our “Wunderkind” of Grade 2 
proved that age is just a number, She is a 
budding writer and her writings have helped to 
bring out her eloquent side. She's always keen 
to explore and unleash herself, participating 
avidly in our Literature Club and English 
Language Arts activities. 
We are delighted to see that her work has been 
published in the prestigious column of BWM 
magazine. We are sure her story will inspire 
many young ones to write. May she continue to 
nurture her writing skills and her dreams, 
Unquoting "A professional writer once was an 
amateur, who didn't quit". With this quote we 
wish herall the very best. 


Regards 
Babitha Viswanathan, Principal 
ΒΟΜΙ5- Karim Nagar 


Urvi has been one to imagine things and 
frame her own stories from a very early age. 
She likes to spend her time reading story 
books. We as parents are very proud of her 
and want to encourage and support her to 
achieve her dreams. 


Sreekanth.P & 
Praffulla.P 
Parents 


Why The Owl Hunts at Night 


Owsy Owl likes to hunt in the 
morning. But, Mama says “Owsy, it's i 


not time for us to hunt’? Owsy always 
thinks that morning is the best time. 


One day, Owsy went to hunt in the * 
morning, and a man caught her. The 
other Owls came to help her. Owsy bit 
the net and other people bit the man's 
cheeks. “Quickly Owsy,” said a lady owl, 
but Owsy was slow at biting. A girl owl 
cawe and said, “Don't worry, Owsy, | 
will help you’: The girl owl bit the left 
and front side while Owsy bit the right 
and back side. Soon, the net was open, 
and Owsy flew away. From that day 
Owsy started to hunt at night. 


Urvi Vyshnavi, 07 years, 2nd Grade, 
Birla Open Minds International school 


Karimnagar 
— 


Author 


— 


1 strongly believe that my role as an educator 
is to guide and nurture the next generation. 1 
am passionate about students being 
empowered to succeed. Master Ғазһаап of 
Class 1 has been one such student who shows 
great involvement, be it in class room 
participation, cultural activities or in activities 
involving a linguistic approach. He enjoys 
being challenged, and inspires everyone 
around him. | wish him the best and hope he 
comes up with flying colours, and is 
appreciated everywhere 
Regards 
Dr. Phani Prasad Muktevi 
Director 
Little Brains EM School, Vijayawada, 


Our son, Eashaan is a very simple and lovable 
kid. He is very creative and likes making 
different models with his Lego set. He is very 
focused and determined towards his goals. 
He loves cricket, enjoys being in nature and 
likes solving puzzles in his free time. He із 
very adjusting and is always at peace with his 
surroundings and friends. We are very proud 
of you son. We love you. 

proud of you son.. love you. 


w 


rand Publish 


My Dino Friend 


One day, when | was playing in the park, | saw a 
big egg in the sand. It looked like an ostrich egg. | 
feared that someone will step on it and the egg : 
get harmed, so, | took it home and kept it in 
secret place in my bedroom. | was very excited to 
see if a baby ostrich would come out once the egg 
hatched. 

One day, when | was about to sleep, | heard a 
sound. | was scared and ran to my grandmother. 
Next day, when | came back to my room, | saw a 
cute little baby dinosaur sitting on my bed and 
eating my chocolate. That is when | understood 
that the egg | had brought home with me was a 
dinosaur egg. 

First, | was afraid it will hurt me. But, to my 
surprise, we became good friends. | named her 
Casper. Wherever | went, | took her along in 9 
school bag. One day, when we were outside, we sa 

а big dinosaur shouting and running, pushing all 
things away. Casper was happy on seeing the big 
dinosaur and jumped out to go near it. Mummy 
dinosaur took Casper, she looked at me and went 
away. | was happy, but also sad as my dino friend 
left me. 4 
Moral of the story: Wild animals are good and kind 4 
if we are good to them. Be kind to all. 


Eashaan Poluru, 6 years, 1st Grade 
Little Brains English Medium School 


Your CHILD 


can be the next 


Published 


Creative Writing Review 


Т aliens surrounded him and on knowing that he was а scientist, they told him 
all teirh problems from lack of soil to lack of oxygen. There were more than 4 
problems to be solved. Hence, Cather agreed to help Mr Lary with the experiments. 
And from that time onwards, he has been helping Lary with all the experiments 
and research. By helping Mr Lary solve all these problems, Cather too gradually 
gained knowledge about science and was clear about all the theories & experiments. 

Here, Cather proved that practice surely makes a man perfect. He practised and 
practised and practiced, and finally got the knowledge of science and received the Е 
fruitful gift of knowledge 

Now, more than 84 problems have been solved and we 
can say that Cather has truly learnt and stored a lot in 


this journey of knowledge "παῖ aaa 
He learnt wang HELLO FELLOW WRITERS, ГАМ RIDHI EC 
concepts of creating | A STUDENT OF AUTHOR AND PUBLISH 


oxygen with the help | WORKSHOPS BY INTELLYJELLY. MY MENTORS SAY 
of the elements THAT 1AM QUITE GOOD IN IMAGINATIVE 
መ ደ ሃይ _ WRITING. WHAT DO YOU THINK? 


-- = -- - Ridhi Mangla 
atmosphere and a lot 9 
Age 12, 
ШЕКЕ Army Public School, Gangtok, Sikkim 


Hi Ridhi, 


info(PiNTELLYJELLY.com. 


Writing 


promptu Story 


gination fly. AUGE 


Arjun went on an adventure 

trip. He met with the Hulk. Both of 
them were very hungry but couldn't 
find anything to eat. 


This kids magazine help in improving creativity, vocabulary and reasoning skilis Author your story 
and also getting them off mobile addiction. My 7 years old son is enjoying this 
magazine & Publish 


Mukesh Singh дг info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 
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Impromptu Story 


pick your реп let your imagination fly. STE 
іс Я 


Prisha got а superpower. She сап 


> 4, fly now, but Superman did not like 
^ Y м it. What should Ргіѕһа do now? 
9) || 


Workshop Se 


Author your sto 
& Publish 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


= CHILD сап be the next 
PUBLISHED AUTHOR! 


Do you want to explore more about our 
Author & Publish Workshops for your child? ' 


4 1 Scon the QR code 
ч Е AGE 3 send WhatsApp to us 


Т». GROUP "YES-Author & Publish’ 


8 years & above 


NA WAWSS 
YJELLY BOOKS 


Do you want to read 


iNTELLYJELLY books? 
Scan the below QR code tà 
order 


τα 5НЕЕТ 


¦ 1.Boatisin the clouds. 

} 2. Sun's shape is square. 

: 3. Teddy bear hanging on the clothes line. 
: 4. Toffees аге on the tree. 

: 5. Panda is rowing a boat. 

: 7. Tree is up on the bed. 

; 8. Camel has horns. 


B зч Si Sia Viz 
6|712 119 |5 |31418 
11|194|815|፡|፡15 16 7 
81519171611 4123 
4121618 | 537 91 
7111319121 418156 
9161115131712 в 8 
; 8741963 5 
1. Nitrogen 1. Green 1 3|4|5 28 6111719 
3. Extract 2. Food : 
6. Corn 3. Tool : 
148, 246), 3(e), १०, 5(а), 6(8) i 
Н Giggle and laugh with iJoke! 
Save the Nature E i 
Paper: 1,4,11 Е Where would you 
Aluminum: 5, 12 š find an elephant? 
Plastic and Glass: 7, 9, 10 9 
Compost: 2, 3, 6, 8 ! 


The same place 
you lost her. 


DO YOU KNOW YOUR 
CREATIVITY IS YOUR INTELLIGENCE | 
HAVING FUN? 


Pour warm water into the jar until it 
reaches around a third of the way up. 


A jar or plastic bottle 
ФА jug of warm water 


Add around 3 drops of food colour and stir. 
(Remember not to add too much or the mixture 
will become very dark and it will become 

hard to see the glitter.) 


Pour in the water until it is almost full. 
Leave a little gap at the top of the jar to 
allow the mixture to move. Then secure the lid. 


Pour in the glitter and stir well until 

combined with the existing mixture. Skill; Develops fine motor 
skills and sequential 
thinking. 


= 
Эш 


=> INPIA HAS 
ALSO GIVEN MANY POPULAR 
MUSICIANS INCLUPING THE 
FAMOUS Е.Р BURMAN, 5.7 
BURMAN, PAPON АМР MANY 
MORE. 


= U READ 


ONLY ABOUT THE 
)F OTHERS, OR 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? , 


UNESCO has agreed to publish descriptions of India's UNESCO World Heritage 
Sites on it's website іп Hindi. It was implemented on the occasion of World 
Hindi Diwas on IOth January 22. 


αὶ —_s О p 
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CURRENT AFFAIRS ОМ 


SUCCES Е OTHERS 


ША CURRENT 


в ш DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


T DRIFT 
n, R Babu, trapped in a steep 
gorge in Malampuzha Mountains, Kerela 

without food and water for two days was 


rescued by the Indian Army on 9th Feb 2022. 


An electric vehicle charging station with the 
capacity of a hundred charging points is now 
opened in Gurugram, Haryana. It is being 


2 2 2 2 1 Send us 
В Lo 
considered as India's biggest charging Кет one recent МОНЕ thet you 
station for four-wheelers. know and have read about 


Design: Avdesh Patidar 


Infinity Bridge is 
an iconic architectural ANE 
structure located (९ 


India is the largest 


o _ Singh is 

India's first woman 

Rafale fighter jet 
pilot. 


Tibet is called the 
roof of the world. 


The World Canine 
Organization is best 
known by ifs French title 
Federation Cynologique 
Internationale (FCD. It is 
the largest registry of dog 
breeds fhat is 
internationally accepfed. 
ат те time of this writing, 
the ЕСІ recognizes 339 
breeds of dogs. 


ይ 


ኢ 
Е 
b 


“Тһе winners will receive a FREE 


What is the "Three for Me' rule that Prisha book with their next month 
B shares in this edition? magazine delivery. 
Whatis special about the Atal Tunnel? 


| ΕΙ 


Dadaji gives а powerful message to Arjun. ——— 
| 2) | Whatis that message? 
Why do you think the Chinese girl gave her mic 


; 6) to Arjun? 


Write one most amazing fact about Northeast k ia aya 


| 31 India that you read and liked the most. 
' Find why is Tibet called the Roof of the World’. 


What are the three words that come to your ا‎ 


mind when you think about RESPECT? 


After reading Chanakya's story, share with us | 
- What does integrity mean to you? 


INTELLYJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 
and send them to us here 


е Share the happiness of reading iNTELLYJELLY with 
your friends and cousins. 


Contact number: .. 


Parent Name: 
Child Nam 


Contact number: ........ 


Parent Nam 
Child Name: 


Contact number: ...................... 


DADAJI, MY FRIENDS 


COME ONE, 
ALSO WANT TO READ 


COME аш 
SURE, THEY SHOULD! 
WOULD YOU FILL THEIR 
NAMES AND NUMBERS 
_ON THIS PAGE? 


INTELLYJELLY? WHAT 
TO DO? 


promising contacts below 


| Click and send the picture to us on 
WhatsApp. Е 


Parent Name 
Child Name 


Contact number: 


Parent Name:. 
Child Name: 


Contact number: 


Parent Name 
Child Name 


Contact number: 


Parent Name:.... 
Child Name 


Contact number: 


Parent Name: 
Child Name: 


Contact number: 


рзом INOA ривцвзәрип эм 


EMETTE: por 


М applicable for Savings Account. 


1unooo2y эбезиелру з,рги 


Áououi әбеиеш ዐን Moy 
рицо 1noÁ цога| 


KIDSADVANTAGEACCOUNT/ENGAMAY2O1T/EXP-APR2O18 


60 / 60 


6 MELLY 
=) ЈУ 


Intelligent reading is fun! 


Ғ opportunity 
to publish 
your CHILD'S 
and 
your CREATIVITY! 


Fashion Expression Article 


Intelligent 

Learning Š Апет . : 
: WOROS £ nọ = 

е Ап Anthology Book. = = 


fn Creativ 
r= = EXPRESSION iN WRITING `. 

iS AN ESSENTIAL SKILL OF | 
TOOAY'S DIGITAL ERA. | 
Give your article some well | 


deserved visibility. 


Lost Teddy 


ñ 


Create A Lifetime Milestone! 


We know that you are excited, so аге we! ነ 


c]‏ ا 


EB reading is fun! 


D ear thoughtful parents, 


Truth prevails in the end. We have all 
heard this repeatedly across various 
situations in our lives—nothing new 
about it. We have either accepted the 
idea, ignored it, or rejected it. 


As humans, we have been, and will 
always be, faced with two 
options—one, to wait patiently until 
the end when truth prevails, and the 
other, to not leave any stone unturned 
and make the end happen at the 
soonest possible time. The second 
option demands thoughtful and timely 


= Minder Mia ensures 
that THE END happens and TRUTH 


WINS. 
| 


actions and ensures lesser suffering. 


In this edition’s ‘Dadaji and His Army’, 


TRUTH PREVAILS 
Make it happen! 


Mystery Minder Mia is at her absolute 
best. She is a ጆ 
observer and а compulsive 
thinker. Mia observes 
something wrong 
and takes 
immediate action 
when her team 
needs it the 
most. She 
ensures that 
THE END 
happens and 
TRUTH WINS. 


Do you allow 
enough 
opportunities for your child 
to do the same at home? 


-Animesh, Editor in Chief 


Reviews and 
suggestion 


Animesh Tiwari, an alumnus of ИМ Calcutta is an ex-telecom professional with more than two decades of domestic and 
international experience. He was laurelled for his recent success when the Delhi Education Ministry selected iNTELLYJELLY for the 
Happiness curriculum’. The selection by Reliance Jio and Bharti Foundation are also a few key landmarks of success.His solo 
moto is weaving enjoyable reading, while iNTELLYJELLY shapes the sprouts. 
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Е ARE THE BEHAVIORS THAT YOU SHOW WHEN h 


YOU ARE AROUND OTHER PEOPLE. IT MEANS THAT YOU 
ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL 


Your cousin is telling you 
about something he is 
interested in, and yov say, 
“don’t care” 


Your friend got the wrong 
answer in class. You 
whisper 1o her, “Ha ha! 
You're wrong!” 


The teacher asks Crystal 
to please help pass the 


L papers. Crystal says, 
е,” and {hen does il. 


Y ዣ 
Audrey says, Ñ is vice lo 
meet you, Julia.” Julia 
Says, “Of course ዘ is.” 


үттүн 


Your mom tells you it’s 
time to go to bed. You 
ignore her. 


You help your grandma 
carry her shopping bags. 
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You see someone wearing 
a jacket {hat you like. You 
say. Thate your jacket!” 


“ሥ- — — 
Your cousin is excited to 
play а new song on the piano 
for you. While he plays, you 
listen 16 other music on your 
headphones. 


You and your friend talk 1o 
each other while another 
student is giving a speech. 


πο 


Eos 
Kabir smiles at Дагах. 


L Aaray frowns at Kabir. 


ኢር 
А young child wants 1o 
look αἱ the gorilla αἱ the 
тоо. You see him there, bul 
You stand in front of him. 


You already had а turn and 
your friend did not. You 
> lale another turn anyway. 


Click a 
picture and share 
your MAMET'S sheet 


with us at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


ኳን far, you read... 


NO MORE VIRTUALITY 


TRUTH PREVAILS 
Ma he t / The Principal of Rimnin International, the Chinese 
4 / happen: school, challenges Principal Sir and his students for 
the upcoming annual interschool championship. 


They always win through unfair practices. Principal 
sir decides to take Dadaji's help. 


Author: Animesh Tiwari 
Co-author: Shakun 


TAMA 
हैं. PARTNER-PLAYER SUPERHERO. 
ICA I | As Dadaji 


expected, 
Dadaji's army 
experiences 
some 
unexpected 
events. 

Dadaji informs 
Mr. Governor 
about the dirty 
tricks being 
played by the 
Chinese 
Rimnites. 


The Chinese Rimnites surprise the Indian 
students by arriving ahead of time. They 
start playing their dirty tricks as soon as 
they arrive. Mr. Ki Don from the Chinese 
school continues calling and dominating the 
Indian students. Partner Player Prisha gives 
a befitting reply, —— سی‎ 


HIP НІР HURRAY! 


а - 


swing. Arjun wins the Debate Round! What happens next 


Principal Sir is elated! 


The Indo-China Championship is in full 


-— (г 


E INDO-CHINA С I 
WITH 3-1. TODAY IS [ ON TODAY 


AND A HEARTY ΒΒΕΑΚΕ, 
EATEN PEACEFULLY WILL HELP 
| ME WITH ALL THE ENERGY I NEED 
| FOR THE COMPETITION TODAY. j 
ል CHERRY ON THE CAKE 
εν — 


4 AND А GOOD JOG 
WILL ВЕ THE BEST TO HELP МЕ 
WARM UP FOR THE COMPETITION 
TODAY. SO, IT 
"THREE FOR ME’ RULE GIRL! 


E AT SCHOOL, PRISHA AND ARJUN ARE 
EE TALKING WHEN MIA REACHES THE 
(WHAT HAPPENED V Йй 


| 
TO YOU TWO A 


TITWONTGET Á 
U ANYWHERE i 


7 
ሙ - - . THISINDEEDIS £ 
ПОШУ ARJUN HAS A GUT FEELIN ше m \ WORRISOME ἃ 
BOS THAT SOMEONE IS ΗΙΝΟ |/ YES, А VERY 54 
Sith $ OVER US; НЕ IS SUSPICIOUS RONG FEELING 
Sense "we EI Š IND 


Nobody can ያሆ 


beat 1 
Mia when it is 
time for 


logical 
thinking, 


еҙ HEY, ЗАТТАМИ V 
ምሥ EVENT HAVE THE SAME WHAT ARE YOU | 
STRANGE FEELING NOW. 1S | DOING HERE? / 
SOMEONE WATCHING МЕ - 

WHY? WHO? 


UMM... UM... ACTUALLY I WAS 
LOOKING OUT FOR REFRESHMENTS FOR 
| ALL THE PARTICIPANTS. SIR ASKED МЕ 
^ 2 ТО СНЕСК ፲፻ ЕУЕРҮТНІМС 


D HA! THAT'S D A 

RESPONSIBILITY FOR YOU. HOPE 4 7 1 
THEY WILL NOT BE FINISHED ] 1 IS HE 1 
WHILE YOU CHECK THEM. НЕ HE RUSHING TO? 


1 MUST DO THE ASSIGNED JOB 
IT IS SUCH AN IMPORTANT JOB 
I WILL DEFINITELY DO THE JOB 
OHHO! JOB, JOB, JOB... WHY AMI 
SAYING THIS TO MYSELF AGAIN 
AND AGAIN! ARGH 


ኤኤ 


a NO! WAIT, AM 
I REALLY 
ROCKING CHAIR? 


ኳያ ha's skill oF 


COMFORTING 
OTHERS 


5 as good а: 


hoki 


FOR THAT FEW MOMENTS, PRISHA OPTS 
KNOWS THAT MYSTERY MINDER MIA NE 


TO REMAIN QUIET AS SHE 


25 THAT NOW. 


Т A WHILE 


" ONCE, WHEN A STRANGER TRIED | 5 
TALK TO МЕ, I GAVE НІМ ል SHOCKED 
LOOK AND ASKED HIM IF HE COULD 

REALLY SEE ME 


I alll NOT LIKE BEING 
WATCHED, OR EVEN TALKING } 
TO STRANGERS. 


P 
YOU | А 


ВРАТ! НЕ HE! / 


| WHY ARE YOU 

| OMNIPRESENT, MR. IPSY? 
DO YOU COMPETE 
SS WITH GOD‘ 


MIA, WHERE HAVE YOU 
GONE? I NEED TO GO TO 
THE PRINCIPAL SIR 


Omnipresent 


Being present 


same time 


== i : 
С РРІЅНА, 
हि! NOW! / 


-) Bile 


| ALWAYS LOVE WATCHING | e X» < 
WONT YOU BE WINNING? Д ( 4 j 


WHAT ARE YOU ነ 
DOING HERE IPSY? / 


I THOUGHT I SHOU! 
SINCE YOU SEEM TO 


WISH YOU LUCK PRISHA IS HERE 
N NEED OF IT SAY WHAT YOU 
EVEN IF LUCK IS NOT IN YOUR FAVOUR $ WANT ТО SAY 
MY KIDS ARE LIKE VOLCANOES, ТЕШ / Е 
YOURS ТО STAY AWAY FROM THEM 


d MORNING, MR KI DON; 
I DIDN'T KNOW YOU CALLED. | TEC ONES, ме KI DON! 1 WILL 
፲ CAME FOR SOMETHING 


LSE Å 5 ы | ONLY BE LUCKY IF I AM | 
ዞኩ HA! С PREPARED ENOUGH 


г № 
 ፲ WANTED TO WISH YOU 73 
LUCK FOR THE CYCLING 
| COMPETITION BUT I KNOW 
\ IT WON'T FAVOUR YOU 


A 


Prisha has the 


CALMEST MIND 
IN THE UNIVERSE 
IT IS HER ULTIMATE WEAPON 
AGAINST ALL HER CHALLENGES 


IS HE READY 


PRISHA'S CALM REPLY 


FOR THE NEXT 10 SECONDS, PRINCIPAL SIR BITES MANY BULLETS IF I CAN SEND A MAIL 

7 FROM HERE TO ANYWHERE, 
Y VOICE FROM HERE TO 
ANYWHERE, THEN 


ኣጫ Е МЕ 
SIR! ፦ WHY CAN I NOT SEND МУ 
зъл PUNCHES FROM HERE ТО 
ANYWHERE? p 


М. } 
ος 
Bite bullets: 


To do something 
unpleasant 


ЕА PRINCIPAL SIR'S OFFICE 


" IPSY AGAIN? I 
JUST MET HIM 1 
\ THE CORRIDOR 


NOTHING GOES UNNOTICED BY MYSTERY MINDER MIA. 


THE CYCLING CHAMPIONSHIP ROUND IS ABOUT TO BEGIN. WILL THE CHINESE RIMNITES TRY 
CHEATING DADAJI'S ARMY AGAIN? IS ARJUN'S SIXTH SENSE RIGHT? 


ሠ ጠጠ ጨጨ: 


YOU MUST ВЕ FEELI = 
LUCKY TO SHOOT ME. THIS y I WOULD FEEL LUCKIER 75 
MUST BE THE GREATEST | Tos EDAY, < 
PICTURE YOU HAVE ЕУ 
TAKEN 


а 
< 
Ш 
τ] 
u 
I 
В 
ш 
ሄ 
< 
Ë 
° 
Ë 
ш 
ΗΙ 
в 
< 
Е 
° 
z 
a 
< 
т 
፳ 
B 
a 
& 
2 
е 
& 
Е 
< 
፲ 
5 
$ 
5 
5 
ш 
= 
Ë 


за መና N. 
^X THEFIRSTPOSITION Ü 
15 BAGGED BY THE é 
CHINESE SCHOOL. PRISHA Î, 
2 HASCOMESECOND. _/ 
v y 


ፍዳ А РЕАСОСК 
Ν ITS ТАШ 
Siu ANOTHER TURKEY. / 


LEAS 
XPLAIN, MI 


н 
УС” ሙቺ 
HIS FRIEND 


NED THE 


SS) ΤΗΕ RIMNITES 


— ( м 
E 
EVERYTHINGIS = ) ITISFORTHE 
WELL CAPTURED AND Д JUDGES TO SEE 
NOWSTOREDINMY `- AND DECIDE. _ 
MOBILE. .. дек», 


я Ad 
j IPULLED “Q 
OUT THE CCTV 6 

FOOTAGE. / 


38 PRISHA IS ΤΗΕ 
ONLY WIN AS THE OTHER 
PARTICIPANT IS NOW 
DISQUALIFIED 


um you want to read 
iNTELLYJELLY books? 


Scan the above QR code to order. 


A 
(QA, 
WHO IS ATTACKING DADAJI'S 
WHO IS IPSY? IS HE A FRIEND? ARMY WITH: PRONES? 


WILL MYSTERY MINDER MIA BE ABLE TO WILL THE CHINESE RIMNITES EVER 
FIND OUT WHY iPSY IS OMNIPRESENT? STOP THEIR TACTICS? 


зә @ --- 


в HELPED YOU እ 
OUT THE BOOK BY SHARING THE 
MEANINGS OF WORDS | 
DIG, DIG, DIG, WORD MEANING DIG 
INEED YOUR IN ENT HELP NOW. FLIP 
UGH THE PAGES, DIG OUT THE MEANINGS 
OF THE WORDS GIVEN BELOW AND WRITE THEM, 0" < № 


ТНЕ САЕАТ 
PYRAMID OF GIZA: 


PAW-PRINTS: = 


ез = 


DESCRIPTIVE 
WRITING: 


DIY: 


Dig the word 
meanings and send 
tousat 


info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


T I PAINTING 


nn 
N 


LET'S SEE WHAT YOU HAVE 
Show your 


LEARNT ABOUT creativity and send 
us your painting at 


НАВИ PAINTING into @iNTELYIELLY.com 


CAN YOU IDENTIFY THE GEOMETRICAL SHAPES IN THE PAINTING? HOW MANY OF EACH ARE THERE? 
a) Traingle A қ е) Oval Ф 


b) Square ç f) Trapezoid W 


c) Circle ess. g) Cylinder ፪ 


ከ) Ойһег 


CREATE Your WARL PAINTING 


iNTELLYJELLY is а very useful magazine. My nine-year-old daughter 
enjoys reading the stories, solving puzzles and doing all the activities 

which are designed perfectly. It is a great gift for young children, It gives መ 

good exposure and useful information beyond academic books. HAPPY 


ee Ñ INTELLYJELLYIan 


ΕΙ READERS ie 
PLAYING IN THE PARK IS ALWAYS SO MUCH FUN AND 
A GOOD EXERCISE FOR THE BODY TOO. 


HIDDEN OBJECTS 


FIND TEN HIDDEN OBJECTS IN THE PICTURE BELOW 


FIND THE 
TIGER IN THE 
PICTURE 


` γε 
E до 99% 


= : 9 UN 
» Pench Tiger Reserve. | а gore ч 


Develops concentration, attention to 
detail, knowledge and social skills. 


Please refer to page 47 for answers. 


Ж READERS 
ES EXPLC 
S HE FINDS IT SO ADVENTUROUS 
MAZE FUN! 
HE IS STUCK AND NEEDS YO 


IN FINDING HIS W 


1 love INTELLYJELLY 


' Bear came out and asked, 


'"Bear, can you please 


MONKEY LOSES HiS TAL! 
CID 


"Boohoo!" cried Monkey. 
"Why are you crying?" asked Elephant. 


"Someone stole my tail! Boohoo!” 


Indeed, Monkey 5 tail had vanished! "What 


to The Magic Cup. 


; happened?” Elephant asked. 


"I went to the river for a bath. Since | didn't want 
my beautiful tail to get wet, | Left it on the bank. When | came back, it had disappeared!” 


| Elephant felt sorry for መክ > he knew һом important a tail was for animals. "Hmm, 


show me where you Left your tail." 
So, Monkey took Elephant to the river bank. "There! It was right there." 


Elephant studied the ground. It was red in color and sticky. Не 
then said, "| think | know who 5 taken your tail. Come with 
me!" 


Shortly, they reached Bear's den. 


| “Hr Bear! Can you come out?" © 


called Elephant. 


“What do you want, 
Elephant?” 


return Monkey s tail? 


Bear Looked angry. "What 


Design: 


tail? [νε not taken anyone s tail!” 
"Are you sure, Bear? Didnt you go to the river today?” 
“The river? No! | haven t been there for many days.” 


“Then how are your feet covered in red mud, Bear? That mud is only found by the 
riverbank!” 


Bear knew he was caught! He hung his head in shame and said, "I'm sorry | took your tail, 
Monkey. But you have such a lovely tail - | just had to have it!" Не then returned the stolen 


tail. 
"How did you know it was the Bear who took my tail?” asked p" м 
the happy Monkey. » ^N 
/ қ am iKnow! “ 
Elephant replied, "Easy. | saw paw prints on the bank 4 “ 


that looked like Bear s. And when | saw his feet covered 
with red mud, | knew it was Виго!” 


€———————MP  MDÓÓ Te 


г Horal of the story - Lending a helping hand, 
3 brings happiness in their life. 

ከፍ መር 2 o መመ. 
| I love INTELLYJELLY 


paw-prints: an outline or 
indentatior ona 
surface. Also called footmark, 
footstep 


shame: the unpleasant feeling 
h 


Do you lend a helping hand to others? Share a time 
when you have and how did it make you feel ? 


Express yourself in 
detail and share with us at 


т HOCUS-POCUS! EVERYBODY FOCUS! | 
THIS ACTIVITY IS FUN, 


IT WILL SOON BE DONE. 


| Whats Wrong? | 


| va dli 


. АУ 


та FIND EIGHT SILLY THINGS THAT ARE WRONG. А 
Дука nod sajdde au 


b. у Б 


SS መማ 


| 
[ 


kill: Develops concentration, attention 
to detail, knowledge and social skills Please refer to page 47 
for answers 


ወ (Ко 4 ——— 


ЗЕ Intelligence | 


\ 


1. LOOK AT THE PICTURES 
2. FILL IN T. 
8. DO NOT MI 


s are also recognised through non-verbal 
postures, and gesture 
od friend. 
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፳ ዚዐህጄ 


DEAR READERS, READ EA 
DECIDE IF IT HELPS ОР HARMS THE EARTH'S NATURAL | 


RESOURCES. IF IT IS MELPFULFOR PRODUCING OR 
PROTECTING OUR RESOURCES, CIRCLE HELPFUL. IF IT 
OR HURTS OUR RESOURCES, THEN CIRCLE 
HARMFUL. 


estto | Sending factory smoke into М 


g on both sides of your ^ Collecting rainfall to water 
hborhood the air for all to breathe n h 


garden 


г, 


К: Harmful 


O Helpful ርን Harmtur (Оневы O) Harmful 


Using solar energy to | Planting new trees when trees | Drinking water from plastic 
power your home are cut down bottles and throwing them in 
the trash 


Turning the heat down 
o use less natural gas 


А 
5 
Онеры ርን нәт Онерм (С) Harmful Онерм ርን Harmful 


cling glass and Using paper towels to dry | Using cloth grocery bags 
other paper products с 5 с instead of plastic 


ni [1 е | 


O Helpful O Harmful O Helpful (С) Harmful 


Leaving the lights on in the Throwing your trash in 
house when you leave for the river 
schoo 


5% 


| O нерви (С) наты 


Leaving the water 
running when it is not 
being used 


в. 


Онер (С) Harmtut 


ing trash in the 
rash can 


Buying a hybrid car that uses 


less gasoline 
15 


E e 
#4 


(O Helpful (С) Harmful 


O Helpful 
O Harmful 


damage caused to 


Please refer to page 47 for answers. ection addre 


3. A weight unit 
5. A Vegetable 


4. Alarge natural stream of water 
6. A mode of transport 


Giggle and laugh with iJoke! 
Why do bees have 


They use honeycombs 


| 
| 


Vocabulary Fu 


N T 
4 VOCABULARY IS A 


MATTER OF WORD 


ЧО BUILDING AS WELL AS 


NORD USING 


Shwetha Gopalakrishna 


| EVERYTHING SEEMS DIFFICULT 
BEFORE IT GETS EASIER. 


Please refer to page 47 
for answers. 


# 
s full of holes but still % 


s wati 


s. It keeps your 


а» aur Betaal 
ITTY INDIANS Whose Sacrifice ያ Bigger 


Once upon a time, there Lived a King named - Roopsen, who ruled the 
Burdwaan Kingdom. One day, a young man - Birbal, approached the King for 
employment. The King appointed Birbal as his personal guard. King Roopsen 

Birbal well. 


A few days later, King Roopsen heard a Lady crying bitterly in a feld 


nearby. Roopsen ordered Birbal to go and inquire the matter. Along with ordering 
Birbal, Roopsen himself followed Birbal secretly. 

Upon reaching, Birbal realized that the Lady was an omen who was 

the King about an upcoming danger to his Life. When Birbal asked her 

for a remedy to avert this danger, the Lady told that there is a temple nearby, 
and if Birbal relinquished everything and served the temple, The Kings life would 
be spared. 

Listening to this, Birbal left his home and started serving the temple along 


(е ο 
سے‎ и 6) — 


2 Aur қ. is 
based on 'Betaal Pachisi', 
written in the 11th century N 
by Kashmiri poet Somdev N 
Bhatt. ነ 
King Vikram faces many 
difficulties in capturing witty 
ghost Betaal. Each time Vikram 
tries, it tells a story that ends with 
a riddle. If Vikram cannot answer 
the question correctly, then his 
head shall burst into thousand 
pieces. And if King Vikrama 
answers the question correctly, 
~ the vampire would escape and 


~ return to his tree. እሪ 
ka ር й 


ጨጨ 


with his family. However, the conditions in the temple were quite harsh. Birbal 


and his family couldn t survive in the temple and died eventually. When the King 
came to know about this, he became hopeless. In grief and despair, he decided to 
kill himself. Suddenly, the Goddess of the temple appeared before the King and 
blessed him for being pure at heart. The King requested the goddess to 
resurrect Birbal and his family and Lo! The family was resurrected. 


Now, Betaal asked, “Birbal sacrificed himself and his family, The King was 
also about to sacrifice himself, but still if you have to choose one, then whose 


= is bigger?" 

Vikram replied, “I believe that the 
Kings sacrifice is bigger as Birbal 
was obliged to protect the King, 
but the King was not obliged to 
or by ment up ታር መቃም protect the Birbal, and still out of 


loss, damage, or injury by giving 


зды e Dent affection, the King decided to 
erly: in an angry or hurt way sacrifice his life.” 


a statement or event 


that warns of something Hearing the correct answer, Betaal fled back 
remedy: 3 medicine or treatment 
fea पलक or EY to Не tree trunk. 


to bring someone 
back from the dead Moral; ^ true leader always 
stands by for his team 


== love and respect my teacher because she is 


awesome, kind and sweet and she teaches 


new things every day by making it simple 


and easy for us to understand. 


Dear readers, let us 
know who your 
favourite teacher 
is and what makes 
him/her so special. 


3 Penguins Can't Fly Ре 
Long ago, in the freezing cold, there lived a little , = ጣዊ > 
penguin who could fly, Like all others. ““ 
One day he said, "Daddy, | want to be different." 

His father was shocked. "How would you like to be spin NAN 


French. These tales often 


different?" askedhis father. start in the post, e.g. А 
` ' r^ я - long, long time одо... and 
Idon t want to fly,” said the Little penquin. end when the msi is 


His father was shocked and was angry, and yelled, ar mole readers 
“Never!” VARIOUS THINGS IN THE 

The little penguin began to cry. "Ме can work this | न 
out’, comforted Little penguin s mother in a calming (обра, ር 
voice. But, the Little penguin had waddled off, crying. 

Suddenly, he heard a voice. It was a shark! “Oh no!” 
cried little penguin as the shark rushed up beside him. The little penguin 
tripped and sprained his wing. He could no Longer fly. He got up and rushed 
home. His mom asked him what had happened. He told her the whole story as she 


was taking him to the doctor. The doctor told him that his wing couldn t be fixed. 
“Wait,” said the little penguin. || can't А 
He was very happy and the next day all the 
other penguins, seeing how happy he was, 
decided they didn't want to fly either. То 
this day, no penquins fly anymore all 
because of the little penguin! 
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Dear readers, ነ 

Now that you have read the Pourquoi Story, it's time to wear a writer's hat and 4 

become one. Following are two prompts for you to choose from and write your , | 
t 


own Pourquoi Sfory 


INTELLYJELLM | 


(love INTELLYJELLY Write your 6 
Pourquoi Tales 
and share with us at 


info@iNTELLWIELLY.com 


We, at 60 Goenka Public School, Sector 48 
believe that out school is a garden 
nurturing many young, vivid learners. Each 
one of them being different and special in 
heir own way. Ishanvee Kataria, student of 
Grade 3 is a knowledgeable, independent, 
talented and hardworking child. She strives 
to achieve what she believes. At every 
point in time, she has put forward her best 
work despite the odds. It's our pleasure to 
see her blooming and growing so 
beautifully 


Mrs Srishti Bajaj 
Headmistress GD Goenka 


Ishanvee is eight years old and is always 
enthusiastic to learn and explore new 
things. She loves reading books and enjoys 
listening to stories, She loves to putting 
forward her ideas and imagination in small 
write ups. She's creative and has a flair for 
art 


Dr. Megha Arora 
Parents 


Mia and the crazy doll 


Hia vas an eight-year-old girl. On her birthday, she got a gift which was 
different from the other gifts she got. She opened the gift in her room. She 
зам the 
it be if the doll started running. Аз soon as she took the doll out, the doll 


ІН was a doll! While opening the doll she was thinking, what fun would 


started running. Мю screamed very loudly. The doll also screamed. Mia walked 
о the other room and the doll followed her. На was 
started praying for her parents to return home. Her parents had gone to get 


acros: scared ond 
heracoke 
Hia took a deep breath and told the doll to до away from her. The doll ме 
away. Hia thought of naming the Hary. The doll excitedly said. "Yes, coll m 
Нагу. 
Hia was thoroughly confused and puzzled with dall's actions. Suddenly, she 
saw something in the box. It was а map. She Looked at the mop closely. It was a 
treasure hunt. She thought that her parents had planned it for her 
Suddenly, the doorbell rang “Ding dong- Ding dong”. It was Mia's parents. М 
opened the door and asked them if they had planneda treasure hunt. They said 
no. Then, Hia told them about doll, but they didn't believe her. 

As Hia Laid down in the bed to sleep. She thought who could have given 
her the map. She feel asteep while wondering 

The next morning, she took the map and went to find the clues given in 
the тор. Mia went on her adventure. She first found the tree with eggs beside 
it. Inside the egg was a clue. The clue said that she had to walk to a pool. She 
went to the swimming pool in her society. There, she found another clue опа 
chair which said, find your answer by digging under the mango tree of your 
society. After digging. she found her answer. The clue read that the doll was 


Hind controlled and would do what you thought and said. Mia $ndly found the 
answer to how she could control the dol. 


Excitedty, she ran back home and to 
hunt. They fold her thagt the doll was a gi 
called and thanked him for the wonderful gift and got her room cleaned by the 


id her parents about the treasure 
from her Hamu from USA. She 


doll every day and would play with her every дау 


Ishanvee Kataria, 8 years, 4th Standard 
GD Goenka Public School, Sec 48, Gurugram, Haryana 


Writing is not just about telling stories, 
there is so much more to it. Rudraksh's 
fascination with writing started at a very 
young age. Inspired by his elder sister who 
is an avid reader, Rudraksh was a 
telling stories about his imaginary worlds 
of magic and пу 

love with writing. This beautiful expression 
became our joy which we would love to 
share with the world. We seek all the love 
and blessings for our dear boy. 


Nikhil Mittal & 
Vinita Mittal 
Parents 


Once upon а time, there was a village ond in the village there Lived a boy 
named Alex. Alex was а naughty but smart Kid 

One night, a Witch appeared in the middle of the village. She said "If one of 
you will come to my place and be my assistant nothing will happen to you." She said 
this, and she laughed and left 
Alex knew that the witch would harm the village. So, he said, "I will come to your 
place only if you promise to leave this village alone”. The witch agreed. 


She led the way to her place and said, "If you can do dll of my tasks, | will et you qo. 
ex happily agreed 

The witch said "First. you have to cut the whole grass feld with a pair of scissors 

and you only have an hour so you better get started now 


Alex wos determined to finish oll of the tasks. As he was about to finish cutting the 
grass in the feld, he saw that the grass grew Long again. He was tired and now he 
was shocked to see that. 
He knocked on the witch s door and told her what he saw. The witch said "The deal 
didn't say I couldn't use my magic." and closed the door. 
Alex had an idea. He decided to dig up the mud directly under the grass so the grass 
couldn't grow anymore. 
After that, he went back to the witch and said "I cut dl the grass." When the witch 
arrived to check, she was surprised and yelled, "This is cheating! 
Alex replied, “It wasn't part of the deal that couldn't dig the grass up, wos it? 
The witch replied, "Fine, but your next challenge will be impossible. Go and empty 
the pondover there with this cup and you have dll night todo so 
Alex looked at the cup. He noticed a hole in it and said, "It has a hole init 
The witch replied, “The deal didn't say that it couldn't, did it?” 
Alex had another idea. He patched the hole in the cup and used the cup to hold a 
bucket to empty the pond. 
Next morning, when the witch came to check the pond, she was shocked to see it 
empty. "How did you do it? It is impossible,” she yelled. 

Мех told her how he did the task, and she said, "Fine your last and final task is to 
finda small diamond. 

How small?” asked Alex 

As small as an ant.” replied the witch 

Alex knew that to do this one he'd need help, but then an idea popped up in his head 
and he searched a picture of a diamond online. When he found опе, he went to the 
witch and said, “Here you qo, your diamond. 
The witch got so angry that she ran away forever never tobe seen again. Alex went 
home and hugged his parents and they lived happily ever after. 


Rudraksh Mittal, 8 years, 
3rd Standard, Excelsum High School 


Ananya Shubhananda, 10 years, 4th Standard 
Sri Sri Ravishankar Vidhya Mandir, Bangalore East 


The Skilful Mosquitoes 


In the court of King Quentin, the king of all the mosquitoes, there was an emergency meeting to discuss. How the 
Mosquitoes are supposed to get the food without being killed by humans, because now-a-days they are using some sort of 
dangerous tools 
Somebody suggested that when getting the food, they could hide behind curtains, and when the humans are not paying attention, 
the mosquitoes can take the food and fly away. 


Finally, the president got an idea! He said, “Ὁ King, | have an idea. The humans cannot notice us when we sit on black things. So, we 
con wait till it is night, and shen they turn off the lights, we can go and bring food easily 


The Gueen interrupted, "But what do we do if they turn on the fan? 


They dll started thinking again. The Prime Minister, who had been very quiet, got up and sald, 70 King, ፤ have a solution. When the. 
humans turn on the fan, the mosquitoes can hide under the bed. 


Everybody stood up and greeted this idea with a big applause. The King said, "It is settled then. We shall carry out this plan. 
Everybody наз happy and few days passed without any complaints. One day, the messenger came with a small envelope in hi ) 
hand. The king took the letter and read if. It was about many complains that the mosquitoes were being killed again. The king was 
shocked and worried. During the court period, he asked everyone if they had another solution to this endless problem. 
А courtier who Lived in that town stood up and said. "0 King! 1 have heard that the humans are now using big stretched nets. They 
wave it in the air at us. If it touches us, we will get a Lighting strike and burn to ashes immediately 
The king s face fell pole after hearing this. He asked in a grief-stricken voice, "Сап somebody come up with a solution so that we 
con continue getting our food without being hurt or killed?" 
The next day, the Prime Minister said, "О king, | have finally found a solution, | found this book. In this book, it is said how our great 
ancestors hod mastered the skill of getting food. So, if some of us time travel, we will be able to get the knowledge 
The king was amazed at this idea and sent some of the brilliant and brave courtiers to time travel. Upon their return, they taught 
everybody the skill of getting food by tricking humans. Thereafter, complaints reduced day by day. 
One day, a small kid mosquito asked her father why humans didn't share food. They have so much blood in their bodies. Why 
couldn't they spare alittle food for us? 


The father replied, “This isa big question that nobody knows the answer to. 


The Little mosquito was disappointed but curious to know the answer. Тһе next day, when she went to get food, she saw a baby and bit 
it, sucked its blood and tried to fly. Suddenly, the baby started making a Loud noise. The baby s mother came and tried to shoo the 
mosquito and cursed it. And that is when the kid mosquito understood that it hurt humans when they bit them. So, she flew back 
home at top speed and informed this to her parents. Her father informed this to the king. The king called for a meeting and the 
father narrated the entire story on why humans hate mosquitoes, Then, everyone was sad that they cannot get food without 
hurting humans. 


The king asked everyone to find out other sources of food. And the court was adjourned for the day 


At SSRVM BE, we believe that each learner is unique. Each child has а 
natural talent that helps them bloom their creativity. Ananya is a lively 
and a self-motivated child, who has a great passion and eagerness for 
learning has good knowledge and curiosity for writing. Her 
inquisitiveness for words and creating new stories is commendable. It is 
a pleasure for the SSRVM BE team to be a part of her growth 


Dr Reshma Ganesh 
Founder Principal and Campus Director, Sri Sri Ravishankar Vidya Mandir, Bengaluru East. 


Ananya Shubhananda 
10 years 


= FELLOW WRITERS, 1 AM ARYEN NENWANI , 


А STUDENT OF AUTHOR AND PUBLISH 
WORKSHOPS BY iNTELLYJELLY. MY MENTORS SAY 
THAT I AM QUITE GOOD WITH MY IMAGINATION 
AND IN DESCRIPTIVE WRITING . 

WHAT DO YOU THINK? 


Writing 


1 


| Impromptu Story 

Pick your pen, let your imagination "У а ПЕЛЕ 

| Ж. Mia went to meet her friend in the 
park. But when she reached the 
meeting point, even after waiting for a 
very long time, her friend did not show 
up. Her cycle was parked there. 'Has 
she been kidnaped?' thought Mia. 


up 


info@iNTELLELLY.com 


Writ ing 
тап 


wa ΠΠ Author анд Publis 


ilmpromptu Story | 
! your imagination ^Y ΠΣΕ 
Sattan won а contest and got а 
chance to meet Iron man. "A bully 
can also be a good friend," said 
№ Sattantolron man. 


Series 


Workshop > 


: Pick your pen, let 


your 


ups at 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


74 Akshita has a 
YouTube channel named 
Tikku'sPlayWorld. 99) 


Since when did you develop a passion for 
writing? 


stories with my mom, and from there it all 
started 


Who are your favourite authors/books? 
My favourite author is Sudha Murty. 


Have you thought about your very first 
book that you would want to get 
published with iNTELLYJELLY? If yes, 
what would it be about? 

Yes, sure. | would love to publish some 

of my best short stories or poems with 
INTELLYJELLY. 


What do you aspire to be when you 
grow up? 
| want to be а doctor and а writer. 


Do you think of writing as cathartic and 
relaxing or is it a way of opening up your 
heart to the world? 

| think it is a way of creating your own world 
and relaxing as well 


Who is your favourite INTELLY JELLY 
character and why? 

| love Mia the most because she is an intelligent 
detective 


When | was three years old, | started developing 
an interest in reading and writing. | used to read 


= @ — 


66 Author Akshita Malik 
is a five-year- old girl who loves 
to write and read a lot. She 
studies in class 1 in Delhi Public 
School, Patiala. She loves to 
explore new things and enjoys 


reading good books.) 9 


If you were to borrow an iNTELLYJELLY 
character for your book, which one would 
you choose and why? 

| would choose Arjun because he is clever and 
funny 


What other things apart from writing 
interest you? 
| enjoy playing chess and dancing 


2 66 This is her first 


book which is a collection 
-- ዕ 
“ of beautiful poems 99 | 


The iNTELLYJELLY story from the iNTELLYJELLY 

runs with many parallel characters, which traits 

themes of intrigue, drama, would you want to endow 

suspense, friendship etc. your character with?" 

Which theme appeals to you ‘| would like to add all the 

the most and why? characters of iNTELLYJELLY 66 : 

Every theme is good but I like because they are all very Apart from writing 
the theme of friendship the interesting and intelligent Akshita likes to draw, 
mos "Where do you study?" play chess and trave 99 
"If as an author, you were 1 study in grade 1, in Delhi Public 

asked to create a complex School, Patiala 


character with a mixture of 
traits that you had to choose 


E SHARMA 


ARYEN ያኛ 


Fresh batch starting 
EVERY WEEK 


Your CHILD сап be the next 
PUBLISHED AUTHOR! 


SAESHA PAUL ANAYA до 


PRISHA PANDEY 


Scan the QR code 
end WhatsApp to и 
YES-Author & Publish 


Га SH 


። 1, Thedogis wearing shoes. 

: 2. Thered balloon isin the opposite direction. 

1 3, Тлеге ва swimming pool on the truck. 

: 4. There isaman sleeping on the tree. 

1 5. The firemen are in action without any fire. 

: 6. Thetyres of the truck are missing. 

i 7. The fire brigade hose is being used to water the plants. 
: 8. Thedogis reading a book. 


VOCABULARY FUN  : EJ 

Across Down : 

1. APPLE 2. PINK 
3. KILOGRAM 4. OCEAN 
5. PEA 6. TRAIN 


Mem eem emm mem 1. STAR АМБЕ 
Emotional Intelligence : 2. stack PEPPER 

tired 11 inlove : 3. GARLIC 

hot 12 angry 

13 happy 

hungry 14 Sleepy 


4. CLOVE 
5. CIINNMON 
6. MUSTARD 


هھ ده ር‏ ھڅ ي 
аошо-о‏ 
”= 

Ч 


Giggle and laugh with iJoke! 
Save the Nature Ë Where would you 
Harmful - 1,2,9,11,14,16 : find an elephant? 
Helpful - 3,4,5,6,7,8,10,12,13,15 : 
: The same place 
: you lost her. 
om Q à 


E 


KINDNESS I 


ЕНЕ, €-— 


Donate clothes or toys to a 


:= — 
چ‎ “Achievement 


. . . - . 
local charity organization. е ፳ጄ 
ж 
Donate food to the needy. ° ЕЕ 
5 Help mom or ааа 2, ΞΕ 
= . With chores around 92 99 
= 
85 5 the house Os ве 
४ Е Е Give a friend a compliment. ФЕ 
= E Е a Ow 
59 Ф 
992 Oo Cheer someone up 
= > Е C C -- Write a letter to a 
a во 5 ο 2 -- family member telling 
ког =Z. о them how much you 
> & = appreciate him/her. 
соса 
Give SEE Playa game 
Ὁ Ω q ኃ . . 
yourself то =< with а family 
a compliment. member. 


ሯ Missio" 
on 5 Nove mber 


520). After a Е 
2५ 


— CURRENT 


po You ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


Gujarat features a road 


created entirely of steel 
waste, which is one of the 


LE 


s best instances of sustainable 
development. 

The trial project is a one- 
kilometre road with six 
lanes. So far, the path has 
proven to be reliable. Every 
day, almost 1000 trucks 
weighing between 18 and 
30 tonnes, drive along the 
steel road. 


The World Bank (IBRD) has issued the Wildlife Conservation Bond (WCB) to support of South Africa's 
efforts to conserve endangered species of Black Rhino. Wildlife Conservation Bond (WCB) is also known 
as ‘Rhino Bond’. 


Design: Avdesh Patidar 


CURRENT 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


any one recent News that you 


know and have read about. 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


Kuwait experienced a scorching temperature of 53.2 degrees Celsius (127.7 degrees Fahrenheit), 
making it among the hottest places on earth. It was so hot in Kuwait last summer that birds 
dropped dead from the sky and sea horses boiled to death in the bay. 
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ТАМ ALWAYS | The name of ISRO's 
| PROUD OF ISRO new humanoid robot 
Д ARE YOU NOT | | that will go to space 


next is Vyommitra. 


India has around 200 kite 
festivals in a year. Gujarat 


celebrated its 31st Kite 
festival this year in 
January. 
NO, SIR, ALL ROU 
AND HUGE OBJECTS — 
| ARE NOT UFOs. I AM 
\ JUST A KITE Find one new 


«Ὁ ¥ — fact and share 


with us at 


India's top sports in the Olympics -- 
are Field hockey, Shooting, IA 


Wrestling and Athletics. NEERAT.CHOPRAS | 
MY SPORT IS 


Es 
се 


<< 


> ТАМ 

| E 73! 
MY SPORT IS 
SHOOTING. 


MANPREET SINGH, 
MY SPORT IS 
HOCKEY. 


IAM N 
VINESH PHOGAT, ' 
MY SPORT IS 

_ WRESTLING. 


The Pradhan 
Mantri Rashtriya Bal Puraskar is 
the highest civi Kon honor which is 
given for exceptional achievement 
under the age of 18. 


ኢፌ.” 5 
known as 'Scotland 


rs will get Оп 
english Bc 


*The winners will receive a FREE. 
book with their next month 


WHAT IS SCOTLAND OF THE EAST? 
4) magazine delivery. 


WHO IS ARYEN NENWANI? 


ëJ 


WHY DID BIRDS DROP DEAD FROM THE SKY IN ини 
2) | KUWAIT? 
WHY 15 MYSTERY MINDER MIA SO POPULAR 


5] AMONG HER FRIENDS? 


WHY WAS THE PER KILOMETER COST OF ww 


3) MANGALYAANS TRIP ТО MARS WAS 
CHEAPER THAN AN INDIAN AUTO? 


HOW WOULD YOU DESCRIBE А WARLI 


7] PAINTING? 


WHICH 15 YOUR FAVOURITE ACT OF 


9| KINDNESS? 
HOW DID PRISHA WIN THE CYCLING 


ኢጋ CHAMPIONSHIP? 


iNTELLYJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 
and send them to us here 


Design: Avdesh Patidar 


+ rus 


» 

ALL YOU NEED IS STREAMERS [A 
LONG STRING OF PAPER THAT 

COMES ON A ROLL - IT'S USUALLY 

uud es У TO DECORATE FOR 

РАКТІЕ5.1 


TAKE TURNS WALKING YOUR 
WAY THROUGH THE MAZE. SEE 
WHO GETS THROUGH THE MAZE 
FASTEST WITHOUT TOUCHING 
ANY OF THE LINES. 


ЗАО 


DO YOU KNOW YOUR : 
CREATIVITY IS YOUR INTELLIGENCE (ኻ 
HAVING FUN? - 


TAPE THE CREPE PAPER ON THE 
WALL IN A ZIG ZAG PATTERN, BACK 
AND FORTH, HIGH AND LOW, 
MOVING DOWN THE HALLWAY 
CREATE A "MAZE" THAT YOU CAN 
THEN WORK YOUR WAY THROUGH 


Hallway Laser Maze 


ту 


9» 


* 310 3.5 cups yogurt (curd) ог 


curd made from half a liter of 
milk Lin е Be the chef, 


x cook and share 
2 mangoes (aam), chopped your pictures at 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


“ 4to5 green cardamoms, 
crushed 

* 1 pinch saffron strands 

¥ cup sugar or as required 


Method 


1) First, take the curd 

cloth or muslin or kitchen 

кіп | Fill in the blanks. match ир the Indian spices herbs 
with the right > 


s RA... ӘР” 


eese | 


Now, Че the cloth and ha 
curd for 3-4 hours. The 


drip, so kee 


wl or pan Ë 


below to colle 


Please refer to page 47 for answers 


Рагеп! Мате:.. 
Child Name: 


Contact number: 


Parent Name 
Child Name: . 


Contact питье! 


Parent Name 
Child Name: 


Contact number: 


DADAJI, MY ЕК: 

ALSO WANT TO READ 

iNTELLYJELLY? WHAT 
TO DO? 


COME ALL; 
SURE, THEY SHOULD! 
WOULD YOU FILL THEIR 
NAMES AND NUMBERS 

ON THIS РА 


ISS 


the picture 


Parent Name 
Child Name: 


Contact number: .. 


Parent Name 
Child Name: - 


Contact number 


Parent Name:... 
Child Name: 


Contact питье! 


Contact number: ... 


Parent Name:....... 


Child Name: 


Contact number: 


> reading is fun! 


An opportunity 
to publish 
your CHILD'S 


and 


your CREATIVITY! 


Fashion Expression Article 


Anthem { e 
WORDS Poetry Е 


Ап Anthology Book. = 


EXPRESSION ΙΝ WRITING 
iS AN ESSENTIAL SKILL OF | 
тоойуз DIGITAL ERA. } 
Give your article some well / 
deserved visibility. 


А y 


Intelligent 
Learning 


Fun Creative 


RÀ 


(е) int reading is fun! 


D ear thoughtful parents 


One can endure any battle in life if their 
army is happy! 


In my opinion, as parents and guardians, we 
must refrain from using terms like lack of 
motivation, inspiration, absence of efforts 
and unpreparedness for a child at home. A 
child today needs and deserves happiness. 
The onus is on us to apprehend that only a 
child who is happy today can make the 
world better tomorrow. 


Let us also understand that keeping the 
members of your army happy does not mean 
spoiling them. Today, more than ever before, 
parents are required to be able to analyse 
the proportion of their love, care, inspiration 


be | a child who Is happy today can 
make the world better tomorrow. 


and respect for their children. It is the sole 
responsibility of the parents to strike a 


A LEADER 


KEEPS HIS TEAM HAPPY 


balance between too much and too little. 


In this edition, Sir Ki Don is unhappy 
with his team. He shouts at them 
and hurls curses at them. His 

skill set is enough to get ά 
his team inspired, but 

the team lacks 

appreciation and 
acknowledgment. 

Instead of value- 

driven 

inspiration, Sir Ki 

Don seems to be 

instilling fear 

among his team 

members. 


lam sure children 

will love the story, and | 

am also very confident that the 

values highlighted in this story will help 
readers become better leaders tomorrow. 


-Animesh, Editor in Chief 


Animesh Tiwari, an alumnus of IIM Calcutta is an ex-telecom professional with more than two decades of domestic and 
international experience. He was laurelled for his recent success when the Delhi Education Ministry selected iNTELLYJELLY for the 
Happiness curriculum’. The selection by Reliance Jio and Bharti Foundation are also a few key landmarks of success.His solo 
moto is weaving enjoyable reading, while iNTELLYJELLY shapes the sprouts. 
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EN YOU ARE 


MEANS THAT 


THIS IS A CHALLENGE: TURN ALL THESE NOT-SO-GOOD MANNERS INTO 
‚ 6000 MANNERS BY WRITING THEM. GIVE YOURSELF FIVE MARKS FOR 
| TURNING EACH NOT-SO-GOOD MANNER INTO A GOOD ONE. LET'S SEE HOW 
A MUCH YOU ARE ABLE TO SCORE! 


picture and share 
your MAMET'S sheet 
with us at 


Info@INTELLN)ELLY.com 


Design: Avdesh Patidar 


So far, you read... 


The Principal of Rimnin International, the Chinese 
school, challenges Principal Sir and his students for 
the upcoming annual interschool championship. 
They always win through unfair practices. Principal 
sir decides to take Dadaji's help. 


Author: Animesh Tiwarl 
Co-author: Shakun 


ТАМА 


Е | As Dad ji 
ада 


expected, his 
army 
experiences 
some 
unexpected 
events. 

Dadaji informs 


The Chinese Rimnites surprise the Indian Mr Governor 
students by arriving ahead of time. They about the dirty 
start playing their dirty tricks as soon as tricks being 
they arrive. Mr Ki Don from the Chinese played by the 
school continues calling and dominating the Chinese 

Indian students. Partner Player Prisha gives Rimnites. 

a befitting reply. 


aved the d 


The Indo-China Championship continues with 
all spirits, Prisha seems to have lost the cycling 
round. 


— г 


THAT DAY, MYSTERY MINDER MI D THE DAY BY REVEALING HOW 

STUDENTS CHEATED IN THE C ROUND 

THIS IS CHEATING ABSOLUTELY! PRISHA IS THE ONLY 

WE NEED TO REVIEW WINNER AS THE OTHER PARTICIPANT 
OUR DECISION IS NOW DISQUALIFIED 


IS LEADING WITH 5-1 


NO, IT IS YOU 
WHO DID IT 


MEANWHILE, SIR KI DON WAS ОМ А HOLIDAY ON HIS ४६२४ 
EXPENSIVE LUXURIOUS Y ACHT. ALAS, HE IS STILL NOT HAPPY! 


——— YOU TO SAVE FACE БҮ 
NING IN THE REMAIN 


ich 


атаде to 
our reputatior 


уби вох- 
BOX-BOX! 


SIR KI DON'S TEAM SEEMS TO BE SCARED OF HIM, 
INSTEAD OF BEING CONCERNED FOR HIM. 


— сг 


Ps 


WHAT BIOOD!! YOU 


NEED TO MAKE YOUR 
wt. FACEA 
BAPTISM OF FIRE. 


№ 


A baptism 
of fire 


ILL 


ҮНЕМ YO 


To be challenge 
by a difficu 


itu 


Heis 
breathing 
fire 


very 


He 


THEY GET THE SHOCK ОҒ THEIR LIVESI 
® ! 
мг EX 
" Ν 
УМ т 
№, > 


Shock of 


YOUR 'NOT-SO-HELPFUL-IN- 
CRISIS-TIME-QUESTIONS', 


' HEY, YOU! АВЕ You £ 


Що 
4 { THEY ARE LYING! DO 
Mia has G / YOU МОТ UNDERSTAND? да: 
mastered THE 2 c-— = ፖ 
ART OF 7 
STAYING 
CALM 
in. difficult 


SITUATIONS! 


(^ С 
І мот л <=. 15 


Еигека 
moment 


А moment 


&° YOU CAN NEVER / 
| WIN LIKE THIS? | 


EVEN =) САМ МОТ 
REACH TO THE LEVEL OF YOUR 
STUPIDITY IF THEY START 
FROM YOUR 10. 


OMNIPRESENT IPSY, AGAIN! 


5ቹ‏ کے 
ጠመ (202‏ 


PEOPLE SAY.. 


Е MOMENT, WHEN YOU ARE МОТ SURE IF YOU SHOULD HIDE, OR REVEAL! 


ም:: > \ 
МОТА НА y ARE YOU ALL READY 


- 4 UTTERFLY STR 


e» OT 
ST NIGHT 


MEANWHILE, TWO CHINESE STUDENTS WERE IN AN INTENSE DISCUSSION. 


we 


WELCOME 
TO OUR 


| “ዐዐር 


ወሉ 
LETS Keep rr 
THAT Way! 


ሀዊ — 
— (т 


Shikha Tandon 


is a champion swimmer 


born on 20 January 1985. 
NATIONAL 
AWARDS 


INTERNATIONAL DECORATIONS IN 
WORLDWIDE RIVALRIES. 


lam 


to qualify for 
two separate events in the Olympic 
competition. 


Гат also an 


and the first woman to hold 7 
national records at a time. 


alit ——— READING Do you want to read 


iNTELLYJELLY books? 


iNTELLYJELLY 


WHO IS IPSY? IS HE A FRIEND? 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYIans, WE HELP YOU 
THROUGHOUT THE BOOK BY SHARING THE 
MEANINGS 
DIG, DIG, DIG, WORD MEANING DIG 
WE NEED YOUR INTELLIGENT HELP NOW. FLIP 
THROUGH THE PAGES, DIG OUT THE MEANINGS 
AND WRITE THEM 


TOLERANCE: * 


(+) LINES IN 
THE SAND: 


С) OF FIRE: 


SHOCK OF LIFE: SACRIFICE: 


Dig the word 
meanings and send 
tous at 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


# А МЕМ АВТ ҒОРМ ҒО 


MADHUBAN! ART 


ክለየየሃ 
iNTELLYJELLYian 


ICED IN THE 
OF INDIA AND NEPAL. IT 


? MADHUBANI D 


س 
ው =‏ 2 
MITTIT =‏ 


OW THE S 
ВАН! PAINTING 


Поуе INTELLYJELLY 


Show your 
creativity and send 
us your painting at 


info@INTELLYJELLY.com 


UT, BELO WHERE | 
1 DRAW А LINE IN THE SAND! Á 


Draw lines in 
the sand 


To establish a 


10: You are a HAPPY iNTELLY JELLYian. 


መሙ от (С) — 


lam Kyo 
*% 


Sand is 
usually 
made of sili 


ж--- ---- 


“I know I am good at studies but I 
certainly lack confidence," said Kiara. 
Her sudden remarks shook her close 
friend Chameli with surprise. Kiara 
and Chameli were returning home 
after their tuition class. 


"I know you are brilliant but you seem 
to be scared of others, aren't you?" 
asked Chameli. "But I appreciate your 
boldness to admit your merits and 
demerits. You never hesitate in 
discussing about your worries with 
your parents and close friends," 
added Kiara, smiling. 


"Look how short I am. Not only the 
boys, but the girls also tease me." 
explained a worried Kiara . “I fear I 
wouldn't even be able to fight back if 
anyone ever attacked me. So, I prefer 
to avoid all." 


"Oh, so that's the matter!" exclaimed 
Chameli, nodding her head. "Well, I 
think you should be confident and face 
the challenges boldly," said Chameli, 
sharing her views. 


“I can easily win medals 
in exams but I can't mess 
with others. I don't want 
to be a coward at all,” 
said Kiara, confirming 
Chameli's stand. 


“I will make you bold 


and strong," said a 
smiling Master > 
Chandrasekhar, who <Š 
appeared all of a sudden. 

Master Chandrasekhar was just 
passing by when he overheard the 
conversation between Kiara and 
Chameli. "Why don't you enroll yourself 
in my karate school?" asked Master 
Chandra-sekhar. 


Kiara hesitatingly replied, “Тһе others 
will punch me to pulp". 


"Oh, don't be so silly," intervened 
Chameli, “Give it a try. Тат sure you 
will turn out to be a great fighter." 


Master Chandrasekhar was famous in 
the locality for his Chan Ki Karate 
School which had lots of students, 
both adults and kids. 


Finally, with due consent from her 
parents, Kiara joined Chan Ki Karate 
School. 


Initially, for a few days, Chameli 
accompanied Kiara to the 
karate school for moral 
support. Kiara was 
frightened to see the 
others shouting ‘Kia... 
Kia.... 


Master gave her a new 
white uniform with a 


white belt and said, "You will start with the white belt and 
slowly earn the yellow, green, blue, purple, brown and finally 
the Black Belt." 


“You look very beautiful in that karate dress" said ብበ 

Chameli to Kiara. After doing а few rounds of free / risks and act innovative 

exercises, Master taught her basic punches and kicks. =Z RE CONS 
Demerits: a fault or dis 

“My hands and legs are paining,” complained Kiara. | advantage 

“Don't worry. It will be alright,” said Master, an area or neighborhood 


consoling little Kiara. Consent: p 


to happen or a 
Gradually, Kiara started enjoying the karate class ५ thing 


with others. Everyone praised little Kiara for her се: the ability or Wili 
sharp learning talent. Kiara learned punches, kicks existence of opi 
and Katas. She mingled with others confidently and ^ fiors that one dislikes o 
smartly. Kiara found it fun to shout out “Kia... Kia...” 


“Martial Arts teach not only fighting but discipline, 
integrity, patience, tolerance and compassion,” 
said Master, as he taught his disciples. Mr. Muraly, a 


retired Indian Air 


Kiara learned the art very fast. She participated in 
tournaments and won medals too. “Kia... Kia...” 
screamed Kiara. She was no longer a coward but a 


confident, bold and strong girl. 


Moral of the story - Always be confident and face the challenges boldly 


ert share with us an instance 
Share with us an instance when you faced a 
situation boldly. 


Express yourself in detail 
and share with us at 


info@INTELLYJELLY.com 


(δ) ^ HOCUS-POCUS! EVERYBODY 
/ (9 5) FOCUS. THIS ACTIVITY IS FUN, йы. 
WILL SOON BE DONE. 


Sand protects x 
our coasts 


see, and moke one 


building strong and 


nother one 


qam 114417 


ж ; 7 Please refer to page 48 
pues :5ሀሃ for answers. 


REMEMBER, EVERYTHING SEEMS DIFFICULT 
E BEFORE IT GETS EASIER. 


EH 


Please refer to page 48 
for answers. 


logical thinking 
s. ht keeps у 


- A 
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z READERS, CAN YOU NAME THESE PLACES? 
HAVE YOU EVER SEEN THESE PLACES? 


POP t can make you blind but can 
also make you see? 


DEAR READERS, 
HERE ARE A FEW SIMPLE 
STEPS TO SOLVE 
1. READ THE WORD LOUDLY. 
2. KEEP SAYING THE WORD LOUDLY UNTIL YOU FIND IT. 
8. AS YOU FIND EACH WORD, KEEP CIRCLING IT. 
SOON YOU WILL FIND ALL THE WORDS. 


ALSO CHECK OUT THE POINTS YOU SCORE BELOW. 
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POINTS TABLE 
Г oronts : шг: 
1 HAIL SNOW Е] 1 һауе seas without water, coast 
¦ нот SUNSHINE | pal ae UNE ወፍ ው 
: sano [ ] !: мен [ |] mountains without land. What am 
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Vikram aur Betaal 
ITTY INDIANS Whose Favor е Greater? 


Once upon a time, there lived a young boy named Chiramdev in Hithilavati. 
Chiramdev wanted to serve in the royal court of Hithilavati but he was not getting an 
opportunity to enter the royal court. 


One day, the King of Mithilavati - Gunadhip went hunting in the jungle and got 
badly hurt. ‚ Chiramdev, who was also struggling with a bad wound 
himself, found the King and decided to help save the Kings life by ignoring his own 
pain. The King was mighty impressed by his gentle behaviour and 
Chiramdev as his guard. 


A few days later, Chirmadev went to a 
Temple. On the stairs of the temple he 
spotted a beautiful girl. Chiramdev fell in 
love with that girl. The girl asked Chiramdev 
to go and take a dip in the holy pond at the 
temple. As soon as Chiramdev went into the 
pond, he found himself back at Hithilavati. 

በ (сс 


Chiramdev told the entire story to the King. The King decided to help Chiramdev 
find his Love. They went to the same temple near the seashore. They spotted the 
same girl there. However, this time the girl fell in Love with the King. But the King told 


the girl that Chiramdev was a gentle and kind man and would keep her very happy. He 
———___ asked the girl to marry Chiramdev instead. 


Sy 


la. Can you tell, Vikram, whose sacrifice is bigger, Gunadhip s by 
Ф ' 
2a having the girl marry Chiramdev or Chiramdev s by saving the 
Vikram Aur Betaal jis \ 1956 forgetting about his own pain?" asked Betal. 
based on 'Betaal \ 
Pachisi', written in the 
11th century by the 
Kashmiri poet Somdev Bhatt. 
King Vikram faces many 
difficulties in capturing the witty ነ 
ghost Betaal. Each time Vikram Ἱ 
tries, it tells a story that ends with 
a riddle. If Vikram cannot answer 
the question correctly, then his 
head shall burst into a thousand 
pieces. And if King Vikrama 
answers the question correctly, 
„ the vampire would escape and 
е return to his tree. 


Vikram replied, "Gunadhip s sacrificeis - 
bigger as he was not obliged to 
sacrifice for Chiramdev, but he 
did it out of affection. He showed 
the true personality of a leader." 


di ارخا‎ Hearing the correct answer, 


despite being ve 


sea shore: an area of Betal fled back to the tree trunk. 


Moral: ^ leader's greatest sacrifice is when he 
sacrifices his own happiness for the sake of the 
happiness of his team. 


a в 
efore time а! 


Baljeet singh 


| like Suman ma'am, she is my favourite 
teacher. She teaches Maths and Science. | 
like the way she teaches. She makes the 


subject interesting. She encourages me to do 


Dear readers, let us 
know who your 
favourite teacher 
is and what makes 
him/her so special. 


А Long time ago, there Lived Elephant, who had a 
little trunk. The other animals in the deserts and 
rain forests of Africa were always bullying 
Elephant. He was always sad. 
One day, Ant crawled into Elephant s ear and that 
made Elephant go crazy 
Another time, Snake bullied Elephant, and said 
Elephant, you are too big and slow. You could 
never win a race against me 
Elephant got so mad that he Lit up with anger, and 
realized that he was bigger and stronger than 
Snake. Elephant put his mouth down, opened up 
and ate up Snake. When Elephant did that, he 
thought to himself, “Now, I'm being mean to him. | 
should just let him go 
' Before Elephant could let Snake out of his mouth, 
he sneezed. When Elephant sneezed, 
Snake went through Elephant 5 
mouth into his nose, and 
got stuck in there 
Elephant s nose grew 
seven feet and was 


1 am Kno, 


now very long 
Elephant felt bad 
because he just 
ate a creature. 
and he наз mad 
because his new 
5 trunk hurt 
WONDER ABOUT THE 
VARIOUS THINGS IN THE 
WORLD. 


ng, and exploring 


Elephant didn't know 
what to do, so he took 
a walk. While he was 
walking, he said, "Im 
really hungry.” 
He saw a piece 
of fruit ona 
tree, but 
he 
couldn t 
reach it. 
Suddenly 

he 
realized 
that he 
could now use his new Long trunk. So, he stretched 
his trunk out, grabbed the fruit off the tree and 
ate if. He thought to himself, "Hmmm... this new 
nose is not so bad after oll.” 
Elephant kept walking on and he felt that he was | 
dirty, but he didn + know how to get himself clean, 
He thought, "Why not use my new trunk? It worked 
last time.” So, he put his trunk in the river and | 
sucked some water in. Then, he turned his trunk 
around and blew hard. The water from his trunk 
splashed all over his big body, and he was clean 
Later that day, Elephant, pondering over the day 
gone by said, `! Like my new trunk. And that is 
why elephants have Long trunks taday — 


Dear readers 


Now that you'have read the Pourquoi Story, it's time to wear a writer's hat and 
become one. Following are two prompts for you to choose from. Write your ownt 


Pourquoi Story! 


Write your 
ourquoi Tales 

and share with us at 

info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


Тһе Тіте - Тгауе! 


All over the world, Covid-13 was 
spreading like wildfire in 2020. Not only 
did people Lose their bread and butter 
but were also becoming victims to 
the deadly virus. Death became 
rampant. During this time, ० girl 
named Arundhati was not able to 
find a college for herself because of 
the situation. She lived alone and was 
suffering from deep anxiety because 
of the Lockdown. 
One day, when Arundhati was combing 
her hair, somehow, the comb got stuck in the gap of the 
mirror. She pulled it with all her force, the comb came 
out but, due to the impact, the mirror also broke. To her 
amazement, there was a secret room behind the mirror. 
Arundhati became excited and went inside. It was 
dark, so she held her torch and saw that there were 
watches everywhere. Under the tables, on the walls, and 
on the floor; even the stairs made up of watches. There 
were watches everywhere she looked. One clock was 
slow, while the other clock was quick as a flash. She 


We are fortunate and blessed to have such a j 
talented daughter. Suhanee is an avid learner | 
who tries to portray values through her short | 
storles which are an Inspiration to many. Thanks 
totheiNTELLYJELLY team for giving Suhanee an 
opportunity to showcase her abilities. 


Neeraj Saigal & Sarika Saigal 


walked two kilometres ond saw o very large 
door. She went inside and Looked around 
amazed, There was a big crowd of 
people and no social distancing 
Arundhati quickly put on her mask 
The people were staring at her 
wondering why she was wearing 0 
mask 

After talking to some locals 
there, Arundhati got to know that she 
was іп the year 2049. She made up her 
mind to help these people. Arundhati went 
back in time and called some scientists and doctors 
They accompanied her to the past and made a vaccine 

for their future use 
This noble act of hers did not go unnoticed. She 
was rewarded by the UN and WHO. Motreover, she also 
got admission and a scholarship to one of the most 
prestigious universities of the world. A statue was also 
erected in her honour. Thereafter, the passion 

continued forever. 


Nobility always gets rewarded! 
А 
< 


Suhanee Saigal , 12 years, 
St. Michael Sr. Sec. School 


Parents 
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The Magical Sea 


Once, there lived a man colled Hr. Liask. He was а 
very poor man. He lived in a rotten hut which was 
messy and not at all perfect, The front door of his hut 
had a big hole like a window that let the cold breeze 
come in quite often, which gave him the severe chills 
The walls of the hut looked as if they would crack any 
moment, He had only one pair of black trousers and a 
black t-shirt that were rugged and torn. His towel was 
apart and his shoes had holes in it 

Hr. Liask had brown hair with brown eyes and a 
tiny mouth with a scar on his forehead. He took Long 
strides when he walked and barely had anything to eat. 
ALL he had to eat was fruits from the trees, which he 
sometimes managed to get 
One day, he felt really thirsty, so he walked into the 
woods looking for water. He kept walking until he found 
a bright blue sparkling magical sea; but he didn + know 
that the sea was magical as it didn t Look like any 
different from any other sea. 

There was a fish fountain which had the statue of a 
fish pouring water out of its mouth into the sea. Mr. 
Liask opened his mouth and drank the water. Suddenly 
he turned into a fox. He was forced to ive in the jungle 
as a fox for eight years until a magical maiden, Hiss 


Sansina came to his 

rescue. 

She wos very 

beautiful, kind 

hearted and had 

magico. powers. 

Hiss Sansina saw 

the fox and 

understood that it 

was a man that had 

been turned into a fox 

She said, "Dear fox, I have 

understood from my magical powers 

that you are a man who has been turned into a fox. But 
don't worry, | can see your hardship that you have gone 
through. | can turn you back into a man and make you 
as rich as you would Like to be." 

She then uttered a magic spell and the fox turned into 
@ young man dressed in 0 smart T-shirt and very smart 
pants, When he returned home after thanking Hiss 
Sansina, he saw that the door of his hut had no holes in 
ተ anymore. His Little hut had turned into a big house 
Loaded with all delicacies and enough money for him to 
live his life splendidly. 


Takshvi is а blessing to us and she is really good at 
articulating her thoughts. She has a great sense of 
imagination and creativity. She is an amazing speaker 
too and does a wonderful job in narrating her stories. 
As parents, we are delighted and extremely happy to 
see her progress! We wish her all the best and 


happiness in herlife 


Naveen Kaushik & Neha Kaushik 


Takshvi Kaushik, 6 years 


Parents 1st Standard, Home Schooling 


Author 


of the 


“EDUCATION 15 NOT THE LEARNING OF 
FACTS, BUT TRAINING THE MIND TO 
THINK” - ALBERT EINSTEIN 
Here, in G D Goenka, we truly believe this, 
and we train our kids to be creative and 
think differently, A student like Ishika Jain 
brings pride and laurels to our wonderful 
school. | appreciate her hard work 
dedication and intelligence. | wish her all 
the very best for her future and hope she 
achieves all her dreams. 
Ms Shrishti Bajaj 
Principal, GD Goenka Public School 


shika has surprised us with her bend 
towards poetry, story narratives, creative 
magination and writing. Thanks to GD 
Goenka Public School, Sec 48, Gurgaon 
that has inculcated and honed the creative 


thinking skills of Ishika and has always | 


encouraged her to put her best fo 
forward. The icing on the cake has been 
the engaging activities in the iNTELLYJELLY 
magazine that always kept the excitement 
levels high with every issue. he very 
uthor & Publish has given a 
herto put her abilities to action. 

Thank you! 

Prateek Jain and 
Aastha Agarwal Jain 
Parents 


| have a cat 
Who wears a red hat 


He sleeps on a mat 


And Looks for a rat 
Now it has become fat 
And | will Look out for a bat 
My cat, pat, рай! 


Ishika Jain, 5 years 
ist Standard, GD Goenka Public School 
ctor 48, Gurgaon 


Who Did it to BOB 


There was once a fireman named Bob who was a brave, kind and 
helpful person. One day, he was called to a school fo put out a 
fire. The freman rushed to the school, got а huge hose and put 
out the fire Ñ 

One ६०07 of the building was completely destroyed, but Bob was 
happy that no one was hurt. He did notice a creepy man lurki 
around behind him, but he thought nothing of if. Bob was soon 
going to realize that he had an arch-enemy. The next day. a 
cheery Bob arrived carly to work as he often did. He found an 
apple on his desk beside which his name was written, Bob smiled 
wondering who sent him the apple, He took a bite and savoured 
the apple. but offer a few seconds when he swallowed the apple 
piece. he started feeling dizzy and fainted, He collapsed on the 
oor, but before be passed out unconscious, he heard a lou voice 
saying Bob, Bob! Are you okay? The voice of a woman who was 
dearly worried 

When he woke up, he saw his fellow colleaque Anna sitting beside 
him. He was in the hospital. Anna told him that the apple that had 
been kept on his desk was a poisonous one. Luckily. he was saved 
in time by Anna, else he would have surely died. But now the 
question was, who gave the apple to Bob? 

Bob was shocked that someone would do such а thing to him. Anna 
decided to help Bob. Nou, if you are thinking that the creepy man 
who Bob saw at the school had something to do with the apple 
youre you are not alone, that's exactly what Bob thought +оо, 

So, Anna and Bob searched at the school everywhere for that 
shady man. They even searched outside the buildings near the 
school. They found nothing, 


After a tiring day of searching, they went back to the office (fre 
station), as they both took a deep breath and sighed, suddenly, a 
gas filed the room. Anna and Bob tried to find gas masks but it 


was too 
late. They 
both felt 
dizzy and 
fainted 


When the Sun meets the stars 
When the Sun meets the stars 
The Sun says you started a war, 
When they 
woke up, they 
slowly 
realized their 
situation. 
They were tied 
to a chair: both 
their hands and 
legs were tied 
and it was 
impossible fo 
move. And then 
they saw him. 
the НАМ! 


Why pair with the moon 
When you can be with me? 
The stars respond іп a witty tone, 
What do you have against the moon? 
The Sun says with а moan, 
Just say saying art both are stars. 
| mean, Birds of a feather fleck together 
The Stars said, Oh, no! Never ever! 
You are just trying to be clever. 
You ore gold but we are silver. 
You will never break our bond. 
Oh, no! Never ever 


мыйча (Шы says the Sun, If 5 your Loss, so Adios. 
ы that y 


woken up. | 

thought | might introduc 

myself,” said the man, in a surprisingly posh British 

accent. “My name is David and | am, oh, sorry, uas o freighter 
until | died. So, 1 om going to kil every Lost frefighter in the 
world. 1 don't want to see anyone sacrifice their Life, so | don t 
care if your story doesn’t have a satisfying end,” said David 
casually and took out two knives. Each knife had a name carved 
on it; one had Anna s and the other Bob's. And then, there was a 
shout, and Bob and Anna were never seen again. Can you quess 


what happened? 


Advayaa is an energetic and talkative 11 year old, 
who loves reading books and eating sushi. She 
enjoys cracking puns with her dad and playing 
with her naughty dog, Hugo. She is currently 
б learning Spanish, artistic skating and ballet. She 
Ра studies in 7th grade in Parle Tilak Vidyalaya, ICSE 


Advayaa Abhishek Bhide 
11 years, 7th Standard, 
Parle Tilak Vidyalaya, Mumbai 


Madhushree Bhide 
Parents 
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Creative Writing Review 


_ FELLOW WRITERS, | AM ADDHIRA 
ARJUN, A STUDENT OF AUTHOR AND PUBLISH 
WORKSHOPS ВУ iNTELLYJELLY. MY MENTORS SAY 
THAT I AM QUITE GOOD WITH MY IMAGINATION. 
WHAT DO YOU THINK? 
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Writing 
тап 


| па n E 
Impromptu Story 
! our imagination бу. сабап was given the responsibility of 


designing the school uniform. 'How about 
uniform in the shape of a samosa’, he thought. 


Pick your pen, let Y 


& Publish 


INTELLYJELLY.com. 


Writ ing 


| — shill one 
impromptu Story 


en, let your imagination fly 
4 A strange spaceship just crashed and 
landed in Mia's backyard. The aliens from 
the spaceship have switched bodies of 
Mia and Sattan. 


' Pick your p 


Aulhor your story 
& Publish 


imfo@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


Your CHILD сап be the next 
PUBLISHED AUTHOR! 


work 


PRISHA SHARMA SAESHA PAUL ANAYA BHALOTIA 


Fresh batch starting 10 (०००७ MORE, CR 
SATURDAY/MONDAY & REGISTER 'YES-Author & Publish 


> www.intellyjelly.com/authorandpublishworkshops 


When did you develop а 
passion for writing? 

Just like every other child, | was 
totally thrilled about the idea of 
having the opportunity to listen 
to yet another story. For me, it 
was my grandfather who used 
to narrate stories to me. Just as 
the story would end, I'd add a 
line or two, giving it a twist. So, 
that probably was the 
beginning. 


When | was in class 1, | 
remember my mother gifting me 


Kendriya Vidyalaya, Vasant Кип}, Delhi 


Server 


a diary to pen down my 
thoughts, stories, riddles and 
poems, and perhaps, that was 
the time | started writing. | had 
written many stories before | 
enrolled into the INTELLUELLy's 
author & publish workshop, but 
| developed this interest further 
when | started attending the 
workshops because this is 
where | worked on improving 
my writing skills. 


Who are your favourite 
authors/books? 


My favourite author is Jeff 
Kinney, and one of the series 
written by him is The Diary of a 
Wimpy Kid’. | like the way һе 
writes because along with the 
narrative, we have pictures that 
illustrate the text completely 
His books are full of humour 
and surprises. | have the entire 
collection of THE WIMPY KID’ 
series. Besides Jeff Kinney, | 
also love reading books written 
by Roald Dahl, Ruskin Bond , 
Enid Blyton , RL Stine and 
Sudha Murthy 


Have you thought about your 
very first book that you would 
want to get published with 
iNTELLYJELLY? If yes, what 
would it be about? 


| had never thought that | would 
be a published author one day 
My first book has been 
published by INTELLYJELLY and 
it is a collection of short stories 
and poems, which belong to 
different genres. The story 
ALIEN PLANET is purely 
fictional, whereas THE MAGIC 
OF PLANTS is an outcome of 
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gardening as one of my hobbies. 
However, MY SILLY DREAM is a 
real one. So my book includes 
fiction, fantasy, adventure and 
real life experiences. 


What do you aspire to be when 
you grow up? 

I love dancing. | learn kathak 
and | am currently in the 5th 
year of kathak. Also, | am fond 
of colors. | have been formally 
learning and practicing art since 
| was in class 1. | enjoy drawing, 
sketching, painting, and using 
different art mediums. | am also 
fond of Coding & animation. | 
also wish to continue with my 
passion for writing. 1 wish to 
pursue all my interests and 
perhaps choose amongst them 
at a later stage. 


Do you think of writing as 
cathartic and relaxing or is it a 
way of opening up your heart 
to the world? 


| think writing is going into the 
world of imagination and 
putting your imagination on 
paper so that others could also 
know about your feelings. So in 


this sense, writing is definitely 
cathartic and also a way to open 
up my heart to the world 


Who is your favourite 
iNTELLYJELLY character and 
why? 

My favourite Intellyjelly 
character is Prisha because she 
can sense what others feel. | 
also want to be like her. 


If you were to borrow an 
iNTELLYJELLY character for 
your book, which one would 
you choose and why? 

If | were to borrow an intellijelly 
character for my book, then | 
would have either Prisha or 
Sattan. If | were to choose 
Prisha, there would be someone 
to help in the story, and if | 
were to choose Sattan there 
would be someone to support 
the friends along with adding 
humour to the story. 


What other things apart from 
writing interest you? 

Other than writing | like, 
dancing, reading, drawing, 
sketching, painting, coding, 
gardening, cooking and playing 
guitar 


The iNTELLYJELLY story runs 
with many parallel themes of 
intrigue, drama, suspense, 
friendship etc. Which theme 
appeals to you the most and 
why? 

1 like the mystery which comes 
in the INTELLYJELLY stories 
because | like having surprises in 
the stories 


If as an author you were asked 
to create a complex character 


- © 


" Anika is an 


eleven-year-old 


enthusiastic girl 


who has always 
been fond of 
Stories. 


She i a girl full of 


with a mixture of traits that 
you had to choose from the 
iNTELLYJELLY characters, 
which traits would you want 
to endow your character with? 


As an author, if | were asked to 
create a complex character with 
a mixture of traits chosen from 
intellyjelly, then | would 
definitely want my character to 
be friendly, a mystery solver 
and a support to friends. 
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There is a parrot sitting on the cloud. 

The airplane is upside down, 

There is a boat flying in the air. 

There are cherries hanging from the sky. 
There is a car in the park lying upside down. 
There is a fish on the seesaw. 

The dog 15 reading a book. 

There is an elephant in the park. 


1. CHILI PEPPER 4. GINGER 
2. CARDAMOM 5. NUTMEG 
3. CORIANDER 6. FENNEL 


Giggle and laugh with iJoke! 


planning or 


. VOLCANO 

. SAND DUNES 

. WATERFALL 

. SNOW MOUNTAIN 
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Chenab Bridge is the 


highest rail bridge in 
the world 


CURRENT 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


The COVID-19 vaccines subject expert 


Recom mendation panel has given its recommendation 
of Corbevax for the emergency use of the 
Jab for Hyderabad-based Biological E's 

Corbevax for children who are aged 
5-12 years d i 


between 5 to 11 years. The Drugs 
| — | Controller General of India 


(DCG!) to grant a formal approval. 
گے‎ 2 


World's Highest Tunnel 
at Shinku La Pass 


The world's highest tunnel will be constructed 
by the Border Roads Organisation (BRO) at 
Shinku La Pass at 16,580 feet. This tunnel will 
be connecting Himachal Pradesh to Ladakh. 
The construction of this tunnel by the Border 
Roads Organisation (BRO) will begin by July 
2022. This tunnel will be connecting Ladakh's 
Zanskar Valley to Himachal Pradesh. 


"v 2 г р ρ: ς z 
World's First "Crypto-Backed" Payment Card 
88 nexo Crypto lender Nexo has collaborated with Mastercard to launch 4 
g === ‘erypto-backed’ payment card. This launch has 
signaled the move by financial and crypto networks to collaborate 
as digital assets are becoming more mainstream. The crypto- 
backed credit card can be used at 92 million merchants across the 
world wherever Mastercard is accepted. 


Design: Avdesh Patidar 


SEU CURRENT 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


EA ШО TA Шотап 
Samia Suluhu Hassan, Tanzania's 
first female president, is a 
politician and currently serving as 
the country's sixth president. 


Send us any 
Ne 1 une one recent News that you 
know and have read about. 
info@iNTELLYELLY.com 


Neptune is the name of a > 
Ukrainian anti-ship cruise 

missile. Having entered the 

service of the Ukrainian Navy 

in March 2021, this missile 

system has been developed 

to destroy transport vessels 

and surface warships. 


— = @ —n 


Design: Avdesh Рандаг 


3) The Kunchikal falls is the 

highest waterfalls in India and 
also the second highest in Asia. The 
ight of the waterfall is 1,493 ft, and 
s located in Shimoga district of | 
қ Karnataka. 


There are 106 National 
Parks and 553 Wildlife 
Sanctuaries in India. 


3 3 love INTELLYJELLY 


182m, Gujrat 


Completed in 2018, the 
Statue of Unity depicts Sardar 
Vallabh Bhai Patel and is the ΣΕΠ tas Find one new 


tallest statue in the world. = fact and share 
፡ with us at 


Statue of Unity | | | 


Ingredients 


Ripe mango: 1 large 

Bread slices: 4 

Cream cheese: 3 tbsp 

Red onion sliced thin: १६ 

A few lettuce leaves 

Olive oil: 1 tsp 

Lemon juiced: % tsp 

Freshly powdered black pepper 
Salt to taste 


ethod 


Slice the mango into cubes. 
Place it in a deep bowl 

Add lemon juice, olive oil, salt, 
and finely powdered pepper, 
and mix gently. 

Place the bread slices on a dry 
surface and spread cream 
cheese on each slice. 

Spread mango cubes on top of 
the cheese spread 

Layer onions and lettuce 
leaves. 

Add black pepper to enhance 
the flavor. 

You can make an open 
sandwich or a regular one as 
per your liking. 


Be the chef, 
ook and share 
your pictures at 


Info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


Fill in the blanks. match up the Indian spices herbs 


with the right picture. 
Ў d Ch__i P_ p-r ይ . 
C_rd___m 


C: tip. a 
G__g_r 
N_tm__ 


БИНТТІ oke! 
Е п! ed ith Шоке! 


Diet is something 
Please referto that always starts 
page 48 for answers, from tomorrow. 


WHICH PAINTING IS ONE ОҒ THE OLDEST 
57] AND MOST FAMOUS INDIAN ART FORMS? 


WHICH WATER FALL IS THE HIGHEST 
WATERFALL IN INDIA? WHERE IS IT? 


WHAT IS NH-44? 


8 


( 


HOW САМ YOU GIVE YOUR ARTICLE SOME 
WELL DESERVED VISIBILITY? 


WHO IS A LERDER? 


iNTELLYJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 
and send them to us here 


“Тһе winners will receive a FREE 
book with their next month 
magazine delivery. 


ej 


——rG 


WHICH IS WORLD'S HIGHEST MOTORABLE 


#7 ROAD? WHERE IS IT? 


WHAT 15 NEPTUNE CRUISE MISSILE? 


ἐπ 


WHICH IS THE WETTEST PLACE ОМ EARTH? 


HOW MANY NATIONAL AWARDS HAS SHIKHA 


e TANDON WON? 


WHAT IS THE EASIEST WAY TO MASTER THE 


10) | АКТ OF CREATIVE WRITING SKILLS? 


ü Design: Avdesh Patidar 


е Share the happiness of reading ἵΝΤΕΙΙΥΡΕΙΙΥ with 
| Your friends and cousi Е 


Parent Name:............ — — - Parent Мате:...... 
Child Мате: - - Child Мате 


Contact number: Contact number: 


Parent Name = - Parent Name 
Child Name: ... Child Name: 


Contact number: = ЕЕ Contact number: .. 


Parent Name 
Child Name 


Contact number: 


DADAJI, MY FRIENDS 
ALSO WANT TO READ 
INTELLYJELLY HAT 
TO DO VOULD YOU FILL THEIR Parent Name 
NAMES AND NUM 
ON THIS PAGE 


Child Name 


Contact number: 


Parent Мате 
Child Name: 


Contact number: 


Parent Мате:. 
Child Name: 


Contact number: 


£s NS 
RNN NUNS 
Ng RRS АК 


ISSN: 2582-2470 


Vek 07 


Senior 


Age: 8-12 years 


THE DAWN 


INTELLYJELLY 
writer 


HAPPY 
INTELLYJELLYIan 


м opportunity 
to publish 
your CHILD'S 
and е 
your CREATIVITY! "SSO 


5 Fun 
-arning 


ssion 
hion 


GURMEHAR KAUR DISHA VERMA ADRIJA CHOWDHURY 
i 66 лова rni 66 


~Ruchira, Parent lige, 


~Nidhi, Parent 


а rcc Meath 
Е - EXPRESSION iN WRITING 
| iS AN ESSENTIAL SKILL OF 

| тоойуз DIGITAL ERA. 


| Give your article some well 
. deserved visibility. 


Create A Lifetime Milestone! Whatsapp 
“Yes Anthology’. 


E DAWN 
Before the SUNRISE 


Ok reading is funt 


Em iNTELLYJELLYians, 


| am happy to invite your parents to share their views on the topic ‘THE DAWN- 
Before the SUNRISE'. Your parents' views will help hundred of thousands of our 
readers acrossthe globe. 


в. Ask your parents write their views on the topic іп about 100 words 
Step2: Click a picture of yourself with your parent(s) 
Step3: Mail it to us at info(GiNTELLYJELLY.com 


Thebestentry will be published onthis page with the picture. 


Let your parent be an 
iNTELLYJELLY Brand Ambassador! 


-Animesh, Editor in Chief 


Your Your 
parent's parent's 
pic here! views here! 


Animesh Tiwari, an alumnus of ММ Calcutta is an ex telecom professional with more than two decades of domestic and 
international experience. He was laurelled for his recent success when the Delhi Education Ministry selected INTELLYIELLY for the 
‘Happiness curriculum’. The selection by Reliance Jio and Bharti Foundation are also a few key landmarks of success.His solo 
moto is weaving enjoyable reading, while INTELLYJELLY shapes the sprouts. 


Doar Вачева. Ist four, Press complex, M P Nagar. Zal, Bhopal 452011 — printed by Antsa Tiwari ai 
23, Editor- Animesh Tiwari 


= ARE THE BEHAVIOURS THAT You 
| SHOW WHEN YOU ARE AROUND OTHER 


| 
PEOPLE. HAVING GOOD MANNERS MEANS | 


THAT YOU ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL 


X4 1. READ THE MANNERS CAREFULLY 
2 SELECT YOUR OPTION. REMEMBER, EACH | 
N ACTION HAS SOME POINTS SE 

Share a pic of your 
manners sheet at 


into@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


por MR hello and good-bye. Hold the door open for people. 


METIMES (3)/МЕУЕР(О) 


г ALVA 


de thit ALWAYS (5) /SOMETIMES (3)/NEVER(O) 


Cover your nose and mouth when 
you sneeze. 


(de thie ALWAYS (5 


жылып 


| 


Say please and thank you. 


SOMETIMES (3)/NEV. 


Look people in the eye. Don't make fun of anyone 
[ de this ALWAYS (5) /ЗОМЕТІМЕ 2 & ALWAYS (5) /SOMETIMES (3)/NEVER J 
[<= "excuse те" to get attention. Clean up after you make a mess. 


/ፊ thi ALWAYS (5) /SOMETIMES (3)/NEVER(O) 40 thit ALWAYS (5) {SOMETIME ना καν 


Wash your hands before food 


E 


Chew with your mouth closed. use the right utensils 


)METIMES 


Wipe your mouth with your napkin. 


thie ALWAYS (5) /SOMETIMES (3)/NEVER(O: 4 thie AL WAYS 


SOMETIMES (3)/NEVER(O) 


| do thie ыма 


[SOMETIMES (3)/NEVER(O) 


"s far, you read... 


THE DAWN 


5 Principal of Rimnin International, the Chinese 
fo /% ፊሃ , 
Before the SUNRISE school, challenges Principal Sir and his students for 


the upcoming annual interschool championship. 
They always win through unfair practices. Principal 
sir decides to take Dadaji's help. 


Author: Animesh Tiwari 
Co-author: Shakun 


IAMA Ἢ == 
PARTNER-PLAYER SUPERHERO. 
I CAN, BE ፲፻ Аз Dadaji TS 


{ expected, 
Dadaji's army 
experiences 
some 
unexpected 
events. 

Dadaji informs 
Mr. Governor 


D; UNEXPECTED! ( 
ees 


The Chinese Rimnites surprise the Indian 


students by arriving ahead of time. They about the dirty 
start playing their dirty tricks as soon as tricks being 
they arrive. Mr. Ki Don from the Chinese played by the 
school continues calling and dominating the Chinese 
Rimnites. 


Indian students. Partner Player Prisha gives 
a befitting reply. 


India is ahead with score 5:2. Today is the last day 
of the championship. 


The Indo-China Championship continues with 
all spirits. Prisha wins the cycling round, but 
loses the swimming round. 


= CHINESE HAVE WON THE 
SWIMMING ROUND WITH A CLOSE 
MARGIN OF 4 SECONDS, BRAV 


SHE REALLY HAS SWUM 


FAST TODAY. IF NOT ME, ë 
SHIKHA TANDON WILL BE YOUR l 
У 50 PROUD OF HER TODAY} 


CAPABILITY OF 
CARING FOR OTHERS 
| IS ALWAYS INSPIRING, ) 
44 PRISHA 


WOWI! I AM SO 
| HAPPY FOR YOU! I WILL 
SEND THIS PIC TO 
SHIKHA TANDON! 


की an 


to qualify for 
two separate events in the 
Olympic competition. 


| am 8150 an | 


and the first woman to hold 7 | 
national records at a time. Ф 


Shikha Tandon 


is a champion swimme 
born on January 20, 1985. 


e تپ‎ 


NATIONAL 


Е - INTERNATIONAL DECORATIONS IN 
— WORLDWIDE RIVALRIES. 


⁄ = = κ 


E ΡΕ THE BOXING MATCH 


- ο σσ 
ሥ ОН, PRISHA! HOW 
| DID YOU MANAGE A 


| TO KEEP SMILING FOR / 
>. YOUR OPPONENTS 


| 5 


| G&S 
ТАМ LIKE MY MOM 

/ AUNTY! SHE ALWAYS 

| CONGRATULATES ME FOR 
BURNING THE CANDLE AT | 

- | |9 BOTH ENDS, AND NOT 

4 JUST THE WIN 4 

| SHE TRIED НЕР | — | 

| LEVEL BEST! 


መዛ = 
7 BECASUE SHE 18 THE 


PARTNER PLAYER PRISHA! à. 
> HE... HE! «= 


> 
au 
BURNING THE 
CANDLE AT 
BOTH ENDS 


CONGRATULATIONS HAS 15 LETTERS. 
SO DOES ΕΟΟΟΟΟΟΟΟΟΟΟΟΟΟΙ 
IT CAN NOT BE A COINCIDENCE! 

I SHOULD FOCUS 


Ñ 


E CAN EAT MOREN 
1 ΜΟΝΤ MIND. ያ 


I HAVE ALREADY EATEN 
MORE THAN MY USUAL 
APPETITE. 


ў I WAS МОТ BORN TO ВЕ -— H 
IMPROVISE EVERY DAY. THIS IS MY 11TH 
SAMOSA SINCE THE MORNING! 


BUT, I WOULD HAVE TO KEEP IT 
4 LIGHT TODAY AS I NEED TO 
| GIVE A FEW FREE BOXING 
ነ LESSONS. LET ME PRESS THE 


PAUSE BUTTON WITH THIS 
Ë αἴ DANISH PASTRY. 


ሃ AH! BUT MAY I ASK WHY Y 
| YOU STILL HAVE SO MANY 

SAMOSAS IN YOUR 
POCKET? 


"wr 


/ WHO KNOWS, I MIGHT ነ 

A DANISH PASTRY is а multilayered, “ | NEED TO PRESS THE PAUSE | 

laminated sweet pastry Ў BUTTON AGAIN WITH THE, 
ЗАМОЗАЗ! ~< 


A yeast dough is rolled out thinly, covered with 
thin slices of butter, and then the dough is folded 
and rolled several times, creating as many as 2? 
layers 


». It is baked іп many shapes and frequently filled 
ሪ a — о" topped with pastry cream. sE 


7 ТЕР S 


ОМЕ ТІМЕ 


WHEN MY CHINESE 
OPPONENT WILL PUT HIS 
FEET IN THE RING, HE WILL 
NEVER BE THE SAME 
AGAIN. 


NOW I NEED TO DECIDE 1 
HOW I SHALL KNOCK HIM |] 
OUT. SHOULD I А LEFT 
HOOK, OR A RIGHT JAB? 


A compater 
nce beat M 


Sattan ae 


ді SCARED 
= | ТАМ SCARY, FOR 
MY OPPONENTS IN 
THE RING 


HEYII WHY 
HAVE YOU LEFT | 
US THERE? ሪ 


== 
FEELING 
b>. SCARED BEFORE | 


YOUR FIGHT? 


γί ТЕ ΜΥ ОРРОМЕМТ Ë 
MULTIPLIES HIS BOXING 
SKILLS BY INFINTE, IT WILL | 
ONLY BE A SMALL ZERO FOR / 

ME 2 


ж. 


€ ፖ MY DEAR FRIENDS, IN 
7 заттан, TAKE IT EASY! Y | AM NOT PLAYING ТО | 
WE HAVE ANYWAY WON | WIN, I AM PLAYING TO | 
\ THE CHAMPIONSHIP BY bh EARN RESPECT! 2 


Ν 5:2, 


ІТ IS BOXING DAY, THE FINAL ROUND OF THE INDO-CHINA CHAMPIONSHIP. ሥ 
x |I вини z το 
ГУ” МЕ HAVE А VERY SMALL К 

Ц CROWD HERE TODAY. I CAN ሠ 
1 COUNT THE PEOPLE ON ONE 
r= HAND. IT CAN NOT BE MORE 


THAN 130. 


== | оле шн. да 
॥ ጫ а SOME PEOPLE JUST ጆ 
NEED А НИС... 


THIS IS YOUR a 
АҒ! 
DAY, SATTAN | 


= ONLY А MATTER - THIS TOURNAMENT 15 ONE 
SIDED! PLAYING AGAINST 
SATTAN G. WHEN HE IS IN A BAD 
MOOD, HE TURNS ANY BOXING 
TOURNAMENT INTO A ONE SIDED 
WAR TILL HE 15 DECLARED 
THE WINNER! 


OF TIME. I WILL 
| FINISH HIM AND С 


| EASY, TIGER 


NO RUSH 


I AM NOT A BOXER, I 
JUST PUNCH A LOT 


) STEADY! 


е.» АМ ТНЕ 
XING COACH 


Р FRIENDS 


OH! THAT 


E. WAS HARDI | 


C-—— пг 


== ሕሪ 
720 AHMAHAU Û = 
POWERFUL PUNCHES! 
IF SATTAN G. CAN QUICKLY 4 
SCORES IO POINTS, THEN 


HIS OPPONENT WILL HAVE A 
Le TIME IN THIS ም” 
=. COMPETITION. ሪ 


SATTAN IS ON FIRE! WILL HE BE ABLE ТО CONTINUE 
THE SAME WAY IN THE NEXT ROUNDS? 


THE CHINESE COACH IS QUICK TO ADVISE HIS PUPIL IN THE BREAK TIME. 


| NT e WHAT MIKE 
| TYSON SAID: EVERYONE HAS 
A PLAN UNTIL THEY GET 
| PUNCHED IN THE MOUTH! HE 
® HE! 


| 


ROUND 2! IF THE Ἂ 4 
) CHINESE BOXER DOES NOT ` 
WIN THIS ROUND, HE WILL ( 
|  FINDHIMSELFONTHE - 
- LOSING SIDE TODAY! —/ 


AREYOU ` 
READY, Po 
COACH? 


THE CHINESE BOXER IS DETERMINED ΤΟ ΜΙΝΙ FAIRLY, OR іс сом PE 
OTHERWISE! 


— (1) — “ЕЕЕ 


5: АМ rd 
FIST PUNCH! REALLY! | ^Y 
МО WAY! THE CHINESE > 
CAN BE DISQUALIFIED ы 
AS THIS IS МОТ A LEGAL 2 
MOVE IN BOXING. - 4 


—— 


ጩ! 


ጨ 
a 


ts y a 
» s 
ማግኘ е 


Open hand punch is not 
allowed in the boxing as. 
the 


palm area of boxing gloves 


among other reaso 


$ not smooth like the 
knuckle portion and would 
be more likely to cause 


a cut 


"m DO NOT HAVE ANY 
| WORD IN MY DICTIONARY 
πι | THAT CAN DESCRIBE "1 
al ፻ PUNCH 


IT NEEDS NO WASHING 


h. 


n IT 


— - 7 HITTING WITH ANY PART © 

V THERE ARE MANY Y | OF THE & OTHER THAN 
RULES IN BOXING.) \ CLOSED FISTED KNUCKLES 
Е e b NOT ALLOWED. 


I HAVE TO DISQUALIFY 
HIM! THIS IS 


7% < UNFORTUNAT 


Муди =‏ و 
5 


THATHEHAD | 
к GOBBLED UP SEEM 
= \ TO HAVE WORKED 
T WITH THIS, SATTAN 
С. FROM INDIA 


BECOMES THE 
WINNER! 


/ BRAVO! НЕ IS 
\ STILL SMILING! / 


=== 
:1. Е 


Do you want to read 
INTELLYJELLY books? 


Scan the above QR code to order. 


5 


b 


WHO IS ATTACKING DADAJI'S 
ARMY WITH DRONES? 


3 к о 


WHAT WILL HAPPEN TOMORROW? WILL WHERE IS DADAJI? WHAT IS HE UPTO? 


THEY GET THE TROPHY? 
on Q — 


е ӨР THE MONTH 
Series { 


Гат ;, 
m о, 
` / 


2” 


1 
ВИ MONTH 


m art at 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


B DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, I HELPED YOU 
/ THROUGHOUT THE BOOK BY SHARING THE 


| MEANINGS OF WORDS. | 


DIG, DIG, DIG, WORD MEANING DIG 
| INEED YOUR INTELLIGENT HELP NOW. FLIP Ги 
| THROUGH THE PAGES, DIG OUT THE MEANINGS 2 
T Ν OF THE WORDS GIVEN BELOW AND WRITE THEM, x< 


( 7 


ТО SWIM 
AGAINST THE ТОЕ 


STAINED STINKY N 


ез Е 


ВЕССЕО ТО 
DIFFER 


{ 
| 

= SIBLINGS ( 

| 


Dig the word 
meanings and send 
to us at 


info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


3 IN THE Т 
JAPPY INTE! 
KNOWN FOR SWIMMING AGAINST THE TIDE. 


A Ἔν is TEN HIDDEN OBJE 


BUT 


(Ші омез OBJECTS 8, 


@ 2. 
24 2 
3 ም - 
To "s " ч 
against the 
tide 
> 
To act in a way 
that is contrary - 


to public opinion 


07: You are an INTELLYJELLYian. 
10: You are a HAPPY iNTELLYJELLYian. 


= you ever “ 


wondered where all 
that sand came from? 
Most of the sand is the 
| remains of rocks that 
has eroded ov 
\ many years into fine 
grains, usually of 
quartz 


І А 1 ГУ 
и 


The world's 
busiest beach 


The world's busiest beach в | 

Fujiazhuang in the Chinese city 
of Dalian. In peak season, 
about 40,000 people cram 
into a stretch just 500 „6 


> uT) 


ው: 


“б 


Ж ^ HOCUS-POCUS ` 
/ EVERYBODY FOCUS. THIS ACTIVITY ¥ 
| IS FUN AND IT WILL SOON ВЕ DONE. | 
| 1 


LOOK AT 
| 


ЕЗ READERS, WHEN YOU GO FOR А WALK IN THE 
GARDEN, YOU SEE MANY FLOWERS. WRITE THE 
in his NAMES OF THE FLOWERS DRAWN BELOW 


Arjun had called 
MANY PLUMBERS 


lo fix 


> 8 o \ 
| 


to have invested in INTELLYIELLY fc 


m E C H E C LO W 
Y O W F K L P P J 
N P U M 5 ል F М Т 
ви D Y ሀ S US V 
A Y N Y W S E С Y 
G T U K R R R RH B 
V 5 W J ር A O A O O 
B R L ER Ι O S O A 
A D X OT ር L M E L R 
во ሂ ረ J хо НК E D 
с 0 | L V V Z ሀ E $5 К 
S с D EN T S J B 
POINTS TABLE : pinsa 


Sicily is one of these 


SCHOOL i STUDENT 1 TEACHER As is Madagascar 
CHAIR 1 ок [Г |: Book New Zealand is also one 
3 Ч And so is Jamaica? 
BAG i PENCIL | ERASER a 
BOARD j RULER i CLASSROOM इ 
888 - ኣዎ ኣሊ 
pesqe y u vomsuy 


=== ἐν © 


E refer to page 48 
for answers. 


S£ 
e always bring me to the beach ሩም 
So you don't have to lay on the sand. 
Then once you've been in the water, 
M lend you a helping hand by drying you. 
What am I? 


Jomo] ү samsu 


RNY тук NUS 22 7 AAS 
(0 ቺ К WIZ 
ИХК И 27 


Е I 
τη AN) ) 


ANNA 
NR 
A 


N 


A 
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Ayush was an educated yet unemployed 
youth. He was thinking about his state 
of affairs, as he Lay down in the Local 
park under a tree one day. He soon fell 
asleep. 

| When he woke up in the afternoon, ከይ 
noticed a small leather briefcase Lying 
few feet away. There was no possible 
Ub owner in sight. In fact, there was no one 
in sight at all. The scorching sun of 


55 month of June was belching out intense heat, and the park was mostly 
empty. 


He opened the briefcase and found a thick, large book inside. It was an old 
Bible. The back of the book was stamped: 


He walked his way to the Library. There was a small wooden cabin at the end of 
the stairs. Ayush entered and said, 1 suppose this belongs here. 


The manager took it from him and inspectedit. His eyes opened wide. 
"Оһ yes, it does. Where did you find it? asked the manager. 


‘In the Park. | found it lying in this briefcase, answered Ayush. 


а God! We have been 
searching for it up and 
down the whole town. Do 
you know what this is? 
asked the manager. 
‘It's the Bible, said Ayush. 
‘Well, yes! But it's not just 
any ordinary Bible. #5 


said the manager. 

Ayush didn't know what 
that meant. So, the 
manager explained. 

‘The Gutenberg Bible was 
the first book printed with a moveable metal type press, which was invented 
by Johann Gutenberg. It allowed printing of several books in а short time. 
50? questioned Ayush. 

‘Only 48 copies of this book exist in the world today, said the 

manager. 

'Are you saying that this book is worth thousands 
of rupees?’ asked Ayush. 


Ну dear Sir, in 1487, one of these books was "SS 
auctioned at $ ५.१ million at Christie's, New “ИХ 


παν “ጩድዴድ፡፦ጮ-፡‏ )( >{ سے 


= What I'm saying is that this book is worth almost 30 crores, not just a 
few thousands, explained the manager. 
The very next day, Ayush was invited to have tea with two members of the 
board. The staff came to shake hands with him, and a local newspaper 
published his photo along with the book. 
And what more, he was hired at the Library to particularly take care of the 
reference section. 


Writer for Huffington Post, The Hindu, The Times of India and author of 
'Concision', Farhan Musavi's strength is in his simple yet profound way of 
narration. His works can also be found on the blogsite, Major Journal. 


|| 


Would you have gone the extra mile to return a lost object to its owner? 


| would have because. 
state of affairs: the 
general 

state of things 

scorching: very hot 
belching: (here) sending out 
auctioned: a public sale 
where goods are sold to the 
person who offers the 
highest price. 


| would not have because. 


НА 


Peter loved to travel. One year, һе 
found himself in a strange new land. 
Suddenly, he came across a very big 
footstep. “Gosh!” he exclaimed. "Is 
this real? It's almost as long as I ат 
tall!” 


While examining this massive 
footstep, he heard a voice behind 
him. A voice that was almost loud 
enough to shatter rooks! “What do 
we have here? Hmm. A human morsel, 
I see! Will make for a tasty dinner, 
I'm sure!” 


THe FeeLiSH GIANT 


ajesh К.К 
published 
his first 

story when he was 

12. After that, the 

love for writing never 


let go, 

though he did take many long sabbaticals! 
Through the years, he has published close to a 
hundred short stories, poems, and articles in 
leading newspapers and magazines. In recent 
years, he has focused more on tales for children. 
In 2020, Rajesh K. K. decided to bid goodbye to 
his corporate career and follow his passion for 
writing. 


The Magic Cup, his first book, was published in 
December 2020. He is currently working on his 


second book, a sequel to The Magic Cup. 


mw Б. 
When Peter turned around, he saw a ሆያ 
giant СГЕЗІШГЕ reaching out 
toward him. He tried to run, but the % 
giant's hand caught him and brought Ü 
him close to the creature's face. The 
face was 4 ly with a broken nose, 
stained teeth, and big twitching 

ears. The giant itself was almost 


thirty feet tall! 


“Who are you?" oried Peter, his 
voice trembling in fear. 


"I am Krug the giant!" 


"Why have you caught me?" 
asked Peter, his body held ወ. 
tight in the giant's grasp. 


"It's not often that 
humans come into this 
land, but we love it when 


= 


= do. Humans make for fine eating!” replied 
the giant. 


Peter had never been this frightened. But 
he was also a clever boy, and suddenly, he 
got an idea. While the creature was 


large, it looked kind of dull. 
iNTELLYJELLY 
Writer 


"Wait, wait! I would love to be your 
dinner, but I've been traveling for days, and 
am all dirty and stinky. Give me some time. I'll have a 
bath, clean myself and return. That way, when you eat me, 
I'll be all fresh and sweet." 


B‏ _ امح کی 


The foolish giant nodded, “Good idea. Go and come back clean. Then I'll eat 
you!" And with that, Krug put Peter down. 


ሙ ። 
Peter immediately took to his heels and never again returned to ” iKnow! w 
theland of the giants! ИУ N 


Moral of the story - In the most challenging situations, breathe, 


calm down and think of a solution, Be clever, be smart. 
n in and think of a ion. ver, be si 2 Massive: exceptionally 


large. 


love iNTELLYJELLY < К) | Creature: an animal, as 


distinct from a human being. 


Stained: mark that is not 
easily removed. 


Stinky: unpleasant smell. 


vt Deme enm 


Share with us a time when you found a solution to a problem, whether at 
a school or at home, in a challenging and difficult situation. 


s yourself in detail 


re with us at 


n aur Betaal 


кеміту INDIANS 7 Met td ቹቹ 


4 upon a time, there lived four in a village. They decided 
to go and learn the art of from a learned master. 
After completing their learning, while they were returning to their village, 
they came across a dead lion. 


Vikram Aur Betaal is 
based on 'Betaal Pachisi", 
written in the 11th century 
by a Koshmiri poet Somdev 
Bhatt. 
King Vikram faces many 
difficulties in capturing the witty 
ghost Betaal. Each time Vikram 
tries, it tells a story that ends with 
a riddle, If Vikram cannot answer 
the question correctly, then his 
head shail burst into thousand 
pieces. And if King Vikram 
answers the question correctly, 
the vampire would escape and 


ы return to his tree. 
αμα 


The siblings decided to showcase what they had Learned. However, the 
fourth and the youngest brother begged to differ. 

The first and the eldest brother arranged the bones of the Lion. The 
second brother covered the bones of the lion with its skin. When the third 
one was about to resurrect the Lion, the fourth brother tried to stop him, 


~ 


but no one listened to him. 


= 
My favourite teacher is Althea ma'am 


because she teaches us very well and she 


makes us play many games in between the 


class. 


Dear readers, let us 
know who your 
favourite teacher 
is and what makes 
him/her so special. 


So the fourth brother climbed the tree. As soon as the third brother 


spelled a sacred to resurrect the Поп, the lion came back to Life and 


ate all three brothers. 
"So, tell me, Vikram, who was the most educated of all the three 
siblings?” asked Betaal. 


Vikram replied "Тһе one who tried to stop all the three brothers. Не had 
ran common sense to examine the 


consequences, while other 
three brothers lacked 
the common sense to 
envision the 
consequences of their 
action.” 


You are right, oh mighty 


е | shall spare your life, but as you have said 
something | will go 
back now!! 


JS: each of two ог 


more children having one or After declaring 


both parents in comman; a 


brother or sister. this, Betaal fled 
bringing back ' 


Mis | ነ Š 
something that has not been used back to the tree 
for a long time. £ 

£ 


begged to differs politely trunk. 


disagree or disapprove 


а repeated rhythmic phrase, 
typically sung in unison by a crowd Moral: Common sense is seeing things as they 


envision: imagine as a future are and doing things as they ought to be. 


possibility; visualize, 


My daughters aged 8 and10 are very happy with the magazine. This is the first time 1 
have seen them read an entire magazine in one sitting. They have been able to relate to 
the comics and stories, and have shared them with their cousins too. lam happy to have "- 
chosen INTELLYJELLY for my kids, 


Saranya Palvannan 


Author анд Publish 
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HOW THe сане. сет HiS HUMP 


There was much work to be done when the earth 
was nearly new. In the desert, the animals 
started to help Farmer with all the work. Dog 
helped Farmer fetch and carry sticks. Horse 
and Ox helped Farmer plow the fields. However, 
Camel liked to be idle. Instead, while Dog, 
Horse, and Ox worked, Camel ate grass, drank 
water, and Looked at his reflection at the 
water's edge. On the first day, Dog suggested, 
1 "You could help me carry sticks." Camel 
replied, "Humph." On the second day, Horse 
suggested Camel carry Farmer into the fields. 
Camel replied, "Humph." 
On the third day, Ox suggested Camel help 
plow the field. Camel replied, 
"Humph." After the third day, 
suddenly, Desert Spirit 
appeared to the animals 
and said, 71 will take 
care of this.” Desert 
Spirit found Camel 
looking at his 
reflection— admiring 


his beautiful back. 
Desert Spirit said, 
“Because of your E 
Dog, Ox, and Horse did your 
share of the work.” ( 
"Humph," said Camel, as he | 
continued to Look at his 
reflection. 

“Don t say that again!” A κ; 
roared Desert Spirit. "Нитрћ,“ said Camel. 

As soon as Camel uttered the word, Desert 

Spirit caused a hump to grow on his back. “Now 
you have а `humph to carry. You will be able to 
work for three days without 

eating or drinking. That 

will make up for the 
days you missed.” 
And that's 
why, today, 
the camel 
hasa 


hump. 


nme 
Note: Pourquoi [рог- 
kwa] means "why" in 
French. These toles often 
stort in the past, e.g. A 
long, long time одо... and 
end when the explanation is 
complete. 
Pourquoi tales make readers 
WONDER ABOUT THE 
VARIOUS THINGS IN THE 
WORLD. it accelerates 
| children's wondering, 
| thinking, and exploring. 


Dearreaders, 

Now that you'have read the Pourquoi Story, it's time to wear a writers hat and 
become one. Following are two prompts for you to choose from and now write, 
your own Pourquoi Story. 


Write ү 
Pourquoi Tales 
and share with us at 


info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


፦- ..ፒ = B 


Author 


Eknoor Kaur is the gem of our school. She 
is a very versatile student, Be it academics, 
co-curricular or extracurricular activities, 
she always perseveres to do her best. She is 
the distinguished speaker of many 
programs organised by the school. Our 
school believes in cognitive development 
of achild, and Екпоог has set benchmark in 
this regard. She always follows directions 
promptly and accurately. | am sure she will 
continue to bring highest achievements in 
her life and set standards before others. 
Gurmeet Gupta 
Principal, Dayawati Modi Public School, 
Modinagar 


Eknoor is a budding author who enjoys 
writing short stories and poems during her 
leisure time. She always brings a smile to 
everyone's face with her sweet and soft 
voice. She is brilliant in academics and her 
favourite subject is English. She has won 
several awards in music, poetry and oration. 
Her very first and best-praised story is 
RESPECTING OTHERS which she wrote as a 
student of second standard. She is an ardent 
lover of cats and always ready to protect 
these innocent creatures. 
Dr. Gurpreet Singh 
and Ranjit Kaur 
Parents 


Two young twin sisters lived in a village. Their parents had 

taught them to respect everyone, no matter what the person's 

age or status was. Their Aunt, Jasbeer, who lived with them, was 
on the other hand, foul tempered. One evening, Aunt Jasbeer did 
not Like the soup made by their cook. 

“What kind of tasteless soup is this?” she said, and threw the 
soup bowl on the cook s face. 

The two sisters went to the cook and 
said, "We are sorry for our Aunt 

Jasbeer's behavior." 

Aunt Jasbeer felt foolish when she 
saw the children apologizing to the 
cook. From that day onwards, she 

too started treating everyone 


= 
p 


with respect. 


Eknoor Kaur, 8 years, 
3rd Standard, Dayawati Modi Public School, Modinagar 
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A. Gurpreet Singh 
and Ranjit Kaur 
Parent 


Samriddhi is an exceptionally talented 
student excelling in all the subjects, Her 
teachers often test her intelligence by giving 
her tougher assignments which she 
completes with ease. She has so much more 
potential to aim higher and conquer greater 
heights in her studies as well as extra 
curricular activities. 
Nurturing students like Samriddhi has 
always been important for Insight Academy 
which believes in the true holistic approach 
to education. Be it a student who requires 
help in understanding concepts or one who 
needs the additional motivation to aim 
higher, Insight Academy whole-heartedly 
embraces both sides. 
We are so very proud of you, Samriddhi. 
Well done! 
Jyothi M. Acharya, 
Principal, insight Academy, Bangalore 


Samriddhi has been a very creative and 
curious girl from an early age. She loves to 
listen to and writing stories which inspire 
her, We, as parents, are very proud of her 
and want to boost her self-esteem by 
assisting her in developing her imagination 
and creativity, 


Mr. Alok Kumar Arya and 
Mrs, Rakhi Pandit 
Parents 


в 
te 
A Long time ago, a camel was on his way to visit his friend. It 
was a very sunny day. While he was walking in the hot desert, 
he felt very thirsty. So, he started searching for water. 
Finally, he saw а pond. He led his way towards it. 


Upon reaching there, as soon as the camel was about to 
drink the water, he felt something weird. When he turned 
back and looked down, he saw that he has stamped on a 

cactus. With unbearable pain, he 


started running around and fell into a, 
small pit. His back got stuck in the 
rock of the pit. He used all his force 
to pull his back. He pulled and 
pulled, and as a result a hump was 
formed. This is why the camel 

has a hump today. 


Samriddhi Arya, 8 years, 
3rd Standard, Insight Academy, Bangalore 


Ө Abhimanyu Yadav, a 

⁄/ student of Grade V is 

known for his deep 

interest in Mythology 

which is an important part of 

any culture and plays a large role in rituals 
followed in our society. 


Abhimanyu’s involvement during the 
reading lectures at schoo! is tremendous. His 
spirit of curiosity further leads him to explore 
mythology in its true essence. This quality Is 
more deeply understood by his teachers 
when he always requests them to pick up 
stories from the Amar Chitra Katha series, 
Abhimanyu believes that reading 
mythological stories has helped him relate to 
others in his everyday life and also 
understand the difference between the good 
and the evil, thereby helping him lead a 
better and virtuous life. 
Heartiest congratulations to Abhimanyu on 
his new venture and we wish him all the very 
best in his further endeavours. 
Ms. Anjana Ramachandran, 
Principal, Swami Vivekanand International 
School, бога! Branch, Mumbai 


/ Abhimanyu is deeply 
м interested іп mythology. 
| He is very fond of books 
—" and informative videos of 
Devdutta Pattanaik and Amish 
Tripathi which are based on Mythology. 
He is extremely well mannered, and his kind and 
gentle demeanor is appreciated by everyone. 
While he is still working on his writing skills, һе is 
a keen observer of the writing styles of books 
like Amar Chitra Katha and Panchatantra. We are 
deeply grateful to INTELLYJELLY for selecting his 
story, and Ms. Anjana Ramachandran, principal 
of Swami Vivekanand International School, 
Goral, Mumbai for writing kind words which will 
surely motivate him to pursue his passion of 
mythological writing. 
Мг. Abhishek Yadav and Mrs. Komal Yadav 
Proud parents 


A TIGER CUB WHO BECAME 
A MASTER CHEF 


One day, in the Savanna, the tribals of the Amazon Forest found a 
little tiger cub trapped in a pit. 
The tribals rescued him and gave him meat to eat. Since he was 
alone, the tribals decided to Look after him. The cub was saved, but 
the tribals were worried that if the cub remained with them, one 
day, it will grow up and eat the tribal people. 
One wise old woman said that we доп + have to worry if we teach the 
cub to cook vegetarian food. The tribals agreed that this was the 
best idea to save the cub and to save themselves also in thfuture. 
And so, when the cub grew up, the women in the tribe started 
teaching him how to cook veggies; how much salt, water and spices 
to put, and the cub was very happy cooking. As the time passed, the 
cub became a great chef; an expert in making a variety of 
vegetarian food, and stayed happily with the tribals. 
One day, a tourist who was from a famous TV channel saw the cub | 
cooking and told the tribals that he should be on TV to show his 
cooking skills. The tribals agreed. The cub 
became a celebrity master chef and made the | 
tribals famous as well. 


Moral of the story: 
With intelligence, humans can turn a 
threat into an opportunity. 


Abhimanyu Yadav, 11 years, 
th Standard, Swami Vivekanand International School, 
Gorai Branch, Mumbai 
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Amgrah Bhatia 
Author 
Gurgaon, ΜΒ. 


Your CHILD can be the next 
PUBLISHED AUTHOR! 


1 would like to thank INTELLYJELLY, Mr 
Animesh and his team for being Amyrah's 


© 
mentors and her biggest supporters іп her G : | 
writing journey. They were able to bring out her 9 
desire to not only write but also write to the best ተድ "ት 


of her abilities. 
Hena Bhatia, Parent 


Loved by 
Children 


Endorsed by. 


arents Scon the QR code 
Type 'YES-Author & Publish 
Created by η send WhatsApp tous | 
Editor in chief Е a. Г | 
ARYEN NENWANI PRISHA PANDEY 


> ` 2 Ἑ 


e Author and Publish Жу 


Creative Writing Workshops —, 


Impromptu SCI, arae 


ur pen, let your imagination бу. 


Pick yo Prisha finds an old notebook 


hidden in her attic. What does 
it say? Who does it belong to? 


Author your st 
& Publish 


info@iNTELLWELLY.com 


Author and Publish ጭ። 


Creative Writing Workshops — À 


tory 

Impromptu S 

реп, р your imagination fly. Б TOPIC #23 

Pick y Arjun reaches home and finds 


that everything in the house is 
upside down. He sees a 
shadow... 


Author y 


for tee young ones Ga & Publish 


info@INTELLYJELLY.com 


ر 


E: when did you develop a 
passion for writing? 


Г have always been amazed by 
the wonders of poetry and 
prose, the way they impact us 
as people, and also the way 
they help us describe our 
emotions. This thought has 
helped me a lot in my journey to 
being a poetess. My parents 
have often mentioned, and | too 
have some faint memories of 
how when І was two years old, 
/ would sing nursery rhymes for 
my family. | can reminiscence 
their happy faces as | sang 
those rhymes. This evoked the 
desire to write something on my 
own; something that would 
make them just as happy. 
Somehow, poems happened 


naturally to me. And I gradually 
learned about verses, poems, 
sonnets and haikus. | nurtured 
this talent and continued to 
write and write; however, | 
never knew that | could actually 
publish these poems for the 
world to read. Yet, when | was 
twelve years old, | had an 
amazing idea which | took to my 
parents. | told them that ! 
wanted to share my poems with 
the world. My father suggested 
that | start documenting ту 
creations methodically. He also 
challenged me to write at least 
a hundred poems. Imagine my 
delight when | reached this 
milestone in a couple of months 
and we were ready to publish 
these poems. | was absolutely 
thrilled by this amazing 


accomplishment of mine, and | 
am quite excited that my book 
with nearly 5O of those hundred 
poems has been published now. 


Who are your favorite 
authors/books? 


My favorite book is the classic 
'Black Beauty' by Anna Sewell 
However, | am also interested in 
the 'Heroes of Olympus' series 
by Rick Riordan and the 
"Warriors' series by Erin Hunter. 


Have you thought about your 
very first book that you 
would want to get published 
with iNTELLYJELLY? How do 
you feel about it? 


That's a very good question to 
ask. With 'Poems for the Young 
at Heart' already published, | am 
really happy with my book and 
the way the INTELLYJELLY 
group has designed it. So, a big 
thanks to them... and | am quite 
thrilled by the fact that my 
book has been published. 


What do you aspire to be 
when you grow up? 


! have always known that if you 
follow your dreams with hard 
work, passion and 
determination, those dreams 
will come true, like mine. | 


a want to be a lot of metaphors like | do, and is very 
things, like plenty of other friendly and extroverted like 
young people. | love animals, so myself. 
| would love to be an animal 
conservationist, and | am 
already a poet and an author. | 
also love myths and legends, so 
| would love to be а 
mythologist! Even though Prisha is my 
favorite, | think if Г had to 
borrow someone, | would have 
to go with Mia. With her 
intelligence and kindness, she 
would be an amazing asset to 
I think of writing as a way to write about. 
express my emotions in the 
most peaceful manner possible 
and 1 find it quite relaxing and 
helpful for a person with strong | love painting and reading, and 
emotions like me. they are two of my favorite 
hobbies. | am also really into 


If you were to borrow an 
iNTELLYJELLY character in 
your book, which one would 
you choose and why? 


Do you think of writing as 
cathartic and relaxing or is it 
a way of opening up your 
heart to the world? 


What other things apart from 
writing interest you? 


Who is your favourite 
iNTELLYJELLY character and 
why? 


social life, reading and 
researching about different 
problems humanity is facing, 
Well, no surprise there, it's and how to solve them. 
Prisha! Not only because she 
shares my name, but also 
because | find her quite 
relatable! She loves sharing 


The iNTELLYJELLY story 
runs with many parallel 
themes of intrigue, drama, 


suspense, 
friendship etc. As a 
Та «ни + С 2 
gu m Goggle ^^ an author, which 
theme appeals to If as an author, you were 
you the most and asked to create a complex 
why? character with a mixture of 
traits that you had to choose 
ata ዝመ into from the INTELLYJELLY 


suspense and 
mystery novels 
with hints of magic 
and fantasy. | love 
how authors project | would create a character as 


characters, which traits 
would you want to endow 
your character with? 


pet these mysteries ina Carefree as Sattan, as intelligent 
A U те H ο रे fantastic way that as Mia, as helpful as Prisha, and 
T keeps their as kind as Arjun! So basically, it 
(е the rap at audience giving apt would include all of their 
4EART attention. amazing qualities! 
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HELLO FELLOW WRITERS, ፤ AM TAKSHVI 
KAUSHIK, A STUDENT OF AUTHOR AND PUBLISH 
WORKSHOPS BY iNTELLYJELLY. 


„= bed is made of bricks. 
There is a burger delivery window in the bedroom. 
There are fish outside the window. 
There isatapon the chest of drawers. 
There is a pig sleeping in the room. 
There is а plant growing out of the bed. 
There isa candle in the lamp. 
There isa manhole in the middle of the room. 


} 1. BIRYANI 4. PAAL PAYASAM 


2. NAAS 5. KULFI ICECREAM 
3. SAMOSA 6. MASALA TEA 


Giggle and laugh with iJoke! 


МА НА 


What would you 


3 еі s ተመመ” : find on a haunted 
: 3 each? 

3. Dahlia 8. Tulip : beach? 

4. Daisy 9. Sunflower Н 

5. Gerbera ፡ ል sand-witch! 


H: To start, begin at the bottom and apply а small dot 


7 


£ of glue. Press the start of the twine and let it dry. 


4) Keep going round, gluing every few inches 
= until you get to the starting point again. 


FETU ind Then, wrap up the narrow neck of the bottle in the same 
ὦ way and glue the end firmly. 


Skill: Develops fine motor 
skills and sequential 
thinking. 


= 
Kumbh Mela is 
visible from 
space! 


g for 


x : DEAR READERS, DO Y 


CURRENT AFFAI 


CURRENT 


AFFAIRS 


38 OF OTF ә 
DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


Agra has become the first city in India 


Agra: Uacuum-based to have a vacuum-based sewer system. 
Sewer System These vacuum-based sewers will be 


used in the city's public places. 240 
houses near the Taj Mahal have been 
connected with this sewer by the Agra 
Smart City corporation. These houses 
are in a low-lying area and а 
conventional sewer system cannot be 
installed here. This system has been 
designed in a way that it will 
automatically issue an alert if there is a 
choke or any other problem. 


Gi 

29% м, 
-N 
%, 
If pooping Ба ቼ% 
collofnature. * 

Does that mean 
farting is a missed 
coll? 


According to the 14th Assam rhino estimation, Rhinos in Manas National Park have higher life 
expectancy, however they need translocation support. 


A Rhino census was carried out with an estimated current rhino population of 40, in the park. Rhinos in 
this park have a male-female sex ratio of 1:1. The number of calves born in the wild reflects availability of 
welfare factors for fostering rhinos in the park. 


- ~ 52 —— comm 


DEAR ғ 
CURREN 
ІС HERS, 
| р DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
w mpn ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


Musk twitter 
Deal 


In one of the tech world's 


CURRENT 


AFFAIRS 


u admitted to Time 


Iron Man, Robert 
1 Musk 


or Jon Fovrea 


he 2008 film 
aracter Tony Stark ог 


Iron Man direct 
Magazine that in t 
ney Jr. based his ch 


Dow! 


biggest deals, Elon Musk is going 
to take control of the social 
media site Twitter for around 
USD 44 billion. 


Elon entered Stanford University in California to pursue a 
Ph.D. in applied physics. He dropped out after two days to 
start Zip2 Corporation with his brother Kimbal. Later, he 
sold the company to Compaq for $300 million. 


Husk was awarded the Gold Space Hedal in 
2010 for designing the first privately 
developed rocket to reach the orbit. 


Send us 


ny one recent N VS that 
you know and have read about 


info&PiNTELLYJELLY.com. 


The UN World Tourism Organization (UNWTO) has announced that Russia has decided to withdraw from 
the UNWTO. According to the UNWTO, Russia decided to withdraw from this organization ahead of a 
vote by the body to suspend Russia for its war against Ukraine. 


-— (|: 
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Nose and Ears 
continue to grow for 
your entire life. 


Black Forest cake has the 
same colors as the traditional 
dress of the inhabitants of the 

Black Forest in Germany. 


ж 


qa ( 
1०५9. ορ 


mi 


T 
Е k^ 680 
ger" 


&n OSTRICH'S 
eye is bigger than 
its brain. 


Зарап 15 Called те land of 


rising s, 
¿ un. 
It is the first counti s 


ο Ty to see ६ 
n. іп Japanese, the сои x 
called Nihon, Во riis 


th Nihon and 
from the 

: sam 
τὰς they literally mean à 
here the sun rises”, 


Japan originate 
words; 


~= 


is the smallest 
continent on earth. 


Benjamin Franklin is the inventor of 


electricity : In the year 1752, Benjamin Franklin 
conducted an experiment using a kite and key on a 
rainy day. He wanted to demonstrate the relationship 
between lightning and electricity. He flew the kite tied 
with a key during a thunderstorm. As he had expected, 
the electricity from the storm clouds transferred to the 
key and he got a shock. 


Find one new 
fact and share 
with us at 


HOW IS A DANISH PASTRY MADE? WHAT IS NEOCORTEX? 


ΕΞ 


| 
' 


WHY IS AN OPEN FIST PUNCH NOT ALLOWED IN WHICH INDIAN CITY HAS A VACUUM-BASED 


BOXING? SWAGE SYSTEM? WHICH WORLD FAMOUS 
MONUMENT IS THIS CITY KNOWN FOR? 


फेक. — 


WHAT IS KUMBH MELA? WHAT IS UNWTO? 


WHAT 15 INUKSUK? WHY 18 THE KUMBH MELA A COMMERCIALLY 


| SUCCESSFUL EVENT? 


“Тһе winners will receive a FREE 
book with their next month 
magazine delivery. 


m WHY DOES PRISHA FEEL HAPPY WITH OTHERS' 
WHAT 15 DACTYLOSCOPY? із) SUCCESS? t 


HOW DO YOU MAKE YOUR BRAIN RUN FASTER? 


HOW IS SAND MADE? 


| OJ ... : - 


WHICH SENSORY ORGANS КЕЕР GROWING 
HOW MUCH HAVE YOU SCORED ON THE 15) WITH AGE? 


MANNERS PAGE? HOW CAN YOU SCORE EVEN 
MORE? 


WHO IS ELON MUSK? WHAT HAS HE 


HOW MANY LINES ARE THERE IN A FINGER 16) ACQUIRED RECENTLY? 
12) ТІР? 


INTELLYJELLIANS, click а 
picture of your answers 


and send them to us at 


ngredients 
* Chunky peanut butter: 1/2 cup 


* Honey: 1/4 сир 


* Vanilla extract: 1/2 tsp 


* Non-fat dry milk powder: 1/2 
cup 


— Be the chef, 
cook and share 
your pictures at 

imfo@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


Fill in the blanks. Then, match the Indian Foods 
with the correct picture. 


Oats: 1/2 cup 


Cracker crumbs: 2 tbsp 


ethod 


Take peanut butter, 
honey, and the vanilla 


extract in a small bowl e о я 
<ҰЗ 
| «Ἄν В. УА | 

. Add milk powder, oats, D 

and the cracker crumbs, N__S 

and stir well. 

e ж” 5 МА ө 
. Shape the mixture into Ча” 
РА РУА Μ 


balls. 


ΠΜΣ ЗАЕМ Де 
o gé b М-5-АТ-А ο J 


. Cover and refrigerate 


before serving. 


Please refer to page 48 for answers. 
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Parent Мате:.... 
Child Name: ... 


Contact number: 


Parent Мате:. 


е Fill in five promising contacts below 
with whe 
for the magazine subscription. 


е Share the happiness of reading INTELLYJELLY with 


friends and cousins. 


от you want us to contact 


Parent Name: 
Child Name: ..- 


Contact number: 


Parent Name 


Child Name 


Contact number: .. 


Parent Name 
Child Name: 


Contact number: 


DADAJI, MY FRIENDS COME ONE. 


ALSO WANT TO READ COME ALL 
iNTELLYJELLY? WHAT ያ SURE, THEY SHOULD! 
TO DO? WOULD YOU FILL THEIR |Ң Parent Мате:.. 
NAMES AND NUMBERS 

_ ON THIS PAGE? 


Child Name: 


Contact number: 


Parent Мате:... 
Child Name: — 


Contact number: 


Parent Name: 
Child Name: .. 


Contact number: 


(6 JELLY Senior 


Intelligent reading is fun! 


NEUTRALIZE YOU NOW 


m opportunity 


to publish 
your CHILD'S 
and 
1 
your CREATIVITY! я 
GURMEHAR KAUR AARNA WADHAWAN 
6% CE Gens > it 


~Anureeta, Parent 


„а. UTEAING Ж 


DISHA VERMA $ GAURI AGARWAL 
66^o mplishment > GGA sen omplishment 
2 n e for my 
Dish Thank youl i 
~Nidhi, Parent ~Tanvi, Parent ፤ 
Сгеацуе = = > 
ADRIJA CHOWDHURY 8 22 ANULEKHA NAMBIAR 
66" low looki 9 4 5 [44 Good = зегіепсе. Will we е 


сору 
ех Anthology Book 
~Ruchira, Parent 


~Radhika, Parent цу 
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/ EXPRESSION iN WRITING ^ 
| 7 15 AN ESSENTIAL SKILL OF 
| TODAY'S DIGITAL ERA. 


Give your article some well | 
_ deserved visibility. 2 


Create A Lifetime Milestone! 


= PROACTIVE 


Acknowledge. Correct. Learn. 


9 reading в fun! 


G reetings iNTELLYJELLYians 


| am delighted to extend an invitation to your parents to share their views оп the 
subject "Ве Proactive’. This initiative, where your parent's views will be 
published, will benefit thousands of our readers across the globe. Sharing opinions 
on a subject helps others and ourselves widen our horizons. 


в. 1: Have your parents express their opinion on the matter in about a hundred words. 
Step 2: Take a photo of you and your parent(s) 
Step 3: Send Ито info@iNTELLYJELLY.com by mail 


The best entry will be featured with a photograph onthis page. 


I am looking forward to have you and your parents 
represent the iNTELLYJELLY brand! 


-Animesh, Editor in Chief 


DT हठ कलर जनक क = 
! | 
! 1 
ur | Your | 
न ' я 

parent's ' parent's : 

1 1 
pic here! i views here! : 
' 1 
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Animesh Tiwari, an alumnus of ИМ Calcutta is an ex-telecom professional with more than two decades of domestic and 
international experience. He was laurelled for his recent success when the Delhi Education Ministry selected iNTELLYJELLY for 
the ‘Happiness curriculum’. The selection by Reliance Jio and Bharti Foundation are also a few key landmarks of success.His 
solo moto is weaving enjoyable reading, while iNTELLY/ELLY shapes the sprouts. 
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ΕΒ ARE THE BEHAVIOURS THAT YOU 
SHOW WHEN YOU ARE AROUND OTHER 
PEOPLE. HAVING GOOD MANNERS MEANS 
THAT YOU ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL. 


Good Manners 
Share a pic of your 


ге 
Match the question with the correct ons таппег5 sheet at 


ny ሁ info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 
(2 2 > መሙ = 


1. When someone is walking in front of you, fire you ok? 
and you want to go ahead, you soy... 


^ 2. When you are using something and you I'm sorry! 
let someone else use it too, it is called ... 
8. When you ask for something, you say... Respect 
^ 
4. When you receive something, you say... Nice to meet д“ 
` 5. When you receive a gift, you senda ... Thank you! 
6. If your parents ask you to do something, 
L you show them... Please! 
3. If you make someone else upset or sad, Itwas my fault: 
1 you say... 
8. If someone 15 having a bad day and you Thank you 
see these upset, you ask... card 
9. When you meet someone, you say... Sharing! 
` 10. When you know you are not wrong but Excuse me! 


you love the other person, you say 


даза> 


linn (inner (mae 1 [шесе πο τω | ІШ 


Design: Avdesh Рандаг 


E far, you read... 


BE PROACTIVE : 
The Principal of Rimnin International, the Chinese 


Acknowledge. Correct. Learn school, challenges Principal sir and his students for 
the upcoming annual interschool championship. 
They always win through unfair practices. Principal 
sir decides to take Dadaji's help. 


Author: Animesh Tiwari 
Co-author: Shakun 


1АМА 
PARTNER-PLAYER SUPERHERO. 
| As Dadaji had 


expected, his 
army 
experiences 
some 
unexpected 
events. 

Dadaji informs 


The Chinese Rimnites surprise the Indian Mr. Governor 
students by arriving ahead of time. They about the dirty 
start playing their dirty tricks as soon as tricks being 
they arrive. Mr. Ki Don from the Chinese played by the 
school continues calling and dominating the Chinese 

Indian students. Partner Player Prisha gives Rimnites. _ 

a befitting reply. 


о Ф С ANOPEN \ 
FIST PUNCH! REALLY! 


NO WAY! THE CHINESE 
ΕΑΝ BE DISQUALIFIED ( 
AS THIS I$ NOT A LEGAL 
Z MOVEIN BOXING. 


ΠΛ 


ኣሪ 


The Indo-China Championship continues with jo 
all spirits. Sattan G wins the boxing round as 
his counterpart gets disqualified. The 


$ 
- Ὁ 
children notices that Dadaji is keeping busy Wh at happens next... 
somewhere. 


2 д Е 5 w 


Ems 


© | 


E: WILL 


IN 


m 2% би ы 
ШЕШУ SATTAN! © е 
WAKE UP! YOU ARE С je / 
2 LATEAGAN! < 


ES faces you see in your People born blind experience Ἢ 


of dreams, but not th 

reams are probably those rough the 

pue you already know or Sense of sight. Instead, they | 
have seen before. have dreams that are reliant on 


the other senses. 


You cannot read or tell `, 


time in your dreams. \ 


= 


Within five minutes of waking - 


ӨМ ως 50% of your dream is 
forgotten. 


መው though your body | 
is resting when you ' / 


sleep. your mind is more 
active than when you're 
उ, Г 
————— 
ef if mazing | 


i 11 TOIT] 
а || | ҮТҮ! 


| ||ህ 


Dear iNTELLYJELLYians. talking 
to yourself about your problems 
right before bed can make your 
brain focus on them more 
intently as you sleep. You might 
even find your answers in your 
sleep! Well at least some times. 


Ае NOT 
FUL THAT 


DAY 


All things come 
to those who 
wait. 


It will happen 


aally, so until 


ፍ 


AND TURNED О 


IS TIME I 
HAIRMAN 


Toss and turn 
Not able to sleep 


Fu CHAMPIONSHIP 


t S EXTENSIVELY BUT HAS መሚ 
JRMATION А us, | 
LTHE TIME. THIS HAS ОҒТЕМ | 
ME WONDER HOW MANY Д 


HOLY MOLY! 


BOMBING UST 


(expect የሺ unexrecten. | 
nd 


ЛА 


LA = & 73 
— 


7 ΤΗΕΥ МЕРЕ 
ЕРЕ СОМ 


ж THIS FINDING. 
ARJUN GAVE US AN 


s 
Mincing the 
words 


eak in a very 


? 2 


LISTENING, Y 
НЕ НЕ! | 


т ARGH! THEY Š 
) CANSEEME! 


1 


халай 


— < 


AND MY PINK 
FUZZY FUR 
~ SLIPPERS ТОО?? 


ARE MY POLKA | 
| DOT SHORTS ALSO ( 
VISIBLE ТО att? т 


SAKHT SING, YOU HAVE / 7 
| CONTROLLED А FEW iPsv/ ДИ 
ROBOTS, BUT NOT ALL. “ЩЕ 
SEE THIS. 


за HOW IS THE 
WEATHER NOW? 


ὅς ) ENOUGH IS NOT ENOUGH! - 
Í IWILL NOW SEND MY DRONE 
ARMY. HERE IT GOES. . 


) GRRUIPSY! 
L you Lousy 
> ጨጾዐፀ0ፐ: 


NN NEUTRALIZE YOU NOW 


Райа]? proactive way to manage a mistake is to 
ACKNOWLEDGE IT INSTANTLY, 
CORRECT AND LEARN FROM IT. 


κ 
This turns a failure to successl ПА 


=== -ο- 


е: PREFERRED ІМ 
2 “Zx ( ቹ 


TO WIN. N 


EVEN AFTER SUCH 
BRILLIANT THINGS I 


Sir Ki Don’ 


PLANNED, THEY | 
^ COULDN'T SECURE 
2 A WIN. 
frustrated, b = 
his anger ΤΙ 7 
makes him 


RUDEST PERSON 
i IPSY! 


> dn USELESS 
; DRONES! 


THESE KIDS OF 

MINE ARE NO 

_ GOOD. 
m 


J USELESS | 
: ха 


SIR КІ DON!! 
= < 


x NEXT, DADAJI? 
` 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


/ 


| WHAT HAPPENS NEXT? / HAPPENS NEXT? / 


KEEP READING 
iNTELLYJELLY 


e (и: [5] |. ብ p- 


* m SQUARES WITH CONCENTRIC CIRCLES ~ 


y Dear reader 

| Wassily Kandinsky (166 a Russian-born artist who | 

| made his name rking ir any in r E 

| Expressionism is an art f е A 
nd emotions, usually 

г 

| 

| 

| 


о, This is Kandinsky's most recognisable work. This drawing 
Shows how Kandinsky perceived different colour 
combinations 


κοιν ο ο СҮТ" „М. © ००7. тури т” FN 
πα сп L 
my 


Mail your art at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


в NTELLYJELLY ians, I HELP YOU 
THROUGHOUT T OK BY SHARING THE 
MEANINGS OF WORDS 
DIG, DIG, DIG, WORD MEANING DIG 
I NEED YOUR INTELLIGENT HELP NOW. FLIP 
THROUGH THE 255, DIG OUT THE MEANINGS 


OF THE WORDS GIVEN BELOW AND WRITE THEM 
EE 


“с Be 


a, 
ዕ ብ 
! / PATROLLING 


MINCING THE 
WORDS 
TO BE SNOWED 
UNDER 
ез C 
ONCE AND FOR | 
ALL 
АШУЕ АМО CROOK 


KICKING 


Dig the word 
meanings and send 
to us at 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


B READERS, YOU KNOW WHAT A NATURE \ 
LOVER ARJUN IS. HE WENT OUT IN THE SNOW 
TO EXAMINE HOW MANY SIDES A SNOWFLAKE 
HAS, AND HOW SOUND TRAVELS IN SNOW. NOW, 
HE IS FEELING COLD BUT HAS LOST HIS WAY. 
PLEASE HELP HIM FIND HIS WAY TO THE FIRE. , 


т — HOCUS-POCUS! EVERYBODY ^ 
FOCUS. THIS ACTIVITY IS FUN, IT k 
WILL SOON ВЕ DONE. 


БІ) 


AR 


L3 


E - $^ £ 
ኛም = 5 а?" p с 
፡ ο. ας --- 
А ДЕ “ይዳ Zs 
и / j 
z vy ፊ Please refer to page 35 
4 for answers. 
२१३४०५ suy ሪ 


СЕ = 


Bš Soko ^ ጀሜ 


DEAR READERS, SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY SOLVING | 


| 
\ THIS SUDOKU PUZZLE WITH ME 
ዶ 


4 
` — REMEMBER, EVERYTHING SEEMS DIFFICULT / 
... BEFORE IT GETS EASIER. p Qu p 


= 


(б) 
и 


Please refer to page 35 for answers. «С AM 


t falls in drops or torrents but 


never gets hurt, what is it? 


ἐξ 
ата. ә 


DEAR READERS, IN EACH SENTENCE, FILL THE 

FIRST BLANK WITH SHOULD OR SHOULD NOT, 

AND FILL THE SECOND BLANK WITH WORDS 
USING THE PICTURES AS HINTS. 


~ Save the Environment ./ 


м“ use our bikes instead of 
к __________ transport. 
ἘΝ .......-....--. Ц. We Рам 

userecycled 2 RAN SP 


д 6. Ме 


. We = 


keep the | 


use energy efficient 


on all day. 


T tudies sho 


awareness 


1 love INTELLYJELLY 


nitiative for the kids 
mative. The magazine у, 
gether. The monthly delivery is on time and JSS 
ked 


t. This se 
3 fun way 


p 
/ DEAR READERS \ 


N 
| HERE ARE A FEW SIMPLE 2 7 | 
| STEPS ТО SOLVE RG | 

1. READ THE WORD LOUDLY. 
|) 2. KEEP SAYING THE WORD LOUDLY UNTIL YOU FIND IT 


8. AS YOU FIND EACH WORD, KEEP CIRCLING IT 
SOON YOU WILL FIND ALL THE WORDS 


E. iL 


L 
E 
о 
[e 
n 
0 
Р 
0 
5 
5 
R 
R 
N 


πιο Στ ጋ ጠ ώ መሀ г ሠ 


POINTS TABLE 


σα з0РОМТЗ Bi 120 POINTS 


DOLPHN[ ]: LossteR [-] ! SEAHORSE С) 
shrimp [| 13: (СО зешуяѕн ] | 
: ¦ OCTOPUS 
LIONFISH | I have scored out of 120 
points. 


Ihave got stars from 


Share a pic of your my parents. 


Word Search sheet at j — ..  ኤ 
info@INTELLYIELLY.com Please refer to page 35 for answers. 


= There  ኃ basketball resting on the ring. 
. There is a penguin in the window reading a book. 
. The goalkeeper is dressed as Santa Claus. 
. The player is wearing toy cars in stead of shoes. 
5. The match referee isa cat. 
6. One player is dressed as an astronaut 
2 7. There isa sock on one player's hockey stick. 
8. The players are playing with a donut. 


26 1 ana 
5|53 8፡16 |2 
112 6 БЕІН 
за |5 2 
а |1 2 |3: 5 a 
615 3 |2 1 


οσο σε το σενα 


- JUICER - D 4-HOTPOT-C 
2 - TOASTER - E 5 - MIXIE MACHINE - В 
3-КЕТТІЕ-А 


Giggle and laugh with iJoke! 
- | А на 


Did you hear about 
the snowman who fell 
in love with a mitten? 


It was glove at first sight. 


= Randhir in Chandrahridaya 

\ Kingdom. At one point, it so happened that 
robberies increased significantly in town 
Despite intense efforts to the 
, the robberies did not stop. Finally, 
ре King Randhir decided to solve the problem by 
catching the thief himself. The king disquised 
himself as a common man and started patrolling the town. 
Randhir succeeded when he found the thief. But, to his surprise, it 
was not just one thief, rather, it was an entire gang that was robbing 
the town. The king put his life in danger and caught the gang of 
thieves. 


While the thieves were being paraded through the town, a trader's 


Or upon a time, there lived a King 


- mother is my first and best teacher. In 


this 1.5gears of lockdown my mother has | | 


taught me to read and write.No one can do 


you better than your mom. | LOVE U MOM 


Dear readers, let us 
know who your 
favourite teacher 
is and what makes 
him/her so special. 
T her 
Jyoti Verma 


daughter Looked at one of the thieves and fell in Love with him. She 
requested her father to save the life of that thief. However, King 
Randhir was determined to punish all the robbers, so he did not agree 
to spare the thief. The next day, the thief was taken for execution. 
When he heard about the trader's daughter and her feelings for him, 
at first he Laughed and then he cried. 
"бо, Vikram, can you tell why the thief first laughed and then cried?” 
asked Betaal. a 
Vikram replied, "The thief 
first Laughed because he 
pitied such a nice girl for 
falling in Love with a 

like himself, and 
then he cried because he 


Ez that had such a nice girl come into his life earlier, he 
would not have had to walk this walk to execution.” 


ЕТ are right, oh mighty king! I 

. Shall spare your life, but as you 

\ have said something I will go 
\ back now!!” 


a check or restraint on something After 
а person or thing that is likely to \ d H 
cause harm; a threat or danger | eclaring 


patrolling: keeping a watch over | this, Betaal 


[an area) by regularly walking or 


traveling around it | 

አመል | fled back to 
displayed (someone or something) 

whe marching ormovngarouda | the tree 


place 


| trunk. 
| Morql: 


Love conquers all. 


a person who is dishonest or a 
criminal 


We аге absolutely in love with ІМТЕЦУЈЕЦУ, It is one of the best children's 
magazines with tons of activities. My 6.5 yr son jumps with joy when he 
receives his copy and gets glued to it. | would strongly recommend this у 
amazing magazine to ай children out there!! Worth reading!! Ñ 


Preeti Abraham 


е 


Өт 


Author and Publish 


Creative Writing Workshop 


£. Your CHILD can be the next oe 
PU BLISH ED AUTHOR! Scan | Type ‘Demo-Author & Publish’ 


Send WhatsApp 


Pourquoi -. 
Tales = 


Many, many years ago, when 
animals talked to one 
| another, there was a turtle 
who liked to talk... a Lot. 
| There were two swans who 
| loved listening to Turtle. 
| One sizzling summer, 
there was no rain, and the 
| pond dried up. The forty suans 
who lived in that pond decided to 
leave. One swan said, "Turtle, we must leave 
ሪ Т and find a new home. We are going to take 
l off first thing іп ከይ morning." 
= न "Oh, | wish | could go with you!” said Turtle. 
| "If we hold a stick in our beaks, then you 
ғ | could grab onto the stick. You will have to 
' hold on tight while we fly,” said Swan. 
| "Wonderful!" exclaimed Turtle. 
"Since you will have fo grab the stick with 
your mouth,” said the first swan, “you will 
not be able to talk. If you utter even one 


4 
ሮ 


Author анд Publish 


WHY THe TURTLE SHELLS Look, CRACKED 


a 


AN 


Ad 


Creative Writing Workshops 
7-- መ 


p" 


be quiet as she was hanging 
n by the stick. Over the 
1 mountain, Turtle saw a 
| е new lake. Its size and 
beauty were 
breathtaking. Turtle 
could not hold her 
excitement. She opened 
her mouth and said, 
"Amazing!" 
The next thing that happened was that she 
fell to the ground. Ker-sploosh! Turtle hit 
the ground with a big thud. 
Swans asked, "Are you all right?" 
"Aah, | am sore, but | think | will = iKnow 
be just fine,” said Turtle. У ረ=ኘ 


"What happened to your “ 


back?" asked Swan 
Turtle turned to Look 
at her back and saw 
a mosaic of a shell. 


Note: Pourquoi [por-kwa] 


word, you will fall. Can you stay quiet?" "I guess it 
Turtle nodded in agreement. The next сос, m id is complete 
morning, the two swans Launched into the жәлеп m зада Qo o r چ‎ 
air with Turtle between them. = дам THINGS IN THE WORLD. They 
Turtle saw a splendid snow- » 5 > hildren's wa 

Essere rotta. She ΤΕ 5 зе; thinking, and exploring abilities 

almost said something, but ክፎ: ህብ 

then remembered she had to 

Om 40 
\W 7 
9 γ΄ 


см». Š 


ee readers, 

Now that you have read the Pourquoi Story, it’s time to wear a writers hat and 
become one. Following are two prompts for you to choose from and now writet 
your own Pourquoi Story. 


° [love INTELLYJELLY 


| къо оа bor куйнына We ios rade or ur i. He RS навонон 
and eagerly awaits new editions. Each edition has a good mix of creative activities 
} like coloring, jumbled words and matching the items, and many interesting 
stories. 
We just felt the stories were a little long and segregated. Would suggest keeping 
short stories, poems and interesting facts and reading about nature/science etc 
4 Also, please include a few physical activities like small projects for this age group. 
Allinallit'sa great magazine and am sure it will help in children's overall growth 
Rajat Gupta. 


€ кү 
р ١ 9) 
Author анд Publish vw 
iini iia i μμ ο ή “95 


Creative Writing Workshops SR 


ΕΡΕ 


| 
] 
T 


------------------ᾱ---------π----ππη 
s H 
5 H 


Author 4 
Қ ай Author анд Publish 


Creative Writing Workshops... 


TEAM WORK 


Prisha acquired a new superpower. 
She could nou Яу. But Superman 
did not seem too happy about it. 
So, Prisha stopped using her 
superpower 
One day, two kids called Chuchu 
and Chichu were playing next to the 
mountain. Suddenly, a Large rock started 
rolling down. Chuchu and Chichu started 
screaming, "HELP! HELP!" Hearing this, Superman 
| eame to help them. He tried and tried and tried, but 
ossa | һе could not push the rock back, even with his 
superpower. Seeing this, Prisha ran to help 
Superman. At last, they pushed the rock away. 
"Thank you, Prisha. | could not have pushed this rock 
away without your help. Now | understand that 
teamwork can help us achieve а Lot more than 
> working alone,” said Superman. 
loring rich Indian с * From that day onward, Prisha and 


ве along with reading 


novels among many others. H ior Superman started working 
or writing began with a passion for { i 
reading. There is no limit to imaginatio: ` together. 
especially when it comes to a child, and 4 
5 he г Dishaa. She is currently 
ies and planning to 


Dishaa Dinesh, 5 years. 
4th Standard, PNC Cognitio School 


n5 m 


Съ 
Author анд Publish 5-4 
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Creative Writing Workshops... 


Who stole my chameleon? 


Arjun is my best friend, but his best friend is a chameleon! 
Con you believe it? It is, you see, an unusual pet for an 8- 
year-old boy. But Arjun loves him like с sibling, or 
something. 

Anyway, coming to the point. The other day, 1, Vihaan, lost 
this reptilian pal of Arjun s! Okay, I'll tell you everything 

| am a budding scientist and | like to create my own 
formulas. | was making a secret formula which makes 
things or people go invisible. | was pet-sitting the 
chameleon, Girgit. Girgit is very naughty and curious and 
he escaped his cage. | just couldn + find him. | was very sure 
that someone stole him. How was | going to break the news 
to Arjun? | was super scared. 

So, when Arjun came back asking for Girgit, | was scared 
but | decided to tell him the truth that either he hod 
escaped or someone had stolen him. Arjun was very sad but 
he was happy that | had told him the truth. Suddenly, we saw 
things moving around, but no one was moving them. The 
leaves of the plants were being eaten and small footprints 
of mud were being made on the floor. We were very very 
shocked! Just then | realised something. The invisibility 


га 


formula! Haybe 

Girgit hod eaten it as it looked Like 

colourful candies and was very 
tempting. 

ily, | had also mode an ‘anti-invisibitity 

formula! It Looked like a yummy pizza slice. | decided to 


Luck 


tempt Girgit with it. We kept it near his cage and affer a 
while, a bite was token οὔ it. We waited a while until we saw 
Girgit coming to colour and also changing his colours! 

We were so happy that we finally found Girgit and that no 
one hod stolen him. As for the invisibility and the onti- 
invisibility formulas, | now keep it Locked inside my secret 
lob. 


Viam has avery curious mind and a thirst for 


knowledge. He 
and cultures, 


loves to explore new places 
and is especially good at 


numbers. He has a very imaginative mind and 
often weaves tales of his own. Lego building is 


another hobby of his. 


Vishakha Naware an Naware, 07 years 
Parents 3rd Standerd, Jasudben ML School, 
Кһаг West, Mumbai 
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Impromptu Stoy πατε 


nation fiy As per Norse mythology, Thor is a god 
associated with lightning, thunder, and 
storms. He resembles the Indra God of P 
Hindu mythology. One morning, you woke 
up and found both of them sitting in your 
living room. What will happen now? 


ck your pen, let your imag! 


Author your story 
& Publish 


info @INTEUY)ELLY сот 


Writing 


Author анд Publish 


Creative Writing Workshops 


[promptu Story 


fly 
our pen, let your! 
Pick ү τρ 


You are given the gift of being a 
pirate hunter on the high seas, 
along with Partner Player 
Prisha. How have you two 
performed? What all have 

you done? 


Author your story 
& Publish 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


Y mend iNTELLYJELLY 
re iNTELLYJELLY 


* Mystery 


& Adventure 


Ordinary 


x ИРЕ BAKSHVI KAUSHIK 


Author | 6 Yrs 


dream of publishing my book 
come true! 9 


When did you develop a passion for 
writing? 


When | was two-and-a-half years old, | used 
to love singing nursery rhymes and poems 

By the age of five, | had started writing my 
own stories. | kept on getting ideas in my 
head. It was like magic! All the time, | used to 
write stories and keep them in my head. But 1 
NEVER EVER imagined that | would get those 
very stories published! But iNTELLYJELLY has 
made my dream come true! 


— )( دن سے 


Who are your favorite authors/books? 


І absolutely love Enid Blyton, Е.В White, 
Sudha Murty and Roald Dahl. | also like The 
Famous Five and The Secret Seven series by 
Enid Blyton. 


Have you thought about the very first 
book that you would want to get 
published with iNTELLYJELLY? How do 
you feel about it? 


My very first book published by 
iNTELLYJELLY is called Magic, Mystery and 
Adventure. It is available on Amazon and 
Google Books. 


What do you aspire to be when you grow 
up? 


Гуе always wanted to be an author, an artist, 
a singer, a musician and a scientist because 
these things keep me happy, and | like 
happiness inside me and all around me. Also, 1 
want to help people and take care of the 
environment :-) 


Do you think of writing as 
cathartic and relaxing or is 
it a way of opening up your 
heart to the world? 


| believe writing is a way to 
open my heart out to the 
world and express my 
thoughts in a way nothing 
else can. 


Who is your favourite 
iNTELLYJELLY character 
and why? 


My favourite character is 
Prisha because she is so 
calm, kind, humble, and 
selfless. 


If you were to borrow an 
iNTELLYJELLY character 
for your book, which one 
would you choose and 
why? 

If | were to pick an 
iNTELLYJELLY character, | 
would choose Sattan because 
he adds a great lot of humor 
to a story. 


What other things apart 
from writing interest you? 


| love descriptive writing 


66 тнт possesses a great imagination 


and в an avid reader. Her 
adventurous nature and 
thoughtfulness are reflected in the 
stories she writes. She has worked 
with national and international 


brands aan influence, — 99 


because with this type of 
writing | can take my 
imagination to far and 
endless worlds of story 
magic 


The iNTELLYJELLY story 
runs with many parallel 
themes of intrigue, drama, 
suspense, friendship etc. 
As an author, which theme 
appeals to you the most 
and why? 


| love adventure and 
friendship. | love adventure 
because that's the time that 
mystery appears. Friendship 
too is VERY important in my 
opinion. Without friends 
there will be no one to invite 


= О — 


15, МУКА 


замепиице 


you to a slumber party and 
there will be no one to play 
with you when you are 
feeling lonely. 


If as an author, you were 
asked to create a complex 
character with a mixture of 
traits that you had to 
choose from the 
iNTELLYJELLY characters, 
which traits would you 
want to endow your 
character with? 


| would have Sattan's 
carefree attitude, Mia's 
intelligence, Prisha's 
calmness, Arjun's sensitivity, 
and Dadaji's wisdom 


= live where there 
15 food, moisture, 
oxygen and a favorable 
temperature. 


E rocodile's jaws сап 


pounds 
Of pressure Per Square inch ~ the 
f any animal in the world, 
тап 5 score іс only 100. 


Strongest bite o 


5 аге 

Killer Whale: 

highly Intelligent and 
can coordinate 
hunting tactics. 


F RS, OR 


В | ° DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
1-— ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


Speclal|seriesjoficoinsjon 25, 
Azadi Ka Amrit Mahotsav E. 


Prime Minister Narendra Modi has launched a 
special series of coins that are also 'visually 
impaired friendly". The coins with the 
denominations of Rs 2, 5, 10 and 20 will have the 
Azadi Ka Amrit Mahotsav (AKAM) design. These 
new series of coins will remind people of the 
goal of AMRIT KAL and motivate people to work 
towards the development of the country. = 


cheetahs from South Africa and Namibia. 
Cheetahs, that had become extinct in 
India, will be released into the wild in 
Madhya Pradesh by the end of 2022. 


Sachin Tendulkar will 


ontinue as the Goodwill Ambassador 


the United Nations Children's Fund 
(UNICEF) working for the welfare of 


inderprivileged children for a record 20th 


year. In 2003, he was chosen to take the 


lead in the initiative to cr 


wareness 


and promote polio prevention in India 


— С @ — ле, чана 
Design: Мапој Makode 


СИМ CURRENT 


E г: DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 


— ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


Arati Prabhakar 
То De as 


US president Joe Biden is expected to name 
Arati Prabhakar as the head of the White 
House Office of Science and Technology Policy 


(OSTP). Arati would be the first woman and Send us 
any one recent News that you 


the first person of color to serve as science Ded ማመ መ” 


adviser to the President of the United States info@INTELLYIELY.com 


The world’s largest living plant has been 
identified in the shallow waters off the 
coast of Western Australia. The sprawling 
seagrass, a marine flowering plant known 
as Posidonia australis, stretches for more 
than 112 miles (180 kilometers) in Shark 
Bay, а wilderness area protected as а 
World Heritage site. 


BL 
- i 


í 


The first Bharat Gaurav tourist train connecting pla: 


rcuit in India and 


ciated with the Ramayar 


Nepal was flagged off from the Safdarjung Railway 


Station in New Delhi. The Bharat Gaurav train ዱዬ- 

carrying 500 tourists from India will arrive а the md 
Ы (бы lA 

Janakpur Dham railway station in Мера € ክር 


= 
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Chameleons һауе 
extremely long tongues, 
sometimes as long as 
their bodies? 


шоп people in 
ናማ regularly 
practice yoga. 


Yoga's origins can be traced to 
northern India over 5,000 years 
ago. The word yoga was first 
mentioned in ancient sacred texts P 
called the Rig Veda. The Vedas are 
a set of four ancient sacred texts 
written in M мы 


Rows of trees that are grown 
along the coastal areas to 
reduce the impact of Cyclones 


are called Mangroves. 


The bird Albatross 
has the widest 
wingspan. 


bs. 


ነ 


ІТЕК 
4 ከዘር that соп WW ርር 
| is the longest w only | 
| 9 і5 222 using the letters = کے‎ 
Я bame e row on the keyboa 
A on on 
ВАРРУ 
У А 

Дешан ‘Gitanjali’ ва collection of poems | 
— s - the Bengali poet Rabindranath 

Тадоге. Тадоге received the Nobel 
al Prize for Literature in 1913. It isa 
4 Part of the UNESCO Collection of 


Representative Works. Its central 
theme is devotion, and its motto is "I 
am here to sing thee songs", 


The original - of 
Mickey Mouse was 
Mortimer Mouse. 


Find one new 


fact and share 
with us at 


I love INTELLYJELLY 
Lyf ghthe 


Winners 
of these ६ 


“Тһе winners will receive a FREE 
WHICH IS THE LONGEST WORD THAT YOU CAN book with their next month 
WRITE USING THE LETTERS FROM ONLY ONE magazine delivery. 
WHICH INDIAN PLAYER IS THE GOODWILL 


ROW ON THE KEYBOARD? 
57 | AMBASSADOR OF UNICEF? 


WHAT IS'GITANJALI? 


27 
Bj 
V 
 —— 


WHICH 15 THE WORLD'S BIGGEST PLANT? 


ES] - 
29 
...-- 
й 


HOW MUCH TIME САМ А SNOWFLAKE ТАКЕ 
6] TO REACH THE EARTH FROM А CLOUD? 
WHERE HAD YOGA ORIGINATED? AND WHEN? 


WHERE DO YOU FIND MANGROVES? 


iNTELLYJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 
and send them to us here 


Design: Avdesh Patidar 


ης ЕН: 


“теуі 


Ingredients 


* Cubed Watermelon: 4 cups 
* Onion cut lengthwise: 1 big 
* Mintleaves: 15-20 sprigs 


* Lemon juice: 1/4 cup 


* Extra virgin olive oil: 1/2 cup 


* Sesame Seeds: 3 tbsp ч y at 


* Salt and pepper to taste info& iNTELLYJELLY.com. 


* Fetacheese or crumbled paneer: 
1/4 cup 


ethod 


Cut the watermelon into cubes, 
discard the seeds and keep 
aside. 


Look at the pictures of kitchen appliances on the left. Fill in 
the missing letters and match them to their shadows. The first 
one has been done for you. 


° № M_X__ nc 


ы - 3-4 
e £y к οφ» 


Cut the onion lengthwise and 
add to the watermelon. 


In a bowl, whisk together 
lemon juice, extra virgin olive 
oil, salt, and pepper. 


4. Addthis dressing to the 
watermelon and onions. 


Mix well 


6. Sprinkle some sesame seeds on 
top of the salad along with feta 
cheese or crumbled paneer. 


7. Garnish it with mint leaves and 
serve immediately. 


8. Your refreshing, sweet, and 
sour ‘Watermelon and Mint 
Salad’ is ready. 


ө = КТ Е о iy 


е Share the happiness of reading iNTELLYI with 
ные. E 
. FS тоа содын below 
you дива пикае 


for 


Parent Мате:... на Е - Parent Мате:. 
Child Name: - e = Child Name: .. 


Contact number: .... - = Contact number: ... 


Parent Мате Parent Name 
Child Name - Child Name: - 


Contact number: —" Contact number: 


Parent Name 
Child Name: 


Contact number: 


DADAJI, MY FRIENDS 
ALSO WANT TO READ 
INTELLYJELLY? WHAT ያ SURE, THEY ЗНОШ 
то ро? WOULD YOU FILL THEIR ፳ሽ Parent Мате:... 
NAMES AND NUMBERS 
ON THIS PA 


Child Name: 


Contact numbe 


Parent Name: 
Child Name: .. 


Contact number: ... 


Parent Мате:.... 
Child Name: ... 


Contact number: 


6 iNTELLY 
J ШУ 


| Intelligent reading is fun! 


F | d ; у A Ў 
| Lifeis about те JOURNEY T 


not the DESTINATION 
MCS 52 


m opportunity 
to publish 
your CHILD'S 
and - 
your CREATIVITY! pression 


Fun 
arning 
е) ission 
ድ v a 
Là E Е 
GURMEHAR KAUR DISHA VERMA ADRUA CHOWDHURY 
(422 е 


| publish my STORY/POEM/ARTWORK/ARTICLE/ 
OTHER In the ANTHOLOGY BOOK. 


Name 


Age 
Mobile No. 


E-mail 


Create A Lifetime Milestone! 


WWWAINTELLYJELLY.com/anthology 


Fill your information. Then, click a picture and 


WhatsApp it to us at 9540-441-441. 
Or, send mail at Anthology@INTELLYJELLY.com 


= is about the JOURNEY, 
not the DESTINATION. 


ok reading is fun! 


G reetings iNTELLYJELLYians 


| am delighted to extend an invitation to your parents to share their views on the 
subject "Life is about the Journey not the destination’ This initiative, where 
your parent's views will be published, will benefit thousands of our readers across 
the globe. Sharing opinions on a subject helps others and ourselves widen our 
R. 


Step 1: Have your parents express their opinion on the matter in about a hundred 
words. 


Step 2: Take a photo of you and your parent(s) 
Step 3: Send it to info@iNTELLYJELLY.com by mail. 


The best entry will be featured with a photograph on this page. 


Гат looking forward to have you and your parents 
represent the iNTELLYJELLY brand! 


-Animesh, Editor in Chief 


1 | 

| р 

Your i 

parent's | parent's : 
! ! i | 

ріс һеге 4 views here! 
1 1 

1 1 


Animesh Tiwari, an alumnus of ИМ Calcutta is an ex-telecom professional with more than two decades of domestic and 
international experience. He was laurelled for his recent success when the Delhi Education Ministry selected iNTELLYJELLY for 
the ‘Happiness curriculum’. The selection by Reliance Jio and Bharti Foundation are also a few key landmarks of success.His 
solo moto is weaving enjoyable reading, while INTELLYIELLY shapes the sprouts, 
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πὲ have earned 
€ Good Manners 5+4 
D Ihave got 
from my parents. 


Share a pic of your 
manners sheet at 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


I. Covering your mouth when you cough 
2. Sneezing on people 

3 Burpingreally loud 

4. Saying mean things 
δ. 

6. 

7 


. Saying please 
. Saying kello and goodbye 


. Saying 'excuae me’ when someone is 
in your way ل‎ 


8. Chewing gum loudly and blowing bubbles СЖ ] x 
9. Saying YUMMY! or TASTY at dinner time {_ | 


10. Pushing and shoving 


. Tick yes for polite and ከዐ for ‘impolite’ actions [ ሃይ | 
while eating. = 


L Finishing all the food in your plate. 


2. Dropping food while eating. 


3. Kicking under the table e ©. 


[iline linn Winner (incr? in ! linpri 
= 
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school, challenges Principal sir and his students for 
the upcoming annual interschool championship. 
They always win through unfair practices. Principal 
sir decides to take Dadaji's help. 


Author: Animesh Tiwari 
Co-author: Shakun 


1AMA 
πο, SUPERHERO. 
ECAUBE I | As Dadaji had 


expected, his 
army experiences 
some unexpected 
events. 

бада)! reaches 
out to Mr 
Governor for help 
and tells him 
about the dirty 
tricks being 
played by the 


The Chinese Rimnites surprise the Indian 
students by arriving ahead of time. They 
start playing their dirty tricks as soon as 
they arrive. Mr Ki Don from the Chinese 
school continues calling and dominating the 
Indian students. Partner Player Prisha gives Chinese Rimnites. 
a befitting reply. 


WHAT NEXT, DADAJI? 
x 


| v FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


, 


India wins the championship. Mystery 
Minder Mia manages to program the Chinese 
robot IPSY to dance to Indian tunes. They all 
are celebrating when Sattan G. rushes to 
Dadaji with a letter. 


"ቹ NEXT, DADAJI? 
` 


TIME FOR А LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


IT IS ESSENTIAL THAT 
CHILDREN ACTUALLY GO 
OUT AND EXPERIENCE 
LIFE, INSTEAD OF JUST 
READING ABOUT IT. 


CAMP LIFE MEAN: R G 
LISTENING TO THE CHIRPING OF а JUMPING 
INTO THE LAKE. READING BOOKS. TAKING A NAP. RELAXING 
STARING AT THE SUNSET. COOKING OVER THE FIRE AND | 
BREATHING FRESH AIR. THERE I CH TO 


LEARNING FROM NATURE, SAKHT 


SINGH 
C-— (ና Q ڪڪ‎ 


e WAITING FOR PRISHA AND MIA IN THE EARLY HOURS OF THE MORNING 


€= vou 
DON'T MEAN THAT 
MUCH TO MEI ш 


| YOUR SL. 


FRIENDSHIP: 


ГЮ RATHER GO HOM 


WHY 


SHOULD 
WITH YOU? 


í. 
CMT HE нЕ! MISSION ) 


f HELLOI HOPE YOU 
М тыс 


| 
ACCOMPLISHED! La 


m PRISHA AND I HAD MAD EV 
ou | A PLAN 


N FEEL UNCO 


= $ ८ छः | 
<< OF 
ECAUSE IF YOU ኻ 9 Logical 
M EXPRESS YOUR 
DISPLEASURE NOW Á about 
\ YOU WON'T OVERREACT | { both what she 
| LATER can ага 
ሪ У, м 


YOU WILL WHEN YOU LEARN 
THAT WE ARE UNABLE TO TAKE 


YOU ON THE JUNGLE TRIP. 


AT ARE Y 
TALKING 
SUT 


Y 


REACT LATER? WHY 
OULD I DO THAT 


HAVE ENO ο 
IN OUR CAMPER ‘VAN 


DADAJI MUST ВЕ | 


WAITING, LET US | 
4 


е: АРАЛ І 


АРСНҮА 


Г ТАМАМ ግ 
WM EARLY BIRD. J 


The early bird 
gets the worm 


7  DADAJI, WHY HAVE YOU 
| INVITED US SO EARLY IN THE " 
MORNING? MY ARMY OF MY ІТ IS TIME FOR МҮ 
LOVE, HAVE A SEAT, SURYA ARGHYA 


pe 


= №7 
I OFTEN WONDER WHO IS ч 
MORE EAGER FOR THE OTHER. DOES Y 
DADAJI RISE FOR THE SUN OR DOES | 
THE SUN RISE FOR DADAJI 

u HE HEL й 


DADAJI NEVER MISSES HIS SURYA 
τ ARGHYA! I WISH I COULD LEARN 

THIS FROM DADAJI А 
-- — = 


< mE — 
२ ም 
Z 
OS 


OO 


Performing The offering affer 
Taking a bath leads to better absorption of 
vitamin D. This is because our skin is usually soft 
and supple, with open pores affer a bath, 


биг eyes (reds and cones, 
receive beneficial rays from 
= 
through a stream of water, 

which enhances our vision. 


= 
According ο scientific studies, LE. bacteria C y= 
ere vol оомо) destroyed even when 
е ARGHYA 
ऐक 


The sun's seven distinct colour photons 
have a remarkable capacity for healing. Similar fo how a 
prism works, water also separates light into seven different 
colours. Performing Surya Arghya helps our bodies absorb 41 
the beneficial energies from the sun's rays, thereby filling up 
the energy gaps in our bodies. 


The life that exists on this planet is fueled by solar 
energy. Why don't you use the benefits of the age- 
old practice of Surya Arghya now that you 
understand the science behind it? Keep energizing 
your eyes, bones. feet. legs and brain. 


ኋ:. а. 


IME, MRS LAL ENTERS Т 


MUMMA, | I HAVE | 


| МҮ CHOCOLA 


^ Spinich juice > 
for you all! , == 


I WILL ТЕЦ vou | 


he. TER HI 
ы” | 
- 
SHHHIISTRONGLY URGE YOU ነ MRS LAL, I'M GRATEFUL 
TO TRY SPINACH JUICE. YOU САМ | YOU ARE SO GENEROUS ) 
COME V ΑΡΑ / 220 WITH MEI = 


РАРАЛ, ТУ ү 
RVE. YOU PLEASE | 
jae TAKE REST. 


Ў mumma,wHat ፪፪ 
‚ WILL A CHICK 
,BECOME AFTER 
ia 10 DAYS OLD? 4 


AN II-DAY-OLD CHICK. 
NOW QUICKLY FINISH 4 


B 


SHA NEVER 


БВ ARJUN AND || PLEASE PARDON Us, BUT 
PRISHA, WHY ARE | WE MADE FUN OF SATAN 


А You LAUGHING 
Ἢ á 


\ 


y Yummy! THIS 
| JUICE Is 


WE TERRIFIED HIM THEN WE T: 
THIS MORNING B IF HE DRANK THE SPINACH 
SAYING HE COULD JUICi D OF HIS 
NOT COME WITH US CHOCOLATE SHAKE, YOU 
. MIGHT ALLOW HIM TO COME 
-. ALONG. HEHE! _ 4 


D HIM THAT 


НА НА I THOUGHT SO. ALTHOUGH THIS | 
dag JUICE MAY NOT TASTE GOOD AT FIRST, | Dadi leads 
\ YOUR BONES AND BRAIN WILL THANK Д his 

Pa YOU AFTER SOME TIME 


mem (ааа N the path 


follow. 


А. 


Е. 
| Green Juice 


Ingredients 


* 1cupcurly kale roughly chopped 
+ 1 large lemon peeled and 


quartered 
* llarge cucumber cut into long із C Be the chef, 
strips "E z cook and share 


+ 4whole celery stalks your pictures at 


+ 1 сир spinach leaves 
+ 1/4 сир mint leaves 


Method. 


1. Wash and prep the veggies. 


kitchen appliances 1 


2. Juice each ingredient in the 


order listed Fill in the blanks. Then, match the 
3. Optional - strain through а kitchen appliances with the correct picture. 
sieve (if you don't like pulp). ө o ay 
4. Drink immediately and enjoy! D PF_Y_R 
АЭ" C E VR 
с ος ИН... 
e e 
СТ NGB A D 


EGS 1 Е 
е G.A E. ७ 


Please refer to page 34 for answers. 


ел НАМТ 


LALA... 
JUICE THREE DA BUT THE DAY WHEN THE WORLD 
FEEL 


RESILIENT. 
" DADAJI IS — p TURNED UPSIDE DOWN: “к= 
„= -- WHEN A ‘FROWN BECAME A SMILE 


AND A SMILE BECAME A FROWN. 


ES pressed for 
space? 
To have a smal 


vig) 


шіні. 


= СЕКТАІМ AT I DON 
тм STARVING. WANT TO DRINK ANY мо 
А To DEATH PINACH ० 


ነጨ a 
^W 


Умно ARE THESE \ WHAT DO YOU THINK 
ч= samosas For? J | THIS IS FOR YOU. LE 
3, % — στ NJOY тн 
0%, Y ; ^ 
ὶ ) 
' i m 1 | 
starving to death ॥ | | 


-= 


ёз тори ~ ከ659 
AN FANTASTIC Ñ Can savour 


SITE FOR ТЕА! 


| а 
ቶር 

of кар 
Whenever 


wherever 


Y he want S. 
OA „уте 


I USUALLY CONSIL 
MIXING LUNGE AN 
CRUNCH As A WAY TO 


+ READING Do you want to read 


iNTELLYJELLY ከ ee 


WHAT NEXT, 08081? 
` 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


WHY DOES DADAJI'S FRIEND BALAN NEED HIS HELP? WHO IS HE 
CONCERNED ABOUT? AND WHY? 


HA PRANKED HIM? 


— от @ = = 


= NEVER RAINS 
BUT IT POURS 


STARVING TO 
DEATH 


DEPORTATION 


PRESSED FOR SPACE 


THE EARLY BIRD 
GETS THE WORM 


FRAMED 


Dig the word 
meanings and send 
to us at 


info@iNTELIVIELLY.com 


E OF THE MONTH 


| Mondrian 


| | abstract 


"|| painting 
{. that involved 
[i straight lines 


1 and colored 
| rectangles. Не 
{|| called this type 
y of painting 

The Style' 


Mondr« 1 not want tures to look 11 
| lam LO how colour and νε worked gether. or 20 


Piet black, white 
y ] 


Май your art at 


into @INTELLYJELLY.com 


[| OBJECTS 


FIND TEN HIDDEN OBJECTS. 9; 


а READERS, SATTAN WAS FIRST 
PLAYED FOR A FOOL BY PRISHA AND 
SUBSEQUENTLY, BY MIA. IT NEVER RAINS, BUT 
IT POURS, AS THE SAYING GOES 


FIND TEN HIDDEN OBJECTS. 


à 


IA Oc A, 


E 
place in the world 


Share your experience when you were 
kind to а stranger. 


Express yourself in detail 
and share with us at 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


Сы iKnow! 


w 


left completely and no longer used 
or wanted 
trample 
to walk о mething 
and damage or hurt him/her/it 


caught in something else 
nibbling: 


to eat something by taking sma! 
bites 


THE ELEPHANTS 
AND THE MICE 


There was a village that was 
abandoned by its people after 
it was shattered by an 
earthquake. However, the mice 
living in the village decided to 
stay and make it thelr home. On 
the outskirts of this village, there 
was a lake where a herd of 
elephants visited regularly to 
bathe and drink water. Since the 
village was on the way to this 
lake, the elephants frampled the 
mice while walking there. So, the 
king of the mice decided to meet 
the elephants. He said to them, 
"O elephants, as you travel 
through the village, many mice 
are trampled. We would be very 
grateful if you could consider 
changing your route. We will 
remember and return the favour 
when you are іп need." 


The elephant king laughed and 
said, "We are giant elephants. 


"t love INTELLYJELLY 


What favour can you return? 
Nevertheless, we will honour your 
request and change our route." 


A few days later, the elephants 
were out walking like any other 
day. Suddenly, they got trapped 
and entangled in nets that 
were set up by hunters. They 
struggled hard to escape, but in 
vain. The elephant king 
remembered the promise made 
by the king of the mice. So, he 
sent a fellow elephant, who was 
lucky to have escaped the trap, 
to ask the mouse king to come 
and help them. 


Soon, all the mice came and 
started nibbling at the nets. They 
nibbled and nibbled until the net 
was cut, and freed the elephants 
from the trap. The king of the 
elephants couldn't thank the mice 
enough! 


+ I bought INTELLVJELLY for my niece. She found the stories very 
interesting and creative, and really enjoyed doing all the 
activities. The workshop series are fantastic! She loved reading 
the Akbar Birbal stories in particular. She has received two ДЕ 
editions till ate and is locking forward to the next one. S 

- Vasundhara Gandikota 


% 
THIS ACTIVITY IS РУМ, ІТ WILL SOON BE DONE. 


LOOK AT THE PICTURE CAREFULLY AND 
NOTICE WHAT ALL IS WRONG. FIND 
EIGHT SILLY THINGS THAT ARE WRONG. 


y 
ሪ Not all 


raindrops 
are made of 
woter 


What do 
you calla 
bear st 


Skill: Develops concentration, attention 
to detail, knowledge and social skills Please refer to page 34 
for answers. 


E refer to page 34 for answers. 


If you have one of these, 
ү ==) dry you will remain. 
Hold it above your head, 
Solving Sudoku helps sharpe: It will keep off the rain. 
logical thinking and improves sa 

skills. It keep 


618)4ሠበ :awsuy 


iB 


DEAR READERS, 
WHAT DO YOU DO WHEN YOU 
ARE ANGRY? 


What Kind of 

face do you 

make when 

ce ЖЫ 
angry? 


What do you say? 


How do you behave when What happens to your body when you are angry? 


you are angry? 


What are some other ways you can handle your anger? 


What could poir anger help 


you achieve’ 


Have you learnt anything about your anger? 


What helps you calm down 


Name 
when you are angry? 


Age 
City. у 
For my Emotional Intelligence, | have got ( 

stars from my parents. 


mC - O 


2 'ር: 'ር3) መ m 


ብ то Hm 2 > ም  ፳ መሙ ሀ 
E m Q Жа. O z cu Ócoo»r छः ғ 
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>> спостгожсож Ж 
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ІШ TABLE Name 
| 
PLANETS [ ]! NEPTUNE[ ] : UNIVERSE [| Аве 
GALAXY [ 1] ! URANUS VENUS 


City 


stan [ |: Puro [ |: дроцо 
mars [ ]! συν [ ] : moon [ |! መ 
Congratulations, you scored: роне. 
: [ 1 have got stars from 


Total 1 Total : Total 


Design: Manoj Макоде оғ © 


my parents. 


== The frogis flying. 
2. There isa broom in the sky. 
i 3.Thereisgrass growing on the clouds. 
қ. * i 4,Thereare breads coming out of the chimney. 
' 2 S.therelsafruitbowlonthe snowman's head. 
i 6.Thereisacrocodile in the snow. 
i 7.Grapesare hanging from the tree, 
8. There isa cake in the snow. 


HIDDEN OBJECTS 


E" d тё % 


1. ОЕЕР ЕКУЕК 4. CUTTING BOARD 
2. CLEAVER 5. EGG SLICER 
3. GARLIC CRUSHER 6. GRATER 


Giggle and laugh with iJoke! 


Why does 
Santa have a 
huge umbrella? 


Because of all the 
rain, dear. 


-6- 


b= Aur Betaal is ግ 
based 'Betoal Pachisi 5 1 4 
ата ገገ CERT \ nce upon a time, there lived a prince named 
by a Kashmiri poet Somde: \ " : 

u EE A, Vjramukut in Banaras. 

King Vikram faces many 

difficulties in capturing the witty ^ One day, Vjramukut decided to go to the jungle. Не 
ghost Betaol. Each ti О! \ 

/ е . 

U h o ирот атое | rode оп his horse through the 
answer the question correctly, then |. . 
his head shall burst nto o thousond | jungle and reached a beautiful 
v pieces. And if Kim 5 / 

X the question 
“ХХ. vampire would 


/ 
wal. μοι и princess was bathing with her 


pond. There, in the pond, a 


female friends. As Vjramukut and the 
princess Looked at each other, they fell in Love. 
The Princess gave a gesture to Vjramukut, and 
then returned to her kingdom. The Prince decoded the 
Princess gesture and found out that the Princess belonged to 


the Karnataka Kingdom. 


Vjramukut instantly set off to Karnataka. Upon reaching, һе ' 


— s ር) — 


= favorite teacher is Mrs Amrutha Belavade. 


She is my English teacher, | like her as she teaches 


English very well and narrates stories with live 


Î examples. She makes the lessons very interesting. 


She clarifies all my doubts too. 


Dear readers, let us 
know who your 
favourite teacher 
is and what makes 
him/her so special. 


realised that the King of Karnataka would never agree to marry his daughter off 
tohim. 

Prince Vjramukut worked out a plan and framed the princess in a royal 
palace robbery. 

The King was disappointed with his daughter. He ordered the immediate 
deportation of his daughter " 


outside the kingdom. Тһе Amm 
prince received the princess ይ 


` 


— 
а = - 


and returned to Вапагаз, 6 
where both of them lived 
happily ever after. 

Now, Betaal asked, "Who is the 
sinner in this case, Vikram?” 


Vikram replied, "Тһе King of 


— = Ө መ= е 


HAPPY 
INTELLYJELLYIan 


Karnataka. The Prince did everything to get his Love. 
But the King didn't even trust his own daughter and 


fell prey to the Prince's trap so easily.” 


having a meaning that is You are right, oh mighty king! | shall spare your 
mysterious or obscure 

framed: Ше, but as you have said something, | will go 
to manipulate a situation so that an 

innocent person appears to have back now!! 

committed a crime (so that the actual 

criminal can avoid blame) Hearing the correct answer, Betaal fled back 
deportation: 

expel (a foreigner) from a country, tothe tree trunk. 


typically on the grounds of illegal 
status or for having committed a * πα relati ship 
crime Moral: Trust is the foundation of any onship. 


I love INTELLYJELLY 


+ 'INTELLYJELLY is a one of its kind magazine. It not only has beautiful stories but also talks about 

û real life experiences. It showcases various virtues like kindness, hard work and honesty which 
are needed in our everyday life in an interesting way. It teaches us howto handle our fears and 
how we can bring out the best in ourselves. | love iNTELLYJELLY and look forward to reading It 

=) every month. | highly recommend it." 

- Akshara Warrier 

А - 


ай Author and Publish 


Creative Writing Workshops. 


መፖ 
WHY THe Sea iS SALTY 


A Long time ago, in a village by the sea, a young man named Hans set out to see the 
world by ship. His grandmother had a special gift for him. Grandmother 4 
explained, "This magic grinder will make whatever you need. If you need a 

hat, just say, Grind ahat, and soon, a hat will appear." 


She added, "You must tell the grinder to stop when you are done. Use these 
exact words: ‘Grinder, | have enough, and the grinder will stop." 


Hans thanked his grandmother and took along a few belongings, 
careful to hide the grinder among his things. 


Late one night, the crew spied on Hans and saw him with the grinder. 

They saw the grinder make Hans a hearty meal, so they ran to tell 

the captain about it. 
. у The next day, the captain said to Hans, "| want to buy that grinder of yours today." 
ү "It's a special gift just for me and will not sell it,” said Hans. 


| Hearing this, the captain ordered his men to throw Hans overboard and take the 
l grinder. Following orders, the men threw Hans into the sea. 


| The crew huddled around their new treasure. "Our ship needs some salt," / 
demanded the captain. One crew member said, "Grind salt.” / 


/ 
Тһе grinder came to Life and made salt. The men were pleased. Jut Poma ን 
: А / Гропкига| means ‘why’ in 
Unfortunately, they did not know how to stop the grinder. French. These tales often 
So, the grinder kept making salt. The captain said, | startin the post, e.g. А 
» š ΜΗ long, long time адо... and 
Throw that grinder overboard before it sinks us | end when the explanation is 
di" | complete 
Pourquoi tales make readers 
The men threw the grinder into the ocean. It WONDER ABOUT THE 


1 : VARIOUS THINGS IN THE 
sank to the seafloor and continued making salt. NONE E E 


And that is why today the sea is | children's wondering, 
salty’ 2 thinking опа exploring. 
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Dear readers, 
Now that you have read the Pourquoi Sfory, it’s time to wear a writers hat and 
become one. Following are two prompts for you to choose from and now write 
your own Pourquoi Story. 


Write your 


Pourquoi Tales 


and share with us at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


Author and Publish X 1 
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Sathvik Karthikeya is a st 
blic Sci yapur 


tiviti Sathvik i 


uidens тента 9፡78 68 qan... 
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Money on the Roadside 


On my way to school one day, | found an old bag on the side of the 
side th was 5. 
As teachers, mentors and pathfinder, the | Streets Inside the bag маз one Lakh rupee: 
Delhi Public School fraternity finds great | When | saw the bag, couldn believe if | decided to take that bag 
inspiration in the shloka from the Mundaka 


Upanishad embedded in the Atharva Veda. | ἴθ my home. | narrated the whole story to my parents. | fold 


It is nstant end, f the teacher 
ρα Ma Students to align their efforts | them that | will purchase 10 different things for myself 


with their aspirations. | wish my students | including chips, chocolates, cookies, burgers, muffins, pencils 
insightful experiences and 
s. May the arrow of your | erasers, sharpeners, pencil boxes, school bags, ०४ types of 
aspiration move in the right direction 
Mr. Anil Kumar, Principal, | SOLOS and Last but not the least a lof of toys withwheels 
Delhi Public School Sector 19, Faridabad | Then, | thought for a while and realized that | already own 
everything | listed. So, | decided to give all the things to the 
needy children. My parents agreed to all this. 
Then, we went to market to purchase a hundred items of each. 
After that, we went to nearby temple which had a school with 
hundred students. | cant explain the happiness 1 felt seeing 
their smile when | gave them the stuff that 1 had bought for 
them. They thanked me for the school bags along with | 
stationary items, muffins and chips. 


es to write мі 


Rane деге When we came back in the car, | suddenly saw some beggars , 


sitting outside the temple. | asked my parents, “Can we 
about somethin 
has the knack of pick any 5 istribute burgers and cookies to these people? 


They said, " Why по! What an idea, Ojas!!! 


Mrs.Meha and | When next Sunday came, |, along with my parents and my 


Mr. Prateek Mittal 
Parents 


brother, went to an NGO named Robin Hood Army. We decided to 
give toys and chocolates to 200 academy kids. | наз 
overwhelmed to see their smiles 


Ojas Mittal, 9 years, 
Ath Standard, Delhi Public School, Faridabad 


Муза is a competent student. She is 

constantly striving for higher levels of 

excellence. Her writing is as colorful as her 

imagination. | am confident that she will 

find further success with this masterful 
ability. 1 wish her the very best 

Anuradha Sawhney, 

Principal 

Pathways School, Gurgaon 


Nysa posseses extraordinary writing skills. 
She has а mindset that drives her towards 
growth and learning. This helps her 
conduct an in-depth enquiry and make 
real life connections independently. Муза 
is very caring. She is very emotionally 
intelligent and very sensitive towards the 
feelings of her peers. She 15 also very 
conscious about the well-being of the 
environment, both in 
actions and in 
words. 


Vaibhav Sethi 
and 


Priya Sethi 
Parents 


ADOLFO WEREWOLF 


One dark and scary night, my annoying brother was tell 


Adolfo werewolf 


me а spooky myth about 


Adolfo werewolf runs around in the depths of the wor 
says that it eats an entire family every week 
the Light of the full moon. It gets weaker and weaker os the U 


brightens 


ds looking for prey. Legend 
The only thing that mokes it weak is 
ight from the moon 


was not scared of Adolfo werewolf because | knew it was in the forest, and | Live in 
the city. The forest is far oway. But | really wanted to ርጋተርኮ ዙ 
e doun for dinner!” called my mother 


Lyla. co 

‘Coming. mom!” | shouted back 

When | went down, | quickly gobbled up my food. Ну mom asked, "Why in such a rush? 
told her that | had some homework to finish and went up: 

have any homework to complete but | wanted to research the 
found out that my brother was right! The Ad 
light of the ful moon andi does eat an entire family every week 


fairs to my room. | did not 
Lfowerewolf 


werewolf does get weaker by the 


that lived next door 


Our neighbors have 


The next morning, | uc 
yelling. 1 quickly went outside 
gone missin 


up to the sound of the creepy famil 
heard the them screaming. 
Then, the whole town gathered around and heard them out 
There was this really scary wolf and he took the neigh’ 
them, except my brother and 


The started saying 
s away!” Nobody believed 
because we knew it must have been the Adolfo 
werewolf 

The very next day, we noticed that the creepy family that lived next door was 
missing too! 

knew | had fo до something. This was getting serious. So, the next night. 1 
awake ond | spied on the entire town 
waited a long time, but there was only s 


noticed something coming from the shadows. It uas BIG, and it was 


ence @ around. Suddenly, at a distance, | 
CREEPY 

oked scared and 
hid behind the huge 


When it was finaly about to step into the moonlight. it stopped 
ked down. | quickly rushed downstairs and out of my house 
garbage bin in our backyard 
looked carefuly. It wos a huge, hairy Werewolf! The Adolfo werewolf wos in our 
town 
hod to do something. ! suddenly remembered what my brother told me about the 
| thought of а briliont plan. | quickly 
and, from behind, | pushed him as hard as I could. He 


farted meaning and roaring and moaning and roaring, until he 


werewolf becoming weaker іп moon light 
distracted the werewol 
the moonlight, and 
finally disappeared into thin air. 


1 into 


Nysa Sethi, 1 
5th Standard, Pathw 


Prayers and wishes to A.M. Eric Joshua for 
developing the skill of imagination and 
creating stories of his o Eric is a 
prodigious student who has a remarkable 
and ingenious writing skills. He will 
definit lure and entice the readers 
with his unique panache as a writer. | wish 
him the very best to reach the pinnacle of 
succ in all his pursuits and may he 
receive accolades for his impeccable skills. 
Bro. John Paul Yuvaraj 
Principal, 
St. Patricks High School, ICSE 


Eric is a vora reader. He is an 
obedient boy who shows interest in the 
different books and magazine we buy him. 
А very sincere thanks to the INTELLYJELLY 
team for the platform. Although, we 
encouraged him to start weaving his 
stories, it was only 
after reading kids 
stories published 
in the magazine 
that he has 
started scripting 

his own, 
Y. Arul Singh 
and 
S. Melitta 


WITCHES AND THE CHILDREN 


Once, there lived a witch named Lucy. So, before | start the story. do you know anything 
ches? If you do, okay. if not, | wil tell you all about them 
wears a wig on her head and has only ane $nger. She wears a glove and she has two 
toes. The most important thing is that witches hate children ond the leader of ጪ the 
5 the Block Queen Witch. That's everything you need to know about witches. Now 
let me start my story i 
One day, a witch named Lucy was fying in the night sky. She sau a child walking in the 
street. Now, Lucy the witch quickly grabbed him and took him to 
A few days Later, the 
walking in the str 


around, 


Black Queen Witch 
un Was 
s. Suddenly, she reached a street ¿bere saw mony children walking 


ተ shining brightly in the sky and Lucy the witch wos out 


She immediately caked the Block 
am seeing lots of children walkin 


жеп Witch ма witch phone and said. "Your majesty, | 
on the street. Can | kidnap one of them and bri ing them 
y 
Hearing this, the Black Qu 
the other witches to help you. If the ρα! 


plied, "Don t bring one, bring dl of them. | will send 
nts come in, you push them aside and arrive here 

quickly 

Lucy quickly agreed to the Βίοι 


the kids. 


Queen Witch s command and went on her way to kidnap 


The other witches also arrived and started to kidnap all the kids. tf the parents come in 
their way. they would push them. They gathered as many kids as they could and quic 
returned to the Black Queen Witch s palace. 

The next day, the ne 
inthe street: 
Black Queen Witch was angry 
ut of their house: 


ey don t. y 


s was dl about the witches kidnapping the children who were walking 
From that day onwards, none of the children came out of their houses. The 
She quickly called oll the witches and said, “The 
should knock their doors and make them 
ists ond kidnap them 


hiléren 


You witche 


are not coming 


wut. if ches go into their he 
Aü the witches quickly agreed to the Block Queen Witch 5 command. The next doy, the 
news spread that ጪ the witches are coming into the houses and kidnapping the children 
Something should be done, but the witches vere very powerful. Until a solution was found. 
ed to not qo out and stay inside. If the doorbek ran 


refrain from opening the дос 


tuas advise 


ext morning, dl the doorbell swere ringing but no one opened the door. That day, ol 

swent to the Black Queen Witch s palace to complain about what had happened. 

One of the witches said, “Your majesty, we did what you asked us to, but they Locked the 
door and are not coming out. What con we do 

The Black + they're not 


Queen Witch replied, "We witches have tried everything 


letus another town and kidnap children over there 


witches agreedand they set of for another town to kidnap children. 


ге they went to the other town, they turned ot the kidnapped girls into witches and 


Your CHILD 


can be the next 


Published 
Author 


Creative Writing Review 


fter defeating the dragon, Hercules and Aristotle 
needed to get something to bargain with Zeus. Now 
that could be an issue. As Zeus is a god, approaching 
him will be difficult enough, but bargaining for 1,000,000 
gold may be impossible. Unless they find something that Zeus 
loves and agrees to trade it for gold. Aristotle said 
that Zeus loved a powerful bird named the 
Thunder-wing Titan. 
`A , HELLO FELLOW WRITERS, | AM ARYAN SHALOTI, А 


STUDENT OF AUTHOR AND PUBLISH WORKSHOPS 
BY iNTELLYJELLY, 


SY 


Aryan Bhalotia YOU CAN READ MY BOOK ON KINDLE AND GOOGLE BOOKS, 
Aun ші a 


way hool, Gurug 


Writing 
Author анд Publish 


Creative Writing Workshops 


romptu Story агт 


(mp agination fly Sattan goes to the park to fly a kite in 
Pick up your pen, let your imag a competition. He wants to dedicate 
his first prize to Dadaji. But soon, he 
gets carried away by the heavy wind! 
Writers, can you help him? 


& Publish | 


ИМТЕЦОЕЦУ com 


Writing 


Creative Writing Workshops Al 


ብክ 


Impromptu ων ἃ бу. Б TOPIC # 23 


Mia wakes up to find that she 
is invisible. How did it 
happen? What shall she do? 
Writers, can you help her? 


Pick up your pen let your 


Aulhor your story 
& Publish 


Nupur Bansal 


Author анд Publish 


Creative Writing Workshop 


«Жоғ Aryan Bhalotia is the writer of the book The Two-Headed 


ή Hercules and really loves everything about stories. He is an 
oft е Montf avidreaderandaloverofpoems 


ВООКА 
DEMO 
WORKSHOP 


Your CHILD can be the next POE. 
PUBLISHED AUTHOR! Scan | Type 'Demo-Author & Publish" 


Send WhatsApp 


www.intellyjelly.com Ж 
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Ordinary 


क.) Ww Am жима” c 


“ KHUSHIKA MITTAL 2. 
Author | 7 Yrs What do you aspire to be when you grow 


; Khaitan Public School, Noida $ ир? 


When did you develop а passion for aspire to be a good Chess Player and Arbiter 
writing? in a Chess tournament 


When | was 5 years old. Listening to bedtime Ро you think of writing as cathartic and 
stories inspired me to write my own relaxing or is it a way of opening up your 


heart to the world? 
Who are your favorite authors/books? 
I think it is a way to open up one's heart 


G im Ji п 
ው red መ SIO асоба because we can express our feeling and 


Have you thought about your very first emotions in our stories. We can write how 
book that you would want to get we feel and what comes in our dreams and 
published with iNTELLYJELLY? How do what comes to our mind. 
с Who із your favourite INTELLYJELLY 
My first book Juno-My buddy in joys and character and why? 


cries has already been published with 
iNTELLYJELLY. | am planning to write 
another book on the game of Chess 


My favorite character is Prisha because she is 
very good at sports 


If you were to borrow ап 
iNTELLYJELLY character 
in your book, which one 
would you choose and 
why? 


Khushika, born on a y ` a 


Palindrome date, possesses 
several skills. At the age of | JE 
seven, she won atrophy inan ፪፪ ጨ А ሓ 


inter-school chess competition. , 
A gold and silver International 


1 will choose Mia because in 
my story, if Juno is lost, she 


can find him. Moreover, Juno Olympiad medals winner, she 1 Y 

and Mia can be friends. That penned this book while d * P 

p: Why 1 would Шке to add thinking back on some of the ш 
Επ priceless moments she shared % 

What other things apart 


ith her stuffed toy Juno. NU 


from writing interest you? 


I love to play Chess & skate 


with Inline skates. | love to 
sing songs. In my free time, | 
also like to do art & craft 
activities. 


amazon 


|е 


о ------- 


The iNTELLYJELLY story 
runs with many parallel 
themes of intrigue, drama, 
suspense, friendship etc. 
As an author, which theme 


А Coge "+ - 


$ 


KHUSHIKA MITTAL 


appeals to you the most 
and why? 


| love to read stories about 
friendship and horror. 1 enjoy 
reading stories on friendship 
because there is a lot of 
happiness іп them. And І 
enjoy reading horror stories 
because of the suspense in 
them. 


If as an author, you were 
asked to create a complex 
character with a mixture of 
traits that you had to 
choose from the 
iNTELLYJELLY characters, 
which traits would you 
want to endow your 
character with? 


/ would like to mix the 
intelligence and helpful traits 
from the iNTELLYJELLY 
characters to create a 
complex character. 


т Fact by Reader: 
A | | 


Тһе recent droughts in Europe 
were the worst in 2.100 years. 


DEAR READERS, DO YOU READ 
CURRENT AFFAIRS ONLY ABOUT THE 


CURRENT 


SUCCESS OF OTHERS, OR 
DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


INSISINDHUDHUR) 


On July 16, 2022, INS Sindhudhvaj was decommissioned 
from the Indian Navy after providing service for 35 years. 
Sindhudhvaj is the only submarine to receive the CNS 
Rolling Trophy for Innovation awarded by ‘Prime 
Minister Narendra Modi. Sindhughosh-class 
submarines are diesel-electric Kilo-class submarines. 
They were designed under Project 877. The submarines 
were constructed as a part of a contract between 
Rosvooruzhenie and the Indian Ministry of Defence. 


tloatingisolamhowermenoject) 


ndia's largest floating solar power plant w 
NTPC at Ramagun 


operati 
capacity of 


PV Sindhu acquired the first Super 500 title іп her career 
after defeating Asian champion Wang Zhi Yi of China. PV 
Sindhu secured the title by defeating Wang Zhi Yi by 21-9, 
11-21, and 21-15 in the final of the Singapore Open. In the 
year 2022, she won two titles in Super 300 before this win. 
However, she has made It to the semi-finals seven times 
and the quarters 10 times in 13 tournaments. 
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DEAR READERS, DO YOU READ 


CURRENT AFFAIRS ONLY ABOUT THE 
SUCCESS OF OTHERS, ОР 
DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ ῃ 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


cords of fauna and flora 


Inthe year 2021, India added 540 species to its faunal 
database. Thus, the total number of animal species 
now stands at 1,03,258. 315 taxa were also added to 
the Indian flora in 2021, taking the number of floral 
taxa to 55,048. Crocidura narcondamica is a newly 
discovered species of mammals. It is a white-toothed 
shrew. It was discovered off Narcondam Island in the 
Andaman and Nicobar Islands. 


ShShinzo &be: Former 
Japan PM Assassinated 


On July 8, 2022, Shinzo Abe, a former 
Japanese prime minister, was shot and killed in 
Nara City, Japan, while addressing a political 
gathering. A man shot him from behind using a 
handmade weapon while he was giving a 
speech for a Liberal Democratic Party (LDP) 
candidate. Abe was flown to Nara Medical 
University Hospital by medical helicopter 


where he was declared dead 


Send us 
Ne 


Um m 


ΛΕ 
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The Pri ister of the United Kingdom, Boi 


johnson ently announced his nation. He 


the office until the 


will continue in vative 


Party finds his successor. He resigned because hi: 


close allies abandoned him due t 


were shaking his g 


g Chaplin was the first 
actor fo appear in Time 
Magazine. 

Chaplin was the first actor ever to appear 
in Time Magazine in the 6th July 1925 
issue. The magazine is famous for its >. 
influential covers. This was а humongous 
step for the actor. 


- Google is taken from mathematics, 
The largest desert where а Googol is a very large 


in the world is the number. In fact, it's 10 to the 


Sahara Desert. power of 100 or 10 ^ 100. Google 
was a misspelling of this term. 


Тһе а. 
rainforest is the 
densest jungle in 
fhe world. 


Sea otters hold hands so they 
don't float away when they're 
sleeping. They stay together in 
floating groups called ‘rafts’ and 
sometimes link their paws to 
hold on. 


Find one new 
fact and share 
with us at 


eading is the best ἡ ደና 
3! 

መ 
ma Vineet Hamirwasia 


“Тһе winners will receive a FREE 
WHY ІТ 15 ESSENTIAL THAT CHILDREN LEARN book with their next month 
TO GO OUT AND EXPERIENCE LIFE, RATHER magazine delivery. 
HOW DOES BEING RESPECTFUL HELP 


THAN JUST READ ABOUT IT? 
5) | PARTNER PLAYER PRISHA? 


WHAT DO YOU OBSERVE WHEN YOU USE \ 


| 2) | LOGICAL THINKING? THINGS THAT ARE 
WHAT IS ABSTRACT ART? 


VISIBLE, OR INVISIBLE, OR BOTH? 


HOW IS SURYA ARGHYA BENEFICIAL TO 
WHICH IS THE WETTEST PLACE IN THE 


| 3] | PEOPLE? 
1] WORLD? 


WHY IS LIFE ABOUT THE JOURNEY, NOT THE 
DESTINATION? 


iNTELLYJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 
and send them to us here 
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WHATLYOU,NEED, 


1. Origami paper 


2. Photo to frame 


3. Giue stick 


DEAR READERS, EACH ONE OF US BEHAVES IN 
DIFFERENT WAYS. CAN YOU HELP SATTAN 
CHOOSE THE CORRECT WAU? 


des. IS ANYB 


HOP 


г... | 
Y MOM ALWAYS DROPS t 


DROPS ME OFF EARLY, ME OFF EARLY, IT GIVES ME TIME 
І GET BORED “ ТО SETTLE DOWN EASILY 


MOM ALWAYS 


What did one 
volcano say to 
WITTY the other? 

ረ - 1 lava you. 


Giggle and laugh with i Joke! 


your frie: с 
five promising contacts below 
contact. 


uM 


Parent Name - —— Parent Nam 
Child Name - — — Child Name: .. 


Contact number: : s Contact number 


Parent Name с Parent Мате 
Child Мате: - = Child Name: ... 


Contact number: μι Contact number: 


Parent Name: 
Child Name: 


Contact number: 


MY FRIENDS COME ΟΝΕ. 
ALSO WANT TO READ COME ALL 
INTELLYJELLY? WHAT | SURE, THEY SHOULD! 
TO DO? WOULD YOU FILL THEIR Parent Name 
NAMES AND NUMBERS 
ON THIS PAGE? 


Child Name: 


Contact number: 


Parent Name: 
Child Name: .. 


Contact numbe 


Parent Name:... 
Child Name: 


Contact number: 


55 NEW PERSPECTIVE 


m opportunity 


to publish 


your CHILD'S 
and 


your CREATIVITY! 
arning 


Ssion 
€: hion 


GURMEHAR KAUR DISHA VERMA 


5 | wish to publish my STORY/POEM/ARTWORK/ARTICLE/ 
OTHER in the ANTHOLOGY BOOK. 


Name 


Аве 
Mobile No. 


E-mail 


Create A Lifetime Milestone! 


WWW.INTELLYJELLY.com/anthology 


Fill your information. Then, click a picture and 


WhatsApp it to us at 9540-441-441 
Or, send mail at Anthology@INTELLYJELLY.com 


GLOBAL WARMING 
ОШ А NEW PERSPECTIVE 


Ig. reetings iNTELLYJELLYians 


lam delighted to extend an invitation to your parents to share their 
views on the subject 'GLOBAL WARMING A NEW 


PERSPECTIVE". 


Step 1: Have your parents express their opinion on the matter in about a hundred 
words. 


Step 2: Take a photo of you and your parent(s) 
Step 3: Send it to info@iNTELLYJELLY.com by mail. 


I am looking forward to have you and your parents represent the 


iNTELLYJELLY brand! 
-Animesh, Editor in Chief 


| The theme of the Sept'22 edition: Life is about the JOURNEY, not the | 
I DESTINATION, is a lovely idea and topic, especially as a mom. If we view life | 


as a destination, we will miss all its beautiful experiences. We must live each I 
momentto the fullest since we never know what the future holds. 


! ! believe that life should be viewed as an adventure. Every advantageous 
| chance must be seized, We become the people we are because of life's 
| journey and adventures, which never cease. 1 


መመ в | Bicycle adda, Gurgaon is for cyclists and by cyclists with the sole vision to 1 
Dr Bhavna Bansal | upcycle health for everyone. As co-founder of Bicycle Adda, Gurgaon, | ensure | 
Histopathologist that it should be a one-stop destination for all cycle lovers where they can 
experience life. | aim to up cycle health and ignite the passion of cycling in 
| each person. Thank you, INTELLYJELLY for consistently adding value in my life. 


Animesh Tiwari, an alumnus of IIM Calcutta is an ex-telecom professional with more than two decades of domestic and 
international experience. He was laurelled for his recent success when the Delhi Education Ministry selected iNTELLYJELLY for 
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OTT — primed Бу Animesh Tiwari ai 


Тһе movie Lorax has 
always held its place on 
children's reading lists 
for its whimsical 
characters and 
wonderful wordplay. Its 
cautionary message is 
as important today as it 
ever was. Respect for 
the environment and all 
living creatures will 
help us preserve the 
planet for ourselves 
and the future 
generations 


The Lorax is the 
guardian of the forest. 
He speaks for the trees 
who can't speak up for 
themselves. Dr. Seuss 
wrote The Lorax in 1971 
to remind us just how 
important our natural 
environment is and to 
inspire a new 
generation of 
environmentalists. 


Share your views about the following. based оп your understanding of the movie. 


κ is your fake on this? 
Те not about 
what it is, № 


bout what сап 
become. 


©) What is your fake on this? 


And will you 
succeed? Yes! You 


will indeed! (98 μ΄ 
and 3/4 percent / 


guaranteed). A^. 


What is your fake on this? а 9o... 


"Unless someone like 
E you cares a whole 
E wes lot; nothing $ 


Age _ 


Ihave got... { stars from my parents 
for my understanding of the topic 


— = © — 
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So far, you read... 


WHAT NEXT, DADAJI? 
` 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


OR | 2 | 
India wins the Indo-China championship. They all are celebrating when Sattan G. rushes to 
Mystery Minder Mia manages to program Dadaji with a letter. Dadaji's old friend, Balan, has 
the Chinese robot IPSY to dance to Indian requested his urgent help with something. 
tunes. 


Their dream journey begins. Sattan requests Mia 
van. He also teaches his army the magic of to make a chocolate shake for him. Mia dodges 
SURYA ARGHYA. the request. 


Баалу. GLOBAL WARMING 


ሸፈ ር А NEW PERSPECTIVE 


NO MORE ИКТОАЦТУ Š 


Author: Animesh Tiwari | Co-author: Shak 


DADAJI AND HIS ARMY ARE ON THE WAY TO MEET DADAJTS CHILDHOOD FRIEND, BALAN. JUST 
LIKE LIFE, THIS JOURNEY IS ALSO ABOUT ENJOYING BEING TOGETHER AND NOT JUST ABOUT 
REACHING THE FINAL THE DESTINATION. 


THIS IS KABA. HE IS A DANGEROUS SMUGGLER. HE IS KNOWN TO SMUGGLE WOOD THROUGH 
VARIOUS ILLEGAL MEANS, LIKE RIVER TRANSPORTATION. 


— — гс О) — 


“То move, to breathe, to fly, to float, 
To gain all while you give, 
To roam the roads of lands remote, 
To travel is to live." 


а 


AVE HEART 


DU BRAVE HEARTS 


AFTER DINNER, ЗАТТАМ INITIATES АМ INTELLECTUAL DISCUSSION. 


AGE, I 
D THE LIGHT 
NICS! NO 


4b 


ላ] 
ле 
Thelight of life 


omething one 


Ee 4 E. ἃ - 
HAVING ENOUGH MONEY 
15 A MINDSET AND МОТ A 
NUMBER ON THE BANK 
qo STATEMENT. 


There was once a businessman who was sitting by the beach in a small Brazilian village. 


As he sat; he saw a Brazilian fisherman rowing a small boat towards the shore having caught 
quite few big fish. The businessman was impressed and asked the fisherman, “How long does ittake 
you To catch со many fish?” 


The fisherman replied, "Oh. justa shortwhile.” 

“Then why don'Tyou stay longer at sea and catch even more?" questioned the business man. 
"This is enough fo feed my whole family,” replied the fisherman. 

The businessman then asked, “So, whatdo you do for the restof the day?” 


The fisherman replied, "Well. Т usually wake up early in the morning, go ош То sea and catch а 
few fish. Then, I go back and play with my kids. In ће affernoon, | take а nap with my wife, and 


when evening comes, I join my buddies іп the village for a drink — we play the guitar, sing and 
dance throughout the night.” 

The businessman offered a suggestion fo the fisherman. 

“Tcould help you become amore successful person. From now on, you should spend more time 


at sea and catch as many fish as possible. When you have saved enough money, you could buy a 


bigger boatand catch even more fish. Soon you will be able fo afford fo buy more boats, setup your 


own company. By then, you will have moved out of this village and Το Sao Paulo, where you can setup 


an office fo manage your other branches.” 
The fisherman then asked “And after that?” 
The businessman laughed heartily and said , “After that, you can live like a 


” 


king in your own house. 
Once again, the fisherman asked, “And after that?” 


The businessman replied, “After that, you can finally retire, you сап move to 
a house by the fishing village, wake up early in the morning, catch а few fish, 
then return home То play with kids, and when the evening comes, you сап 
join your buddies for a drink, play the guitar, sing and dance 
throughout the nightf" 


DO NOT WAIT FOR 
ANYTHING TO 
BECOME HAPPY 


Ес ёдт ቺ p= ሠ ጎቴ = 
MORE < 4 i WiLL HAVE τ 
SAMOSAS! |! м TO BE MORE 
ከው ут” LOGICAL 
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РАРАЛ, SHOULD I KNOWS 


: гезрес is 
E ==: ЖЕТЕ | Por Those 


er ve tt 
who deser 
5 not 


for those who 


Never misses 


opportunity 1ο 
Show someone 
4 how much 
= — They mean 

> ТО him. 
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WE ARE ALIVE ONLY BECAUSE 
ос MOTHER MATURE? 


EVERUTHING THAT WE CONSU 
IS THE PRODUCT OF TWO MAJOR STE 
WHICH ARE DAMAGING TO 
MOTHER NATURE 


| 
М 


CHILD, YOU г 
RSELF. BUT, YO L ^ 
THAT YOU PAY PEOPLE TO DO (T ON 


HALF. 


WHATEVER WE CONSUME 15 THE 
PRODUCT OF TWO MAJOR STEPS: 


BOTH OF THESE STEPS ARE Ζ΄ | 
DAMAGING TO MOTHER | |) 
o / 


TRANSPORTATION 


1 have consumed ........................................... Which 


DOES NOT involve either of the two steps that cause 
damage to nature. 
АЧ (17) ጨሙ 


| — w (Г) — 


"PALLED. IS IT POS E 
| MY TENDENCY TO CONSUME HARMS THE 


ENVIRONMENT 


WHAT IS GOING TO HAPPEN TONIGHT? 


ግ КЕЕР READING Do you want to read 


Ë iNTELLYJELLY books? 
INTELLYJELLY Scan the QR code above to order. 


WHAT NEXT, DADAJI? 
` 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


WILL THE ARMY BE ABLE TO SOLVE DADAJI'S FRIEND, BALAN'S PROBLEM 
WITH KABA? 


E 


 ሙ И 


"ምው ስ 


ፖ 
BAREFOOTED 


% 


ነ 


THE LIGHT 
OF MY LIFE 


HUMATARIAN 


PENANCE 


UNFORTUNATE 


AT THE END OF 
THE RAINBOW 


Dig the word 
meanings and send 
to us at 


info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


Your aunt asked 
would like some cake that 
made with love and 
you SAI? ҮЧК 


you 


would rather Фар. 
ard carn 


You told your uncle to get 
50те ear plugs when he asked 
you to turn down the volume. 


ater ou, 


You talk with food 
in your . 


/ would 
and carn .. 


ΜΠ ΠΝ 


Design: Avdesh Patidar 


marks 


> Nov told y: 


Name 
Age. 
City. 


Ihave earned 
of 120 points. 


Ihave got 
from my parents. 
Share a pic of your 
Manners sheet at 
info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 
You brok 
and = your favorite 


A nd toy 
N UGLY του ቁ 


ους friend that her party 
was boring and that another 
friend's parties were better. 


woald rather say .. 


„agd earn marks 


You lost a game of 


o G e 


Paten | (пета κα [ίπποι водна (ате 


ра 


Dear Readers, 

, also known as Модди or Tharai Aalangaram Rangoli, 
WIR ο tal киш Uo Slide uet (Pie МЕн ይው 
rice flour as per age-old conventions. It is also drawn using 
white stone powder, chalk, or chalk powder, often along with 
natural or synthetic colour powders. 


many 


| 2 
metrical line Break of dawn: very early in the morning. Û 


Май your art at 


info(piNTELLYJELLY.com. 


at the end of 
the rainbow 


lam iKnow, 


You can 


rainbow. 
If you're the type who 

es hunting for a pot of gold every 
н, we сап save 


the observer (you) and the light 
(the sun), when you mo: 
rainbow will 


that. (977 
ег let go, 


undre 


in leading 
recent years, he has fo 


d to bid goo 


ጨው ደ ምሪ $ Share your experience of a time when you 
( f helped someone? 


e 


wearing nothing on 
the feet 


unfortunate : 
unlucky 


Express yourself in detail 
and share with us at 
INTELLYJELLY.com 


the first appearance of 
light, after the night 


THE OiWRLi GIFT 


Diwali was two days away, and Mummy 
took Rita shopping. They first stopped 
at a clothes store, where Mummy 
bought her a bright red frock. Then, 
they went to a shoe shop, and Rita saw 
the most beautiful shoes she had ever 
seen! They were a shiny pink in color 
and had small glowing butterflies on 
them. 


Rita immediately fell in love with the 
shoes and said, "Mummy! I want these 
shoes, please!" 


Mummy smiled and bought the shoes for 
her. 


On the way home, Rita remained super 
excited. She couldn't wait to wear the 
new shoes on Diwali. She knew everyone 
would like them as much as she did. A 
block away from their home, a small 
child stopped them. "Please! Can you 
give me some money? I've got nothing 
to eat," said the child. She was perhaps 
Rita's age and Ба oted. Her 
clothes were torn in places, and she 
looked very hungry. There were tears 
in her eyes as she held out her small 
palms. Rita's mother quickly gave her 
some money. 


Once they were home, Rita asked, 
"Mummy, who was that?" 


` { love INTELLYJELLY 


j My seven-year-old daughter loves iNTELLVJELLY. This is a good 


educational magazine filled with stories that instill good values 
in kids. I highly recommend this for kids of all ages. 
- Neha Vijai 


"That was an Unforfunafe child, 
dear. Some children in this world don't 
have enough food to eat and clothes to 
wear." 


"But won't her parents buy her new 
clothes for Diwali?" 


Mummy held her close and said, "Not 
everyone has enough money to buy new 
clothes, dear. Not even for Diwali." 


The next two days went | rather 
quickly and Diwali dawned. . Rita's 
mother woke her up to get dressed. 
However, she couldn't find the shoes. 
She asked, "Rita, where are your new 
shoes?" 


"Mummy, please don't be mad, but I 
gave them to the girl we saw the other 
day," replied Rita. 


Mummy was surprised, "But you loved 
those shoes so much!" 


"Yes, mummy, but I still have a new 
dress to wear. That poor girl's feet 
were bare. So I gave her the shoes and 
wished her a happy Diwali." 


Mummy hugged Rita tightly and said, 
"You're the kindest girl in the world, 


baby!" 
AUTHOR NAME: RAJESH K.K 


Please refer to page 34 
for answers. 


«без see me in the air 
But | am not a kite 
1 am what's cre 


Solving Sudoku helps s 
thinking 

your number skil 

your brain active 


When water refr: 
What am I? 


* 
Аве 
City.. Қылыш д 
For my Emotional Intelligence, | have got 
stars from my parents. 


Name one thing that makes 
you feel... 


ЕТ” 


ALSO CHECK OUT THE POINTS YOU SCORE BELOW. 
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Аве 
City. 


1 have scored 
points. 


B POINTS TABLE 1 
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out of 240 


1ከ3ህ6 got stars from 
my parents. 


Design: Manoj Makode Please refer to page 34 for answers. 


DEAR READERS, 
DO YOU LIKE TO PLAY CHESS. 


READ CAREFULLY AND 
COMPLETE ALL THE ACTIVITIES. 


WRITE THE CORRECT NAME OF 
EACH CHESS PIECE. 


dead’ 


KNIGHT BISHOP QUEEN 
ROOK KING PAWN 


Can only move once except when it makes its 
first move when it can move two times 


ΜΝ 


Шуман 


š Can only go forward and capture 
Жы L diagonally 
49” Е 
оз SI ух Μονές in an L shape: two squares ир and one left or right, 
же ee id 4 or one square up and two left or right only piece that can 


jump over another Can only capture when jumping if 
lands on square with enemy 


A ነ ale 11.६ 


es) o cta‏ پڪ 


Match the pieces with their names and 
the correct footprints. 


Please refer to page 34 
for answers. 


HIDDEN ODJECTS 
211141 = 1. Thereisa pencil growing between the trees. 
= = m 2. Thereisan apple ontop of the ruff. 
7 3. Thebaseballis behind the player. 
4. Themusician is playing a doughnut. 
5. Thereisa loaf of bread in the hands of flute player. 
6. The guitarist is holding the guitar inthe wrong direction. 
7. Theold manis wearing his hat upside down and there is 
afishinit. 
8. Thetyre ofthe cycle is trlangular in shape. 


888 
888 5 
WORD SEARCH ЕГІН Г; [Г [>] 
— — — : 
Í Lu € BOGE 
| H 4 H" 1 B H" H 
{ 3|6 |5 |! |። |2 
Junior Chef 
1 1. COFFEE MAKER 4. PEELER 
2. FOOD STEAMER 5. RICE COOKER 
713. GRILL 6. SPATULA 


CHESS ACTIVITY 


1. King 2. Queen 3. Bishop 4. Knight H 
: Giggle and laugh with iJoke! 
Н الاد‎ HA 


1. Queen 2. Knight 


What did the 
rainbow say to the 
pot of gold? 


1. Knight 2. Pawn 3. King 4. Bishop 
5. Queen 6. Коок 


You'll be the end of me 


n Aur Betaal is 


based on 'Betool Pachisi' nce upon a time, there Lived a king called Jimutvahan. Owing 

written in the 11th century | Р КҮН A 

by a Kashmiri poet Somdev to a certain family crisis, Jimutvahan had been living in 
N 


tt. 
King Vikram 
difficulties т captu y ነ 


with his queen, Malayavati. 


ghost Betaol. Each time | | 
tries, Betaal tells a story that ends | One day, Jimutvahan was going to a temple. On the way, he saw 
with a riddle, If Vikram cannot 
answer the question correctly, then | some ‚ and a Lady who was crying beside the debris. 
αι 


shall burst into а 
When he asked her why she was crying, the Lady told him that 


King Vikram answers. / 
the question correctly, YA 
vampire would escape and 


return to his tree there was a demon who was eating the boys of the village. She 
` further revealed that it was her son Shankchoor's turn to be eaten by 
the demon that day. Hearing this, the kind-hearted Jimutvahan 
decided to face the demon head-on. 
As soon as the demon came, Jimutvahan started combating it 
with his full might. However, the demon caught Jimutvahan in his 
hands and fled into the sky. Suddenly, Shankchoor reached the 


scene. Seeing their king's life in danger, he 


= is my favorite teacher because she explains 
every chapter very well and in a detailed manner. 
| love the way she explains typical topics in 


grammar, 


Dear readers, let us 
know who your 
favourite teacher 
is and what makes 
him/her so special. 


disclosed to the demon that Jimutvahan was not his prey, but Shankchoor was. The Demon's 


heart melted listening to this. He was very impressed with Jimutvahan's pemamee. The 
demon hada change of heart and he promised not to eat the village boys again. 


"Can you tell, Vikram, whose penance was bigger?" asked Betal. 


Vikram replied, "Shankchoor's penance was bigger. Jimutvahan was a kshtriya king, and it 


was his duty to save the lives of his subjects. But that was not the case with Shankchoor. 


== favourite teacher is Ms. Anita Botadara. She 
teaches us research skills and mathematics and 
clears all our doubts in such a way that we 
understand it quickly . She encourages из. to 


research the topics that we find interesting. 


Dear readers, let us 
know who your 
favourite teacher 
is and what makes 
him/her so special. 


He saved the Life of Jimutvahan purely on а 
humanitarian basis. Hence, his 


penance is bigger. " 


You are right, oh 
mighty king! 
| shall spare 


your Life, but as you have said something, | will go back now! 


being barred from Hearing the correct answer, Betal fled back to the tree 


one's native country 


trunk. 


ed pieces of rubbish or 


Moral: Humanity is the most sacred religion 


nance is the act 


This magazine is just amazing! Every page in ti 
person who magazine is mor ting than the other. М KN 
helps make other people's lives daughter is eager to read all of it. Truly SN 
better Appreciated 
-Dr. Shashikant Patil 
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Creative Writing Workshops 


‚ HOW DD BeeTLeS вет THeiR Веди ал. COAT? 


A Long, Long time ago, deep in the rainforest of 
South America, a beetle inched slowly along the 
ground. А Rat spotted the Beetle and snickered at 
| how slowly he was moving 
“Hey, Beetle, you move so slowly with your six 
legs. | can run lightning-fast and | have only four 
legs!” called Rat. 
Then, Rat ran back and forth, showing off his 
running skills. "My legs are the paddles to a swift 
boat,” boasted Rat. 
! "You sure seem proud of your speed,” replied 
Beetle. 
"Don't you wish you could run fast like me?” 
' | taunted Rat 
"и Beetle kept trudging along the forest floor 
' silently. 
\ A beautiful green and gold parrot overheard Rat 
| teasing Beetle. Parrot asked, "Rat, | think it 
might be interesting if youand Beetle race." 
"Why would | want to race a Beetle?" asked 
| Rat. "It would hardly be much of a contest. 
m [| What could | 
` possibly have to 
У gain? 
"What if | give the 
f, winner a bright- 
C coat,” 
countered Parrot. 
"You both have 
dull and plain 
coats, so that 
might be a 
пісе prize.” 


Design: Manoj Makode 


Parrot went and sat on a branch far away from 
Rat and Beetle, and called out, “The first one to 
reach me wins.” 

Rat lined up next to Beetle, and Parrot yelled, 
"Go!" 

Rat rocketed across the forest floor in a blur. 
When he reached Parrot, Rat could hardly believe 
his eyes. Beetle was sitting next to Parrot! 

Rat asked Beetle, "How did you get here so fast?" 
Beetle replied, | flew. Its faster than running, 
you know. 

"| didn't know you could Ву! exclaimed Rat 

Parrot declared Beetle the winner and told Rat, 
"You never know when someone may have a hidden 
ability." 

"What colour would you like your coat, Beetle," 
inquired Parrot. 

"I would like а coat the same 

color as you, Parrot," said 

Beetle. Parrot made him 

a beautiful, hard- 

shelled green and gold 
coat. 

And even to this 

day, beetles 
havea 

beautiful 

green and 

gold shell, and 
rats havea 

dull, grey coat. 


past, e.g., a 
ime ago... and 
е explanation is 


Pourquoi tales make readers 
WONDER ABOUT THE 
VARIOUS THINGS IN THE 
WORLD. These stories 


[-— —1 readers, 


Now that you have read the Pourquoi Story, it is time to wear a writers hat and 
become one. The following are two prompts for you to choose from, and now writet 
your own Pourquoi Story. 


Write your 
Pourquoi Tales 


and share with us at 


Author 


of the 
Month 


Jianna is beyond doubt a creative child 

Sheisavery lively and sincere girl. At such a 

young age, she can masterfully weave 

stories creating a wonderful world of 

imagination and learning. It is lovely to see 

her share her stories and inspire others 
too. 

Anuradha Sawhney, 

Principal 

Pathways School, Gurgaon 


Jianna is a very intelligent girl. She 

avid learner. She often indulges in 
initiated inquiry. She, therefore, is an 
independent learner. She has very good 
communication skills. She is also a good 
istener. All these qualities have helped 
Jianna to garner excellent creative writing 
skills. She has very hands 
on solutions for day to 
day problems. She is an 
excellent piano player 
and an exceptiona 

singer too. 

- Vaibhav Sethi and 
Priya Sethi 
ὍΝ. 


Kingdom 


Once upon a time, there was a kingdom. In the kingdom, there was а 
castle. The king and queen of the castle uere very kind. They used to 
donate things to the poor and needy. They had a big army of soldiers 
of which one particular soldier was around the king and queen most 
of the time. Whenever the soldier visited the king and queen s room 
for coffee, something or the other would go missing. For example, а 
very expensive watch, a phone, a ring, a bracelet or some earrings 
Then, one day, the king and queen had a baby. They were delighted. 
When the soldier got the news of the baby, he started acting funny. 
He wanted the boby. The queen started to get suspicious of the 
soldier. Many of her and her husband's belongings had gone missing 
When the queen told the king, he only said, "Maybe you just lost it 
The soldier would not steal.” 

The queen did not believe him, so, one day, she went and sneaked up 
into the soldier's room. To her surprise, the queen overheard the 
soldier talking to someone on the phone, saying, | know, | have so 
many stolen things from the palace and no one even knows, Haha! 
Soon, | am going to run away with all the stolen things. | am going to 
sell them and become rich." | 
The queen quickly recorded this. She наз shocked after what she had 
heardand ran straight to the king to tell him everything 


The king decided to accompany the queen to the soldier's room. They! 


bothbargedinto the soldier's room and said, "What are you doing?” 
The soldier said, "Umm... nothing. | om just going to the bathroom." 
The queen played the recording for the soldier and threatened him to 
return all the stolen things. The soldier returned all the things 
angrily 

The king and queen made an announcement and played the recording 
for the entire kingdom.. The people were shocked. The king and queen 
immediately fired the soldier and banned him from their town. 


Jianna Sethi, 08 years 
4th Standard, Pathways School, Gurgaon 
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Creative Writing Workshops. 
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Creative Writing Workshops 
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Sam's Magic Pencil 


Once upon a time, there lived a boy named Sam. Не went toan art 
class, but his drawing skills did not improve. He could only draw a 
dot. His pencil did not let him draw anything except a dot. He | 
could only draw different sizes of dots. 

Sam was not happy. But, with his magic pencil, he wished to make 
him famous. One day, he got an idea! He started to draw patterns 
within the dots. The magic pencil helped him draw beautiful 
patterns. Не drew several dots with colourful patterns inside. ' 
His drawings became popular in the art class, and soon he was 
able to put up an exhibition. Sam thanked his magic pencil. 


Aaisha Asfiya, 8 years, 
4th Standard, St. Patricks High School, ICSE 


Writing 


Impromptu Story ΠΠ 


Pick up your pen, let your imagination ПУ Arbindo is on a hike and a bird 
starts talking about a smuggling 
secret to him. What will Arbindo 
do to stop the felling of trees? 


Author your story 
& Publish 


info&iNTELLYJELLY.com 


Writing 


Author and Publi 


Creative Writing Workshops 


Impromptu SOY πατε 


agination fly. 
ur pen, let your im А ፻ 
Pickup yo Sattan ate a magical Samosa and his 
skin turned orange. Prisha was also 
there. Write about how she saves 
him. 


ሜኖ E Author your story 
i “ርብርብ OF RUST አ em к © & Publish 


lete the activi 
Info@iNTELLYJELLY. 
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Author анд Publish 


Creative Writing Workshop 


POEMS 


ሥጩ бо at 


PRISHA А Uthor of the Month 
SHARMA 


Author, Age: 12 Yrs 
Home Schooled 


Prisha is a young chirpy girl from 
Chandigarh, India. She loves 
animals, nature, and poetry. 


BOOKA 
DEMO 
WORKSHOP 


Your CHILD can be the next хы 
PUBLISHED AUTHOR! Scan | Type 'Demo-Author & Publish' 


Send WhatsApp 


www.intellyjelly.com Ж 


"S 


d CHOCOLATE 


is Thicker Than 


BLOOD 


nu is already under a 
lot of stress, with 
everybody already 


giving her grief for the 
Boards next year To add to 
that, she also has to deal 
with dissecting cockroaches 
in the lab and her unruly 
curls which threaten to play 
spoiler as she crushes on a 
boy at the swimming pool. 
Her sister Diya, who is five 


years older, is perfect in 
contrast, with glossy straight 
hair and a favourite of the 
teachers. While Anu is 
wondering if she is adopted, 
a nasty aunt drops in one 
evening and announces that 
Diya is not her real sister. 
Over steaming mugs of hot 
chocolate, the sisters come 
to terms with the news and 
negotiate the road ahead. 


upa Gulab is a 

columnist and the 

author of four 
novels. She is seriously 
addicted to chocolate, chips 
and colas. Fortunately or 
unfortunately, no doctor has 
managed to cure her—so 
far. 


UERY IMPORTANT 
IMPORTANT 
Having good grades 
(ὦ 
ΟΟΟ 


Being good in sports 


Having fun 


E 
είς 


Being popular or famous 


OOO 


Having a lot of money 


а LITTLE IMPORTANT 
NOT IMPORTANT ЇЇ] 


Having material goods 


ООО 


Practicing your religion 
>=ም 


ርጋርጋርጋ 


Being clean and organized 


ም А 
w 


OOO 


Being coreful апа safe 


ООО 


Learning new shills and information 


Being creative 


OOO 


Trying and never giving up 


OOO 


Doing things on your own 


OOO 


Being responsible for your own actions 


OOO 


Spending ра with family 


OOO 


City. 


Having good friends 


--» 


ООО 


Being honest 


OOO 


Helping others 


OOO 


Being respectful and fair 


OOO 


Being thankful 
215 2 
е, J 


Ihave got... Stars from my parents info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 
for CORE VALUES. 


= babj 
ги 
dental ne been 


Called а. 
OF canine ы У a Wild pig with „ 
th пе 9 with 
rough the а teeth, ва На Sortable nd 
r right , 


Eyebrows play two important roles: they 
protect us Ка inst rain, sweat, and dirt, and 


they also ing us express our emotions. 


ел by Reader: 


Geet Grover 
New Ое! 


DEAR READERS, DO YOU READ 
CURRENT AFFAIRS ONLY ABOUT THE 
SUCCESS OF OTHERS, OR 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


nm и. Hydrogen Fuel Cell 
ff p" ^1 Scientists from the Hong Kong University of Science and 


Technology (HKUST) have developed the world's most 
+ durable Hydrogen Fuel Сей. This hydrogen fuel is cost- 
effective and makes way for the wider application of 
green energy in chasing a carbon-neutral world. It 
HYDROGEN = == generates power efficiently by converting hydrogen and 
oxygen into electricity. Zero carbon dioxide, particulate 
1 matter or any other air pollutants are emitted In the 
process. 


0705 ፳፪0::0% tS see 
eating Sclr Pawar FEM 5ኗ 


The world's largest floating Solar Power Plant will be 
constructed in Madhya Pradesh. It is aimed at boosting | 
the power generation capacity inthe state and addressing 
electricity problems in the central region. The floating 
solar power plant will be constructed in Khandwa. It will 
generate 600-Megawatt power by 2022-23. This projectis 
estimated to be worth Rs 3000 сгогез. 


First Woman Chief of CSIR 


Nallathamby Kalaiselvi has been appointed as the first woman 
director general of CSIR (Council of Scientific and Industrial 
Research). She is a senior electrochemical scientist and has 
been appointed for two years. Kalaiselvi is famous for her work 


=. in lithium-ion batteries. As of now, she has published over 125 
учени research papers and holds six patents 


C-—M J u 


DEAR READER 
CURREN 


CURRENT 


AFFAIRS 


In Arunachal Pradesh, the 
"Medicine from the Sky Project' was 
unveiled successfully on August 15, 2022. 
The first flight of the drone service was carried 
from Seppa to Chayang Tajo in East Kameng 
district. This project is inspired by the Prime 
Minister's vision of transforming India into the 
шы сс | world's drone hub. The Medicine from the Sky 
„жэ: Project has been funded by the United States 
Agency for International 
— 4. Development (USAID). 


Liz Truss elected 


Recently, UK Foreign Minister Liz Truss has been elected 
asthe next Prime Minister of Britain and the leader of the 
governing Conservative Party. 

After a grueling six-week campaign, Liz defeated her rival, 
former finance minister Rishi Sunak, by 81,326 votes %- 
60,399. 

Liz Truss is the 56th Prime Minister of Britain and the third 
woman Prime Minister to lead the country. The previous female 
prime ministers — Margaret Thatcher and Theresa May — were 
also from the Conservative Party. 


Send us 


(77%, anyone recent News that you 
know and have read about. 


Dr. B.R Ambhedkar is 
called the father of the 
Indian Constitution. 


Brazil produces 
the best coffee in 
the world. 


The first woman 
Prime Minister 
of India was 

Indira Gandhi. 


When А 
were alive, there 
were 370 days in a 
year. 


mouth of all land ' 
hree feet 
teeth, 


The hippopotamus has the widest n 
п open more thant 


instead, these mouth 
showing dominance 


human 


of the most ys animal 


дапдего! 


surfaces Wi ον опе new 
chemical bond. cà lets the fact and share 
His and hang on with us at 


geckos climb wa 
by just one toe. 


l love INTELLY)ELLY .:0 


- Anubha Rawat 


“Тһе winners will receive a FREE. 
WHAT ARE THE TWO STEPS IN CONSUMPTION book with their next month 
magazine delivery. 


xj THAT CAUSE DAMAGE TO NATURE? 
WHAT ARE THE OTHER TWO NAMES FOR 
ey J KOLAM? 


WHAT IS HYRDOGENFUEL GAS? 
HOW DOES A ROOK MOVE IN CHESS? 


HOW DOES CONSUMPTION DAMAGE 
MOTHER NATURE? 
WHY DO STARS TWINKLE? 


Á 


WHY DO PEOPLE CRY WHEN THEY CUT 


в) ONIONS? 


WHEN CAN ONE START LIVING LIFE HAPPILY? 


iNTELLYJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 
and send them to us here 


Design: Avdesh Patidar 


= the coloured tape and 
make two raCing tracks. 


; Take two 


рот pom balls. ° 
+ 
WHAT YOU, NEED Таке two 
ту Straws to 0100 o 


1. Рот ا‎ В air through. 


2. Straws 


3, coloured Tape 


Апа nou you are 
all Set For the race. e 
Таке a deep breath in 
апа get, set, go! 


If your pom pom ball 
goes out of the track, you ७ 
с^, 4 have to go to the starting 
4 2% point again and quickly 
re-start. 


Е. 


+ Ripe and sweet mango cubed: 1 

+ Red bell pepper finely chopped: 
1/2 cup 

* Mint leaves finely chopped: а 


handful Es Be the chef, 
: 1 cook and share 
your pictures at 


* Coriander leaves finely chopped: 
а handful 


* Lemon juice : 3 tbsp 
* Salt and pepper to taste 


Method 


/ | = 
1. Mix all the ingredients in a kitchen appliances 
bowl. 


2. Add lemon juice, salt, and Fill in the blanks. Then, match the 
pepper. kitchen appliances with the correct picture. 
3. Mix well and refrigerate for half ө о 4 
an hour. 
4. Serve along with chips. ς FL-EMJIES % 
T DSEMR 


P ሼከ 
፳፪ ር. С KR 
e иа ғ о 


Please refer to page 34 for answers. 


е Share the happiness of reading iNTELLYJELLY with — 
your friends and 
* Fill іп five promising contacts below 


Parent Name: 
Child Name: ... — - Child Name: .. 


Contact number: ፡ - Contact number: .. 


Parent Name:.................... Ed Parent Name: . . ...--------- 
ርከዘፀ Мате: . 


Contact numbe 


Parent Name 
Child Name 


Contact number: 


COME ONE. 
DADAJI, MY FR: ) COME ALL 
ALSO WANT TO RE RE, MORE THE 
INTELLYJELLY? WHAT MERRIERI YOU 
TO DO? FILL THEIR NA Paani ር 
AND NUMBERS ON 
THIS PAGE 


Child Name: 


Contact number: 


Parent Мате: 
Child Name: . 


Contact number 


Parent Мате:.... 
Child Name: .. 


Contact number: 


HE “140 


ішейісеп! reading is fun! 
= 8-12 years 


fact is the ability to step on 
amans toes without messing 
up the shine on his shoes. 


-Harry S. Truman 


LEADERSHIP _ «΄΄" 


m opportunity 
to publish 


your CHILD'S 
and 


your CREATIVITY! 


Le; 


GURMEHAR KAUR 


ІГПІ 66 We fer wow ለ 


next Anthology Book = 


~Ruchira, Parent 


DISHA VERMA ADRUA CHOWDHURY E 
ec = 


you! 


~Nidhi, Parent 


5 | wish to publish my STORY/POEM/ARTWORK/ARTICLE/ 
OTHER in the ANTHOLOGY BOOK. 


Name 


Аве 
Mobile No. 


E-mail 


Create A Lifetime Milestone! 


WWW.NTELLYJELLY.com/anthology 


Fill your information. Then, click a picture and 


WhatsApp it to us at 8540-441-441. 
Or, send mail at Anthology@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


° 
paper e Fold the bottom-ieft corner up 
ο ATE መ LN to е to the тор соти and glue іє 
š in place. Do the same with the 
the other, to form a triangle. በ 4 


. . е. 
ο > 
Turn the paper over. 
Fold the bottom corner 
(only the top layer) up 
to the top corner. 
Once the fold is made, 
unfold it again and Fold 
it back into the pocket 
just created. 


७ е е .9 e Nz 
°@° As far as Children's . ES 
Day crafts For / 
preschoolers go, this 
bookmark is very cute 
and useful thing that 
your child can make. 1е 
Can also help create an 
interest in reading by 
making the activity 


Use construction paper to create 3 
different Features like eyes, nose, 
mouth, teeth, etc., and Siue them 

onto the bookmark. 


Share your views about the following. based оп your understanding of the movie. 


° 
Whaf is your fake on this? መሙ 2 


Click the picture and 
Send us 


City 
lliked/did not like the movie because 


— = Ө 


Exploring the hopes, dreams and challenges of three 
Ugandan children who travel around the world with the 


African Children's Choir. 


Imba Means Sing is a character- 
driven, heartfelt story of resilience 
and the impact of education. The 
film follows Angel, Moses and Nina 
from the stums of Kampala, Uganda 
through а world tour with the 
Grammy-nominated African 
Children's Choir. The film is 
stunningly shot and told through 
Angel, Moses and Nina's 
perspectives on their one shot 
journey from poverty to education. 
Their story is an intimate look at 
the inner workings of the choir and 
how each child processes the joys 
and challenges of their life- 
changing opportunity 


The film is more of a coming-of- 
age, fish-out-of-water, experience 
of the world through someone 
else's eyes story than a mere 


gem қо 


traditional narrative arc. The whole 
story is told through the eyes of 
the three young children. who at 
the beginning didn't even speak 
English. There is dignity that 
they deserve. 


The real conflict each child 
омегсотев is personal 


Moses learns to be humble 
Angel learns to share 
Nina learns to be confident. 


They all hold the weight of the 
world on their shoulders, Through 
it all, however, they are full of joy, 
love and laughter. The film is Less 
about the lessons they learn, and 
more about how we can learn from 
getting to know them and see the 
way they choose to live. 


What‘is the central 
conflict in Imba? How 
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ЕЛІЛЛЕЛІЛТІТІЛІЛІСІТІЕГІЛІЛІЛІЛІ 


India wins the Indo-China championship. 
Mystery Minder Mia manages to program 
the Chinese robot IPSY to dance to Indian 


Dadaji plans a long road trip in his camper- 
van. He also teaches his army the magic of 
SURYA ARGHYA. 


Balan was annoyed with the wood smuggler, 
Kaba. Dadaji explained how we all cause 
damage to the environment by not controlling 
our consumption. 


WHAT NEXT, DADAJI? 
M 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
INTO THE JUNGLES. 


ይ. MD _ 
They ай are celebrating when Sattan G. rushes to 
Dadaji with a letter. Dadaji's old friend, Balan, has 


requested his urgent help with something. 


Their dream journey begins. Sattan requests Mia 
to make a chocolate shake for him. Mia dodges 
the request. 


WHATEVER WE CONSUME I5 THE 


== 
ELA 


Beloved iNTELLYJELLYians, Ў 


it fills us with pride to kno 


up new inf 


and are not 


| abort rou νο 


DOES NO involve either of the two steps that cause 
αυ. 


Ihave consumed 


DOES NOT involve either of the two steps that. 
ጮ፦ _ 


ЕН {i ጠል 
t 

ТО DOESNOT ivive either of tne ከሠ stapa thet com 
| aman toa 


се < — ЕЕ ጋ 


ጭሩ ony 


quem 
| 
| 


Jj 
ጨመ oz αι * 


| DOES NOT ww either of tue tno stapa that сала 


p 
c NN д ЖА X 


“ፔሬ 


| 
) Ihave consumed Share a pic of your 
CONSUMPTION sheet at 


DOES NOT involve either of the two steps that cause 
info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


damage to nature. 
پڪ‎ 


Dadaji 
247 Ве TACTFUL 


Animesh Tiwari | Co-author: Shakun 


MY TENDENCY TO CONSUME HARMS THE 
ENVIRONMENT οι - S 


SMUGGLER KABA BETTER WATCH OUT, FOR DADAJI AND HIS ARMY ARE ON THEIR WAY 
TO PUT A STOP TO HIS ILLEGAL ACTIVITIES. 


SOON, THEY REACH THEIR DESTINATION. 


T THIS PLA 


CE IS Y 
MAGICAL! 
` ή 


САМ УОЦ ЗЕЕ МЕ 
OI JP? 


SEE TREE GOING 
IN, HEAVYWEIGHT 
TTAN JI. HE НЕ 


ІМ CONTRAST 
ТО THE PREVIOUS AFTER USING A CAMOUFLAGED 
YEARS, THESE TENTS TENT ON HIS PREVIOUS 
ARE A RIOT OF TRIP, DEEPAK VOWED NEVER 
TO DO SO AGAIN. 


That which contains 
different, contrasting 


WHEN HE RETURNED FROM A መሠሪ 

di 
WALK TO THE NEARBY RIVER, ፪፻ женой 
HE COULD NOT IDENTIFY THE | ВИ ώς 


TENTS AMONG ALL THE 


/ THAT NIGHT, DEEPAK 
HAD TO SLEEP WITH 
HIS SHEEPS. 


ऽः ANXIETY EVENTUALLY BECOMES Y 
UNBEARABLE. SHE DECIDES ТО ONE 
CONFRONT SATTAN Е 


U CAN'T TALK ABOUT TRUST 


HO COULDN'T LOW 


USE YOU'RE THE 


52. НАО TO HOLD MY CARDS CLOSE 
TO MY CHEST. 


I NEVER ANT THAT. PLEASE REFER EDITIONS FROM JUNE 21 TO AUGUST 22 FOR 
YOU CAN TRUST ME. / THE MYSTERIOUS STORY OF IPSY ROBOT 


SATTAN, HEAR ME OUT. С 
МОТ TILL YOU GIVE MEA 2 
GOOD REASON WILL YOU 


DARETO SPEAK TO МЕ , € 


Hold your cards 
close to your chest = 


tended 


MIA COULD NOT CONTROL HERSELF ANY LONGER. IN ALL 
LIKELIHOOD, A VOLCANO HAS JUST ERUPTED SOMEWHERE. 


— СП 


ы ( 
ZERO INTEREST IN 
TALKING TO YOU. _ Á 


4 


ARJUN IS GETTING SCARED LOOKING AT THE SITUATION. FOR HIM, THIS IS 
CONSIDERABLY MORE DIRE THAN THE SITUATION BETWEEN RUSSIA AND UKRAINE 


Arjun scores full 
marks for his 


feelings, yet, scores 


a big ZERO м 


expression, 


7 CHILDLIKE BEHAVIO 


INH OF 


e Holmes and Dr Watson go on a 
camping trip. 


After eating their dinner around the campfire they 
sleep in the tent: A few hours later Sherlock wakes up. 


“Watson, are you awake? Look up and fell me what 


Sa 


you see," а<Ке Holmes. 
"Ues, sir, I see billions of stars,” says Watzon. 


“And what does that tell you Watgon,” asks Holmes. 


“Well,” says Dr Watson, “THells me thatthere are 
millions of gaLaxies and biLLions of pLanels. T 
observe that the time is approximately a quarter past 


| -—— vy ---——À 


three. І can feel that God is all powerful and that we 


are small and insignificant. 


“Why? What does ittell you, Sir Holmes?" 


= is quiet for a moment; then 
says: 11015 me fhaf someone has 


sfoLen our fenf.' 


CALMEST | READILY APPARENT 
MIND 
IN THE 
UNIVERSE 
ITIS HER 
ULTIMATE 
WEAPON 
AGAINST ALL 
HER 
CHALLENGES: 


ም — ብ DES .. መ 


< тй is the a to 


| ”, Step оп а man's toes 
| ም messing up th 
7 / hin‘ is shoes. 
| % 


2 KNOWS THE ТАСТ TO TUNE THE EMOTIONS OF ል LISTENER. SATTAN С. WAS MORE ALERT 
THIS TIME, UNLIKE BEFORE WHEN PRISHA AND MIA HAD MADE HIM DRINK SOUR GREEN JUICES. 
1% ΕΝ 


СЕ FOR ME. THESE BIG. 
VIBRANT TREES WERE МАКТ 
1 OF YOU. A 

LEARN 


KU, 


м 


*PLEASE REFER SEPT'22 EDITION. REASOW 


S HAVE A SENSE OF 
BEING VALUED. 


OBVIOUSLY, PRISHA, THE PARTNER PLAYER, WAS SUCCESSFUL IN ADVANCING HER TACTFUL STRATEGY, 


TE от ሮኔ መሙ p 


PRISHA MUST PERFORM АТ HER РЕАК RIGHT NOW, SO SHE GOES TO MIA 


WHAT ARE YOU 
DOING HERE? 


WITH YOU IN b WITH YOU IN 
THE JEEP!! } THE JEEP!! 
NEVER! 


ТНАТ В 


RE IMMATURE 


WITH ME м 
/ AM TIRED. 1 THINK 


ME MUSI 


НАУЕ 50 МАМҮ 
WONDERFUL PALS 


МАЗ АМ 


ADMIRABLE ACT. 


Prisha, the 


partner player, 
has impeccable 
TACT ім 

KNOWING 


how to step on 
a man's toes 
without 


scuffing the polish. 


THEY REACH THEIR DESTINATION. THE 


OK, THERE 
THEY ARE, TROUBLE 
MAKERS 


Coming 
soon! 


Do you want to read 
iNTELLYJELLY books? 


ап the QR code ab 


WHAT NEXT, DADAJI? 
` 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


J 


WILL THE ARMY BE ABLE TO SOLVE DADAJI'S FRIEND, BALAN'S PROBLEM 


WITH KABA? 
THEY REACH THEIR DESTINATION. THEY 
ARE FRIENDS AGAIN. 
к 


as: 


252 | 
= HE ARMY THE SHOCK OF THEIR LIFE! 


MANNERS ARE THE BEHAVIOURS THAT YOU SHOW WHEN YOU ARE 
AROUND OTHER PEOPLE. HAVING GOOD MANNERS MEANS THAT YOU 
ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL. 


Good Manners 


HOW GOOD ARE YOUR MANNERS? 


ΕΗ м ir hands Being a 
Ыб ecg du 


Running in the 
classroom loud voice 


= 


Share а pic of your 
manners sheet at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


IMPRESSIONIST PRINTING 


IMPRESSIONISM describes a style of painting 
developed in France during the mid-to-late 19th 
century. This art style is characterised by the use of 
subtle brushstrokes so as to create as an impression 
of the object being painted. 


IMPRESIONIST PAINTINGS were founded by the French painter Oscar-Claude Monet. 
He depicted the outdoors in oil paintings that reflected his own unique perspective. 


What he captured on canvas was the Impression that a fleeting, carefree vision had 
left on him, rather than an exact recreation of any particular location. 


Mail your art at 
WELLY com 


Raghu's two Extra Eyes 


Madhumita Mandal 


Raghu, a peppy eight-year-old 
boy, acted like a monkey at 
home. His big black eyes swung 
like a pendulum around 
the house to catch hold of some 
mischiefs. He wanted to play in 
the mud and spend all day in the 
hay. Mummy and Papa were 


tired of his mischiefs. 


£ how that 


naughty boy has 


made holes in my new 
shirt,” complained 
Grandpa, looking fed 


up of his pranks. 


Grandma was equally irked at 
finding her pickle bottle broken. 


Papa was red like an oven when 
he found his favourite pair of 
socks stocked with toys hanging 
from the ез 

The entire 

family 

wanted 

Raghu to 

be calm as 

the summer 

sea. To engage 

the chatty and matty boy, Papa 
gifted him a pair of two extra 


eyes, aka binoculars. 


The day Raghu received the 
enticing binoculars as a gift, 
everything changed. He held the 
tool in his hands, and flapped his 


Author of several novels 
and other works of 
science fiction on the 
Kindle platform, 
Madhumita nas recently 
contributed to a children's 
anthology, drawing 
inspiration from her own 
formative years.She 
follows a strict exercise 
and diet regimen when 
she's not writing as she 
believes a healthy body 
leads to a healthy mind, 
and a healthy mind leads 


to interesting stories.She 
believes that one day her 
love of writing will fly her 
to the Land of Oz on a 
magic carpet 


eyelids like wings апа peeped 
through the lenses to see the 


world around. 


The world suddenly appeared 
colossal. Raghu focused his 
two extra eyes on the oval 
Peepal tree hole. His mouth fell 
wide open in astonishment when 
he saw a shiny EMERALD 
parrot family looking right back 
at him. The little bird moved 
sideways with its tiny feet ona 
branch and banged the fruit 


In days, Raghu's backyard 


became a nurturing ground 

for birdwatching. On some 

mornings, he saw 
hummingbirds take turns at the 
feeder. a mockingbird shouting 
from the chimney, and a tiny 
sparrow splashing in the 
birdbath. 


On Sundays, Raghu acted as a 
detective to find nesting places 
of the chirpy birds. He wrote 
about them in his journal. Slowly, 
the pages filled with names like 
stocky, blue-tinged Indian 
Roller, long-tailed Cuckoo that 
loved to lay eggs in others 


nests, and the small gentle plum 


| 4 love INTELLYJELLY 


Excellent kids’ magazine!!! My daughter enjoys 
reading and doing all the activities. She eagerly 


waits for new editions every month, Good 
investment!!! 


ድ: 


- Sharmila Bankar 


creatures, butterflies appeared 


like flying colourful carpets. 


At night, Raghu turned into a 
moon дагег. Тпе тооп 
appeared like а big, sweet ball. 


He was sure to catch hold 
of the white crystal 


ball one night. A ኣም 


pigeons. Finally, Радһи could pair of extra 


differentiate between a pigeon 


eyes truly 
and a duck. 


pendulum: a body 

/ suspended from a fixed point 
turned out sous to swing freely to and fro 
under the action of gravity 


Raghu was glad to see a new to be enticing: attractive or 
tempting 


world through his binoculars. magical! | colessals huge or massive 
w i EMERALD : a bright 
Bees appeared like alien green precious stone 


feeder £ a container filled with 
ood for birds or mammals 


(ТЕГ 2 someone who gazes 
‘at the stars or sky 


Share a birdwatching experience and tell us about the bird’s size, 
colour, nest and eating habits. 


Express yourself and 


share with us at 


info@INTELLYJELLY.com 


= NTELLYJELLY ап 
/OU LIKE TO PLAY CHESS 
REFULLY AND 
L THE ACTIVITIES 


Vertical Move a 5580 
Horizontal Move wc 9 
Square Move 

WN 
Diagonal Move Rook 58 


A. The Knight can move diagonally. 
В. The King can move т any direction. 
C. The Bishop can't move forwards. 


D. The Queen can move straight or diagonally. 


2. Rearrange the words to make sentences. 


— A. A move diagonally Bishop only can 


The eight of us go ANS 
forth, not back, to ` 
ur king from an 
attack. What are we? 


B. direction А — | сап capture In апу 


ነ 
— р o س‎ 


Match the auestions То the chess pieces. 


Which Eu] can Jump 
over ofher pleces? 


Which шта" moves like 
a bishop & a rook? 


Which ріесе zur] only move 
one square at a time? 


\ 
\ mu] 
\ 
\ 


Which 2” | сап only 
move forward? 


Which plece ΓΩ] travels 
across rows and down 
columns? 


do 
То 
je 
το 
Te 
“To 


Name 
Age City 
ጩጨ ጊ ሆኙ E 1 have got stars from my parents 
queens, knights and N for my ATTENTION TO DETAIL. 
bishops go to war? 
1am و‎ 
ግልን Y Please refer to Click the picture & 
P \ page 39 for answers. Send us to 
info@INTELIYIELLY.com 


Sudoku 


LIFE 16 LIKE SUDOKU; ALL YOU HAVE TO DO IS 
PUT SOME PIECES IN THE CORRECT SPOTS, AND 
EVERYTHING ELSE WILL FALL INTO PLACE. 
DEAR READERS, SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY SOLVING 
THIS SUDOKU PUZZLE WITH ME. 


lam a sport that can 
only be played оп а 
windy day. 

Which sport am i? 


Burky ayy uamsuy 


Solving Sudoku helps sharpen logical 
thinking and improves your number 
skills. И keeps your brain active. 


Click a picture and 
share with us at 


SUDOKU 


Giggle and laugh with iJoke! 
- | is 


The seaside 
camping trip was 
50 boring that one 
day the tide went 
out and never 
came back. 


Giggle and laugh with iJoke! 


| went to the “227 K 
doctor and asked for 
something for 

persistent wind. 


He gave me a kite. 


ТЕМАП ВАМА 
ITTY INDIANS Painting Art 


Script: Anju Gupta | Illustration: Siddhi Jain 


HAPPY 
INTELLY)ELLYIan 


ID, SIR. I FELT THEY - 
T ARTISTIC ENOUG 
Н YOUR TASTE 


1 НА 
J THAT I Е MASTERED 
THE ART OF PAINTINGS 


"IE ONLY ODD 
LIMBS AND PIECES 


Ex EN 


= 4 


° оме iNTELLYJELLY 


Tenali Rama wa: 
and advi: 


1 children, rather, с wn with w 
sw 4 
Tenali Rama 


olving issues 


humorous 


- Nikunj Gupta had 


Pourquoi πι 


5”. ο, — Author and Publish | ገይ | 4 


= ڪڪ‎ ው M A ДА А 
^ | Creative Writing Workshops- Zx 


` x tq 4 ጩጨ / е su 
WHY THe KANGAROO HAS А POUCH 


Once, there was a town called Kangie where all the kangaroos lived. The governor and : 


his wife, Mr and Mrs K, were very whiny, frustrated, and usually constipated. НГК 4 


was very popular. He never came in second, and everyone loved him. But something 


| was аті55. Maybe it was that his wife was expecting a baby and this was new to him. His 


| | wife kept telling him to take the day off and sleep in, but that was impossible because 


he was the governor; it was a very stressful job. 


A few days later, his wife called him and said, "The 
baby is coming! I'U meet you at the hospital." Hr K 
left his office and hurried to the hospital where his | 
wife was waiting for him. Soon, their baby was 

born. It was a baby boy. They didn't know 


how to carry him, so Mr K called ናው 


his friend and asked him to 
sew a pouch on, to carry 
the baby. Soon, the Look 


caught on and 
past, e.g. A loi time 
everybody wanted one. одо... and end when the 
explanation is 
። Pourquoi tales make readers 
Thatis how the WONDER ABOUT THE 
VARIOUS THINGS IN THE 
kangaroo ended up WORLD. It accelerates 
children's k 
with a pouch. thinking, and exploring 


abilities. 


Design: Manoj Makode 


readers, 
Now that you have read the Pourquoi Story, it's time to wear a writers hat and 


become one. The following are two prompts for you to choose from and now write 
your own Pourquoi Story. 


Write your 
Pourquoi Tales 
and share with us at 
info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


B or 


of the 
Month 
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Wanderlust 
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In the milky pearls that drown in azure, 
Or in the auburn fire that burns your soul, 
In the woody forest that whispers no more; 

Or in the rhythmic secrets amidst folklores. 


Tell me where 10 Look when galaxies fall, 
When meteors crash and auroras call, 
Tell me where to search when truth befalls; 
When promises break and eternity crawls. 


In the scarlet roses that adorn their graves, 
Or the dewy mist that lines your gaze, 
In the arcane words that you carved in caves; 
Or the scented parchments you inked that day. 


Tell me where to hide when the dawn awakes, 
When the birds chirp and symphonies play, 
Tell me where to veil when | witness your charades; 
When saints sin with pride by heaven s gates. 


In the scorching ember of your fireplace, 
Or the frosted snow etched on window panes, 
In the howling wind that flow you astray; 
Or the stringed stars who tampered with our fate. 


1, as a principal, have closely observed Riddhi 
performance and ! must mention that sh 
true epitome of overall excel Having 
hed her grow into a confident, devoted 
child was a matter of pride for me. Although 
academically sound, she never compromised 


arenas to develop herself. She is ага! 
dedicated, perseverant and a zealous individual 


who displays her capability in multiple avenues. 
She never fails to capitalize in an opportunity to 
learn and ameliorate her skill set, and is truly a 
promising student. 

1 am elated to share that Riddhi Sharma's 
Poem has been shortlisted for iNTELLYJELLY's 


premium ‘Budding Author of the Month 
n. | wish that she brings more laurels for 
and for her alma mater. 
Mrs. Vinita Malik 
cipal, Delhi Public School, Bhopal 


of ай our kids. We are so 

id of Riddhi. She has worked hard and 

ceeded, and her hard 
perseverance have paid off. 
We hope that she 


our daughter, our 
our everything. Wishing 
her even more success 
in the future 


Mr. Abhishek 
Sharma and Mrs. 
Sadgi Sharma 
Parents 
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Tell me my Love; oh, where should | run, 
When our letters turned ashes to the aureate sun, 
Tell me just to whom | should ve turned; 
When you betrayed me in wars, | thought | had won. 


In these deafening sounds of sticks and stones, 
Or mangled between those broken bones, 
In those stained mirrors of stelliferous thorns; 
Or at the end of the rainbow drenched monochrome. 


Tell me where to sing when tragedy unfolds, 
When you fail the harmony to de [une s chords, 
Tell me where to venture when the earth runs cold; 
When winter ices with silver it's tales on my soul. 


In the earthly wind chimes that went off at dawn, 
Or those tinker blue bells that made you yawn, 
In those Lucid dreams amidst moon-lit Lawns; 
Or the raging nightmares that chalked you forlorn. 


Tell me; would you, when | can't tell myself, 
That it has been brutal; this walk-through hell, 
Tell me, now, that | can for eternity rest; 

For this wandering has left me with lust for death. 


- Ridhhi Sharma, 14 years, 
9th, Delhi Public School, Bhopal 
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The Amazing Invisible Tiger 


Sophie has a new friend. His name is Baba, the Honkey 
Sometimes he can be very naughty. But he is really a very 
nice monkey. Today, she meets another new friend. 
Ὃ thee secta Sophie walks with Baba down the street towards Josh s 

μμ . house. Well, Sophie walks, but Baba does not walk. He likes 
to run and jump, and do cartwheels down the pavement 
"Josh!" shouts Sophie. 
For once, Baba stops running, jumping and doing 
cartwheels. He stands still and Looks up at the window 
There he is! Josh pops his head out of his bedroom window 
"Hi, Sophie," says Josh. "Whois your new friend?" 
"This is Baba," answers Sophie. "Do you want to come out 
and play?” 
"I can +," replies Josh, | have a problem in my bedroom." 
"What is it?" asks Sophie. She and Baba both Look up at 
Josh. 
"I have an invisible tiger in my room!” 
"What!" say Sophie and Baba at the same time 
"It's true,” replies Josh. “Come on up. The back door is 


S. Antony Francis 


Азһок ореп 


So Sophie and Baba до through the back door of Josh's 
house. They go upstairs to his bedroom. Sophie knocks on 
Josh s bedroom доог. He opens the door and says, “Quick! 
Come in fast!" 


Author 


of the 
Month 


Sophie and Baba go into Josh s bedroom and 
he closes the door quickly 

Sophie says, “Josh, this is Baba. Baba, this 15 
Josh.” Then she asks, "Why do we have to 
come in quickly?” 

"| don't want the tiger to escape,” answers 
Josh 

Sophie and Baba Look at each other. Then 
they start to laugh. “Josh,” says Sophie 
"Are you sure you re okay? There's no tiger 
in here." 

Suddenly, they hear a roar! 

"| am Lexa, the Tiger." says a voice. Sophie 
and Baba are scared. They jump back. Their 
mouths and their eyes are wide open 

"See," says Josh, | told you there is a tiger 
in my bedroom." 

"And not just any tiger,” says Lexa, | am а 
special tiger." 

"Why are you special,” asks Baba. 

"And how do we know you're a tiger?" says 
Sophie, "We can't even see you." 

"Don't make her angry!" says Josh, "She is 
already in abad mood." 

Lexa roars again. Josh, Sophie and Baba all 


blish 
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take a step backwards. They are scared. 

“бо, you want to see me?" asks Lexa. "Watch 
this!” And suddenly, there she is, standing in 
Josh's bedroom; a very pretty tiger with 
beautiful stripes. 

Sophie, Baba and Josh, all say together, 
"Wow!" Lexais pretty, but she is not happy." 
"Why are you in a bad mood, Lexa?” asks 
Sophie 

"Because my paw hurts,” answers Lexa. 

"Let me see," says Sophie. Lexa puts out her 
paw and Sophie holds it. Sophie Looks very 
closely at Lexa's paw. "| think | see the 
problem. It's a thorn,” says Sophie. 

“A thorn?” asks Lexa 

"Yes. Don't worry, | can help you,” says 
Sophie. She has small fingers so she easily 
pulls out the thorn 

"Isitbetter now?" asks Sophie. 

"Yes," answersLexa, "Thank you so much!" 
So now there is a new friend on the street. 
Sophie and Josh are so excited. They want to 


show their new friend Lexa to their other , 


friend, Tom. They all hope Lexa does not 
become invisible again! 

- А. Pricilla, 12 years, 
7th Standard, The Vikasa School, Tuticorin 
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You and Mia are talking in the 
«4% garden and you see а man 

kidnap a two-year-old child. 

How will you save 

that child? 


Author your story 
The illustrations are awesome and the activities are Publish 
8 and engaging. My kid loves iNTELLYJELLY. Great SYN 24 & Publis 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


My Favourite Teacher is Smitha Poojary 
because | like the way she teaches, She is very 
patient аға loving towards students. She 


helps us understand the subject very well. 


This із то, My Favourite 
. Advika Sai, Seven years A 
914, kas World 1 Tea is 
School, Bengaluru. Smitha Poojary. 


Dear iNTELLYJELLIans, let us know who your favourite 
teacher is and what makes him/her so special. 


e Favourite Teacher is Kumar sir. He is my Hindi 
teacher who takes the time to explain everything 
in detail. He patiently explains multiple times, 


until we understand. He is always very kind and 


This is me, Rishita, <: My Favourite 
eleven years old, пер 
Chellappan Vidhya eacner is 
Mandir, Karaikudi Kumar Sir 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


My favourite teacher is Mrs. Kavya, She is 
my music teacher. | like her as she teaches us 


beautiful and lovely songs and we have loads 
1 My Favourite 
of fun in the class. 4 Teacher is 


Mrs. Каууа 


= is estimated that Sweden has m 
islands than any other country. \ 


а ) Soumya Swapntl 


Karad (MH) 


JF OTHERS, OR 
DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


In August 2022, Sri Lanka's inflation rate was 
ኤ > 70.296. In July, the country recorded 66.796 
inflation. The National Consumer Price Index 
(NCPI) has increased 2.596 in August. 


Prime Minister Modi laid the foundation stone for the 
world's first Compressed Natural Gas (CNG) terminal in 
Gujarat. The world's first CNG terminal will be set up 
close to Gujarat's Bhavnagar port. The terminal will be 
built by a private consortium of the Mumbai-based 
Padmanabhan Mafatlal Group and the UK's Foresight 
Group. This large terminal will have the capacity to 
handle 1.5 million metrictonnes of CNG per year. 


Ambedkar Circuit 


አር The Indian government 15 looking to use special AC trains to 
promote the proposed Ambedkar Circuit that covers 
various places in India associated with B.R. Ambedkar, 
pertaining to the Swadesh Darshan scheme. The Union 
Tourism Minister, while inaugurating a three-day 
conference of state tourism ministers in Dharamshala, 
announced the launch of this special train. 


= Ө 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


nSight lander detects space 


| CURRENT 
AFFAIRS 


NASA's InSight lander has detected seismic and 
acoustic waves caused by the impact of four 
meteoroids and has found the location of the craters 
left by these space rocks. For the first time, scientists 
were able to calculate the locations of craters left by 
meteorolds on the Martian surface. 


Scientists in China have successfully 
cloned a wild Arctic Wolf for the first 
time. A Beijing-based gene firm has 
succeeded in cloning the Arctic Wolf 
to prevent the endangered species 
from going extinct. The newly 
cloned wolf has been named Maya, 
which means good health 


any one recent News that you 
know and have read about. 


info @INTELLNIELLY. 


United World Wrestling is 
the international governing 
body for the sport of 


duty of the body is to 
oversee wrestling at the 
Olympics. 


| The world’s 
| largest sundial is 
located in India. 


Rajasthan has а 
temple for rats. 


1930, Егапсе defeated 
and the United States 
3-0 in the first-ever 
И matches. Both the 
matches were played simultoneously 

in the host city of Montevideo, 

Uruguay. The World Cup has ае 

become the world's most watche 

sporting event. 


On July 13, 
Mexico 4-1 
defeated Belgium 
World Cup footba 


In 
DRE LONE 2021, China launched 
еды τ the violent апа sudden 
ical processes behi 
š c ehind solar 
аня Тһе Сһіпеѕе Solar Explorer 
15 named after the SUN goddess 


In ancient Chinese mythology. 


D 


Anfarctica is the 
coldest continent 
іп the world. 


Find one new 
fact and share 
with us at 


е all dream. No, | am not talking about 


eyes at night. | am talking about dreams 
and wishes about fulfilling or achieving something. 
You know... when we scrunch up our face and say, 
"Oh | wish..." Yes! Those are the dreams that | am 
talking about. And let me tell you, dreams do come 
true. It happened to me. 


1 was 11 years old іп 1985. | loved reading. Books 
took me to fascinating new places beyond my 
imagination. | believed in The Magic Faraway Tree 
and The Wishing Chair. | wanted to be Superman, or 
have my own club like The Secret Seven. | was 
quite a sensitive child and therefore prone to 
bullying. So my defense mechanism was to grab a 
book and let my mind wander far away. 


My favourite author was Enid Blyton, and her books 
gave me the idea to start writing stories of my own. 
1 wanted to be like her. | wanted to be an author. 
And, so, with my measly pocket money, ! bought an 
exercise book and started penning my own 
adventure. Every Sunday, after lunch when we were 
told to relax in our dormitories, ! would sit and 


write, letting my tíny mind wander in pursuit of my 
dream to become an author. 


As | loved Enid Blyton, | wanted to emulate her. So | 
chose my gang of investigators and named them 
The Adventurous Six - placed between Famous Five 
and The Secret Seven. My gang consisted of Vishal, 
Mahesh, Sheila, Deepa, Barki and their German 
Spitz, Rocky. And that is how І wrote my first story. 
The seed to my dream of becoming an author was 
planted. 


Years went by; normal life took over. | got married, 
became a father and it was only іп 2018 that I 
rediscovered my handwritten manuscript. By 2019, 1 


the ones that we 'see' when we shut our 


was a bestselling author with my first book. And so 
my dream of becoming an author was finally 
chugging, like a steam engine slowly coming fo life. 
I showed a manuscript that І had written in class six 
to my literary agent at The Book Bakers, and Suhail 
was immediately convinced that the book needed to 
be published. The 11-year-old boy inside me was 
grinning ear to ear! But 1 had lots of work to do. 


And, so, | began editing the book, rewriting large 
portions of the story, but | kept the story in1985 so 
that readers like you could get a precious glimpse 


E into the kind of life your parents once had and 


experienced. 


Did you know that we did not have mobile phones, 
or smart TVs, or even laptops back then? 


That is the world in which The Adventurous Six 
solve their first mystery - The kidnapping of their 
best friend, Aruna! 


When Om Books published my story, it was a dream 
come true. A small boy who once foolishly dreamt 
that his handwritten manuscript would get 
published, finally saw his dream come true some 37 
years later! 


So never stop dreaming... because dreams do come 
true! 


~ anirbanauthor@gmail.com 


New York 
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Hyderabad 
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Darjeeling | 
Mumbai 
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Order your copy: 
https://www.amazon.in/d 
p/9394547002 


About the book - 


The Adventurous Six: The 
Sinister Summer Holiday is set in 
the small town of Bijnor in Uttar 
Pradesh in the year 1985. Deepa, 
who lives in Bombay (now 
Mumbai), goes to Bijnor to 
spend her summer holiday with 
her cousins Vishal, Mahesh, 
Sheila and Barki di, and her uncle 
and aunt The Chowdhuris, and 
their pet dog Rocky. 


Just when everything seems to 
be going well, their neighbour 
and best friend, Aruna gets 
kidnapped. All hell breaks loose 
when a ransom note arrives, 


bringing in the local police 
inspector Shyamlal (with a 
caterpillar moustache that keeps 
dancing below his nose) and his 
rotung constable-assistant, 
Govardhan. 


The cousins decide to investigate 
the kidnapping and try and solve 
the case by themselves - which 
of course leads to danger as 
they come face to face with the 
merciless villains. They use their 
intelligence, strategies and their 
bravado to face-off with the 
villains. 


This is an epic roller-coaster of 
an adventure! 


Humorous, suspenseful, thrilling... This book 
iseverything a teenager like me would like 
t6 read! | breezed through it in a few hours. | 
highly recommend reading this book. 


- GILMORE D'SILVA (16), Mumbai 


This book is so 'moreish'! Every 


paragraph reveals new mysteries that 
keep you hooked. It's a FANTASTIC book 
and you absolutely HAVE to read it! 


-MEGHA AGARWAL (11), London 
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Cucumber: опе thick cucumber 
cut into 1/4 inches thick slices 
without peeling 


Cheese slices cut into a squares: 2 
slices 

Boiled and grated potatoes: 4 
Cheese spread: 2 tbsp 

Cream: 2 tbsp 

Salt and pepper to taste 


ethod 


Make a smooth paste by mixing all 
the ingredients; boiled and grated 
potatoes, cream, salt and pepper. 


Arrange the cucumber roundels. 
Place the cut cheese slice on top 
ofthe cucumber slices. 


Spread the filling on top of the 
cheese slices 


Dot the top with tomato ketchup. 


Your Cucumber Melts are ready to 
be served. 


IN a chance to extend your 
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Parent Мате 
Child Мате: 


Contact number: ... 


Мате:... 
Child Мате: - 


Contact питье! 


Рагеп! Мате:. 


Child Мате: 


Contact number: 


DADAJI, MY FRIENDS 

ALSO WANT TO READ 

INTELLYJELLY? WHAT 
TO DO? 


COME ONE. 
COME ALL 


SURE, THEY SHOULDI 
WOULD YOU FILL THEIR 
NAMES AND NUMBERS 
ON THIS PAGE? 

> 


е Share the happiness of reading iNTELLYJELLY with 
your friends and cousins. 
% Fill in five promising contacts below 
with whom you want us to contact 
for the magazine subscription. 
© Click and send the picture to us on 
WhatsApp. 


Parent Name: 
Child Name: 


Contact number: 


Parent Мате: 
Child Мате: - 


Contact number: 


Parent Name: 
Child Name: 


Contact number: 


Parent Name: መመመ 


Child Name: 


Contact number: 


Parent Name 
Child Name: 


Contact number 
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55 opportunity 
to publish 
your CHILD'S 


and 


your CREATIVITY! 
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GURMEHAR KAUR DISHA VERMA 


66.0 ८० [14 


satis! 
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Croato A Lifotimo Milostono! à 2 * rd en 
https://wwwiNTELLYJELLY.com/anthology ~Harpinder, Parent N 

—Nidhi, Parent 


= 4 


Mobile No. 


AnthologyGiNTELLYJELLY.com 


= 


BOONS come with 
RESPONSIBILITIES 


ος reading is fun? 


а. 

Over the раз few weeks, your youngster(s) may have been confused as they 

have begun to grasp the concept that the inclination to consume could very 

well be the root cause of global warming. 

Based on the innovative and thoughtful entries that we have received from 

thousands of our readers not only from India but from all over the world, 

we have gathered that they have pledged to cut down their consumption 

in order to do their two bits to save the world. 

Such a pledge will not only help slow the rate at which the planet is 

warming, but also ease the financial strain on many families. 

Learning that the consumption that is based on needs will bring joy, while 
the consumption that is based on wants will do the opposite is important. 

In this edition, Prisha, the Partner player, will be seen engaging in the kind of action that has won 

her a legion of young fans. In doing so, she is illustrating the rudimentary procedures of 

leadership. She has a knack for navigating conversations in a way that can win over her listener's 

confidence and admiration. She accomplishes this in ways that she makes manifesting assistance 

seem easy as pie. 


Гат looking forward to have you and your parents 
represent the iNTELLYJELLY brand! 


-Animesh, Editor in Chief 


Step 1: Have your parents express their opinion on the matter in 


' 

Your aboutahundred words. i 
Step 2: Take a photo of you and your parent(s) | 

parent's Step 3: Send it to info@iNTELLYJELLY.com by mail. i 
pic here! λον entry will be featured with a photograph on this | 
4 ' 


Animesh Tiwari, an alumnus of ИМ Calcutta is an ex-telecom professional with more than two decades of domestic and 
international experience. He was laurelled for his recent success when the Delhi Education Ministry selected iNTELLWELLY for 
the 'Happiness curriculum’. The selection by Reliance Jio and Bharti Foundation are also a few key landmarks of success.His 
solo moto is weaving enjoyable reading, while INTELLYIELLY shapes the sprouts. 
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Share your views about the following based on 
your understanding of the movie. 


What 15 your take on this? What Is your take on this? What Is your take on this? 


Click the р 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


The impact and infectiousness of human 
kindness and compassion. 


s and makes th 


as well as 


ter place. Featuring everyday pe 


velist, a dire 


ctor of a science center, and a Baptist pas 
y grees: kindness makes a difference in one's life 
and in the world. Various test 
powerfully demonstrate that tho 


ilts are offered, which 


se who are k 


der are happier 


people. A variety of people are shown offering free hugs to 


others and inevitably the people who are hugged speak of feeling 


that the Golden Rule is the rule 


better. And many people s 


they live by in their lives, treat 


treated 


So far, you read... 


India wins the Indo-China champlonship. 
Mystery Minder Mia manages to program 
the Chinese robot IPSY to dance to Indian 
tunes. 
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Dadaji plans a long road trip in his camper- 
van. He also teaches his army the magic of 
SURYA ARGHYA. 


THEY ALL REACH THE CAMPSITE. MIA AND 
SATTAN G. GET INTO A HEATED ARGUMENT 
BUT, THEY GET BACK ON GOOD TERMS 
THANKS TO PRISHA 


WHAT NEXT, DADAJI? 
K 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


They all are celebrating when Sattan G. rushes to 
Dadaji with a letter. Dadaji’s old friend, Balan, has 
requested his urgent help with something. 


AFTER А WHOLE 


Their dream journey begins. Sattan requests Mia 
to make a chocolate shake for him. Mia dodges 
the request. 
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Beloved iNTELLYJELLYians, ЧО BJ K 
it fills us with pride to know that Ü ре 17 em 
you all pick up new inform 


quickly and are not af 
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| My name is —— 


| have consumed ........................................................ which 
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| DOES NOT involve either of the two steps that cause 
| damage to nature. 


Е ай 
|, he Real Него 
NO MORE VIRTUALITY 


DADAJI AND HIS ARMY ARE HEADING OVER TO WITNESS THE SHADY DEALINGS OF KABA, THE 
SMUGGLER. MIA AND SATTAN б. GET INTO А HEATED ARGUMENT. BUT, THEY GET BACK ON GOOD 


TERMS THANKS ТО PRISHA 


есе 
a 


Prisha, the 
partner player, 

has impeccable 

TACT ім 
KNOWING 


how to step on 
а man's toes 
without 


scuffing the polish. 
THEY REACH THEIR Di 


THEY ARE, TROUBLE | 
MAKERS 


(o 
S THE SHOCK OF THEIR LIFE 
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y THE PERENNIAL RIVERS АРЕ 
| А BOON FOR THESE 


РЕ RESPOWSIBILITIES THAT 


TH EVERY BOON, MY CHILE 
INE MAY RESULT FROM 


PES . 


Originally from Hymettus, the Queen bee brought some honey from the colony all the 
way fo Mount Olympus aa a gift for Jupiter. 
This made The King of the Gods, Jupiter, exceedingly delighted. Не said he would grant the 


Queen Bee's every wish. 


com (uv o 


y / ; ( 
т the Bee ወ 


B Ἡ | 


The queen bee quickly seized the opportunity saying, "T would be extremely thankful if you 
would administer stings 10 the bees, 10 punish people who rob them of their honeg” Р 


Because the bees' primary function is fo provide honey for human use, Jupiter's = 
displeasure at this request was natural; nonetheless, he had already promised κ 


— он () — 


VEI FR 


After some consideration, Jupiter, God of the Heavens and Earth, declared, 
"Bees should have stings, but of such kind that if a bee stings someone, the sting is leftin the 


" 
wound. 


ed by this development; the queen bee said, “But bees will not be able fo produce 


more honey without their sting 


God Jupiter concluded, "So, they shall Фе, when they sting 


someone." 


The ability to create honey is a blessing for honey bees. 
If they avoid the responsibility that comes with that 

blessing and ever sting a human, things will go horribly 
wrong for them. Kaba's plight should be obvious too. 


—_ — 


` -aeo aoa. e—a 


=  ——s 


Beloved iNTELLYJELLYians, WHA 


BOONS? 


WHAT RESPONSIBILITIES DO 


Share a pic of your 
BOON sheet at 
MY BOONS ARE 


Ihave got 
being RESPONSIBLE for MY BOONS. 


PROBABLY 


JRROW SOME GIANT 


1 Jj j І FROM 
CAN V | 
KABA'S BOON | Т OCAL FISHERMAN 
HALT TO НТ | 8 OF EACH 


JUST | ISN'T IT OBVIOUS THAT 
BUNCH OF NETS v 
THE 


LL LET | 


E. fo the 
occasion 
to perfor 
ual j 


DADAJI'S CON ENC 
SOMETIMES STARTLES STARTLES 
DAY, I ASPIRE T 5 URPR 


HOMES OF THE 
FISHERMEN. 


7 

PRISHA VENTURES FORTH TO TAKE / 

THE FIRST STEP. | TODAY. CC ITH 
እ MASSIVE LOGS oF 


ғ 


THE PLAN APPEARS ТО ВЕ AFTER A MOMENT, SHE TAKES ANOTHER STEP FORWARD. 
SUCCESSFUL SO FAR. UNFORTUNATELY, THAT DOES NOT WORK. 


к o Ὁ d 


ТОР. I WILL HELP 
DIFFICULTIES | ፤ 


HAT WILL MAKE 


ALL THOSE МН 1 
А BRIGHTER 
TOMORROW must 


PARTNER PLAY! 


τ DADAJI MAKES A CALL (t HIS OLD STUDENT. CERTAINLY, SIR 
= COMMUNICATE v 


MMISSIONER 


SIR, I'LL BE 
KEEPING AN EYE 


== = 
в 


ШІ 


WI 
AND 


[በበ 


STOP T 
ГТ ТНЕ 


is - 
= ICANNOT DO 
A IT.OUCHU | 
M. JT. OUCHI 5 
BN, 
ха 

YOU SHOULD HAVE Ὃ 


TOLD ME EARLIER, 
PRISHA. THE WHOLE 
HA 


“Dib WE Just ро ЕЙ МХР" shout! 


аа, ነማ 


THE VILLAGE. 


9 


کی 
қ‏ 


INFLUENC: 


ACH. НЕ 


PEOF 
ED 8 


= READING Do you want to read 


e iNTELLYJELLY books? 
iNTELLYJELLY Scan the QR code above to order. 


WHAT NEXT, РАРАЛ? 
` 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


WILL THE ARMY BE ABLE TO SOLVE DADAJI'S FRIEND, BALAN'S PROBLEM 


WITH KABA? 


IEND BALAN IS SCARED | 
Е МЕ! BEWARE! 


MANNERS ARE THE BEHAVIOURS THAT YOU SHOW WHEN YOU ARE 
AROUND OTHER PEOPLE. HAVING GOOD MANNERS MEANS THAT YOU 
ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL 


Good Manners 


HOW GOOD ARE YOUR MANNERS? 


Mark the Good Manners 


Cleaning up your toys Writing on walls 


1дой: Never — Once in a while Idoit 


Novor Once in a while c5 
а ΕΞ 
| Speaking out of turn | | Helping others J 


Never Опсе in a while 


da же фи | a 


Not sharing Using golden words 


Never Опсе in a while : Nee Once in a while = 
( ] = С) ( J — 


SNEEZING WITHOUT COVERING Being a good listener 


Idoit: Never Once in a while ay s 


: Never Once in a while um 
ши C3 
(Playing fairly | 


Never Once in a while መ ዘ: ሥመ Once in a while ES 


== one gives цои а ргесепі; 
SOME ONE 5ዘ66265, 
some one says "Thank цои!" 
you want зотеопе 5 attention, You are welcome. 


you do something wrong, Thank you. 


you want something, Bless you. 


p 


Share a pic of your 
manners sheet at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


፦ጭሙመመ y C) --- 


district 
played a great 
tole in making 


Mail your art at 
info @ІМТЕЦУЈЕЦУ сот 


CREATE YOUR W^ RLI PAINTING 


Joseph and Anna 


Ashuti Mathur 


A sharp whistle sounded in the 
misty air. “Bow wow bow wow,” 
responded Anna, and was at 
Joseph's side in a few seconds. Не 
hungrily started eating from his 
bowl as Joseph settled down on his 
rocking chair to look out over the 


valley. 


Anna's ears stood up. He could 
hear something. Joseph heard the 
sound of police sirens but did not 


get up. 


“Joseph, we need your help. We 
were following some thieves, but 
they ran into the jungle near Приз 
fort. Please come with us," said 
the two policemen running towards 


Joseph. 


Joseph got up quickly, turned to 
Anna and said, “Come.” 


Joseph was almost 20 years old 
and walked with a Stoop. He had 


spent many decades as a 
Plantation worker and knew the 
valley better than any person 


alive. 


“We have our own 
tracking dogs, 
Joseph! What are 


2 


we going to do with 
your dog?" said the 
policemen, 


laughing. 


“His name is Anna and he 

goes where 1 go. If you don't need 
his help, then you are not getting 
mine,” said Joseph, almost showing 
them the door. 


“ОК. Ok. Let us go quickly. There is 
no time," said the policeman. 


M teache 
a TEACH FOR INDIA 


India, and s 


short 
for kids 


“Is it the same gang from ten commissioner 4 
years ago? Joseph asked the was worried. m 


Police Commissioner. "No one There was no 
comes here to hide unless they news from the 
know this jungle well. It is too teams in the 


dangerous." jungle. 


"Thanks for coming, Joseph. They 'Mission 
could be the same. They entered successful; we'll 
the jungle from this area." be out soon," 


said a voice 
Joseph walked around the у 
over the radio. 
clearing, often bending down to 
Suddenly, he saw the large, white 
look at the grass. He saw š 

shape of Anno running towards 
something and shouted, “Anna! Е 2 z 

him. Joseph was behind him. 
Here... Go in from here. Tell us if 

“Thanks, Joseph. I knew I could 
you smell anything.” He turned š 

count on you. 
towards the commissioner and 


said, “I need some policemen to “Tatta, please tell me. Please, 
come with me.” please, please.” In the evening, 
Joseph's grandson wanted to listen 


A few hours passed, and it was 
P to the story of how the thieves 


now getting dark. The 


were caught. 


I love INTELLYJELLY 
1 subscribed to iNTELLYJELLY magazine for my daughter. I 
received the first copy of it last month. My daughter just 
loved it. The comic stories, activities, and puzzles are 
perfectly designed for this age group. My daughter 5 
finished reading and solving the puzzles in a day or two. If AN 
possible, | would like to have more such magazines 
instead of just one per month. 

- Sarika В 


“Тһеге is nothing to tell. People 
leave a trail behind them when 
they walk in the jungle. You just 
need to know how to follow the 
signs. Once we got close enough, 
Anna picked up a human smell, and 


then we just followed it." 


*You help everyone here. When 
some animals get stuck or when 
some Tourists get lost, and now, 
even when some criminals have to 
be caught. You should start a 
detective agency. We can put a 
board outside." 


“Only on one condition. If we call it 
‘Joseph and Anna Private 


Detectives'." 


"Joseph and Anna Private 
Detectives! I love it." said his 


grandson, hugging 


Joseph. "Bow wow," Ko 
ኣቅ 


Anna jumped оп 
the bed 
excitedly and 
licked both of | 
bem Plantation: a group of 
them in cultivated trees or plants 
Мін ота a special 
assignment given to a person or 
group of people 

Stoop : to bend the body 
forward 

Tourist :a person travelling 

to or visiting a place 


happiness. 


Share your experience of spending time with animals. It could be with 
your pet at home or on your visit to the zoo. You could also think of a 
trip to a forest or any national park. 


Express yourself and 
share with us at 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLY ians, 
DO YOU LIKE TO PLAY СНЕ55 


READ CAREFULLY AND 


A ct п ity COMPLETE ALL THE ACTIVITIES 


£ PICTURE a 
О ® 


Two individuals 

are playing SW 

and they both play five 

games. іп the end, they 

leave with three wins without `N 


any losses or draws. 
How is this possible? 


CHECK MATE ІН ONE MOVE 


1. You are playing with white counters. 


2, CHECK MATE your opponent in өте move. 


Thirty men and only My move is. 

two women, but they 

вой most power. ` ይ 1 have got stars from my parents 
Dre: k and white, for my ATTENTION TO DETAIL. 

they could fight for hours. 

Who ore they? 


lam ip, Please refer to Click the picture & 
% page 49 for answers. Send us to 


INTELLYIELLY.com 


7) የይ ብን. 


Sudoku 


LIFE IS LIKE SUDOKU; ALL YOU HAVE TO DO IS 
PUT SOME PIECES IN THE CORRECT SPOTS, AND 
EVERYTHING ELSE WILL FALL INTO PLACE. 
DEAR READERS, SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY SOLVING 
THIS SUDOKU PUZZLE WITH ΜΕ. 


dle 
Қ QU 
My numbers may vary, 
thin as a sheet, take 
one away, and we're 
just not complete. 
What am I? 


yooq y uawsuy 


Solving Sudoku helps sharpen logical 
thinking and improves your number 
skills. It keeps your brain active. 


| 
) 

В 
© 

не 


Click a picture and 
share with us at 


My Favourite teacher is Mr. Anand Xess. | 


love my teacher because he teaches music in а 


fun way and lets us be kids always. 


My Favourite 
Teacher is 
Mr. Anand Xess. 


Dear iNTELLYJELLIans, let us know who your favourite 
teacher is and what makes him/her so special. 


м = favourite teacher is Reena Nehra. She is very polite in 
nature, she 15 disciplined and she teaches us to always be 
on time. She explains concepts through presentation, 
which is very easy fo remember, and gives us challenging 


This is те, Ағтау 
Malhotra, 
Cambridge School, 


Indirapuram. 


My favourite 
Teacher is 
Reena Nehra. 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


My favourite teacher is Rimpy Sharma. She 
is my favourite because she makes learning 


fun and helps me a lot in everything. She 
Я My Favourite 
loves me a lot, and | love her. 3 Teacher is 


Rimpy Sharma. 


BIRBAL 
(еее Crooked Neck 


ITTY INDIAN 


Script: Payal Das | Illustration: 72 ОР! 


ONE DAY, KING AKBAR CALLED BIRBAL. 


VERY IMPRESSED N 


RD | 


SEVERAL DAYS PASSED AND AKBAR FORGOT ABOUT HIS PROMISE. BIRBAL WAS 
DISAPPOINTED. à 
m 


AFTER A FEW MONTHS, AKBAR WAS WALKING WITH WITTY BIRBAL THOUGHT OF 
BIRBAL WHEN THEY HAPPENED ТО SEE A CAMEL. UTILISING THE SITUATION TO 
E REMIND THE а 


A CAMEL 


NECK CROOKED 


— Var 


= Rh. (y © 


а WON A REV 
HIS WITTINESS. ТАМ HAPPY ТО 


HONOUR HIM 


\ эт iKnow 


“ 


Birbal is known for his 
wit, wisdom, presence 
Н IS ADMIR of mind a 


Поуе iNTELLYJELLY 


great initiat ouragethe — of Emperor Akbar. 


with INTELLYJELLY 
+ Himagna Sanjhbati Pramanik 


Author анд Publish 15% z 


Creative Writing Workshops— Ae 


WHY THe BUSHBABY HAS SUCH Bic eyes 
В Bushbaby was а sightseer. But he had a problem. His eyes were so small, he 
| could not even see his feet. Не had a hard time seeing his prey. So, оп many 
| days, he had fo go starving. 
| One day, he said to himself, "Buddy, you need to go to your God and ask for 
bigger eyes." Sohe aet off in search of hia God. 
| Meanwhile, God was observing the bushbaby's efforts. Two days later, һе was 


amazed at the persistence of the little guy. 
Five days later, God noticed that the 
poor thing was dying of hunger, so 
he gave him bigger _ - 
eyes. Тһе ώς: 
bushbaby was 
forever Note: Pourquoi [por-kwa] 


means 'why' in French. 


grateful for These tales often start in the 


= - Y past, e.g. A long, long time 
| | being able to одо... and end when the 
ነ 2 explanation is complete. 

live and eat well. Pourquoi tales make readers 


WONDER ABOUT THE 
And ћа ис how VARIOUS THINGS IN THE 
WORLD. It accelerates 
the bushbaby gotits big | «sers wonderna 
thinking, and exploring 
abilities. 


eyes. 
Om ይ — 


Dear readers, 


Now that you have read the Pourquoi Story, it’s time to wear a writers hat and 
become one. The following are two prompts for you to choose from and now write 
your own Pourquoi Story. 


INTELLYJELLY 


Write your 
Pourquoi Tales 


and share with us at 


Author 


== 


in both 
a cre 


r compositions exceptional 
- Mr. Sanjay Yadav 
Principal, Alcon International School, Delhi 


Tests are the best 

Though you worry. 

And as time runs 

You are in a hurry 

Take it easy 
Then they will be LEMON SQUEEZY 

Work with focus and work hard, 
मम τ. ἃ Then with no tension, play cards 
Ὃν ee να d : It's just a small piece of paper, 
in academics Which is a great brain shaper 
aci It is not necessary to be a nerd, 
Do it twice and be free as a bird 
You will get time for your stuff 


- Megha Sharma and Take care and make sure you доп + catch a cough 
Mayur Khandelwal 
- Reet Khandelwal, 09 years. 
Ahlcon International School, Delhi 


== 


d a little nu 
a little support, a litt 
rk that Aniruth | wonder about the stars 
Ὃ ኣው” They Look so weird; 
As if they are 
PROPERLY ENGINEERED! 


| wonder about the sky. 
So vast and high! 
Why is it blue? 
Aint it having another hue? 


| wonder about our Earth 
So round! Like a ball 
| do wonder; 
Why don t we slip and fall! 


| wonder about the seas 
So far as the eye could see! 
That is indeed very deep; 
And these thoughts don't let me sleep! 


you for making 
us proud, Aniruth 

- B. Prasanna and & 

G. Deebika Р. Aniruth Appar, 11 years 

р: 6th Standard, S.F.S Public School І.С.5.Е, Bangalore 


Bann mn .ሥ ሥሬሬ= መመመ መመመ aen 


+ 
+ 
H 


κ TET 
2.8 522 


ud of Manit Shah of 
t and a wonder 


the 


Mrs. Damayanti Bhattacharya 


,-----.................. 


Ankit Shah 


Pragati Shah 


» 


Author E = 
^ Author анд Publish- 


Creative Writing Workshop: 


of fhe 


ensely ta 


ung thinking ind 


stories, prose and 


t of humor and wit in his 
е of current writings seem tc 
depth and 


emo 9 
pam 

Himar A. Singh and 

Dr. Susheela Negi 


Parents 


When English Met Maths 


When English met Maths 
We all got so confused 
Finding the variable equals to 
But who got these subjects fused? 


Was this an accident or a plan? 

A coincidence, or was | in a trance? 
Seems like something to ponder and debate 
These numbers and letters swirled in my head 
These are so difficult to find out 

Variables from A to 2. 


Older-aged people would tell 
These problems are so easy 
ат very sorry to say 
For starters, it's going to be crazy. 


Why do we have to add letters? 
When we can work with numbers 
Finding the value of these variables 
They are difficult and unexciting, it makes me slumber 


It would be much better 
If English remains English and Matha remains Haths 
But combining these subjects together 
Makes my mind flat. 


Karma Thinlay Singh, 12 years, 
8th Standard, Birla Vidya Niketan, New Delhi 


Writing 


isan s Author and Publish 


essential, 
shill - Creative Writing Workshops - 


Stor AUSSIE 

Impromptu 7 በሃ Prisha and you are on a vacation at the 
beach when you come across a magical 
seashell with the ability to produce 
chocolate. An agitated youngster 
intervenes, claiming that you two are 
taking the seashell that belongs to him. 
Using this clue, write a story using your 
own imagination and creativity. 


nation 
en, let your imagi" 
Pick up your P 


iNTELLYJELLY, 1 feel, is playing a vital role in generating an Author yo 
interest in books and magazines for my daughter. Many 4 Y & Publish 
diverse topics have been covered cleverly to impart general 
knowledge їп а fun way. Thank you, iNTELLYJELLY. 

- Uma Nathany 


SUDOKU 
pan ΕΒΕ 
Πα 
EGE Js [3 [a | 
ELIO HOG 


3 | 

1 |2 
ΕΠΕ | १ | २ | «| 
ПЕН EEE 


888888 
ርዘ፻55 АСТІУІТУ 
፳ "| 
попо Bud 
по B 


а Ы 
осавовано 
ΒΗ по 


Junior Chef 


Γίονε INTELLYJELLY 


It is a very interesting magazine for kids. 1 
recommend that teachers use these 
magazines for their students and their kids 
atschools too. Thanks to the team! S 
- Sangeetha Neelamegam ` 


Giggle and laugh with iJoke! 
“27 ші, 
lam reading 
а book about 
anti-gravity... 


It's impossible 
to put down! 


Giggle and laugh with iJoke! 
m | 
Why is a math жы κ 
book always 


unhappy? 


Because it has so 
many problems! 


Kangaroos can not 
walk backwards. 


One habit of intelligent humans is being 
easily annoyed by people around them, but 
saying nothing in order to avoid a 

meaningless argument. 


Birds can not live in 5 
need gravity to be abl 


pace - they 
е То swallow 


W Fa Grover 
New Delhi 


CURRENT 
AFFAI 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
ABOUT YOUR ACCOMPLISHMENTS? 


of Gaurs іп 
|SriLanka — — | 


The Indian Government is considering Sri Lanka's 
proposal to translocate the /ndian bison to the island 
nation, where the gavaras have been extinct since the 
end of the 17th century. This is an attempt by the Sri 
Lankan government to revive the population of the 
Indian bison. If the Indian Government agrees to this 
proposal, this will be the first of its kind 
any one recent News that you 4 between India and Sri fanka. It is in line with the 
know and have read about. у 2 global trend of wildlife or zoological diplomacy. 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


miss you, 
E 


Madhya Pradesh Wildlife Board recently approved МЕ 
establishment of a new tiger гезегуе called Ourgav: 
Tiger Reserve. it will host tigers of Panna Tiger Reserve 
(PTR), a quarter of which is set to be submerged because 
of the linking of Ken-Betwa rivers. It will cover 1,414 sq 
km of land as core area and 925 sq km area as a buffer e 
zone 


Agni Prime ballistic missile 
was successfully tested 


Agni Prime ballistic missile was successfully tested off the 
coast of Odisha recently. It confirmed the accuracy and 
reliability of the Indigenous missile system. Various tests 
witnessed the missile successfully meeting the mission 
objectives with high level of accuracy. 


ت 


> 7 © — 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 


Seg ES CURRENT 
AFFAIRS 


ABOUT YOUR ACCOMPLISHMENTS? 


> 
Two Indian beaches receive Minicoy Thundl Beach and 


Blue Flag tag Kadmat Beach in Lakshadweep 
1 received the international eco-label 
"Blue Flag'. These two beaches have a 
dedicated staff to maintain cleanliness, 
and to provide safety and security for 
swimmers. With these new entrants, 
India currently has 12 beachea with 
Blue Flag certification. 
| NTELLYJE 


BCCI fo offer equal pa 
fo men & women cricketers 


On October 27, the Board of Control for 
Cricket in India (BCCI) announced that it will 
provide equal pay for both men and women. 
The players will receive Rs.15 lakh for test 
matches, Rs.6 lakhs for ODI matches and Rs.3 


lakhs for T20 matches. 
I think IPS would 
be a great fleld 
for you to pursue 
professionally. 


First Women Inspector Generals of CRPF 


For the first time in the history of the Central 
Reserve Police Force (CRPF), two women 
officers reached the rank of Inspector General 
(IG). They are IG Seema Dhundiya and IG 
Annie Abraham 


The largest Indian 


ENS deer is the Sambar. 


= J 008138 bigger 
-- than yourcar. | 
| INTELLYJELLYIans. | 


| Albatross is а 
large Sea bird. - 
The size οἱ 9 newly ва 
mm) kangaroo 15 
2.5 cm. 


constructed by the Ahom King 

Swargadeo Pramatta Singha, is one of the oldest 
ا‎ | hitheaters in the whole of Asia and has often 
been referred 10 05 the ‘Colosseum of the East. 


Rang Ghar, 


Find one new 
fact and share 
with us at 


BELOVED iNTELLYJELLYians, 
IKNOW HOW MUCH YOU ENJOY USING YOUR 
VIVID IMAGINATION. FOR EACH PICTURE, I 
EAGERLY ANTICIPATE READING YOUR 
CLEVER AND CREATIVE CAPTION S. 


My entry for CAPTIONS: 


My entry for CAPTIONS: 


Age... - City 


Share a 
funny photo at 


Cheese 
nachos 


Ingredients 


1 pack of nachos 

У cup bell peppers (thinly sliced) 
И cup red onions (thinly sliced) 
4tbsp cheddar cheese (grated) 
1tsp chili flakes 

1tsp oregano 


Method 


Preheat the oven to 356°F 
(180°C) 

Take a serving plate and 
spread nachos onto it. 
Spread bell peppers, onions 
and cheese over the nachos. 
Sprinkle chill flakes and 
oregano. 

Cover the filling with a new 
layer of nachos and repeat 
the process until you get 
three to four layers 

Put these in the oven for five 
minutes or until the cheese 
starts to sizzle 


Serve while still hot. 


Be the chef, 
cook and share 
your pictures at 


Match the objects which 
are related to each other. 


Please refer to page 49 for answers. 


: a chance to extend your 
subscription Бу 2 months б 


Parent Name: 
Child Name: 


Contact number: .... 


Parent Мате:.. 
Child Name 


Contact number: 


Parent Name: 
Child Name 


Contact number: 


DADAJI, MY FRIENDS 
ALSO WANT TO READ 


INTELLYJELLY? WHAT SURE, THEY SHOULDI 


TO DO? WOULD YOU FILL THEIR 
NAMES AND NUMBERS 
ON THIS PAGE? 


е Share the happiness of reading iNTELLYJELLY with 
your friends and cousins. 

* Fill in five promising contacts below 
with whom you want us to contact 
for the magazine subscription. 

е Click and send the picture to us оп 
WhatsApp. ΐ 


Parent Name: 
Child Name: 


Contact number: 


Parent Name 
Child Мате: 


Contact number: ..... 


Parent Name: 
Child Name: 


Contact number: .. 


Parent Мате: 
Child Nam 


Contact number: .. 


Parent Name 
Child Name: 


Contact number: ... 


Αἱ र्‌ 140 


= Age: 8-12 years 


Intelligent reading is fun! 


www.iNTELLYJELLY.com 
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१५ 
GREED: = 


y, AXIS BANK 


Make a SPLASH, 
save the world. 


S P [ደቾቻ5 Н ኤቴ 


Annual art competition for kids. 
This year's theme for the competition is - Repurpose. Reimagine, Reinvent 
to save the environment and to protect mother earth. 


Participation Categories : DRAWING, WRITING, CRAFT 


3227 “Prizes worth Rs. 10 lacs to be won and exciting gift hampers from partners 
Register on www axisbanksplayh,in or visit your nearest branch 


Mii r Ὁ. өш Ὁ тох ге ЧУ OI ὃς 


በልጨጨ፡፡ Patras wire futi ወ TO I αυ» 


"тас аюу 


ВЕ 1 ami та 
GREED 


ОШ reading is fun’ 


pe Parents, * Children between the age 
It gives me group of 7-14 years to 
/ pleasure participate through Arts, 
in announcing Craft and Literature 
iNTELLYJELLY's 


* 6finalists to be awarded Rs. 
1lakh each, and 6 runners- 
up to receive Rs. 50 
thousand each 


association with 
Axis Bank in 
partnership with 


Radio Mirchi for 
#splash2022. With a mission to sensitize children 


to conserve our environment, this 
year the competition will focus on 
two themes - "Evergreen India" for 
the age group of 7-10 year olds, and 
"India 2030" for the age group of 


Axis Bank, the third largest private 
sector bank in India, rolls-out Splash, 
an annual Pan-India competition on 
Arts, Craft and Literature. The 


Phygital competition will focus on 11-14 year olds. 
themes ‘Evergreen India’ and ‘India 
2030’. The participants can register and 
р submit their entries through 
Splash 22 - 23 will be conducted | https://www.axisbanksplash.in 
phygitally to ensure that every child from 12th December ‘22 to Sth 


gets an opportunity to participate in 
this nation-wide competition. 


February ‘23. 


-Animesh, Editor in Chief 


Animesh Tiwari, an alumnus of ИМ Calcutta is an ex-telecom professional with more than two decades of domestic and 
international experience. Не was laurelled for his recent success when the Delhi Education Ministry selected iNTELLYJELLY for 
the ‘Happiness curriculum’. The selection by Reliance Ло and Bharti Foundation are also а few key landmarks of success. His 
solo motois weaving enjoyable reading, while INTELLYJELLY shapes the sprouts. 
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d by Aran Tewari on bekal? of Animesh T 
йж М.10--51, Old Subhash Nagar, Bhopal 


= JF MAGIC 


е LIFE, YOU CA 
ANYTHING 


"ለዘዘ!.. HES JUST LEGS 
| DEFINITELY REMEMBER DAD HAVING А TOP PART IAN LIGHTFOOT 


= 


vf 

WHATEVER IT 
TAKES, I'M 
GOING TO MEET 
MY DAD ` 


Click the picture and 
Send us 


into @INTELLYIELLY.com 


| _ Age City 


\liked/did not like the movie because 


окт мом" 


en 
hotstar 


The movie Onward 15 based on a 
true story. 
Director Dan Scanton has a personal 


connection to the story of Onwa 


Scanton lost his father when he was 
very young and does not have many 


memories of him. 


It took him six long years to 
create the movie Onward. 

He says, “| don't think the typical 
movie goer understands the level of 


complexity that goes into making 


to final effects, it took over six years 


to create the movie. 


ONWARD 


The film makers developed nearly 
100.000 story boards for this film. 


Writers use story boards to show 
Mo 


those story boards are thrown ou! 


he film will progres 


the creators of the film figure out 


how the story progresses. 


‘the team used virtual reality to 
connect with their characters. 
The film makers retied heavily on 


virtual reality tools to make sure they 


could convey the proper emotions 
and feelings for some aspects of the 
movie. For example, (һеге 5 a scene 


called ‘trust bridge’, where lan and 


Barley must perform a spelt that lets 
them cross a wide canyon using an 


invisible bridge 


Which path would you 
Take, the expressway or 


the Path of Perit? 


с > —‏ سے 


а far, you read... 


India wins the Indo-China championship. 
Mystery Minder Mia manages to program 
the Chinese robot IPSY to dance to Indian 
tunes. 


М? 


=. ምምጃጓ үй 
1 1 


бада)! plans a long road trip in his camper- 
van. He also teaches his army the magic of 
SURYA ARGHYA. 


mes ግሉ 
а 


ы 

The smuggler Кара 5 smuggling was 
vanquished by Dadaji and his Army. The 
police are making their way over to meet 
them. 


Е NEXT, DADAJI? 
` 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


— 


They all are celebrating when Sattan С rushes 


to Dadaji with a letter. Dadaji's old friend, Balan, 
has requested his urgent help with something. 


Their dream journey begins. Sattan requests Mia 
to make a chocolate shake for him. Mia dodges 
the request. 


Shout! 


What happens next... 


EX.) “a 
| DOES HOT ७०७०० ०००० of ia шебері Gat әкей ኒ + 
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Beloved iNTELLYJELLYians, Ў 


it fills us with pride to know that 


youa 


that we have 


ived 4 | 


| =. 
trees COI 


моми 


© ===] 
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1 have consumed ዮር በክስ ው मी MICH Share а pic of your 


DOES NOT involve either of the two steps that cause CONSUMPTION sheet at 


v^ SMUGGLER KABA'S SMUGGLING 
| WAS VANQUISHED BY DADAJI AND 
| BIS ARMY. THE POLICE ARE MAKING 
THEIR WAY OVER TO MEET THEM, 


THE BEST ROLE MODEL, THE 
T 474 FRIEND ANYONE 


W 


Тг; DOES THE LADY OFFICER 


CARE SO MUCH ABOUT KABA? 
[d Е 


x МЕЦ. BE LE 
\ JOURNEY 5 


( XS THEY DESERVE A 

(SS መመ super DELICIOUS 
“5 REWARD 
ΛΝ 


M E Sho 
works 
ዝከ but 
ye 


because of her 


HAIR 


YOU'D LIKE TO SIT DOWN, 5 


WORRIED 
S THE MATTER? 


ΑΝ I 
QUICHES? 


ን OU TR 


BLACKMATL 


TM РЕЕТТҮ SURE DADAJI WOULDN'T ВЕ TOO THRILLED 
TTAN, DO YOU MIND IF I TO FIND OUT THAT YOU'VE GOBBLED DOWN 
TAKE THESE ? EIGHTEEN SAMOS r ORNING 


IN THE 
ORROWED YOUR QUICHES 
AND HERE THEY ARE 
> 


N'T BELIEVE 
How TALENTED 
YOU ARE 
PRISHA 


OFFICER, YOUR GREED IS Y 


GROWING LARGER AND LARGER| 
BY THE DAY. JUST LAST WEEK, I 


PLAYING WITH FIRE: 
TAKING FOOLISH RISKS 


ες ALWAYS HAVE А VERY 
DEEP RESPECT For vou. 


MR KABA, I AM CARRYING OUT ALL OF THE 

UNETHICAL TASKS you НАМЕ ASSIGNED 

TO ME. MY SHARE OF THE MONEY SHOULD 
BE PAID TO ME RIGHT NOW. 


RESPONSIBLE FOR 
PROTECTING DADAJI AND 
HIS ARMY AS INSTRUCTED 

\ BY THE GOVERNOR АМО 
h COMMISSIONER SIR. 


=) YOU OUGHT TO 
E ILOVE MY TIMBER N TEACH THEM A 4 


LOGS MORE. 28 LESSON NOW. 


ТНАТ КАВА МАУ W ВЕ MORE 
DANGEROU HAN EVER. I RECOMMEND THAT / 
YOU RIDE IN THE VAN WITH DADAJI. „ 


GOING TC E 
BEHIND THE WHEEL. 1 СА" 
\ THERE QUI CA 
THE SHORTCUTS 
MR KABA, EVERYBODY HAS LEFT IN THE VAN. YOU 
TAKE ACTION Now. IT 15 NOW OR NEVER 


LY HURRIES 


YOU ARE ALREADY AWARE 
EPS. REM 
WILL BE OVERLOOKED 5 


ж? OND му COMPREHENSION. тт Is Í 
EHENSIBLE το ME THAT | 
> COULD BE j 


መ SIMPLE EXPLANATION 
፲ АМУ С us 


APPRECIATE 
AND ONLY RL 


am .” 


Т: was a very rich man who was just'abouf'fo Фе and he wanted to take some of 

his wealth with him. So he started negotiations with God about the matter. God was 

not sure ас ithad never been done before and he did not want to seta precedent: 
Finally, affer long talks, God reluctantly agreed to allow him to bring 
his wealth to heaven. 


gusta few days before he died, the rich man converted all his money into gold bullion. He 
died, and the funeral home made sure thatthe suitcases containing the gold bullion went 
with him. He arrived atthe Pearly Gates with his suifeases and there was Peter. Peter told 
him he could not bring the suitcases info heaven. Ви the man said he had already spoken to 
God and he had said if was OK. So, Peter got on a call with God and, sure enough, if was 
p^" 


p 


ሁዋ So Peter was curious as fo what was so valuable thatthe man wanted to bring if with 


him info heaven. Peter said, "Could / look іп the suitcases?” 


The rich man opened the suitcases, and Peter exclaimed, "Why are you 


bringing a pavement їо heaven!" 


ኣ IN THIS SIT! 
> IN SITU 
E ---- S 


E y 
~ (іс (17) — „эы 


T: friends те ти the street: One looked sad and 
almost on the verge of fears. The other friend said, 


"Hey my friend, how come you look like the whole 


world has caved in?" 


The sad fellow said, "Let me fell you. Three weeks ago, 
an uncle died and (е те 50 thousand dollars." 


"That's nof bad af all!” 


"Hold on, I'm just getting started. Two weeks ago, a 
cousin J never knew kicked the bucket and |ей me a tax 


free 95 thousand fo boot" 
"Well, that's greall Td like that” 


"Last week, my grandfather passed away. 
I inherited almost a million." 


"So why are со glum?" 


"This week... nothing!" 
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Make a SPLASH, 
save the world. 


INSTEAD OF GREED, THESE DAYS 
IT GIVES ME IMMENSE CHILDREN MUST UNDERSTAND HOW 
PLEASURE IN ANNOUNCING PARTICIPATING IN #SPLASH-23 CAN 
INTELLYJELLY's ASSOCIATION BENEFIT THEM. 
WITH AXISBANK IN 
PARTNERSHIP WITH RADIO 
MIRCHI FOR #SPLASH2023. 


AXIS BANK ROLLS OUT SPLASH, AN 
ANNUAL PAN-INDIA COMPETITION ON 
ARTS, CRAFT AND LITERATURE. 

6 FINALISTS WILL BE AWARDED RS. 1 LAKH 
EACH, AND 6 RUNNERS-UP WILL 
RECEIVE RS. 50 THOUSAND 
EACH, 


x ТЕ, DADAJ 
BEEN FLOODED IN 


S THE TIME TO 
HE POLICE CAR 
OVER 


>< 20 - 


YOU NEED ТО 
COME FAST NOW 


AN EMERGENCY RESCUE 
NT Y, SIR 


"m New year 2023 


In ifs own unique way, this new year's eve is a special occasion. 


We are outon an adventure in the jungle with our BFFs. 


ፎ Р р 
ITH A WRONG 


PERSON 


፤ሃ MUST H 
МОМЕНТ, 


፳ 


INDEBTED 


TAKE TO THE AIR: 


кч: WHAT САМ! 
\ DO ABOUT IT? YOU 
ALWAYS HAVE THIS 


PROBLEM. 
< 


> 
( m = ^з ; ` 


CONCERNE 


7 URE, I CAN SAY TH 
1TH CONFIDENCE. : E 


МЕЕ ГЕ Е 


D 


OFH ICH Y 


Ξε NOW AND 
СОМЕ ҒА5Т! T 


ጊ мот 
OVERESTIMATE YOUR 
INTELLIGENCE 1 WILL 


IES 


Е НАРРЕМ5 МЕХТ? 


0) Қыз 


Coming 
soon! 
ха 2 = "a =) 2 
س‎ READING Do you want to read 
2 iNTELLYJELLY books? 
iNTELLYJELLY Scan the QR code above to order 


WHAT NEXT, DADAJI? 
` 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


J 


BLE TO SOLVE DADAJI'S FRIEND, BALAN'S PROBLEM 


WILL THE ARMY BE 
WITH KABA? 


MANNERS ARE THE BEHAVIOURS THAT YOU SHOW WHEN YOU ARE 
AROUND OTHER PEOPLE. HAVING GOOD MANNERS MEANS THAT YOU 
ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL 


Good Manners 


HOW GOOD ARE YOUR MANNERS? 


Colour ай the Good Manners Green and colour all the Bad Manners 


Holding 


Sharing 
your Toys with 
others who 
τ want fo play 
aking 


someone's 


‘Excuse те! when 
you want someone's 


Saying the door open 
for the person 
behind you 


attention 


things without” 


asking 


Offering 


ffering 


someone 


Jgnoring 
someone when 
they ask you 


а question 


Coughing 


without covering 


gour mouth 


Being 
unkind fo 


others 


Saying 
‘please’ and 
‘thank you’, Talking 
with your 


mouth full 


| Asking for 
Burping permission 
loudly without” 
saying 
"Excuse Me’ 
Interrupting 
someone when 


Looking at they are 


the person who 
is talking tò 


Greeling 
guests when 
they arrive 


= We learn — — — _ athome and school. 


4. Awell-mannered 


5. Always stand та — atthe bus stop. 


6. We should respect our 


3. We should healthy food. 


p 


Share a pic of your 
manners sheet at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY,com 


जा στο 


PHAD PAINTING 


PHAD PAINTINGS ARE А FOLK PAINTING STYLE FROM 
RAJASTHAN, INDIA. THESE PAINTINGS WERE AND STILL 
ARE A PART OF AN ELABORATE RITUALISTIC SONG AND 

DANCE PERFORMANCE BY FOLK BALLADEERS THAT TRAVEL 
FROM VILLAGE TO VILLAGE PERFORMING FOLK EPI 


1. Painting on a phad, or long 
piece of cloth or canvas, is 


а common ዐ form in the 
Indian slate of Rajasthan. 


The Rebari community 

of the region worships ጌ ® Me p? 
the folk deities Pabuji 4 

and Devnarayanji. 


- ‘The priest-singers 
traditionally carry the 
painted Phads along with 
them as the mobile 
temples of these deities. 


е Prakash Joshl has illustrated storybooks for children. Не can translate 


any story into its pictorial form 


lam ik 
7 
ጫጭ е He is a Phad а е with a fine brush, and is very adept at innovation 
His skills have b put to d Devanagari phrases 
with snippets ог the Pabuji story іп Images of forts, horses and portraits 
of kings and q 


т your art at 
info @INTELLY)ELLY.com 


tB Kitten Who Never Smiled 


Rajesh K.K 


Mummy cat had three kittens 
- Fluffy, Bubbly, and Snowy. 
They were the Cutest and 
Sweetest kittens, and Mummy 


loved each of them very much. 


But soon, she noticed that 
Snowy never smiled, not even 
when she was playing. Mummy 
asked her, "Dear Snowy, why 
do you always look so 


serious?" 


“Mummy, | just don't have any 
reason fe smile,” replied the 


little kitten. 


Strange, thought Mummy. She 
spoke to her husband about 
it. “Tom, I think there's 
something wrong with Snowy. 
She never smiles!” 


"Let's take her to the doctor, 
dear.” he suggested. 


But the doctor also found 
nothing wrong with her. He 
said, "She's a normal беп. 
She's active and eats 
properly. I'm sure she'll start 
smiling soon." 


However, days passed, and 
never did Snowy smile. Then, 
one day, Snowy's geandfather 
came to visit. Mummy told him 
about the problem. 


Rajesh K. К. published his first story when he was 12. Since 
then, his love for writing never let go, though he did take 
many long sabbaticals. Through the years, he has published 
close to a hundred short stories, poems and articles in 
leading newspapers and magazines. In recent years, he has 
focused more on tales for children 

In 2020, Rajesh K K decided to bid goodbye to his corporate 
career and follow his passion for writing. 

The Magic Cup, his first book, was published in December 
2020. He Is currently working on his second book, a sequel 
to The Magic Cup. 


e Grandfather said, “Hmmm. I Her grandfather replied, 
Ἢ. think I know what to do. “Purr-ple!” 


i) Snowy, come here." 
x Next, her grandfather asked, 


The kitten came to her “Why do cats make the best 
grandfather. “Snowy, до you pets?” 

know which is a cat’s favorite 
color?” Snowy thought a bit 
but didn't know the answer. 


Again, Snowy did not know the 
answer. "Because fhey are purr- 
fectt” replied her grandfather. 


I love INTELLYJELLY 


3 Му daughter and | both love this magazine. It is really 
worth it. It keeps children engaged and keeps them away AN 
E from the TV and the mobile. 


- Nishi Yadav ` 


iNTELLYJELLY 
READER 


And a smile magically 
appeared on Snowy's face! 


Next, he asked, "What до you 
get when you mix a cat with a 
parrot?” 


Snowy shook her head, and 

her grandfather answered, ኔ 
5 w” ` 
Carrr-ot! 


| cutest and sweetest: 
| pleasingly pretty 


Upon hearing that, Snowy | strange: 


burst out laughing! And she | "cum ው кыс сы 

itten : 
| a young cat 
| magically: 

| ina way that uses or seems to use 
| magic 

і 5 

the ability to hear 


hasn't stopped laughing since! 


«<< 


Have you ever seen a kitten? Share your experience with us. Also, 
gather information about kittens, including their size, eating 
patterns, and how they play. 


Express yourself and 


share with us at 


info@iNTELLWELLY.com 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, 
DO YOU LIKE TO PLAY CHESS. 
READ CAREFULLY AND 
SOLVE THE WORD SEARCH 
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ς пъди TABLE 

m ከ. 40 POINTS ME soPowrs - 120 POINTS 

e eight of H : 
us go forth, not pawn [ j] ; KNIGHT i СНЕСКМАТЕ 
back, to protect our KING 1 ROOK 1 CHAMPION 
king from an attack. QUEEN L J 1 MOVE 1 MATCH 
What are we? 

BISHOP CASTLE PIECE 


ነ 
ጫሌ 
ΑΝ ግኑ | 

| 

| 


umed συ 


CHECKMATE IN ONE MOVE 


1. You are playing with white counters. 
2. CHECKMATE your opponent in өте move. 


E 
Name 
Аве 

E City 

Гат the weokest 


in chess, but the Ihave got stars from my 


strongest in checkers. The 
hat that rests upon my 
head is of great value. 
What am |? 


parents for my ATTENTION TO DETAIL. 


Please refer to Click the picture & 
page 49 for answers. Send us to 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


ор a 


Sudoku 


LIFE IS LIKE SUDOKU; ALL YOU HAVE TO DO IS 
PUT SOME PIECES IN THE CORRECT SPOTS, AND 
EVERYTHING ELSE WILL FALL INTO PLACE. 
DEAR READERS, SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY SOLVING 
THIS SUDOKU PUZZLE WITH ME 


piddle 

The thunder comes 
before the lightning, 
And the lightning comes 
before the cloud, 

The rain dries all the 
land it touches, 


V Wrapping the earth in a 
blood red shroud 
What am 17 
оцезүол y :43/ላ5ህሃ 


ኣ 


Solving Sudoku helps sharpen logical 
thinking and improves your number 
skills. It keeps your brain active. 


Please refer to page 49 for answers. 


For my LOGICAL Intelligence, | have 


got stars 


from my parents. 
Click a picture and 
share with us at 


ጩጨ i 7 40 | — N info@INTELLYJELLY.com 


This is me, 


old, Vibgyor High, 
Horamavu, Bangalore 


Pragyea 8, Nine yoars 


My favourite teacher is kritika bhutani. She is 


my all time favourite because she makes the 


subject interesting by giving us quizzes and live 
worksheets. She clears all my doubts very 
My Favourite 


Teacher is 
Kritika Bhutani 


Dear iNTELLYJELLIans, let us know who your favourite 
teacher is and what makes him/her so special. 


а. favourite teacher is Mrs Vedavalli Karthick 
Sharma. She makes the subject easy and 


enjoyable. She always encourages me. She is 
the best teacher. 


My favourite 
Teacher is 
Mrs. Vedavalli 
Karthiok Sharma 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


My favourite teacher is Mrs Devyani Zanjurne. 
She is our class teacher and she teaches us math. 


She is my favourite teacher because she teaches 


My Favourite 


us in a very Simple and interesting way. 


ar Ww 


Pu INDIANS 


ONCE, MANY INCIDENTS OF THEFT WERE TAKING PLACE IN THE KINGDOM OF VIJAYNAGAR. 
EVERYONE WAS SCARED. 


ONE NIGHT, BEFORE GOING TO BED, HE WAS SURE THAT THE THIEVES WERE 
TENALI SAW SOME MOVEMENT IN THE HIDING THERE AND HE MADE A PLAN WITH. 
HIS WIFE. Ó 


= І НАМЕ HEARD THAT ROBBERIES 
! ARE TAKING PLACE IN THE CITY. I FEAR] 
OMG! FOR OUR PRECIOUS JEWELS. Z 
LOOKS LIKE THESE ARE THE ¢ = 
SAME THIEVES. I WILL TEACH ) 
THEM А LESSON. Д 


THE THIEVES STANDING OUTSIDE HEARD TENALI'S AND HIS WIFE'S LOUD VOICES. 


I HAVE PUT ALL OF OUR JEWELS IN THIS 
LARGE BOX. HELP ME CARRU AND THROW THE 
BOX IN THE WELL IN THE GARDEN SO THAT THE 
THIEVES CAN NEVER GET TO THEM 


= FROM V 
T THE BOX. J 


ir መም am iKnow 


| WATERING TH 
IN THE GA 


Tenali Rama wa 
poet and advisor in the co 


t-year-old kid 


n.ltisboth 3 


Tenali Ramahad a p 
fo ng issues using his 


ence and values 


- Arpita 81588 


дъ 


Author анд Publish po 


Creative Writing Workshops 


` HOW THe NARWHAL сет iTS TUSKS 


Long адо, in the depths of the Arefie Ocean, ж? lived 
| а Narwhal named Anne. She lived 
close to the coast. At that time, 9 | 
T Narwhals did not have any teeth or ° 
tusks. They traveled around in 
| search of krill to eat. 


| One day, while searching for food, Anne 


| came across somethi ng shiny at the bottom of the sea. It was a bunch 
l of shark teeth. Because she had no teeth of her own, she started putting ነ 
| those teeth in her mouth. She stacked them on top ን --- 


now! 
ο, 


| 
i of the other until she had one big ....TUSK. 


Liking the way the new tusks Looked, she suam away 
' and Lived happily forever. Note: Pourquoi [por-kwa] 


means 'why' in French. 
These tales often start in the 
past, e.g. A long, long time 
одо... and end when the 
explanation is complete. 
Pourquoi tales make readers 
WONDER ABOUT THE 
VARIOUS THINGS IN THE 
WORLD. it accelerates 
children's wondering, 
thinking, and exploring 
abilities. 


== 


Now that you have read the Pourquoi Story, it's time to wear a writers hat and 
become one. The following are two prompts for you to choose from and now write 
your own Pourquoi Story. 


Write your 
Pourquoi Tales 
and share with us at 
Info@INTELLYJELLY.com 


ë m 
Author анд Publish “Ss 


Creative Writing Workshops. SZ << 
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'ከ Pillai and 
Abhilash Pillai 


Author 


of the 
Month 


(Class Vil Sapphire) is a 
entious, hard-working student. She 
works independently with her imagination 
and ability, She exceeds expectations with 
the quality of her work. She makes the 
reader feel the writer's emotions 
imaginations and intentions. | am 
nfident that she will attain outstanding 
uccess with her talents and I wish her ай 
the very best 
- Dr. М.К Charles 
Principal, The Vikasa School, Tuticorin 


Sahana is a confident girl. She is very 

caring towards her brother Pranav. She 

oves to draw and is also very fond of 

dancing. We wanted to give 

her exposure in writing, 

and surprisingly, she has 

shown great interest and 

skill in storywriting 

Thanks to INTELLYJELLY 

for bringing out her 
hidden talent 

- Mr. M P Deepak 

Parents 


ma 
p 


Friend Goblin 


Once, a goblin taught me a spell to become invisible. | was so 
excited that | ended up using the spell on the goblin and | did not 
know how to reverse it. | was filed with quilt as he was my best 
friend 
When he disappeared, he left а map on the ground that said Find 
my manager, Find your way’. $e, / packed a blanket, a torch, а 
compass and filled a huge bag with some random things. 
and started my journey which led me to the witch's house. 
| was scared and cold. | wore my sweater and knocked at the door. 
While | was waiting for her to open the door, | smelled some 
chemicals boiling 
She opened the door and asked, "Who are you?" 

am the friend of your goblin." replied hesitantly. | am here to 
find a way to bring back my friend with your help. He gave me this 
map to find you and to help him to come back. 
She went into her house and came back with some Liquid in a tube 
She handed it to me and said, “This is apotion 1 was creating 
to reverse tite spell. This can help you bring back the goblin if 
you pour it right at the spot where he disappeared. Now it is your 
responsibility 


I thought to myself, ‘Oh, that's the weird smell 


| took the potion from the witch and went straight back. | poured 


the potion on the exact spot where he had disappeared. There was 
some smoke, and through the smoke, | saw him... There he was! 


| apologized to him and promised him | will never use magic spells 


The goblin smiled and said, "You can definitely use spells, but be 
careful about when and how you use them 


M.D. Shahana 


7th Standard, The Vikash School, Tuticorin 


— MA 


Writ ing 


бан se Author анд Publi she te. 


essential, 
shill Creative Writing Workshops —@-L 


Story SITE 


የ imagination fly In the backyard, you and Sattan find a 


Impromptu 
pick up your pen, let you 


+ mysterious necklace... 
* 


This is a very good magazine for children. It has lots of 

interesting and informative activities to do. It has been very Өм 

helpful in improving children's vocabulary. SS Author yo 
& Pub 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


HOHE а | 

ΕΠΙ ΕΕ Í love INTELLYJELLY 

[1 | [е | s|: [2 | INTELLYJELLY magazine is a fantastic one. My kid 
likes thi: 1 has beautiful illustrations. 

Ee Бозукеннемкекнккк 4N 
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SUDOKU 


CHESS ACTIVITY 


B НЕН | оси н 
NAOROCOD UNS 
ο НЕ 
Rü АС 
АНК 
Е ὃ ΕΝ Giggle and laugh with iJoke! 
взой “27 ША, 
тон What happened 
TER to the bank on 
RRE top of the 


volcano? 


፳፪ шн * 
n ΠΠ 

E E E n 

ыш | f r Giggle and laugh with iJoke! 
ES a ы Ы What do you الاد‎ d 
ж нЕ Hu mee 

A | 88 El dramatic? 
нию 


Stop overreacting! 
= ©) 


It went bank-erupt 


Spain's national 


8 teft lung 15 smaller 
than your right lung. hoe no word 
s. 


№ Fact by 
>) ወ. ር 


HARNOOR DUREJA 
Ghaziabad 


Lag -::..: CURRENT 


I DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAI 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


The world's longest passenger train was operationalized 
in Switzerland on the 175th anniversary of Swiss 
Railways. The passenger train is 1.9 kms long and has 
100 coaches. it travelled 15.5 miles from the Albula 
Tunnel in Preda to the Landwasser Viaduct, at the look at me, 
outskirts of Filisur. The journey ended at Bergin. It What a drag 
travelled via the famous Albula-Bernina route — a 
UNESCO World Heritage Site. During the journey, the 
train went through 22 tunnels and 48 bridges. The train 
was operated by seven train drivers and 21 technicians. 


iNTELLYJELLYians, 


A new study found that the blue whales - the largest 
mammals on Earth - swallow millions of microplastics 
each day, as do fin and humpback whales. Research 
recently provided an estimate of the amount of 
microplastics ingested by three species of baleen whales 
y С - blue, fin and humpback-off the coast of the Us Pacific. 
This study was conducted in light of the enormous 
amountofmicroplastics currently polluting the oceans. 


Pseudohelice Annamalai | 
discovered in Cuddalore District hey 


INTELLYJELLYIans, 
My time on Earth 15 
relatively recent. 


— 


A new species of estuarine crab named Pseudohelice 
Annamalai was discovered in Cuddalore District in Tamil Nadu 
The name of the species recognizes 100 years of service by the 
Annamalal University in areas of research and education. It 
dwells in muddy banks of mangroves. Its burrows are situated 
close to the pneumatophores of Avicennia mangroves. The 
newspeciesis small, with a maximum width of 20 mm. 


hg 
3 ОССЕ THER к CURREN T 
፦ DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


188 Women's 
World Boxing Championship 


International Boxing Association (IBA) and the 
Boxing Federation of India (ВЕ!) signed а 
Memorandum of Understanding (MoU) in New Delhi 
to host the 2023 188 Women's World Boxing 
Championship in india. During the 2023 

championship, ΒΕΙ and IBA will jointly introduce a bout түз = 
review system. The biennial event will see a total prize of ἵ —————————— 
around Rs 19.50 crore (2.4 million USD). 


= eT 
India is set to launch Vikram-S on Vikram-S: India's First 
November 15 from the launchpad of Indian Privately Developed Rocket 


Space Research Organisation at Srütarikota, – 
an island in Andhra Pradesh. Vikram-S, a single 
stage sub-orbital launch vehicle, is India’s first 
privately developed rocket. During its maiden 
launch under Mission Prarambh (beginning), 
it will carry three customer payloads in a sub- 


Hey 

bital flight to help validate th ity of 

orbital flight to help va е the majority o! INTELLYJELLYIans, 

technologies in the Vikram serles of space Do you want fo go 
launch vehicles on a Joy ride 


with me? — 


Kameng Hydropower Station 


Prime Minister Narendra Modi dedicated the Kameng 


ation. The 600 MW Kameng 


hydropower project to the r 


hydropower pi developed by the state-owned 
North Eastern Electric Power Corporation (NEEPCO). It is 
situated in Arunachal Pradesh's V (ameng district. This 
rur 


Send us 


any one recent News that you 
know and have read about. 


of-the-river scheme mak 


and Tenga rivers the tributa 


“кей 
known as the Red. 
se, well, it's тей! This 
r comes from the 
mical called 


Mars is also 


Emperor penguins are truly beautiful birds 
The adults of the species have a white 
stomach and black head, back, fail and 


4 ५. wings. They also have yellowy-gold markings 
on the sides of their head and neck 


Telangana's IT еш Industries Minister 
K T Rama Rao said the state will have 
፪ country's first integrated rocket 
designing, manufacturing and | 
testing facility in Hyderabad by 
Skyroot Aerospace. _ 


Mastercard, a global payment and 
technology company, is set to launch 
Carbon Calculafer feafures = 
is in talks with Indian Banks to launch the 
Carbon Calculator feature which will offer 
the consumers an estimated carbon 
footprint for each of their purchases. 


EE Have — ever 
| considered how 
| goodlamfor JN \ 
уой? 


fora while. My ) Find one new 
каана `` fact and share 
- Silky Bagaria S with us at 


BELOVED INTELLYJELLYians, 

I KNOW HOW MUCH YOU ENJOY USING YOUR 
VIVID IMAGINATION. FOR EACH PICTURE, I 
EAGERLY ANTICIPATE READING YOUR 
CLEVER AND CREATIVE CAPTIONS. 


ЕЗ а 
funny photo at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


R eviews aaa 


YOUR FEEDBACK AND REVIEW 
IMPORTANT TO US! 


8 г 
GM Atharva Avyukt Rai Gupta Sureet Singh 
Chennai New Delhi Faridabad 


© 
Mireya Sara George 
Chennai 


ራ 
Pari Yadav Tvisha Kohli 
Azamgarh 


Send us your 
R eviews a 


_ info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


Маке а SPLASH, 
save Ше world. 


S P LYS H ο 


Annual art competition for kids. 

This year's theme for the competition із - Repurpose, Reimagine, Reinvent 
to save the environment and to protect mother earth. 
Participation Categories : DRAWING, WRITING, CRAFT 
“Prizes worth Rs. 10 lacs to be won and exciting gift hampers from partners 


Register on www.axisbanksplash,in or visit your nearest branch 


M. # 2 ӨБ 9 mx 


“ዜር poly 


ሀ 9 


ІР NITION of KINDNESS? 


—— төт 


еаг 
О Parents, 
| am sure we 
have all 
experienced 
afew 
ambiguous 
moments 
where the 
boundaries 
between 
‘being kind’ and 'being vulnerable' 
have blurred. Kindness is often 
misinterpreted as a sign of 
weakness. What is your take on 
this? 


In this edition, Dadaji's army is put 
in a similar position where Partner 
Player Prisha appears vulnerable 
when she empathises with a pack 
of ravenous hyenas. However, 


being true to her nature, Prisha is 
quickly able to distinguish 
between whether what she was 
feeling was kindness or 
vulnerability. Read to find out more 
about how the story progresses. 


1 would also like to thank each and 
every iNTELLYJELLYian who came 
out to SPLASH#23, presented 
by Axis bank and Radio Mirchi in 
association with iNTELLYJELLY. 


| fold my hands in humility and 
gratitude for the thousands for 
emails and photos we receive 
every single month. | assure you 
that we, at iNTELLYJELLY, make it 
our goal to accommodate as many 
mails and photos as feasible in the 
rather limited space. Nevertheless, 
your efforts are more than 
appreciated. THANK YOU! 


-Animesh, Editor in Chief 


Animesh Tiwari, an alumnus of ИМ Calcutta is ап ex-telecom professional with more than two decades of domestic and 
international experience. He was laurelled for his recent success when the Delhi Education Ministry selected ІМТЕШУ/ЕШҮ for 
the ‘Happiness curriculum’. The selection by Reliance Ло and Bharti Foundation are also a few key landmarks of success.His 
solo moto is weaving enjoyable reading, while INTELLYIELLY shapes the sprouts. 


RNI: MPENG/2016/67408 | ISSN: 2582-2470 | Mol 


ті M P Nagar. Zoae T. Bhopal 462 


* Clean е Nutri-dense е Honest 


No artificial No preservatives/ No refined 100% batches Tasty 
colours/flavours chemicals sugar/maida tested 


m ቁ UNDUE Bran Beart 
Эми 2 cape οἱ dal Bled, Made ጠኔ 
2 6መ- 1 daw ot በመል Wibut 
Rashi Sethia Nikita Tamta та Flarseeds, Drm. 
ИМ Lucknow ПМ Lucknow 30७ D= 50% meed of Αννα οφ фе 
the tay SON айт Pret than 
ία ολων Mir ad! на A © Ne Refined 3०७० Mo запа beans 
Anas meted 
же Dates 5 agoery 


ight int hood that they misse 
wir previous rales as corporate lı Providing 
hildeen with AUTHENTIC HIGH NUTRITION a: 


pposed to junk products із challenging 


We met t о share their journey with 


ИТЕШҮ JELLYian parent 


Heaths Wet Gave 
Like all parents, we tried to give the be: ብ በይ 
505 more Pretem 2፪ 
Wianios A, C, D wá ore Hier han citer 
Most packaged food is | е так Зав asa, 
Ca dT ariba © wo Segar. Ko Artificial ዘበ of Mess 
кат. батан. Dol and Hu. 


i our kids, but it was a day νο 


So, we started TruVitals with a 


nutrition rich. clean tc 


ost children 100% Nutri-dense: Advisory board, including pediatricians and nutritionists, helped design 
quota 4 result i TruVitals to moet nutritional requirements that parents find difficult to accommodate in their child's 
weak eye sight. slow height growth, growing daily et. 
anı, protein deficiency and many oth 100% Clean and Safe: There are no harmful preservatives, artificial colors/flavors, refined sugar. 
of refined maida. Each pack is subjected to over 250 lab tests for preservatives, pesticides, chem 
oduct from extracts o and naturally occurring toxins 
pla is and vegetables. They aro tasty an 100% NATURAL and healthy ingredients, like dates. jaggery, elaichi, cocoa powder etc. make 
nutri-dense. We pack more flavour and powe TruVitals products tasty and healthy. 


TruVitals 


maze То Happiness 


BRAIN POWER 


Е ску 
Iwill buy sprouted Multigrain Milk Mix/ Brain Booste 
mmunity & Fiber Gummies because 


lick the picture and 


du 


info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


Milk Mix! Choco! 


Aditi Shah 
Sr. Nutritionist 


AAs a nutritionist, | can 
ο say that al 
ThuVitals products meet 
the nutritional сега and 
contain ቦሬ nasties We 
ከበበ = educating the 
parent community with the 
fight kind οἱ nutrition 
knowledge. 


9 


Vira 


Pr 


Both my daughters loved 
its taste ከ has zero added 
sugar and са artificial 
ойе or flavours. I is 
loaded with fer that is 
qood far the gut 


1 love Trials gummies 


They an 
healthy for me Му 
mother gives me тат 


Dummies every day. They 
0 tasty that it 5 hard 


to st 


| መፀ ike that fact t 
8 a natural product with 
по chemicals. | am зо glad 
to have found а 
supplement that can 
compensate for my itle 
one's fussy eating habits 


iris chocolate 


re тү favorite. | 
taste, and it makos 


zx far, you read... 
Е NEXT, DADAJI? 
` 


TIMEFOR ALONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


They all are celebrating when Sattan С rushes 
to Dadaji with a letter, Dadaji's old friend, Balan, 
has requested his urgent help with something. 


India wins the Indo-China championship. 
Mystery Minder Mia manages to program 
the Chinese robot IPSY to dance to Indian 
tunes. 


Dadaji plans a long road trip in his camper- Their dream journey begins. Sattan requests Mia 
to make a chocolate shake for him. Mia dodges 


van. He also teaches his army the magic of 
SURYA ARGHYA. the request. 


REALISE ——— AFTER ONE HOUR 


OVERESTIMATE YOUR 
INTELLIGENCE 


In the forest, Kaba creates obstacles. Dadajl's — 


army takes help of li fficer, but thi 
«r ends up beingone of kabas minions. What happens next... 


officer ends up being one of Kaba's minions. 


Beloved iNTELLYJELLYians, \ 


fills us 
you a 


quickly 


ith pride 


) know that Y 


— ο harie mals joad ame ] 


OES NOT involve ሠ ot me two мақа hat nane в 
D^ τας] 


TE AMA 


A^ 
3 NOT eren ыты οἱ Da tn (ገጻ that свие | 
am 


> --——— ÀÀ. 


በ DOES NOT ሠሠ ጮ። οὐ thn ነወ) када at came \ 
[μην 


... σα. 5% 7 pans जे 


5 МОТ кенен either of the two steps thaj 
^ ғ“ 


Hame 252222 


қ-а E L N AE Ea 
1 have consumed .............................................................. that Share a pic of your 
DOES NOT involve either of the two steps that cause CONSUMPTION sheet at 
jamage to nature. 


Y 
_KINDNESS? 


INTELLIGENCE 


zi TREE HOUSE IN THE МІ 


THEY ARE 
HUNGRY! POOR PARTNER PLAYER' 


HYENAS! PRISHA! ВЕНАУЕ! 
- НҮЕМА$ САМ МОТ ВЕ 
OUR FRIENDS! WE 
ARE WHAT THEY 
EAT. 


P WHAT! PRISHA, 
WHY ARE YOU SO 
SYMPATHETIC TO 

HYENAS? YOU MAY 
DIE AT THEIR 


м ai ®> 
PERHAPS YOU MISSED 
OUT ON THE CLASSIC 
FABLE OF THE SERPENT 


| VULNERABLE! PRISHA, I 


| 
А АМ МОТ SURE WHAT THAT 


MEANS 


Once, during the dead of winter, a 
farmer was making his way 
through his field in the morning. —— 
On his way, he came across a snake 
that had been Frozen to the 
ground by the icy temperatures. 


The farmer picked up the snake off (f 
the ground and tucked it back into 


his shirt, giving it life and keeping 
it warm despite his knowledge of 
the danger. 


о 


The snake, warmed by the clothing, quickly regained consciousness. Once physically 
capable, the snake bit the man who had saved his life. 


The snake bite proved to be extremely lethal. When the snake's poison entered the 
farmer's veins, he began to feel dizzy and eventually fell to the ground. 


© The farmer, nearing the end of his Life, told those who had gathered around him, "Learn 
from my Circumstances never to grant mercy toacrook.” 


UNDERSTAND THE 
DIFFERENCE 


= НҮЕМА ЕР 
AT IM CONCERNE 


THEY 


HT AT THE END OF THE 
ΑΝ ILLUSION, т 


THANK OD 


< 


should we 


ЛЕ ТНЕ 


T: 


QUICK, RUN! SHE IS 
JUST AS CONJURING AS 
IT GETS! 


JUR ANTI 


D APPRECIATE IT. 


ALREADY K 
THAT. 


= HAPPENS NEXT? 


काका: KEEP READING Do you want to read 
ን iNTELLYJELLY books? 
iNTELLYJELLY Scan the QR code above too 


WHAT NEXT, DADAJI? 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


WILL THE ARMY BE ABLE TO SOLVE DADAJI'S FRIEND, BALAN'S PROBLEM 


WITH KABA? 


DEAR INTELLYJELLY ans, 


DO YOU THINK YOU HAVE 
А MEMORY LIKE АН ELEPHANT? 


X ( FIND THE TEN HIDDEN OBJECTS IN 
FIND TEN HIDDEN OBJECTS. А THE PICTURE BELOW. 


an elephant 


to have an 
exceptionally 
good memory. 


02: You need more time. 
Please refer to page 56 for 04: Welll You are learning. 
answers. | 07: You are an iNTELLYJELLYian. 


10: You are a HAPPY iNTELLYJELLYian. 
з 


5ኗ ВЕ 
ALRIGHT. IT's 
you've WORKED HARD сыен YOU'RE 
on DRILL, LEARNED МА BE FINE 
TEAMWORK, 


DISCIPLINE 


f Ж 
ሑሩ MOST በውዱ 


ТГМ 5ፐበርቪር Ж LOVABLE 


Click the picture and 
Send us 


Шкед/414 not like the movie because 


@ м ono a e ४ моми 


vine sarya f 
T 


cu Um 


Sgt. Stubby: An American Hero 


Sgt. Stubby: An American “Него- 


The story of a dog and a young soldier 


What 15 ‘Sgt. Stubby’ 


Set against the backdrop of America’s 
entry into World War |, the film is 
based on the true story of the 
unbreakable bond between a stray 
dog and a young soldier. 


HONORARY LIFETIME MEMBER 


At the end of World War |, Conroy 
smuggled Stubby back to the United 
States, where the dog got a well 
deserved hero's welcome. He met the 
president, led parades and became an 
honorary lifetime member of the 
American Legion, Red Cross and 
YMCA 


World's First Therapy Dog! 


He was hit in the leg by a grenade іп 
early 1918, but that didn't stop him. 
He kept other injured soldiers 
company as he recovered. (Perhaps 
he was the world's first therapy 
dog!) 


Sgt. Stubby saving many 
lives 


Not long after his leg healed and he 
returned to the trenches, he was 
sprayed with mustard gas. Did this 
stop our resilient hero? No way. In 
fact, he remembered the scent and 
barked to warn the soldiers of 
subsequent gas attacks, saving many 
lives 


What'is the nicest 


Thing you have ever 
done for someone? 


MANNERS ARE THE BEHAVIOURS THAT YOU SHOW WHEN YOU ARE 
AROUND OTHER PEOPLE. HAVING GOOD MANNERS MEANS THAT YOU 
ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL 


Good Manners 


HOW GOOD ARE YOUR MANNERS? 


Select what makes you... 


A Peace Maker (A) 


| 


Being a good Qiving a high five 19 | 
listener SMILING агай 


Hitting someone Being a bully 


In each circle given below, draw a smiley for the 
good manners and a sad face for the bad manners. 


KORO 


Running in the Talking ina 
classroom loud voice 


Saying Good bye Sharing with others Playing fairly 


Age.... TOREM City..... 


This month, 1 have got. ...... stars from my parents because 


Share a pic of your 
manners sheet at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


T Τι 


LS € Оп 15 Novemt 1018, Hockn: 1972 work Portrait of an Artist (Poel 


с wifh Two Figures) at tie's auction house in New York City f 
y $90 million (£70 million), becoming the most expensive artwork by с 
ving artist sold at an auctior 


т your art at 
into @INTELLYIELLY.com 


A Christmas Story 


Priyadarshini Panchapakesan 


Iniyazh, Maran and 
Aruvi were standing 
by the lake and 
discussing their 
plans for Christmas. 
They were super 
excited to 
decorate their homes with 
sparkly fairy lights, stars, 
bells and baubles. 


They decided to head to the 
Christmas Shop and check if 
anything had arrived. 


Illustration 
Priyadarshini Panchapakesan 


But when they reached the 
shop, all the shelves and 
boxes were empty. The 
shopkeeper informed them 
that there would be no 


Christmas goodieS this year! 


A landslide had blocked the 
road completely, and the 
truck carrying the goods would 
not be able to cross until it 
had been all cleared up. 


The three friends went to the 
park and talked about what 


An author, teacher and а storyteller, Priyadarshini 
hopes to change the world with loving words and 
deeds of kindness. For inspiration, she often looks 
to taboo topics. Her works have a strong 
environmental focus and promote gender equality. 


Не said, “Why not make 
Christmas decorations from 
what we have around us?" АП 
of them found the suggestion 
they could do. awesome, and they split up to 
find what they could use. 


Iniyazh said they could only 


hope for things to get better. Iniyazh went into the 

Aruvi said they could request Meadows and discovered tall 
the government office to and thick blades of grass. She 
clear things up. But Maran could use these to make 

came up with the best idea. Christmas wreaths. 


Maran headed towards the 


| | | | | | woods and collected а 
| | | | | basketful of pinecones. He 
ዘዘ | 


could string these together Christmas stars. 
and hang them on the 
Christmas tree or on the 


rafters. fA O 
Aruvi headed to the ice К zs 
cream shop and got wooden . 7 Ye | 
sticks. She could glue these ሪም 5 f E 
together to make beautiful | ነ 


After a while, the three 


к, love INTELLYJELLY 


* itis a beautiful magazine which my daughter enjoys very 8 
much. She completes ай the puzzle worksheets the day AN 
the book arrives. We would love itif more stories could be 
added. 


-NKNirala 


They took their decorations to 


the Christmas Shop and gave 
them to the delighted 
shopkeeper. 


\ 

The whole town qon 

got the same ኣም ре 

friends met at the park and love, joy. “ Pj 
showed each other what they hope and = 


had collected. happiness 
Baubles" small, showy trinkets 
that they or decorations 
GoodieS- special or nice things 
fon Cheistmael had. that are enjoyable 
op Pistmas: 86396ህ5- land that is covered ог 


mostly covered with grass 


This was it! They were all set 


Wreaths. a ring made of flowers 
and leaves or evergreens 
* Rafters- a beam forming part of 
the internal framework of a roof 
Blades- long and narrow leaves 
of grass 


Problems can come in the most unexpected ways, 
but so can solutions. 


Have you ever celebrated festivals in an eco-friendly way? Share your 
ideas about how we can reduce waste during festivals. 


Express yourself and 
share with us at 


iNTELLYJELLY.com 


Ей EVERYBODY FOCUS. 
THIS ACTIVITY IS FUN, IT WILL SOON BE DONE. 


Please refer to page 56 
for answers. 


ሪ 


о ο ዯፌ - αμ 


=! iNTELLYJELLYians, 
DO YOU LIKE TO PLAY CHESS. 
ANSWER THE QUESTIONS AND 
CHECK YOUR ANSWERS. 


jo) 


= What is the king's 


) 


о 
= мата She most @ueen KING PAWN 
important piece in 
each arm 
* 
х 


— „© 


CHECKMATE IN ONE MOVE 


1. You are playing with white counters. 
2. CHECKMATE your opponent іп өте move. 


E | 
Name 
Аве 
City 

Thirty men and 


1 have got stars from my 
һе most power. ` parents for my ATTENTION TO DETAIL. 


black and white, 
id fight for hours. 
they? 


only two women, but 


Please refer to 
page 56 for answers. 


| The longest 
chess game ever was of 
269 moves and ended 
as draw. 


Click the picture & 
Send to us at 


info@iNTELLY3ELLY.com 


ኣ 


Sudoku 


LIFE IS LIKE SUDOKU; ALL YOU HAVE TO DO IS 
PUT SOME PIECES IN THE CORRECT SPOTS, AND 
EVERYTHING ELSE WILL FALL INTO PLACE. 
DEAR READERS, SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY SOLVING 
THIS SUDOKU PUZZLE WITH ME. 


ж piddle 


| have a face like a 
tree and skin like the 
sea. А great beast | 
am, yet small vermin 
frighten me. 

What am I? 


jueudajs uy vemsuy 


Solving Sudoku helps sharpen logical 
thinking and improves your number 
skills. It keeps your brain active 


Click a picture and 
share with us at 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYins, HERE ARE 
A FEW SIMPLE STEPS TO SOLVE THE 
1. READ THE WORD LOUDLY 
2. KEEP SAYING THE WORD LOUDLY UNTIL YOU FIND ІТ 
3. AS YOU FIND EACH WORD, KEEP CIRCLING IT 
SOON YOU WILL FIND ALL THE WORDS 
ALSO CHECK OUT THE POINTS YOU SCORE BELOW, 


> 
c 
А 
2 


> ο Z > N — r =Z ር 
> O бо Фо O O ብ О 


" 
B 
| 
R 
D 
B 
M 
o 
U 
5 
Е 


>> Ῥ 4 το ο чь -- 
m» ር) DU O Z m -ι vs 
m N OO Z > ር) Z > 
Э-41- m; ए > A OF 
m A ë 6 m x > z о 


POINTS TABLE Name 
вао [-]! CHICKEN [-] : FERRET С) Д Age 
Turtle [ |] : mouse [ ] ; KANGAROO [_ j] City 
iguana Í |: (СТЕ Rass 


SNAKE 3 : I have scored 
-- πετ. = points, 


1 have got 
my parents. 


Author анд Publish ὃς 


Creative Writing Workshops—— 


Tigers did not always have stripes, you 
| know. They used to be just 
orange. Tigers got their stripes along 
| time ago all because of one silly tiger. 


А long time ago, a figer wanted fo 
| paint his cave black. So, one night, һе set 
1 out to get black paint. On his way back to his cave, he had to put his 
"1 big bucket of paint on a tree branch, so he could hunt for 
( some food. After finishing his food, he went to get his bucket of paint 


\ As he lifted his tail to grab the paint, he pushed it off the oon 

| branch by accident. The bucket of black paint £3 
Spilled. all over him. He was now the only tiger κ. e 

: with black stripes When the other tigers saw him, Note: Pourquoi [por-kwa] 
they liked his Look. So, they went ahead and ieu Polit 


painted stripes on 


themselves too. 

3 That is how the 
tiger got its 
stripes. 


уты readers 


Now that you have read the Pourquoi Story, it's time to wear a writer's hat and 
become one. The following are two prompts for you to choose from and write your 
own Pourquoi Story. 


HAPPY 
INTELLYJELLYIan 


Write your 
———M Pourquoi Tales 


I love INTELLYJELLY 1 and share with us at 


This is a very good magazine for kids to keep them engaged. 
My daughter waits excitedly every month for the months RN 
edition. A big applause for the great work of your team. 

- Gargi Namdev 


ғ анд Publish 


Creative Writing Workshops. 


Sister Gail 
Pri 3 


f 
H 
i 
iË 
i 
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H 
| 
4 
H 
। 
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---------.-...- 


Author 


of the 
Month 


Cheeku examined the mangoes closely, they 
were very heavy, hard to cut and there was no 
juice. When they washed the mangoes, they 
realized that they were not mangoes, they 
were stones! Thecat had fooled them! 


They were so annoyed that Cheeku and Мееки 
went toLeo, the Lion. 


70, king of the jungle, we are so pleased to be 
in your presence, you are so brave and kind 

1 hearted. We have a treat for you. We have an 
animal waiting to be eaten by you." 


“Really! Come on then, why are we waiting, it's 


nearly night," repliedLeo 


"Yes," said Мееки and they took him to Bob's 
house. They told him that he would find his 
treat lying on a haystack wrapped in a 
bedsheet. They had already done the 


preparations for Leo to have his dinner. 


Now, before this happened, Mr Cat had already 
woken up from his sleep. He saw himself on a 
haystack with a fork on one side and a knife on 
the other. He immediately understood what 
was going to happen. So, he unwrapped 


58 


Author анд Publish Se 


Creative Writing Workshop: 


himself, climbed down the haystack and put a 
few rocks there instead. As soon as Leo 
pounced over the blanket to eat his treat, all 
his teeth broke and fell off. Well, technically, 
not all, but yes, a few of them. He growled in 
pain. He was so angry that he rushed home and 
started thinking of a plan to kill Cheeku and 
Heeku 


The next morning, he was approached by Hr 
Cat who acted as if he knew nothing, and asked 
Leo what had happened to his teeth. 


Crying in pain, Leo replied, “Heeku and Cheeku 
have pulled a fast one on me this time. They 
broke my teeth by giving me rocks instead 
of the treat that | was promised. 


When Bob came near Leo s ear to tell him а 
plan to catch the parrots, Leo, with his sharp, 
razor-like teeth, grabbed him by his neck, ate 
him up and then gave a huge loud satisfied 


burrrrrrrrrrrrrrrp! 
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=> 


And from then оп, no one in the jungle, ог as | 


they called it ‘Mysterioland’, ever saw Hr 
Cat or the spaces between Leo s teeth. 


Yashi Katara, 12 years, 
8th Standard, Sophia Girls School, Meerut 


Author 


of the 


Mihika is a hardworking student with а 

zeal to do well in all that she undertakes. 

Her writing reflects her vivid thoughts, 

imagination and creativity. Her efforts to 

weave а story with the use of powerful 

imagery is praiseworthy. | wish her all the 
best for her future endeavors. 

Thanks & Regards 

- Archana Nagpal Manyal 

Coordinator- Primary Section 

SVKM JV. Parekh International School 


Mihika is a kind, well-mannered child, 
almost like the wise old owl. She is gifted 
with great imagination, intelligence and 
love of reading which she pours into her 
We are proud of her efforts 

always try new things 
and never give up. 
Keep writing for its 

joy! 
- Wnieann 
Parents 


Mia's Unexpected Car Ride 


Hiaand her family were going to ап amusement park for two weeks. Mia 
could not wait to get there. Mia's baby sister yawned because it was too 
early in the morning. Her father drove their pearly white car. It started 
to rain but Mia did not care because she was too excited to go to the 
amusement park. 


Oh, no! A passing truck splashed mud on Hia s car and turned it from 
pearly white to Апу brown. Mia's father could hardly drive anymore 
because of the mud on the windscreen 

Look, papa! said Mia, | see a carwash centre on our right. 


Mia's father was relieved because he really cared about 
his car. Не bought the entry ticket and they drove into the automatic 
car washroom. Suddenly, Ма heard а queer noise coming from the 
machine. It turned out that the machine was talking to Hic in her mind. 


Hia asked, "Who are you?” The machine replied, | am Thomas. I used 
to be a human and a witch turned me into a witch 
for fun.” 


But, why?” asked Hio, confused. 
Thomas replied, "Because she wanted to show her powers. 
But, | see you also have powers, said Mia. 


Who, те?” asked Thomas. 


Yes you have powers beyond your imagination. 


Unexpectedly, their car started to move super fast, like they were dl. 
on a roller coaster, then they went on a Loop the Loop ride. Affer all 
that; the whole car was as beautiful as a purple flower. 


Oh, oh!” exclaimed На, as the car wash was over. Everyone was 
surprised that the car had turned purple, but they did not mind it 
because the car looked beautiful. Мо one had а clue what had happened, 
but На knew. As they started their journey again, На could not stop 
smiling to herself. They reached the amusement park in по time. На 
could not wait to до on the rides there. 


~ Mihika Rao, 09 years 
УКМ JV. Parekh International School 


Author 


of the 
Month 


M D Ргапау (С ІМ Sapphire) is а 
budding, hard-working student. He works 
ndependently with his intere 
imagination and ability. He is expressive in 
his work. He brings emotions and creativity 
to the readers. | am confident that he will 
attain great heights with his talents, and I 
wish him all the very best. 
- Dr. N.K. Charles 
Principal, The Vikasa School, Tuticorin 


Pranav is a very lovable boy. He is very 
ached to his family. His ind: 
о Εχρίοι 
surprise us. As pare! 
oling had 
and that he w 
the kind of learning and writing lik 
student should. Thanks to 
the INTELLYJELLY team for 
lighting а spark in him 
now enjoys writing a 
is has defini 
voked his thought 
creative 
writing skills. 
- Deepak and 
Naga Shilpa 
Parents 


μις 
хаш 


Pleasant Surprise 


It was the last working 
day of school. It was my 
Teacher's birthday. | 
came early to the 
school and started to 
decorate the class. As 
one by one my friends 
started coming, they 
also helped me to 
decorate. The work went fast and was ready in no time. | 


whispered ma'am is coming in the count of 3. 
1..2..3...SURPIRSE. 


We shouted. She was shocked and went running to 
the principals room. We were afraid that she was going 
To complain about us. 


Both of them returned with an angry face. We thought 
it was all over and that the Principal was going to 
punish us. But they gave us a pleasant surprise by 
appreciating из. Ме were really happy. 

All the students then gave our teacher gifts and 
shouted HAPPY BIRTHDAY МА АМ 


- Pranav M D, 09 years 
4th Standard, The Vikasa School, Tuticorin 


Writing 
Фан 
essential, 
shill 


impromptu Story SETI 


en, let your imagination Пу. You and Mia have made it 
to space. On the moon, 
there are rivers of healthy 
chocolate. But Thanos 
intends on dehydrating 
them for no good reason. 


Pick up your P 


5 always glued to the mobile. So! 
to her routine and she rea 

enjoyed hou would be the be: 

her and it really was. Now, she eagerly looks f 

next edition 


- Nowshaba Nayyar Maniyar ዊኤ m Author your stc 
& Publish 
ит. ሻዊ info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


= is me, 
Ishaan Sharma, 
Don Bosco School. 
Bandel, West Bengal 


it is me, 
Kaustubh Sarang Kulkarni, 
Aaryans World School, 
Pune. 


— ጮር ከውር: 
Anwesha Kar is my favourite teacher. She 
teaches me English language & Value 
Education. | like attending her classes. She 


makes studies interesting 


My favourite teacher is my mumma, Dr. 


Anjali. She is a dentist. She helps me clean 
ту teeth and keep them cavity free. She is my 


best friend. 


My favourite teacher is Mrs Meenal Kulkarni. | love her because 
she guides me on how to be a good human being, and teaches 
me moral values My granny is my favorite teacher because the 
letters in the word teacher stand for Talented, Educated, 


Adorable, Charming, Helpful Encouraging and Responsible. 
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My Favourite 
Teacher is 
Anwesha Kar 


ይ 


My Favourite 
Teacher is 
Mrs. Meenal Kulkarni 


Honey the only food that 
actually lasts forever and 
never spoils. 


SUCCESS OF OTHER 
DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


Tata Sons and Singapore 
Airlines (SIA) have agreed to 
merge Air India and Vistara 
to create India's second- 
biggest air carrier. 
Singapore Airlines (SIA) will 


get 25.1% stake in the merged 
entity at an investment of Rs 
2,058.5 crores (250 million 
USD). The rest of the stake will 
be held by Tata 


TIME Person of the Year 2022 
Uolodymyr Zelensky 


The president 
of Ukraine, 
Volodymyr 
Zelensky was 
chosen as the 
2022 Person of 
The Цеаг by the 
Time Magazine. 


Person of the Year is 


mew veiut 
αλ. 


an annual issue of 


the Time magazine 
featuring a person, a 
group, an idea or an 
object that had significantly influenced the 
events of the year. It is chosen by the 
magazine's editors. The tradition of choosing 
the 'Person of the Year' began in the year 
1927 


JU REA 


NLY ABOUT THE 
OF OTHERS, OR 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


In a major shift from the long-time post-war pacific EET TIS $320 Billion Plan for 
approach, Japan unveiled a 320 billion USD plan for a Military Build-up 
military build-up - the largest since the Second World 

War. The five-year plan, which is to be implemented 

with a total budget of 320 billion USD, will make Japan 

the third-largest military spender in the world after 

the United States and China. This comes after the 

cabinet led by Prime Minister Kishida Fumio approved 

Japan's three important security documents. 


| Freeze 
Great Barrier Reef Coral 


Scientists, who are working on the Great Barrier Reef, 
have succeeded in testing a new method for freezing 
and storing coral larvae. The newly developed 
 ፖ፦፡።: technology enables the storage of the 
coral larvae at -196*C (-320.8°F). It was developed by 
a team of scientists from the University of 
Minnesota's College of Science and Engineering 


Decline of Polar Bear 
Population in Canada 


A new government report has found that the 

Western Hudson Bay polar bear population in 

Canada has declined by 27 percent in the past 5 

years. Currently, there are 19 polar bear 3 > Send 
populations spread across Russia, Alaska, any one recent News that you 
Norway, Greenland and Canada know and have read about. 


Неу 
INTELLYJELLYians, 
1 may be small, but 


1 make up for it 


Japan is the world's 
most earthquake- 
prone country. 
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I love iNTELLYJELLY 


Find one new 
fact and share 
with us at 


BELOVED INTELLYJELLYians, 
I KNOW HOW MUCH Y 
VIVID IMAGINATIO! 
EAGERLY 


My entry for CAPTIONS: 
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Creative 
INTELLYJELLYIan 
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Share a 
funny photo at 
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Swimming Trunks! 


ІН жге Шаш апа 
в: α΄ n a fish? 


айға Keyur Patel 
Gandhinagar 


The magazine is extremely 
engaging and covers a 
wide variety of topics. It is 
colorful and the design is 
appealing to the young 
readers. Excellent 
experience with 
iNTELLYJELLY... Thank you! 


Great magazines for kids! 
My child has started 
enjoying reading, | 
appreciate the good work 
of INTELLYJELLY and also 
recommend it to other 
kids. 


Arin upadhyay 
Indore 


Г ordered senior edition for 
my 11-year-old kid. He was 
50 excited to see the book. 
There are a lot of intresting 
things like puzzles, games, 
stories and drawing to 
engage children. Thanks, 
INTELLYJELLY team. 


Yuvaan Gupta 
Faridabad 


Yuvaan likes to solve all the 
activities like chess and 
sudoku, and enjoys reading 
the comic stories. 
iNTELLYJELLY portrays its 
educational and creative 
content for children in a fun 
way so they can learn easily 
and grab the knowledge. 


Isha Burada 
Kharagpur 


Beautifully designed 
magazines for children! 
There are so many good 
stories related to family 
values, girl power etc. ፤ 
personally love reading 
their stories. Well done, 
ЇМТЕЦУЈЕЦУ. 


Send из your 


“Тһе winners will receive а FREE Í 
WHICH FOOD CAN LAST FOREVER WITHOUT book with their next month i 


ij SPOILING? magazine delivery. pt cuu 
WHAT IS YOUR DEFINITION OF KINDNESS? 


5) 


HOW CAN ONE BE KIND WITHOUT BEING 


2) | VULNERABLE? 
HOW MANY TIME ZONES IS THE WORLD 


6) DIVIDED INTO? 


HOW DOES THE UNIVERSE TREAT ITS 
3l | OFFSPRINGS WITH LOVE AND COMPASSION? 


WHAT IS POP ART? 


Es 


WHICH IS THE WORLD'S MOST EARTHQUAKE Ñ 


PRONE COUNTRY? 
М/НО 15 SGT STUBBY? 


E 


iNTELLYJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 
and send them to us here 


Design Avdesh Patidar 


* Share the happiness of reading iNTELLYJELLY with 
your friends and cousins. 


WV WII a chance to extend your * Fin vie promising contact below 

to conta 
subscription by 2 months With whom you want us to contact 
absolutel L е Click and send the picture to us on 
55545545 ФФ“. WhatsApp. 


Parent Name 
Child Name: 
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Parent Мате:. 
Child Name: 
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DADAJI, MY FRIENDS 
ALSO WANT TO READ 
iNTELLYJELLY? WHAT 


COME ONE. 
COME ALL 


SURE, THEY SHOULD! 
WOULD YOU FILL THEIR 
NAMES AND NUMBERS 
_ON THIS PAGE? 


Parent Name: 
Child Name: 


Contact number: 


Parent Мате 


Parent Name: 
Child Name: 
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Child Name: - 
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Child Name: 
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Senior 


9 ent reading is fun! : 8-12 years 
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IF IT IS MUST TO WIN 
THE OTHER PERSON'S HEART, IT 
IS APPROPRIATE TO AGREE ON 


ANY POINT THEY MAKE. MEAN, WHAT IF SOMEONE 
Ті, CLAIMS THAT ELEPHANTS 


TELL THEM YOU а 
SPOTTED ONE 
PERCHED 


ON A WIRE `7 TACTFUL 
ክት COMMUNICATION 
delicate exchange of words 


Джо ВАМК 


Маке а SPLASH, 
save the world. 


S P DKS Н ‘а 


This year's theme for the competition is - Repurpose, Reimagine. Reinvent 
to save the environment and to protect mother earth. 
Participation Categories : DRAWING, WRITING, CRAFT 
“Prizes worth Rs. 10 lacs to be won and exciting gift hampers from partners 


M Register on www sxisbanksplash.in or visit your nearest branch 


Mili. # „2. Gm Ө тох шы Ὃν OL Cw 


ከ ጨመ ete Lamang ο мале Ging የው Саала Peter d 


ΕΞ reetings, 
Parents 
We must remember that 
we are not merely 
nurturing the next 
generation when we take 
your child's needs into 
account. It is anticipated 
that generation alpha 
would see innovations on 
a scale comparable to 
those observed during the 
past five generations. 


They will have more buying power and 
brand influence than any previous 


generation did. Generally speaking, they will 
be the most materialistic people you will 
ever come across. Their consumption will be 
higher than we can anticipate. 


The members of Generation Alpha will have 
а far higher level of technology literacy 
as compared to any of the previous 
generations. Owing to more information and 
а wider scope, they will be likely to continue 
their education for longer; and it may not be 


ог delivery-related queries: delivery@iINTELLYJELLY.com 


+ For advertisement/collaboration related Queries: info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


* For sales inquiries WhatsApp 9540-441-441 


TACTFUL 
COMMUNICATION 


a traditional college degree. They are likely 
to live in their parental homes longer as 
earning an income will kick in much later. So, 
parenting will encompass a wider age 
range. 


Simply put, we are raising a child who will be 
the product of five generations and, who 
therefore, will need thoughtful parenting, 
more than ever. 


The one thing that has remained constant 
over the years is the need of tactful 
communication with delicate words. The 
most powerful fool was, is, and always will 
be tactful communication. We must 
understand and accept that dealing with 
generation alpha using tactful 
communication with delicate words is what 
will help them thrive. 


One of Dadaji's most illustrious disciples, 
Tisyha's narrative is guaranteed to be a hit 
with our young readers. Whatever the 
situation, TISYHA ALWAYS ENSURES TO 
BE IN THE SADDLE. More often than not, 
she does so by using tactful communication. 


-Animesh, Editor in Chief 


Animesh Tiwari, an alumnus of ИМ Calcutta is ап ex-telecom professional with more than two decades of domestic and 
international experience. He was laurelled for his recent success when the Delhi Education Ministry selected INTELLYJELLY for 
the 'Happiness curriculum’. The selection by Reliance Jio and Bharti Foundation are also а few key landmarks of success.His 
solo moto is weaving enjoyable reading, while МТЕЦУЕЦУ shapes the sprouts 
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WORD INTELLYJELLYians, 
EAT FOR THE BODY 
SEARCH YOU WANT, 


Not The Body 
You Have. 


TruVitals 
BRAIN BOOSTER 


5 
Р 
к 
0 
Т 
Е 
| 

N 
S 
E 
K 
R 


zvara moo - 
от - Е = со-гол 
9- z OQ «ο 

ΟΖ πιο Ἀπ о 
попмоояпя> ч 2 > д 


| --. πε, POINTS TABLE. ነ 
| ; ; 

| PROTEIN aR ; ENERGY [ 7] | E ( 

BOOSTER | GUMMIES i вам [ | 4 
immunity [| ] HEALTH : ввомтн [Í j] 

| DISKETTES POWER i мам С) | 

4 ቁ 


Аве 
Iwill buy sprouted Multigrain Milk Mix/ Brain Booster Milk Mix/ Chocolate Protein Ὁ 
ummies because 


Immunity & Fibe 


info @УМТЕИМЕЦУ сот 


Pe far, you read... 


WHAT NEXT, DADAJI? 
` 


TIME FOR ALONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


India wins the Indo-China championship. They all are celebratlng when Sattan G rushes 
Mystery Minder Mia manages to program to Dadaji with a letter. Dadaji's old friend, Balan, 
the Chinese robot IPSY to dance to Indian has requested his urgent help with something. 


tunes. 


Dadaji plans a long road trip in his camper- Their dream journey begins. Sattan requests Mia 
van. He also teaches his army the magic of to make a chocolate shake for him. Mia dodges 


SURYA ARGHYA. the request. 


Kaba sets up roadblocks in the forest. Even the 
cop turns out to be one of Kaba's minions. The 


army sleeps in a tree house but finds the lady What happens next 


officer sitting in a cave crying the next day. 


| DOES МОТ መሠ either of the tum 


ws Á 
"EN HPN + В Amyus ασε 


Ny ጠመ {900 MT al 


| 
እ. ем. ἐπι Ше το а — νά 
ሻ fN J oM 
C; 
( 


E 


| — 
А - 

co a A |- ұй, 
V E= 


መሙ с. TL 


— d 
495 መ 


1 commod μα 
| DOES NOT vox either of the two stapa tht enun 
— ts 


τ". ΓΙ 


| mew | ነክ мі ту май, é 

€ EI ae NE (ай 

| Нанте S В суми S 7887 Ñ M. «ο 
— 


———————————————————À Share a pic of your 


CONSUMPTION sheet at 


damage to nature. info@INTELLVIELLY.com 


24 he Real Hero 
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POWERFUL THA 
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= WANT MY MEAL NOW! 
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6 Children's story writer and an Arabic expert, Afrin Shaikh specializes in creating 
academic content for K-12. Most of her articles and stories focus on current issues 


and their effects on family values, especially children. Afrin is also a well-versed 
translator and interpreter, and serves as a consultant for companies engaged in 


business with clients from the Middle East. 99 
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መው <> READING Do you want to read 


5 iNTELLYJELLY books? 
iNTELLYJELLY can the QR code above to order 


WHAT NEXT, DADAJI? 
` 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 


TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 
J 


TO SOLVE DADAJI'S FRIEND, BALAN'S PROBLEM 
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DEAR INTELLYJELLYIans, DO YOU KNOW 
SOMEONE WHO, ACCORDING TO YOU, IS 
а COLD FISH?» 

FIND 10 HIDDEN OBJECTS IN 
THE PICTURE BELOW TO PROCEED. 


αι 
А Cold Fish 


someone who 


seems 
unfriendly and 
does not share 
their feelings 


o 
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| score: 
| 02: You need more time. 

| 04: Мей You are learning. 

07: You are an iNTELLYJELLYun. 

| 10: You are a HAPPY iNTELLYJELLYian. 


७४० Please refer to page 56 for 
answers. 
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Develops concentration, attention to 
nowledge and social skills 


m: mark of a true hero is 
humility.” 
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There 
is just news. 
There is no 
good or 


bad. 
You are too concerned 
— o with what was and 
what will be. 


| Name Click the picture and 
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^| 'KUNGTUTANDA |” 
в 


"Kung Fu Panda' Is Inspiring. 


The movie "Копа Fu P. 
entertaining and engagi 


a' is not only 
but also 
very inspiring. Kung Fu Panda is the 


movie that introducec 


o Kung Fu 
ably made 
every one of us want to learn the cool 


in our childhood and ine 


tricks of Kung Fu 


ff took four years fo make the 
movie kung Fu Panda, 


15 Kung Fu Panda good for kids? 


Loyalty, self-esteem, leadership, 
values, and what not! Kung Fu Panda 
is a cleverly animated film that both 
children and adults enjoy 


Message of the movie 


"Kung Fu Panda’ 


There is always one thing 

inside of gou that no one 

else has. Do not cormpare 

yourself Ίο others, but find 

gour own unique way of 
doing things. 


Whatis the Central 
conflictin KUNG FU 
PANDA? 
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MANNERS ARE THE BEHAVIOURS THAT YOU SHOW WHEN YOU ARE 
AROUND OTHER PEOPLE. HAVING GOOD MANNERS MEANS THAT YOU 
ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL. 


Good Manners 


HOW GOOD ARE YOUR MANNERS? 


EE Finishing allthe food in your plate 
2. Dropping food while eating 
3. Kicking under the table 
Ч. Making amess onthe table 
5. YELLING AT SOMEONE 
6. Talking with food in your mouth 
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Chewing with your mouth closed 


7. Spitting inpublic areas 
. Serving with the right hand 


9. 
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Share а pic of your 
manners sheet at 
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BHIL ART 


BHIL ART USUALLY CONSISTS OF LARGE, UN-LIFELIKE 
SHAPES OF EVERYDAY CHARACTERS FILLED IN WITH 
EARTHY, YET BRIGHT COLOURS, AND THEN COVERED 

WITH AN OVERLAY OF UNIFORM DOTS IN SEVERAL 

PATTERNS AND COLOURS THAT STAND OUT STRIKINGLY 

AGAINST THE BACKGROUND 
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Е a six!” shouted Azeem, with 
excitement. 


Just then, a man entered the park 
with the ball in his hand. "Whose ball 
is this? It just broke the windscreen 


illustration: Agantuk 


of my car. You'll have to pay the 
damages.” 


Azeem and his friends kept shut. 
They were scared. No one wanted to 
come forward. Azeem was petrified 


ж. 


Writer for Huffington Post, The Hindu, Тһе Times 
of India and author of 'Concision', Farhan 
Musavi's strength is in his simple yet profound 
way of narration. His works can also be found on 
the blogsite, Major Journal. 


and thought, ‘If | tell him it was me, 
he will be very angry. 


Не hesitated, but another thought 
struck his head, Мот says, we must 
take Accountability for our 
actions; good or bad. He may scold 
me, but it was my shot that broke 


the windscreen of his car апд | must 
take the responsibility. | should not 
be scared if | made а mistake.’ 


‘It was | whose shot hit your car and 
broke the windscreen. | am sorry, 
Sir! said Azeem with sorry 
emotions, yet, he was firm. 
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ቭ man who was infuriated suddenly 
calmed down after seeing 
Azeem's jittery face 
expression. He went closer to 
Azeem and patted him on his 
shoulder saying, “You play 
really well and you are a 
responsible child. Be careful 
next time!” He then went away. 


Azeem s friends felt really proud of 
him. Rahul said, | thought you would 
chicken out and we would all be in 
trouble. But you acted Like a true hero." 


Azeem said, | felt bad for damaging 
his car and thought that | must take 
accountability for it." 


A few days later, Агеет 5 school re- 
opened for the new term. When the new 


1 love INTELLYJELLY 


+ This kids magazine helps in improving creativity, 
vocabulary and reasoning skills. Itis very helpfulin getting с 
ў the kids off mobile addiction, My seven-year-old son AN 
really enjoys this magazine. 


- Mukesh Singh 


iNTELLYJELLY 
WRITER 


— 


teacher came to the class, Azeem was surprised to see that it was the same 
man. 


"Children, | am your new class teacher. Firstly, | would Like to choose one 
student as the class monitor; a responsible student who will help me out, said 
the man. 


Seeing Azeem sitting in the class, he said, “Oh! Is it you, my son! | have ΚῚ 
seen you are a responsible child and take Accountability wee 
for your actions. Everyone please applaud your new class / {2 
monitor.” 


murmured- spoke 
quietly 


“Thank you, sir, for this opportunity!” replied Azeem, with / 


pride. The whole class applauded and congratulated Azeem | infuriated- made 


h b (someone) extremely 
арр! y angry and impatient 


Jittery- nervous 
accountaóte- 
responsible 


Imagine yourself in Azeem's place. What would you have done if it were your ball that had 
broken the windscreen of a stranger's car? 
Choose any one option. 


1 would have told the truth to the stranger because 


1 would have kept quiet because 


Express yourself and 
share with us at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


Over 30,000 species of 
fishes have been identified. 
In fact, there are so many 
different types of fishes that 
we are sure there are many 
species yet to be 
discovered. 


DEAR iNTELLYJELL Yians, 
HELP ARJUN FIND HIS WAY TO 
HIS GOLD FISH. 


Sudoku 


LIFE IS LIKE SUDOKU; ALL YOU HAVE TO DO IS 


EVERYTHING 


THIS SUDOKU PUZZLE WITH МЕ 


NE 
I live without breathing 
and am cold as death. | 
am never thirsty but | 
የ. Ν always drinking 
What am 1? 


5:3 uamsuy 


Solving Sudoku helps sharpen logical 
thinking and improves your number 
skills. It keeps your brain active. 


PUT SOME PIECES IN THE CORRECT SPOTS, AND 
ELSE WILL FALL INTO PLACE 
DEAR READERS, SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY SOLVING 


3 ы 
? 


5| | 


| EE 


Please refer to page 56 for answers. 


For my LOGICAL Intelligence, | have 


got stars 
from my parents. 
Click a picture and 
share with us at 


35 — Саа 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, 
DO YOU LIKE TO PLAY CHESS. 


FIND THE CORRECT VERB OR 
ADVERB FOR EACH SENTENCE 


jump laterally far move 


protect kill longitudinally diagonally 
as п 
The knight can another piece 
The king can in any direction. EJ 
4 The pawn can only move Е 
А pawn can only diagonally. 5 
6 А диееп сап тоуе in any direction. 


A rook can the king. 7 


8 A bishop cannot move ° 
— =° 


CHECK MATE IN ONE MOVE 


1. You are playing with the black counters. са оғ 
possibilities of a Knight's 


2. CHECKMATE your opponent in өте meve. CGE s over 12 


million. 


Why didn't the N, 

other pieces соте N 

and queen's N 
\ 


City 


Age 
Click the picture & 
Ihave got stars from my Send us to 


\ parents for my ATTENTION TO DETAIL. Pm 


| am ip 
te, 
W 
NAF 


| Ра, 56 for answers, 


μοι Auew om 
Ἐ298 :Jawsuy 


= 
ITTY INDIANS ЖАУЛАУ 


Script: Payal Das | Illustration: 72 DPI 


1% ONE DAY, АКВАК WAS STANDING ON THE PALACE BALCONY 


= SAW BIRBAL COMING ON FOOT TO THE PALACE. 
у aps ን g TE PALACE 
ГАРА. T: 
J 


> 


2% 


AS SOON AS BIRBAL LEFT, АМ 
IDEA STRUCK AKBAR'S MIND. 


SEND THIS HORSE ТО 
BIRBAL'S PLACE AND TELL 
HIM THAT I HAVE GIFTED 

IT TO HIM 


OH MY GODI 
THE HORSE SEEMS 


< WHERE IS 
THE FASTEST HORSE 
IGAVE TO YOU 


IE at OFF TO YOUR WIT. I WILL 
GIVE YOU ONE OF THE BEST HORSES THAT 
WE HAVE IN OUR ROUAL STABLE 


| | I 
NEXT DAY, AKBAR WAS STANDING IN HIS 
BALCONY AND SAW BIRBAL WALKING ALL 
THE WAY TO THE PALACE. 


LET'S SEE WHAT 
BIRBAL HAS TO SAY тт 
ALL THAT HAS HAPPENED. 


ЕРЕЧ THE HORSE WAS INDEED 
TOO FAST TO CATCH. HE WENT TO HEAVEN 
FROM EARTH IN JUST ONE NIGHT 


Birbal is known for his 
wit, wisdom, presence 
of mind and humour. 
Birbal's carefully 
thought-out words and 
actions made him an 
indispensable courtier 
of Emperor Akbar. 


Е mam is my favorite teach 
class teacher and teaches us math. Sh 
has special techniques of teaching. 5! 
also very kind and caring 


Shoba Mam 


B. K. Samiksha. 


| 
| 


Our Favourite Teacher is Sana Khan. We 
love her because she teaches us how to 
break all the barriers in math and has 
helped us turn into a Math warrior from a 


My favourite 
Teacher is 
Sana Khan 


+ 
і 
| 
| 
፤ 


My favourite teachers are Ms Shazia and 
Ms Sweeta. Both of them take care of me 
and teach me affectionately to bring the 
My Favourite 


best out of me. Teachers are 
Ms Shazia and 
Ms Sweeta 


= Favourite Teacher is Mrs Ria Badhwar. 
She is my English teacher, | like her as she is 
very diSCiplined and teaches English 
effectively. 


This is me, - My Favourite 
Kaur, 


0? years old, መ ፥ Teacher is 
Dayawati Modi Public 


My father's name is Krishnendu Pramanik. 
He is my superhero. He is my favourite 
teacher. He teaches me music and math. | 


love my father very much. 


My favourite 
Teacher is 
ja Memorial Krishnendu Pramanik 
col, Kolkata 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com ` 


== favourite teacher 


Kannada teacher, | (ik 


understand the w 


Santosh Sir 


A Pourquoi š © ‘J N 


ты = ረ анд Publish SA | 


HOW THe ZEBRA сет HiS STRIPES 


| Once, а long time ago, a white zebra was walking along when, all of a sudden, 
| he stepped in some mud. "Weird!" said the zebra, as he Looked down. “f 
| have a striped” he cried with joy. "Now I'll be seen in the latest fashion." 


/ 
| Не was filled with thoughts of how popular һе would be. | had better put 
= 


| some more on and take some home too,’ he decided. But he कर 
Е «στ 


wasn't alone. Soon, the other zebras too found that pool “ 


of mud and headed right there. So, from that дау оп, all 
zebras got their stripes. All because of a fashion Note: Pourquoi [por-kwa] 
means ‘why’ in French. 


statement! Ў These tales often start in the 
к | past, e.g. А long, long time 
ago... and end when the 
explanation is complete. 
Pourquoi tales make readers 
WONDER ABOUT THE 
VARIOUS THINGS IN THE 
WORLD. It accelerates 
children's wondering, 
thinking, and exploring 
abilities. 


፤ readers 


Now that you have read the Pourquoi Story, it's time to wear a writers hat and 
become one. The following are two prompts for you to choose from and now write 


your own Pourquoi Story. 


L love INTELLYJELLY 


ΕΞ subscription of NTELLYJELLY for my 
10-year-old daughter, and | must say she loves reading the 
magazine. She actually enjoys it. It is a great way to boost one's 
reading habit and vocabulary. 

- Surbhi Jain 


HAPPY 
INTELLYJELLYian \ 


HAPPY 
iNTELLYJELLYian 


Write your 


Pourquoi Tales 


and share with us at 


Melrose Aida Justin is a conscientiou: 

motivated and competent student. S 
r bi 5 into ай her v 
ading books and readily 


writing. | 
grooming herself a 


opportunities in future to excel in this 
d and find further su tw 
blessings for her 


r best of 


- 56. Ranjana Joseph 
Principal, KLE School М 


urprised, Thank God for 


Solapur 
encouragement 
- Justin K. Kurian and 
Aida Justin, Parents 
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Creative Writing Workshops_— 


The Jackal and the Tiger 


One day, a Jackal was walking happily. yet very carelessly. He 
bumped into a mighty tiger. The tiger got angry and said. “Hey, 
stop right there. How dare you bump into the king of the forest! 
The Jackal replied, “Oh! Sorry, but you are not the king of the 
jungle, you are only a simple tiger. | am the king of the forest 


Both of them began to ӘҒ90Е, they did not notice that a leopard 
was watching them. ‘Hey!’ said the leopard, "Neither of you is the 
king, the mighty and Кама оп is. 

The jackal and the tiger stopped arquing and looked at the leopard. 


The Tiger asked, "What? Well 
smal? 


| have never seen the lion. Is he 


No, he is huge. said the leopard laughing 


Just then, the mighty lion, the king of the forest came and said 
Hello, What is the problem? 


"The jackal and the tiger are saying that they are the king of the 
Jungle, not you , replied the leopard. 
Is that true?” asked the lion, less surprised 


Yes. Ks. t's true,” replied the jackal and the tiger, with 


fear in their voice. 


“Jackal and Tiger, do not arque about such things and learn to 
respect your elders, like the leopard and me. We are elders, ask us 
if you have a problem," said the Lion kindly and left with the Leopard 
for his home. The jackal and tiger learnt something new 


Moral: Always respect your elders. 
Y ресу 


- Melrose Aida Justin, 09 years 
3rd Standard, KLE English Medium School NTPC, Solapur 


Author 


Pratham 

colourful im: d by facts and 
оп which he wri 

His writing 


t appeals n 


literary field in the 
е. Wishing him all the best! 
-Amrita Singh 


Principal, Delhi Public School, Pune 


and knowledge f 
е for books ha: 
strong foundation of kn 
topic: 
in developing a p. 
d e 


LING gineer in the 


future. He enjoys riding 
bicycles and writing 
stories in his free time 


- Mayur and Nancy 
Thacker, Parents 


Author and Publish X- 


Creative Writing Workshops. — 


How should І get back? 


So, it started like this. A scientist called Ze Drupet (pronounced as 
Рау Drupat) invented the time machine in the 515+ century. H was in 
5048 that he actually tried it out first. He went to the dinosaur 
ега. Не did not know that there were no humans on Earth back then, 


He saw dinosaurs and started learning about them. 


Two years passed, and he forgot where he kept his time machine. Не 
took out a tool called pocket cycle, which was like a foldable 
90396 Tomahawk kept in the pocket. Не searched the entire 
continent but could not find the time machine. Meanwhile, he got 
chased by many dinosaurs. 


He had just been chased by aT. rex (Tyrannosaurus Rex) when he got 
an idea. He jumped on the Т. rex's back and Whispered in its ear, 
am new here, friend. Please help me find my time machine. 


The T. rex took him to the shore and dropped him into the sea. He 
quickly put on his oxygen tank and went into the water. There, he saw 
a group of megalodons, and spotted his time machine between them 


He got back to the shore and thought of an idea. He took out his 
pocket cycle and turned оп the air mode. It released air. He took it | 
underwater and it started making bubbles. The megalodons got 
attracted and went towards the bubbles. Ze took advantage of that 
and quickly moved towards his time machine. He got into the time 
machine and came back to the 5151 century, It was then that he 
discovered that he had returned after two years. His family 
welcomed him excitedly. They picked his brains about what he saw 
He told them many interesting things, and they lived happily ever 
after 


- Pratham Thacker, 10 years 
4th Standard, Delhi Public School, Pune 
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Creative Writing Workshops_— 


The Magic Pot 


One day, a farmer named Ram was selling his crops 
It was a hot day, and as a rule of the village. Ram had 
only one pot of water per day. He went to a stream in 
the hills to get water every day. Suddenly, he had a 
headache, so he drank some water. His 
headache stopped immediately 


A while later, a little girl named 
Sanika visited Ram's grocery 
store and handed over a shopping 
list. She said, “Uncle, | ат Very 


thirsty, can you give me some 
water?” Ram kindly offered some 
water to her from the pot. She thanked 


him and went home. Ram beamed happily 


A few minutes Later an old man came into his shop. 
He said “Son, | am thirsty. Can you give me some 


water? 


Ram replied, `! had a headache and | drank some 


water. Then, alittle girl came and drank some water 


ron of 
писма. 


too. | think my water is finished. 


The old man said, | can see the pot full to the brim 
What are you saying? 


Indeed it was! Ram was surprised ‘How could it be 
full’ thought Ram to himself 


፪ ቁ old man said, "Keep this pot 
safe, it could be special." The old 
man had some water and left the 


shop. 


The next morning, Ram met a 

little boy by the stream. The boy 

said, | heard that your pot cures 

every disease. My friend Sanika had a fever 
when she visited your shop yesterday. After having 
water from your magical pot, she felt better. | 
Please help me too. Ну mother is ill, can you give 


some water from your magical pot? | 


Ram had no clue what the boy was talking about. А 


Isha has been an avid reader from a very young age. Her 
keen observation skills never fail to amaze us. 


She is an 


intelligent and sensitive girl. She has keen awareness of 


many social issues which she has demonstrat 
We are so proud o 


writing with maturity 
accomplishments 


in her 
her 


- Priya and Sachin Dharmapurikar, Parents 


magical pot! How did my pot become magical. he 
thought to himself 


OK, | will give it a try, though | am ПОЇ Sure if that 


is true,” said Ram. 


They went to the boy's mother, Ram gave a sip of 
water to his mother from his pot 

She said, "I do feel much better, thank you 
so much!” 


Ram realized that his pot was truly 


magical and could cure any illness 
Не continued to help needy people 


from the village and the water in 
the pot always remained full 


After a few months, Ram became 
very greedy and selfish. He only 
offered his magical water to rich people 
who paid him well 


One day, a rich merchant came to his shop and asked 

for water. Right then, an old man also came and sat on 

a bench outside his shop. The old man said, “Please 

can you give me some water, | am not feeling well 

The merchant said, | have a cough, can you give me 

some water, | will pay you well." 

Ram offered water only to the merchant and refused 

to offer water to the old man. Ram did not 
` recognise the old man. He was the same man who 


a= 
р, 


had blessed him with the magical pot 


The old man became angry and silently cursed the pot 


to give poisonous water. 


One day, Ram fell very sick. He drank some water 
from the magical pot thinking it would cure him. But 
as the water was cursed, he turned into abird! Ram was 
disappointed and sad. He started searching for 

the old man who had blessed him with the 

magical pot. 

When he found the old man, Ram 
tried to speak but the old man 
heard only a bird chirping in 

front of him. The old man 
recognized the bird, but he decided 

not to cure him immediately After 

a few days, the old man offered some 

grains to it. As soon as Ram ate the! 


grains, he turned back into а human 


Realizing his mistake, Ват apologized to the old! 


man and said, | am sorry, | was very greedy. | should 
have helped everyone who needed the healing water! 


and should not have charged for it. 


Ram returned home and even today waits for the old 
man to show up and bless him with the magical pot 


once again 


- Isha Dharmapurikar, 09 years 
3rd Standard, New India School, Pune 


Writing 


is an Author and Publish 


essential, 
shill Creative Writing Workshops — 3-1 


Stor TOPIC #2 
Impromptu 2 During a football game, Arjun loses the ball in the 


en, let your imagination fly woods behind his school. On his quest to recover 
Pick up your реп, the ball, he comes across a community of tiny, 
angelic creatures in the woods. He knows the 
truth, but no one else does. 


Mike iNTELLYJELLY books very much. They have lots of puzzles, 
stories and activities which | enjoy reading and solving. Allthe ХХ 
books are awesome and | wait for new ones every month. N 
- Saurabh Bhardwaj 
74 Author y 


& Publish 
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ü us 
your Entries to know 
more VALUES. 


Ihave got... 142) info@INTELLYIELLY.com 
for CORE VALUES. 


E 5(00415 $ 
more expensive. Въ». 
you know! Ë 


No 
| sunglasses 
for us. never! / 

е A " 
O — 


literally! 


INTELLYJELLYIan: 


MEHER KAUR BHELAY 
Mumbai 


ም 13 pink, 

| caused by a mix o 

| colourful bacter 
and algae. 


DEAR INTE 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


Indian Railways WhatsApp 
Food Delivery Facility 


The IRCTC is serving at least fifty thousand 


meals a day to the passengers on 
board. Lately, there have 
been Issues rising around 
unauthorized food 
delivery. To enhance its 
services and to provide 
authorized safe food to its 
customers, IRCTC launched 
WhatsApp Food Delivery 
LE The WHATSAPP 
NUMBER is *91 8750001323. 


India's largest chopper 
manufacturing unit іп Karnataka 


PM Modi laid the 
foundation stone for the 


Tumakuru, Karnataka in 
2016. The unit 15 now 
ready to start its 
operation. The unit will 
produce more thana 
thousand helicopters and 
make India self-reliant for 
helicopters. Recently 15 


LCH (Light combat Helicopters) 
were provided to the Indian 
Air Force and the Indian Army. 
But the requirement is 160. 


y 
шу 


CURRENT 


AFFAIRS 


Floating restaurants are 
built on large steel 
barges. The first 

floating restaurant 
of India was built in 
Sirhind of Punjab. It was 
built in a small canal near 
a village. The Bihar State 
Tourism Development 
Corporation recently built 
МУ GANGA VIHAR, a 
floating restaurant at the 
NI Ghat. The restaurant is 
on the Ganges. The State 
Government of Bihar has 
been taking initiatives to 
increase tourism in the 
state. 


CURRENT 


в M ро YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


ITALY DISCOVERS | . 
INVISIBLE GALAXY Italian researchers have discovered E] 
[2 


Black Galaxy or Invisible Galaxy using 
ALMA. ALMA is Atacama Large Millimeter 
Array (Atacama Desert is in South 


America). The galaxy discovered is 
compact. It is young and has interstellar 
dust. The galaxy is forming new stars at 
the rate of 1000 times the Milky Way. 


Air Marshal Α.Ρ. Singh 
5 Hindenburg New Vice Chief of Indian Air Force 


Research P 
Air Officer AP Singh was recently appointed 


Adani Group the Vice Chief of the Indian Air Force. Currently, 
Vivek Chaudhari 15 the Chief of the Indian 
Row 


Air Force 
His predecessor Mr Sandeep Singh 


al rch company recently  demitted from his office (meaning 
report on the Adani Group. Ас Jing resigned). Sandeep Singh served for 39 
to th the group was d in stock ¥35 
manipulation. G am A brother, and 


mily member havens and established s 


panies. le t shell сот 


erating in reality. The company fraudulently 
as blooming in business. This ir 
stock prices of the 


the research report released by the Hinderburg 


up by 815% па 


financial research enterprises, the investors of 


Adani have lost more than one lakh crore rupees 


Why didn't anybody 
check its 4%, оп 

google. 1 meant 
googol? 


The name "Google 
originated from 0 
misspelling of 
*googol - 


| INTELLYJELLYIans, 
tam so cool 
and funny. 


Baby sharks are 
born with a complete 
jaw of teeth. 


e lamalmostas $ 
[ intelligent as you 
| iNTELLYJELLYians! / 


| walt Disney world rg 
the second-larges A 
buyer of fireworks 
the US. 


That apple እ 
ም 5 | The start-up sound for 

Windows 95 was made on an 
Apple Macintosh computer by 


Brian Eno. 


Find one new 
fact and share 
with us at 


How 
do fish 
communicate? 


van RII 


auoyd-yays 
O yum пзмвиу. 


SUDOKU 


A little fish walks into 
а bar. The bartender 
asks the fish "What 
can | get you?" 


The little fish replies 
"Water! | need water!” 


Saatvik Mishra 
Hyderabad 


Saatvik likes to read 
iNTELLYJELLY and eagerly 


waits for new editions every 
month. It is a good magazine 
for kids as it covers many 
interesting topics. ፤ would 
like to thank the team for 
their great work. 


Shaurya Singla 
Bathinda 


It is a very interesting and 
useful magazine for kids. It 
helps to inculcate a reading 
habit and sharpen creative 
skills in kids, along with 
increasing their general 
knowledge. 


S.N. Srihari 
Hyderabad 


I am very happy that | took 
the decision to introduce 
this magazine to my kids. 
The various eco centric 
topics covered with great 
illustrations adds interest in 
reading for the kids. Thank 


C. Arvind 
Kolkata 


INTELLYJELLY is a fantastic 
initiative benefitting the 
kids of varied ages. The 
contents are diverse and 
my child is really enjoying 
his journey with the 
INTELLYJELLY. 


Neil William Mudaliyar 
Mumbai 


INTELLYJELLY is one of the best 
magazines I've ever come 
across. My &-year-old son, 
NEIL fikes to solve all the 
activities like Chess & Sudoku. 
He loves to read comics. it's 
such fun, the kids hardly 
notice that it’s education too. 
Keep up the good work, 


Send us your 


г. 
Jieviews at 


“Тһе winners will ада ፌ ў Sanjukta 

book with their next mon i Sowmya ja Jawahar 

τα. a j 
WHAT SHOULD YOU SAY IF SOMEONE CLAIMS 


5] | THAT ELEPHANTS CAN ACTUALLY FLY? 


EAT FOR THE BODY YOU ....... 
THE BODY YOU 


kk 


WHAT EXACTLY 15 TRUVITALS BRAIN 
WHAT IS THE MARK OF A TRUE HERO? 


| 2) BOOSTER? 
ey 


WHICH TWO STEPS OF CONSUMPTION ARE 
MOST DAMAGING TO THE ENVIRONMENT? 
WHAT IS BHIL ART? 


WHAT IS THE DEFINITION OF TACTFUL 
[57 COMMUNICATION? 
DO YOU BELIEVE BIRBAL' ABILITY TO 
PERSUADE AKBAR WITH TACTFUL 
COMMUNICATION HAS BEEN SUCCESSFUL? 


iNTELLYJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 
and send them to us here 


Design: Avdesh Patidar 


Senior 


OL reading is fun! Age: 8-12 years 
iNTELLYJELLY.com 


Tit For Tat 


m 
TIT FOR TAT 
А GOOD THING? 


WHAT IF IT IS A CACTUS, 
FULLOF ora 


IF IT IS A MUST 
THEN CARRY A 
SHOVEL! 


№ 
FOR ТАТ 


А РОЅІТІМЕ МАҮ 


Маке а SPLASH, 
save the world. 


TI. SH — 


Annual art competition for kids. 
This year's theme for the competition is - Repurpose, Reimagine. Reinvent 
to save the environment and to protect mother earth. 


Participation Categories : DRAWING, WRITING, CRAFT 


iod *Prizes worth Rs. 10 lacs to be won and exciting gift hampers from partners 
Register on wwwanisbariksplash in or visit your nearest branch ዘ 


Шш < „3. өш 6 "x пи ч OS Q 
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Probiotic Gummies 


to reduce sick days. 


ү X» t 


BONATONA 


Rated 4.7 оп а 


Available on: amazon Flipkart ደ 


тлтл mS ፻8::2... неліт ант (С) CRED 


С 


° TruVita 


* Clean * Nutri-dense * Honest 


HEALTHY AND UNHEALTHY Foon Dear 


iNTELLYJELLYians, 


| YOU WANT, 


IDENTIFY WHETHER THE FOOD ITEM: EN BELOW CREATE OR DESTROY YOUR BODY 
Not The Body 


@ < / ም: You Have 
i | : መ= TruVitals 


CREATES DESTROYS CREATES DESTROYS CREATES DESTROYS CREATES DESTRO BRAIN BOOSTER 


miik Mx 


CREATES DESTROYS CREATES DESTROYS CREATES DESTROYS CREATES DESTROYS- 


«> ምሪ 
жез. Ur 


CREATES DESTROYS CREATES DESTROYS CREATES DESTROYS CREATES DESTROYS 


Z «ах е -& 


CREATES DESTROYS CREATES DESTROYS CREATES DESTROYS CREATES DESTROYS 


p Y 
Tr Is 
v 


CREATES DESTROYS CREATES DESTROYS CREATES DESTROYS 


Iwill buy sprouted Multigrain Milk Mix/ Brain Booster Milk Mix/ Chocolate Protein 


Immunity & Fiber Gumm 


из at 


info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


So far, you read... 


4 
, 
vU < 


India wins the Indo-China championship. 
Mystery Minder Mia manages to program 
the Chinese robot IPSY to dance to Indian 
tunes. 


Dadaji plans a long road trip in his camper- 
van. He also teaches his army the magic of 
SURYA ARGHYA. 


iz: Savery вест 


The army is unable to completely trust the 
lady police officer. Mystery Minder Mia, 
who is known for her logical thinking, 
narrates the tale of Tisyha. 


^ NEXT, DADAJI? 
x 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


They all are celebrating when Sattan G rushes 
to Dadaji with a letter. Dadaji’s old friend, Balan, 
has requested his urgent help with something. 


GROWING 


The fugitive wood smuggler, Kaba learns of 
Dadaji's visit and sets up a trap to catch his army. 
Some members of the police force are also under 
Kaba's influence. 


Prisha is only partially successful in inferring the 
conclusion. 


What happens next... 


1 


| DOES NOT ፡፡ either of tha two мера thmt come 


Beloved iNTELLYJELLYians, ' ቺ 


fills us with de to know that¥ 


EL 
ا مھ‎ arae 


A — 
-^—Á 4 ብ 


i 
(निकल 


E γω. 
5 Баха ھنو‎ 
ዘ „им αλλους. 1 а 4) 
| DOES МОТ емее өлме of the teo carps thet cause 4 5 መ= 3 
1९ DOES NOT ሠ other οἱ me two staps Dut case 
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damage to nature. 


E adaji 
h he Real Него መጨ 


NO MORE VIRTUALITY A POSITIVE WAY 


AT THIS MOMENT, PRISHA IS COMPLETELY PERPLEXED. SHE FEELS LIKE MIA IS TELLING 
HER TO TALK TACTFULLY, BUT SHE HAS NO IDEA WHAT THAT MEANS 


БЕ" wo. 17 15 Nor ABOUT GIVING UP 


xwmuNicATE TACTFULLY. 


ІНЕМ 


confused 


τ — ә 
COMMUNICATES | = j ν 
WITH KABA SES N سا‎ \- 


I CANNC 
"REHEND ነ 


‘OFFICER 


Ca, 
TACTFUL У | 
COMMUNICATION 7 
delicate exchange / «< 
of words 


оғ Єз === 


WHERE ARE V 
HEADING TO 


GO TO DADAJI 


FOOD! ONLY 
MASALA DOSAS FOR 


ME, PLEASE 


PRISHA, TIM 

FOR TACTFUL == ιά M 
COM AND ONLY 
FOUR BHATURAS 


ON FOR DADAJI 
NIGHT 


18210 


THERE WAS A НШ 


ONE, À 


P sorecure Ya BOUNCING B 


| 
| PHONE. J 


τς Ground 
w. Station 


Those who travel through 
remote areas where there's 
no cellular signal or landline 
connection you could use a 
satellite phone, 


Satellite phones work everywhere as 
long as there is line o 
satellite (void of obstacles like Тай 
buildings and frees efc). Satellite 
phones can work anywhere! 


8 . 


` 


Sat phone calls 


Rs 150 per minute 


Earth has 
ኣ satellites 
in orbit 


“Satellite 
Phone ` 


cost around 


A satellite phone can 
be used іп almost all 
geographic locations on the 
Earth's surface to 
communicate. 


Satellite phones, like . 
satellite receivers and 
transcetvers, need direct line of 
sight to the satellite to operate, 
and therefore cannot be used 


indoors on their own. 


I WONDER WHY DADAJI WOULD REALLY, THEN IT 
DIVULGE TISYHA'S TALE NLY KNOWN TRAIT IS ТНА S 
WHAT COULD HE BE GREAT TACTFUL COMMUNICATOR 


THINKING? и м SHE DO IF THUG 


DADAJI DIDN'T JUST TELL 
THE STORY OF TISYHA'S 
TACTFUL COMMUNICATION 
SOME OTHER T 
QUITE А WHIL 


SATELLITE PHONE 


REALLY? DO YOU HAVE ANY 
WHY DID DADAJI TELL MIA SO MORE TALES OF TISYHA TO 
MANY TALES ABOUT TISYHA‘ TELL US? 
AND THAT TOO ON А SATELLITE B 


PHONE. WHAT 


OH MIA! YOU ARE TOO GOOD IN TACTFUL COMMUNICATION. 


TISYHA GETS READY 
FOR THE GYM. 


WAY TO НЕР СУМ, TISYHA NOTICES SOMETHING FISHY 


μ.χ 
У 


ТЕЦ. МЕ, ANDY, WHY 
WOULD SOMEONE СО SO 
FAR AS TO STALK ME? 


ANDY, I AM 
ERIOUS. I THINK I AM 
BEING FOLLOWED BY А 
MASKED MAN 


5225 THE OLD 
GAME 'TIT FOR TAT'? 


DON'T FORGET THAT I'M 
ALWAYS A PHONE CALL AWAY 


IF YOU NEED ME. 


PERHAPS A MONEYLENDER 
YOU'VE FORGOTTEN ABOUT 


SHOULD WE 
TALK TO 


UT Ti 


HIS 


I DON'T THINK 
THAT'LL BE NECESSARY 
NOW I KNOW 


በ3ለ0ዘ5 
У АЧЧУ МІНІ 


ASAW V SI LI 4I p С LINDA TRE 


'ሄበዚጋኛ3 V SI LI 41 ΙΝΗΛΑ 
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991 5ΠΟΙΟΒΙΒ в ssed Каляо I 
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TISYHA, DO YOU 
REALLY WANT TO 


AT THIS TIN 


ISYHA, WHAT ARE 
YOU UPTO? 


YA YA, UNTIE 

THEM FIRST AND 
THEM TIE THEM 
uP AGAIN. 


TISYHA, WHAT EXACTLY 
ARE YOU THINKING? 


AN! u 
SOME FUN 


ААА" 


AN UPHILL TASK. 


— 


: ТАР! 


I WISH I COULD ASSIST YOU, 
TISYHA, BUT I SIMPLY CANNOT. 


Хай Ж 
SO 


AFTER HITTING 
ANDY, YOU THINK 
YOU MIGHT GET 
AWAY WITH IT, 


HA, TVE BEEN 
ERVING YOUR 
CONDUCT FOR A WHILE 
NOW 


I'M ON THE LOOKOUT 
FOR SOME INDIAN 
STUDENTS WHO UPHOLD 
THE FIVE PILLARS OF A 
FULFILLED EXISTENCE. 


NI 
еме COURAGE, LOVE, 
KiNONESS, TRUTHFULNESS 
THAT'S BAFFLING: AND RESPECT 
WHAT ARE THE 


FOR THE SIMPLE REASON 
THAT INDIA HAS BEEN AN 
INSPIRATION FOR THESE FIVE 
PILLARS FOR THOUSANDS OF 
YEARS 


WHETHER YOU'RE A 
CACTUS OR A GREEN TREE, I'M 
PREPARED. TIT FOR TAT. 


9 
\ ΄ 
p 
BASED ON OUR FINDINGS, 
IT IS CLEAR THAT THE INDIAN 
CULTURE NATURALLY UPHOLDS 
THESE PRINCIPLES 
> с ФО 


SURE, ТНАМК YOU. I 
LEARNT THEM FROM 
РАРАЛ. 


THANK YOU, DADAJI, 


FOR INSTILLING THE FIVE 
PILLARS OF 8 FULFILLED 
EXISTENCE. IN ME 


BUT I FEEL BAD THAT 
MY FRIEND ANDY WAS 
HURT. 


I MUST CONGRATULATE 
YOU AS YOU HAVE BEEN 

CHOSEN FOR A SEVEN-DAY 
HAPKIDO WORKSHOP IN 
JAPAN. 


THEY ARE HAVING A LOVELY 
CONVERSATION WITH ONE OTHER 
THEN WHY DOES IT APPEAR LIKE 
NO ONE IS BRINGING UP FOOD? 


YOU CAN BET THAT DADAJI 
IS FILLING TISYHA IN ON 
YOUR STORIES. 


_WHAT HAPPENS NEXT? / HAPPENS NEXT? MEGA 
— DIGEST 


vm x ο σος SG 

Til 9 Now buy 

ο ον sl MEGA 
coming соғу“ ሯ DIGEST 


at 


ነ 
soon: 3840 
8 2600 only 


= е READING 
iNTELLYJELLY 


WHAT NEXT, DADAJI? 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


WILL THE ARMY ВЕ ABLE TO SOLVE DADAJI'S FRIEND, BALAN'S PROBLEM 
WITH KABA? 


— ст 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYIANS, YOU KNOW 
HOW TRUVITALS MILK MIX BENEFITS 
YOUR IMMUNE SYSTEM. 

CAN YOU FIND BOXES OF MILK MIX 
IN THE PICTURE BELOW? 


to apply an 
excessive amount of 
force to achieve 
something minor, 
unimportant, or 
insignificant. 


በ፳] Your score: 
02: You need more time. 


nots, 04: Welll You are learning 
Develops concentration, attention to 8 “መውን ወ መመ 07: You are an INTELLYJELL Yian. 
ail, knowledge and social skills 10: You are а HAPPY INTELLYJELLYian 
መ 2 ም. —— 


Please refer to page 43 for answers. 


RATATOUILLE το 


If you focus on what you left behind, 
you will never be able to sce what lies ahead. 


-Gustcau- 


660 


“жа 


А Jd DOESN'T 
THAT ANYONE 
SHOULD. 


и LL. YEAH, ANYONE САМ. 


info@INTELLYIELLY.com 
lliked/did not like the movie because 


wr 
፳8 


What is the Story What lesson does Ratatouille teach? в 


А rat named Remy dreams of 
becoming a great French chef despite 
his family's wishes and the obvious 
problem of being a rat in a decidedly 
rodent-phobic profession. When fate 
places Remy in the sewers of Paris, 
he finds himself ideally situated 
beneath a restaurant made famous by 
his culinary hero, Auguste Gusteau 


Best Disney Pixar animated movie 


Ratatouille is considered one of the 
best Disney Pixar animated movies of 
all time. In the movie, @ rat chases 
his dreamt of becoming а world- 
class chef, The way Paris is captured 
is very realistic for an animated film 


~y 


Whatis Ratatouille's motto? 


MANNERS ARE THE BEHAVIOURS THAT YOU SHOW WHEN YOU ARE 
AROUND OTHER PEOPLE. HAVING GOOD MANNERS MEANS THAT YOU 
ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL. 


Good Manners 


HOW GOOD ARE YOUR MANNERS? 


252 FRIENDLY. Citizen I OFTEN GET INTO FIGHTS. 


-3 
I OFFER HELP TO OTHERS. BAD J USE POLITE WORDS. 
Citizen 


I LITTER SOMETIMES. 


Sharing and Taking turns 


Listening carefully 


EM 


Share a pic of your 
manners sheet at 


info @iNTELLYJELLY.com 


through 


The songs were her way of performing the 


stories { er audien Jored 
her works and pres 


ж 
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As and Ishu were super excited for their fun-filled 
Sunday with Dad. 


"First, we will watch Jurassic Park, then we will go to the gaming 
zone, then lunch and finally, ice cream. Right, Dad?" asked Anouki. 


"Absolutely, sweetheart,” replied Dad. 


Ishu too had his plans, "No movie, we will до to the water park 
today!" 

The three of them were all set for a fun day. As they sat in the 
car, Dad turned on the ignition. Alas! The car just wouldn't start. 
Dad spent nearly half an hour trying to figure out the problem, 
but the car seemed to be па mood. 


Script: Chinmaya sinha- 


A media professional, Chinmaya Sinha has tasted 
the zenith of success while working at Snapdeal 
and Radio Mirchi. Her creative writing is a by- 
product of her rich advertorial writing skills 
combined with her six-year-old brat's vivid 
imaginations. 


-R 
5 
: 


Lo !‹%...-- 


Anouki and Ishu were on the verge of crying when Dad came up with a brilliant idea of 
taking out their bicycles and pedaling their way. But, it was short-lived. Anouki and Ishu 
did not seem excited at all. 

"Cycle! Are you serious, Dad? No way!” said both. 

Dad, on the other hand, knew that cycling was good for health as well as the 
environment. He had an idea and went inside to wear his cycling gear. 

“Nothing is more inspiring than action," murmured Dad. 

Both of them silently kept watching. Later, they saw 

Dad whistling away and cleaning his cycle. 

"Dad, you seem to be enjoying yourself and you 

look excited too,” said Ishu. < 

"Do you think it is really a good idea to 
qo cycling, Ishu?” asked Anouk. 


After some time, "Yes, it 
indeed is a great idea," 

said both, in a 

chorus. 


I love INTELLYJELLY 


५ Hi Team ІМТЕЦУЈЕЦУ, | am happy to share a small incident. My daughter was 
|  — \ playing with a DIY kit, there was a part in the kit that my daughter always 


going to try to do that part as she remembered ‘face your fears' from the 
A INTELLYJELLY edition. Thank you, iNTELLYJELLY, for bringing about this change and 

the ability to face fears in our kids. -Dhanya V 
3 š 


м. ——— — -ea 


They Looked at each other, clicked their fingers and went inside. Within a moment, 4 
both were in their cycling gear with a cloth each to clean their cycles. And soon, the trio 
was geared ሠ for a cycling session. 


They reached the water park, and had a fantastic time splashing water, enjoying the 
UNIQUE rides, playing at the gaming zone and feasting on a hearty Lunch. They 
also enjoyed some lip-smacking ice cream. 


On their way back home, Ishu saw a florist. He got off the bike and gota bunch — 
of flouers for Mom. Anouki kept the flowers in the basket at the back of € б 
her cycle. It was indeed a wonderful Sunday. The trio decided to go ञ 7 
cycling every Sunday as it is a fun, healthy and cheap way to travel. / {2 

Such is the power of Transformative Learning, thought Dad. Му / “ 
one action changed their way of being / кукын not ina 


What did not sound like fun at all turned out to become ... Sunday- | 
Ride Day, Fun Day." 


geared up- ready 
vniqve- not 
common 


| florist- a person 


| who sells flowers 


Transformative Learning is a continuous process. Do you agree? If yes, 
please share your experience and how you got inspired. 


Express yourself and 
share with us at 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians 
NOW THAT YOU HAVE ENJOYED YOUR 
ВОМАТОМА CANDY, IT IS TIME TO HELP 
PRISHA GET TO THE BONATONA CANDIES 
THAT SHE LOVES SO MUCH. PLEASE HELP 
HER FIND HER WAY 


MOMATONA 


h^ A 
-- өт 3: | "E 


Sudoku 3 


LIFE IS LIKE SUDOKU; ALL YOU HAVE TO DO IS c 
PUT SOME PIECES IN THE CORRECT SPOTS, AND 
EVERYTHING ELSE WILL FALL INTO PLACE 
DEAR READERS, SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY SOLVING 
THIS SUDOKU PUZZLE WITH МЕ 


m 


ΒΒ 
ሥመ = H የሽ 


tam a type of insect 
(Ў But one that is beautiful 
a just like o lorge moth 


But one thot is colorful БЕН 2 ЕШ 


ETE 6 ፪ሽ 


2 


thinking and improves your number 


Solving Sudoku helps sharpen logical 1 2 4 
skills, It keeps your brain active 


ДИНЕ τὸ 
2 ε የፕናጻደ 


2 3 n ο 


3 Name 
Age City 
u 2 2 1 For my LOGICAL Intelligence, | have 
| | re c M 
5 | 6 от my par: : Е 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLY ians, 
DO YOU LIKE TO PLAY CHESS. 


ARE THE FACTS BELOW 
TRUE OR FALSE? 
CHECK THE TRUE FACTS. 


Та ዴዳ da (4) Chess is а battle game. | ] | 
Кел [ i 


® 
(5) The chessboard has the shape = | 
of a square. A 


Knock, knock 
Who's there? with iJoke! 
Bishop. 


መም 
CHECKMATE IN ONE MOVE SPADE 
1. You are playing with 1. as Black and Bishop who m | 
2. as White counters. 
2. CHECK MATE your opponent іп өте move. 


8३०१ 


just put you 
in check 


Click the picture & 
I love playing CHESS becouse Send us to 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


ት. ጨመ refer to page 43 for answi 
σα. > 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYins, HERE ARE 
A FEW SIMPLE STEPS TO SOLVE 
1. READ THE WORD LOUDLY 
2. KEEP SAYING THE WORD LOUDLY UNTIL YOU FIND IT 
3. AS YOU FIND EACH WORD, KEEP CIRCLING IT 
SOON YOU WILL FIND ALL THE WORDS 
ALSO CHECK OUT THE POINTS YOU SCORE BELOW. 
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POINTS TABLE Name 
cock [ 1] ! Puows[ ] : sonarona [ ] Д Age 
KITCHEN ; тома. С): š City 
CHAIR : m E 
LAUGH š : Ihave soored 
-7 - = points. 

1 have got 
my parents. 


(love INTELLYJELLY 


Really amazing magazines! | have been 

seeing my child read iNTELLYJELLY for a 

[$ year now, and she is loving it. | have seen 

№ an improvement in many skills she exhibits 

by reading these magazines and books. 1 

$, am really thankful to INTELLYJELLY. Really 
excellent! 

- Damini, Art and Craft Creations. 


SUDOKU 


with iJoke! 
a уаш 


Why was the 
butterfly not 
invited to the dance? 


“27 «ጀማ 


Because it was a 


moth ball! 


es ወጠ) She is sweet and amazing 


she natrates stories and makes 


Mrs Jyoti 


My favourite Teacher is Mrs Srishti 
Malhotra. She is my English teacher, | like 
her because she is very polite and makes the 


subject interesting. She always encourages 


Ep 


all of us to do something new and better. 


سس 
info@iNTELLYJELLY.com‏ 


απο, 


My favourite teacher. is Mrs Vasantha. She 
is my JKG teacher. She teaches me many 


new things and makes me do a lotof activities. 


My Favourite 
Teacher is 
Vasantha Mam 


I like her very much. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


PN RT νου 


My favourite teacher is Nehal Dave. | like 
my teacher because she is very kind and 
she makes the Aubjoct fun 


My Favourite 
Teacher is 
Nehal Dave 


My favourite teacher is Mrs Srijani, She is 


wy class teacher. | like her as she teaches us 
all the subjects by making them Very 


interesting. 
My favourite 
Teacher is 
Mrs. Srijani 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


- - ጋ t her. Her teaching skills a 


hen there are А problems, she makes 
у for me to understand. She motivates me every А kem 
TN В Mrs. Sushmita 
lam glad to have her as a mother and a teach 
Amit Sarkar 


Master Dhruv Amit 
Sarkar 
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Creative Writing Workshops ድፍ 


WHY ре FiSH HAVE SCALES? 


Once upon a time, in the depths of the 
freezing sea, a very emotional fish, 
Fishy, was swimming. Suddenly, he heard 
| laughter ... It was his enemy, Scale-Fish. 
| | He said, "You don't have any beautiful 
scales that match with the colours of the 
| sea.” 
К "WelL, | am sad nou because of what you 
| said!" shouted Fishy. 
| Then, Fishy sped across the ocean to find 
1, Tangaroa. 


! Fishy politely asked, "Oh, Tangaroa, do 
| you have any Special scales? 


"Мо, Fishy, | do not, but | can tell Ranginui 
to make some rain which is very special." 
Hearing this, Fishy was excited. 

Then Tangaroa whispered, "You must 
not swim back to your reef, you must 
swim under a cloud and wait." 

So Fishy suam quickly under a cloud and it 
began to rain. The raindrops were like 
shiny droplets of love. When the rain fell 
on Fishy, he shouted, “Oh, what beautiful 
scales! Now | have scales on me!” 


That is why the 
fish has scales. 


vU Ë 
IS 


Note: Pourquoi [por-kwa] 
means 'why' in French. 
These tales often start in the 
past, e.g. A long, long time 
090... and end when the 
explanation is complete, 
Pourquoi tales make readers 
WONDER ABOUT THE 
VARIOUS THINGS IN THE 
WORLD. it accelerates 
children's wondering, 
thinking, and exploring 
abilities, 


= readers 


Now that you have read the Pourquoi Story, it's time to wear a writers hat and 
become one. The following are two prompts for you to choose from and now write 


your own Pourquoi Story. 


Write your 
Pourquoi Tal 
and share with us at 
It is an awesome magazine with many interesting stories, infoBiNTELIYIELIY com 
quizzes and other exciting activities that not only keep 
busy but also enhance their mental growth 
- Manya Gugliyani 


Author 


of the 
Month 


Vedanshi is а dedicated student who 
consistently brings a positive and 
collaborative attitud: the class. She 
takes the time to carefully consider 
different perspectives and always strives to 
produce her best work. What sets her 
apart, however, is her patien 
determination. Wishing her the be: 
luck and success in all of her future 
pursuits 
- Sailaja Vittaldev 
Silver Oaks International School, 
Bangalore 


Vedanshi loves reading stories and enjoys 
creating r n too. She has an 
inquisitive mind, a vivid imagination and a 
flair for creativity. She has a kind heart and 
a passion for 5065. We 
wish that through her 
writing she is able to 
express all her 
wonderful ideas 
thereby turning them 

o inspirational 


p 
CC 


- Deepshikha Gupta 
Parents 


Once, a tiger was trapped in a cage. A kind traveler took pity on it 
and released it. The tiger Immediately pounced on the man 
to kill him. The man pleaded for mercy and was allowed three 
chances to seek help 


First, the man pleaded with a tree which said, "Why should | help a 
man? | give men somuch but they still cut me down, 


(т not some kind of man to cut you down, | love nature, especially 
trees,’ pleaded the man. But still, the tree refused to help. 


Then, the man walked deeper into the forest to seek help. He found 
apigeon and pleaded for help. 

Why should | help a man? Whenever | come to their garden to 
collect some food from the soil, they scare me and shoo me away. 
said the pigeon, 


| ጠነ not some kind of person to shoo birds away, especialy pigeons 
Ilove pigeons. But still, the pigeon refused to help 


The man had only one chance left, or else he would die. He saw a 
jackal and begged it to help. Unexpectedly. the jackal said yes 
Not knowing what danger would arrive, the man led the way to the 
tiger's cage. But instead of helping, the jackal pounced on the man 
ond killed him. The Jackal and the tiger enjoyed a good meal. 


Moral- Always think before asking someone for help 


- Vedanshi Goel, 11 years 
Silver Oaks International School, Bangalore 


Author 


of the 
Month 


өз 


Jitesh is а sincere, responsible and 

inquisitive student. He loves exploring new 

things and activities, and does well in 

everything he takes up. | wish him all the 

best as he further discovers his creative 
genius every time puts his pento paper 

- Sr. Jesina SD 

Principal, Sacred Heart Convent 

Sr. Sec. School, Jagadhr 


Jitesh is a sweet and loving boy. He is very 
fond of new games, and trying out do-it- 
yourself tasks. He loves animals and cares 
for them дееріу.. Не is a 
keen learner and wat 
understand every asp 
well before proceeding 
to the next step of the 
concept/ activity at 
hand 
- Dr. Reema Bansal 
Parents 


mono 
pauma 
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Creative Writing Workshops- 


My Dog ‘Snowy’ 


Ну Little puppy is a white 

Pomeranian dog. He 

likes to jump around people. 

He is two months old. He gets 

a little too excited 

sometimes and sniffs 

anything he wants їо. He likes to 

eat chapati or crumbled bread with 

some milk. He thinks that he is a king and does anything and 
everything without any hesitation. He likes to sit in my lap 
when | am playing games оп my personal computer or when | am 
studying in my study room 

He is very handsome and kind of slim. We did not have extra 
space for him where he would be comfortable but we had an 
empty petrol drum. So, we decided to turn that into a 
comfortable and cozy place for him tolive in 

It is not very spacious but it makes a good home. Sometimes, we 
make him meet our extended family members over a video 
call. We have decided to shift him to the compartment under 
one of our staircases. 


Talking of staircases, | also have two other dogs on our roof and 
опе in our lawn. Our dogs are Like angels that have come to 
make our lives infinitely brighter, happier and beffer. | 
wish that every dog would be born as an angel and make this 
world heavenly 


- Jitesh Bansal, 11 years 
5th Standard, Sacred Heart Convent Sr. Sec. School, Jagadhri 


ም መ d 


Since ап early age, Jaydithya has been an 
eager learner and a voracious reader. His 
r science makes him curious of how 
and why things come to be. H 
this curiosity into writing 
poems which he thoroughly enjoys. His 
трі narrativi and effective use of 
vords to maintain brevity is commendable 
ommendable is his knack 


annels 
ries and 


for his age. Al 
good grammar and sentence structure. 
-Mona Thejaswi, 

Mother 


anan or 
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Creative Writing Workshops 


Why does a snake 
have no legs? 


Many centuries ago, all snakes had four short legs like a 
salamander. They would run very fast as their legs were short 
One day, a python named Red and his friends were playing near a 
forest. He saw his other friend Blue, the mongoose, and they 
decided to play tag. Blue started running as fast as he could and 
Red started to chase him. Blue ran deep into the forest and Red 
without thinking. ran behind him 


As he ran deeper into the forest, it kept getting darker and 


denser. He was running so fast that he did not see that a bush in 
the forest had many vines on it. He accidentally ran into the 


bushand got completely tangled up 

He called out to Blue and his friends, "Help! Help!”, but no one 
heard him. Then, he finally gathered dll his strength and screamed 
at the top of his voice. His friends heard him and came to help. 
They tried to free him from the vines. They tugged and tugged 
but he still was stuck. Then, Blue tugged so hard that he finally got 
free, but his legs were still stuck in the vines. Red tried to pull his 
legs but they were still STUCK! 

Red was upset that his legs were caught in the vines because of 
Blue. Finally, Red had to shed a Layer of his skin in order to free 
himself completely from the vines. He felt sad as he slowly 
slithered away from the forest to go home to his parents 

Till today snakes have been Shedding their skin every now 
and then hoping their legs will grow back. But alas the legs are 
still STUCK in the forest. Not just this, but snakes and 
mongooses have been bitter enemies ever since. 


- Jaydithya Dhruvan Thejaswi, 08 years 
2nd Standard, Inventure Academy, Bangalore 
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Writing 


бан se Author анд Publish 


essential 
shill 1 Creative Writing Workshops —, 


S tor TOPIC #1 
Impromptu 2 You and Ргізһа were digging around in the 


fl 
n, let your imagination "У attic and found a pair of magic glasses. It was 
incredible what you and Prisha could see 
with them in your house.. 


Pick up your ре 


apt for children. Т 


by him. My 
rk!- Saesha Paul 
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Blame Forgiveness Batred Courteousness 


Disrespect Teamwork Anger Love Kindness 


Ignorance that breaks 
the family 


Name 


кі 
Age s : your Entries to know 
more VALUES. 
Ihave got stars from my parents info@INTELLYJELLY.com 
for CORE VALUES. 


መመ መሽ CURRENT 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


Scientists 

discover 

fifth inner 

core layer of videmus 
the earth Jie 


ered 


The recent frequent earthquakes have helped scientists discover 
anew core, This fifth inner core is a solid ball of nickel and iron 
and is the innermost layer. Unlike the inner core and outer 
core, this new fifth layer is solid. It may be 650 km in diamefer. 
Scientists belleved that the Inner core of the earth 15 2,440 km in 
diameter, which is about 7056 of the size of the moon. 


stone. This 
metamorphic rock and wa 
nstruction of 


ath temple 


Lionel Messi bags Best 
FIFA Men's Player Award 


The captain of the called the FIFA World Player 
Argentina football team, of the Year. Later, in 2010, it was 
Lionel Messi recently won combined with the Ballon d'Or, 
the Best FIFA Men's player and together it was called the 
award. It is one of the most FIFA Ballon d'Or. FIFA received 
prestigious awards for 13 million pounds to add the tag 
sports personalities, of Ballon d'Or. The award was 
especially for those In the presented In this name for six 
football game. The award is years, that is, till 2016. All those 
presented by FIFA. six years, it was Lionel Messi 
Earlier, the award was who won the award. 


— u o === 


DEAR INTELL LYians, DO YOL 
CURRENT ONLY ABOUT TH 
SUC JF OTHERS, OR 
DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


CURRENT 


AFFAIRS 


VAIBHAV Fellowship Scheme 


In honor of National Science Day, which is celebrated on 
February 28th, the Indian Government launched the 
VAIBHAV Fellowship scheme. The new initiative aims to 
enhance the research 
capability of India’s higher 
education institutions by 
promoting academic and 


Garvi Gujarat 


А 
Tourist Train 
Indian Railways has 
launched the Garvi 
Gujarat Tourist Train 
under the Ek Shreshtha 
Bharat scheme. The train is 
a Bharat Gaurav Deluxe AC 
Train with fully air- 
conditioned coaches 
operated by the IRCTC and 
can accommodate 156 
tourists. It is an eight-day 
Journey that begins from 
the Safdarjung station in 
New Delhi and covers a 
distance of 3,500km, 
showcasing Сщага в rich 
heritage and cultural 
diversify. This is the 17th 
Bharat Gaurav circuit, and 
It centers around the life of 
the Indian freedom fighter 
Sardar Vallabh Bhal Patel. 


/ research collaborations with 
top-performing institutions 


ὁ २ 


from around the world. 


The VAIBHAV Fellowshi 
ጫ р 


фи 
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Keeladi Museum? 


The Keeladi museum was inaugurated 

by the Tamil Nadu Chief Minister, M.K. 

Stalin in the Sivaganga district. This 

museum showcases the life of ancient 
Tamils during the Sangam Age. it is 

built on a two-acre land in Keeladi at a 

cost of * 18.43 crores. The museum 

features a variety of antiques, virtual reality 
experiences of the excavations, and models of 
the ships from the Sangam Age. 


υπο == 


scheme will facilitate 
academic and research 
collaborations between 
Indian higher education 
institutions and leading 
institutions abroad. 


and have read abo: 
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Hey 
| INTELLYJELLYians. 
HAPPINESS | 
СОМЕ5 ЕКОМ 
а BIG HEART. 


А Blue whale's heart is 
more than five feet in length, 
four feet width, and five 
feet in height. M weights 
about 400 pounds. 


in Green Bank, а small fown in 


Cell phones are illegal 
s County, in 


New West Virginia. Located in Pocahonfa: 
this Town. with a population about 143 people, wireless 
signals are illegal. There are no cell phones, no WiFi. 


по bluetooth and no electronic transmitters af all 


Т! 
tools f h as 
vironment suc 
еп trees. 


| Ток 199 years ከ build The 
Т of Pica. The ce 


and finished 


Leaning Tower 
truction work started in 173 
ly in [372. The Republic of 

joined | a ес that 
forced the c to stop the we irks 
3 Several times. 
Every Dutch Police car is 
equipped with а teddy bear, 
in — they need to help out 
а traumatized child, 


r Pisa offen 


መሽ. 


Find опе new 
fact and share ы . срива ритуална 
with us at 


ox 62 - 


Roopesh Mahanth Paluvadi 
Hyderabad 


We subscribed to the. 
iNTELLVIELLY magazine for our 
eight-year-old son. We 
renewed our subscription for 
‘one more year. It's very 
engaging for kids for making 
quality time, and learning new 
things and reducing the screen 
time in the best possible way. 
Thanks to INTELLYJELLY. 


Shreyan Муаз 
Bathinda 


The content of the МТЕЦМЕЦУ 
magazines is child friendly and 
interesting. At the same time, it 
imparts good knowledge to kids 
Overall if one can take away 


children from screens with the help. 


cf a magazine, it's a big 
achievement now days. It also 
develops a reading habits in 


children, which is a lifetime benefit. 


Go for iNTELLYJELLY now. 


Aanya Gulati 
Bengaluru 


И is a very interesting 
magazine for kids with lots 
of stories, games, puzzles 
etc. My daughter would be 
done with the magazine in 
few days and would 
eagerly wait for the next 


Aradhya Singh 
Surat 


Reading iNTELLYJELLY is fun. 
It helps keep children away 
from TV and mobile phones. 
It has many creative. 
activities which аге 
knowledgeable and 
engaging. My daughter and | 
love reading iNTELLYJELLY! 


Ovi Ruturaj Jadhav 
Nagpur 


INTELLYIELLY is a very 
innovative magazine with 
various activities that keep my 
child engaged in a creative 
way! My daughter loves to 
read the stories and solve the 
puzzles from the magazine. 
The variety of topics are 
brainstorming for kids! 


Send us your 


Jieviews at 


into @INTELLYIELLY. сон (NTELLYIELLY.com | 


[έξω wn will receive a FREE 
with their next month ያ 
WTO BE ATA MMUNICATOR? И 3 
HOW TO BE A TACTFUL COMMUNICATOR’ гасе delivers | қ 
НАМЕ YOU EVER WONDERED ІҒ THE GOLD * 
6) MEDALS АТ THE OLYMPICS WERE ACTUALLY 
MADE OF GOLD? 


\ U 


WHAT IS BONATONA? 


WHY DO DUTCH POLICE CARRY TEDDY BEAR 


ey SOFT TOYS IN THEIR CARS? 


WHAT WILL ONE MISS IF ONE ONLY FOCUSES  — 


ON WHAT IS LEFT BEHIND? 
IN WHICH CITY ARE CELL PHONE AND WIFI 


ή] TRANSMISSIONS PROHIBITED? 


HOW CAN ONE ENGAGE IN TIT FOR TAT IN A 


2) POSITIVE WAY? 


HOW DOES A SATELLITE PHONE WORK? T 
4] ' 
|! 


N 


WHAT IS PATACHITRA? 


WHO WON THE BEST FIFA MENS PLAYER है 


10) | АМАКО? 


iNTELLYJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 
and send them to us here 


ANI: MPENG /2016/67408 ISSN: 2582-2470 Vol: 08 Issue 04 May'23 
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= ба reading is fun! 
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FIVE PILLARS OF 
A FULFILLED EXISTENCE 


WE WILL ALWAYS 
Ў REMAIN SCEPTICAL 
፲፻ WE WILL NOT GIVE 
IT A TRY. 


Маке a SPLASH, 
save the world. 


TIE της, 


Annual әгі competition for kids. 
This year's theme for the competition is - Repurpose, Reimagine. Reinvent 
to save the environment and to protect mother earth, 
Participation Categories : DRAWING, WRITING, CRAFT 
*Prizes worth Rs. 10 lacs to be won and exciting gift hampers from partners 
ዞ 


Register on www.axisbanksplash.in or visit your nearest branch 


Probiotic Gummies 


to reduce sick days. 


ሐ с 


ВОМАТОМА 


Rated 4.70n ል 


Available on: amazon Flipkart СЕ 
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* Clean * Nutri-dense * Honest 
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TruVitals Dear 


M te H i iNTELLYJELLYians, 
"IE EAT FOR THE BODY 
YOU WANT, 


Not for The Body 
You Have. 


TruVitals 
BRAIN BOOSTER 


Age City 


Iwill buy sprouted Multigrain Milk Mix/ Brain Booster Milk Mix/ Chocolate Prote 


Immunity & Fiber Gummies 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


So far, you read... 


^ NEXT, DADAJI? 
x 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


J 


India wins the Indo-China championship. They all are celebrating when Sattan G rushes 
Mystery Minder Mia manages to program to Dadaji with a letter. Dadaji’s old friend, Balan, 
the Chinese robot IPSY to dance to Indian has requested his urgent help with something. 
tunes. 


бада) plans a long road trip in his camper- The fugitive wood smuggler, Kaba learns of 


Dadaji's visit and sets up a trap to catch his army. 
Some members of the police force are also under 
Kaba's influence. 


van. He also teaches his army the magic of 


SURYA ARGHYA. 


The army is unable 
to completely trust. 
the lady police 
officer. Mia tells a 
story of Tisyha who 
received awarded for 
| practicing the five 
pillars of a fulfilled 
existence. After 
hearing this, the lady 
officer becomes more 
| inquisitive. 


“ 
Beloved iNTELLYJELLYians, 'ቺ 
it fills us with pride to p? 


up new infor on Aratus ant: ша ‹ዮሟ ,ኾ- aR 
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ठ to nature. 
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DOR BOY һөм σσ” 


Ji мо 
¿aaa FIVE PILLARS OF A FULFILLED EXISTENCE 


rate COURAGE 


NO MORE VIKTUALITY Author: Animesh Тімегі | Co-author: Shakun 


“TISYHA IS ONE OF ^W 
DADAJI'S MOST ) 
ДА ILLUSTRIOUS DISCIPLES 


PILLARS C 
FULFILLED EXISTENCE 


IMUST 
CONGRATULATE 
YOU AS YOU HAVE 
BEEN CHOSEN FOR А 
SEVEN-DAY HAPKIDO | 

2 WORKSHOP 
By SURE, THANK YOU. IN 0 ы. JNMACAN 
| LEARNT THESE VALUES | 
fn FROM DADAJL. _ 
Th 
D 2 
THANK YOU, DADAJI, 
FOR INSTILLING THE FIUE | 
| PILLARS OF А FULFILLED ; 
ግሪ EXISTENCE IN ME. £ 


/ BUT I FEEL BAD \ 
THAT MY FRIEND 
) ANDY WAS HURT. / 


р m 
"REMEMBER, YOUR ` 

| FEELING GAVE YOU ΤΗΕ W 

\ REQUIRED COURAGE, 


THEY ARE HAVING A 
LOVELY CONVERSATION | 
WITH ONE OTHER. THEN | 
WHY DOES IT APPEAR LIKE} 
= " A No ONE Is BRINGING UP. 
YOU САМ BET THAT. i _ FOOD? _ 
РАРАЛ IS FILLING 
TISYHA IN ON YOUR 
. STORIES. . 


THE FIVE PILLARS OF A FULFILLED EXISTENCE! DADAJI SAYS ONE COULD 
THAT IS INTERESTING. BUT WHY DOES SOLVE ANY PROBLEM OF LIFE 
DADAJI CALL IT SO? BY PRACTISING TH 


JUST ABOUT ANY - 
PROBLEM? IN THE EVENT 
OF BULLYING, μον 


MOTIVATED PRIMARILY BY 
| | PLEASURE AND 8 
SHOULD ONE USE THESE 


A BULLY IS 


AENT | 
OF BEING TREATED / 


-.. POORLY 
У ዩ 


4 


BEING BULLIED. 


I 
BECAUSE 


THEY LACK 


"А COURAGE OR RESPECT / 
: FOR THE B 
IS IT AS EASY AS IT 

SEEMS, MIA? IF WE ALL 


ILLY 
TREAT KABA WITH 


COURAGE TO STAND UP 
AGAINST HIM. DO you 
RESI T, WILLHE | ሺነ DISAGREE? 
STOP BULLYING US 


OR WE HAVE THE 


OFFICER GETS A CALL. 


URGENT? I'VE JUST S 


“Уа 


MIA IMMEDIATELY CALLS DADAJI 


I AM NOT ABLE TO 
TRUST THE OFFICER, 


DADAJI 


I ALWAYS FEEL 
EMPOWERED AFTER 

TALKING TO YOU. 
DADAJI. I LOVE YOU 


KABA HAS ONCE 
AGAIN SUCCEEDED 


СОМЕ? 


е Vows, бае 
| Soom "Seine 
ር “far i, 


á < ing wy, 
- Pp 


4 


jap n 
ιο. е 


e 


DOES SATTAN HAVE А 


| LITERAL OR FIGURATIVE 


| 
1 


à, EXISTENCE- WILL T HELP HERE? 


HAPPY TH. 
YOU FINALLY 


ም TRUTH! 
| LOVE! 
RESPECT! 
COURAGE! 
KINDNESS! 


TAKE THE 
COURAGEOUS OPTION 
CMON, си LET'S 
| RELY ON THE JEEP. LET 
START RUNNING: 


RUNNING! NO WAY! IT WILL UN 5 ” UNLESS WE SUMMON THE 

BE IMPRACTICAL TO RUN OR | AT? NERVE TO GO OVER THE ነ 

WALK THE DISTANCE TO THE / | ae! MOUNTAIN. JUST ON THE | 
NEAREST ROAD, UNLE: OTHER SIDE OF THE MOUNTAIN / 
፤ / а IS THE MAIN HIGHWAY. 


HOWEVER, I AM REA! 5 - 
SCEPTICAL THAT WE WILL BE | WE WILL ALWAYS 
ABLE TO MAKE IT ACROSS REMAIN SCEPTICAL 
THOSE MOUNTAINS A IF WE WILL NOT GIVE 
ў 3 IT A TRY 


Ж» ም WOWITHIS IS ል ኒ ZF | 
} ow, < PROFOUND POINT. 
SATTANI YES, I THINK 

E OUGHT TO DO TT. / 


] 
ЈУ Sceptical 
having doubts 2 


<< ст 0 == 


ሠ NES ` 


COURAGE 


'Indeed, it's те! 
The huge tree, 
the only living creature 
to endure the hurricane. 


"| reflect courage!" 
The competent tree boasted. 
Loud enough! 


"Hi, there!" 
Exclaimed a tender sprout 
that was buried by snow. 


‘Well, not till it accepts! 9 


= — 


“ 
The tree advocated for HI, ТНЕРЕ! 
% 


the true courage. в 
° № 
% 


9 p Жы 22 Ж | 
WE WILL ALWAYS 7777727777 / 
REMAIN SCEPTICAL 

ТЕ WE WILL NOT 

GIVE IT A TRY. 


\ 


~Animesh, iNTELLYJELLY 


ILOVE 
Then how the little kite thrilled with pride, == 
As һе sailed with the big kite side by side! 

While far below he could see the ground, 
And the boys like small spots moving round. 
They rested high in the quiet air, 

And only the birds and the clouds were there. 
"Oh, how happy I am!" the little kite cried, 
"And all because I was brave, and tried." 


- Anonymous 


БЕСІ the Little Kite Learned to Fly 
Heroes of the Honour the brave who sleep 


"Titanic" Where the lost "Titanic" lies, 


—Henry Van Dyke The men who knew what a man must do 
When he looks Death in the eyes. 


Courage! What if the snows are deep, 
And what if the hills are long and steep, 
And the days are short and the nights are long, 
And the good are weak and the bad are strong. 
Courage! The snow is a field of play, COURAGE 
And the longest hill has a well-worn way, 
There are songs that shorten the longest night, 
There's a day when wrong shall be ruled right, 
So courage! Courage! 'Tis never so far 
From a plodded path to a shining star. 


-Anonymous 
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COURAGE € ना 
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lam courageous because 


Share a pic of your 


POEM sheet at 


Info@iNTELLWELLY.com 
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_ WHAT HAPPENS NEXT? / HAPPENS NEXT? 3 A 
DIGEST [ers 
т) ari or τος 


дъ ! Now buy 


MEGA 
DIGEST 


2840 
2600 only 


ሙ መ 


KEEP READING 
iNTELLYJELLY 


WHAT NEXT, РАРАЛ? 
` 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


WILL THE ARMY BE ABLE TO SOLVE DADAJI'S FRIEND, BALAN'S PROBLEM 
WITH KABA? 


Ргіте 
video 


Аве City Info @INTELLYJELLY.com 
Iliked/did not like the movie because 


48th Disney animated 
film 


Bott is a 2008 computer-animated 
American comedy-adventure film 
produced by Wait Disney Animation 
Studios released by Walt Disney 
Pictures. It is Disney's 48th animated 
feature film 


eT. 


Whal'is the moral of Bolt? 


( 


MANNERS ARE THE BEHAVIOURS THAT YOU SHOW WHEN YOU ARE 
AROUND OTHER PEOPLE. HAVING GOOD MANNERS MEANS THAT YOU 
ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL 


Good Manners 


HOW GOOD ARE YOUR MANNERS? 


Fill in the blanks with words from the box. 


silverware sit hand napkin elbows hands 
LEE ағас 

1. Wemustsay when we finish eating. 

2. Weshould wash our before eating. 

3. Weshould placethe onour lap before eating. 

4. Weshould keep our offthetable when eating. 

5. We should not use our fingers while eating, instead, we should use the 


to pickup food. 


While eating, we should with our 


. We must wait until everyone is seated а the table before 


We should always up straight when eating. 


We must say before leavingthe table. 


. When someone is speaking to you and you cannot reply because you 


have food in your mouth, you should give them a 


signal to hold on or wait. 


взета 


inne (linna <ሠ” | (inner “А. linn | anc መላሽ желі! pne mnn 
— om © ሥሥ 


—y— س‎ 
Check the good manners for school fime. 


Bullying others 
good μα 


Share a pic of your 
manners sheet at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians, I HELPED YOU THROUGHOUT 
THE BOOK BY SHARING THE MEANINGS OF WORDS 


DIG, DIG, DIG, WORD MEANING DIG 
I NEED YOUR INTELLIGENT HELP NOW. FLIP 

THROUGH THE PAGES, DIG OUT THE MEANINGS OF 

THE WORDS GIVEN BELOW AND WRITE THE 


/ s 


MORALITY: 


My sentence using the word INCULCATE: 
| My sentence using the word MORALITY: 


CN 


í Mysentence using the word ОЕМАЗТАТЕО 


RESENTMENT: 
- 
— 
Mysentence using the word RESENTMENT: 

— Dig the word 

meanings and send 

—— —— —— to us at 

| info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


М оса 5ህ16 | fy DEAR INTELLYJELLY ans, 


READ CAREFULLY AND 


COMPLETE THE 
| CROSSWORD PUZZLE 


እ 


ACROSS 


3. Someone who 
specialises in 


zoology. | DOWN | 


A period of two 
1. Very funny. 
weeks. Y Е 


. Toallow. 
Not enough. እ и 


5. Тһе male leader of 


A stringed musical 
E a family or a tribe. 


instrument. 


. To go away secretly 
and suddenly. 


There are X. 


roughly 100,000 
word families in 


Please refer to page 35foranswers. the English 
language. 


— (5 25 шшш 


MORALITY 


he Cup of Honour will be awarded to 

the house that secures the highest 

marks, not only in academics and 
sports but in other aspects too. This, | am 
certain, will imeuleate a sense of 
morality and discipline in the students of 
St Clark's. 


Dhruva thought of the words written on one 
of the school walls as he walked out of the 
school. 


For the past three years, Fincher House had 
been winning the Cup of Honour. This year, 
Cornwallis House had lost to the Finchers 
by amere two marks. 


A week passed. Dhruva got a call from his 
school informing him that Armaan 5 
mother was missing and everyone feared 
she was in trouble. Dhruva could imagine 
how демазтатед and sad Armaan 
would be feeling. The school asked 
volunteers to come forward to help Look 
for Агтаап 5 mother. Dhruva thought to 
himself, "Shall | go? | will miss my match. 
This was his moment to decide what was 


Script: Farhan Musavi 
Illustration: Rahul Arora 


more important. He was confused about 
what he should do first; help a friend in 
need or play the match for which he had 
spent weeks practicing. If he decided not to 
go, he could just say he never got the call. 


‘Be there for your friends in times of 
need, he remembered his mother's advice, 
and decided to go to help Armaan. 


After a couple of hours, all the volunteers 
were told to gather at school as a team 
before going out Looking for Armaan's 
mom. When Dhruva reached the school 
campus, he joined nine other kids who came 
to help. АНег a while, when everyone 
gathered around the stage, they saw 
Armaan's mother standing 

there with the 

principal. Everyone 

was surprised to see 

her there and 

wondered why they 

got that call. 


Writer for Huffington 
Post, The Hindu, The 
Times of India and 
author of 'Concision', 
Farhan Musavi's 
strength is in his 
simple yet profound 
way of narration. His 
works can also be 
found on the blogsite, 
Major Journal. 


1 would like to extend my sincere congratulations to the inventor of INTELLYJELLY 
magazine for his great creative endeavor. The constructive content of this 
magazine in fact makes it more readable for today's generation of youngsters. 
Many thanks to the creators, authors, editors and publishers of this magazine for ድዳ 

their tireless work and beautiful presentation. Readers and parents can “ЭУ Ж 
definitely give this magazine as a gift to their children. This will allow them to “ 
learn more about the content. Thank you! iNTELLYJELLY team -ManujSen 


The principal came to the mic and said student who showed up will be awarded 
that the school had called fifty students, with 10 points each, and because three 
all from different houses, to volunteer students are from Smith House, three 
for help, but only ten students showedup. from Fincher House and four from 
She said that this was a test to check their Cornwallis House have come, 30 marks 
morality and to see if the children took will be awarded to Smith and 
time out of their schedules to help Fencher House each and 40 marks 
a friendin need. 


will be awarded to Cornwallis 


The principal announced, ‘Each House. Therefore, this year, 


the Cup of Honour goes to Cornwallis House." 


The students of Cornwallis House started cheering and clapping. 
The other students were proud that they came to help but 
wished more children would have cared. Dhruva and the 
three other students were then called up on the stage and 
awarded medals. And, as a reward, the students were 
invited with their mothers to attend a special party | 
organized by the school on the 7% of 
Mother's Day to honour their morals an е 
their mothers who taught them these, < 
morals. Dhruva said, ‘Hom was right! | “ 
ат so happy | made the right J inculcate- teach a 


decision.’ habit, an idea or an 
attitude 
morality - principles 
concerning what Is 
good and bad or right 
and wrong behaviour 


devastated- 
extremely shocked 
and upset 


Share the words of wisdom or advice that your mother gives you 
allthe time. 


Express yourself and 
share with us at 


info@iNTELLVIELLY.com 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians, 
READ CAREFULLY AND 
COMPLETE. YOU CAN TAKE 
ADVICE FROM READERS. 


Who did you see expressing this 
emotion? __ 
How did you feel? ___— 


false teeth 
like stars? 


They come 
out at night. 
Ας НА 


1 2 
expressing this emotion k 


xplored su' 
ney di 


"T 


ing this 
Who did you see expressing Who did you see expressing this 


emotion? ኒ- 


emotion? ---- 
How did you feel? -- 


Who did you see expressing this Who did you see expressing this 


emotion? 


emotion? ___ = 


How did you feel? EEN How did you feel? UU U U 


Age City 
For my SCAVENGER HUNT, | have got stars from my parents, becouse 


Click a picture and 
share with us at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, 
UNSCRAMBLE THE WORDS RELATED TO THE SPORT 
BADMINTON GIVEN BELOW. 


WORD SCRAMBLE 


TNEERC LNIE 
RRCAY 
BNESALIE 
YLRAL 
SVREE 

ENT 

IVEDR 
RTUCO 

IEDS LIEN 
BCDHAKNA 
WDOO HTSO 


RODP SHTO 


Get organized 
and do things 
effectively 
Please refer to page 35 for answers. 


HOCUS-POCUS! EVERYBODY FOCUS. 
THIS ACTIVITY IS FUN, IT WILL SOON BE DONE. 


Please refer to page 35 
for answers. 


Anger Мар 
Emotional WE ALL HAVE FEELINGS. WE EXPRESS OUR 
{2 ) ሪ FEELINGS USING FACIAL EXPRESSIONS. WE /f 
SMILE WHEN WE ARE HAPPY AND WE FROWN % 
WHEN WE ARE SAD. READ CAREFULLY AND 2 
ANSWER THE QUESTIONS GIVEN BELO 


What kind of facial expression do What kind of things do you say? 
you have when you are angry? 


What happens to your body when you 
areangry? 

How do you behave when you 
are angry? 


I handle my anger by... 


What could your anger help you 


toachieve? 
Have you learnt anything about your 


anger? 


/ How do you manage your anger? 


ve س‎ 
Emotions are also recognised For my Emotional Intelligence, | have got 
through non-verbal cues like facial 

\ expressions, postures, and stars from my parents. 


gestures. It helps you make and : ڪڪ‎ рн 
retain good friends. om (за Ç 


| ANSWER SHEET 
WORD SCRAMBLE What's Wrong? 


CENTER LINE, CARRY, BASELINE, RALLY, SERVE, NET, . There isa baby in the dustbin. 
DRIVE, COURT, SIDE LINE, BACKHAND, WOOD SHOT, . There isa rocket in place of the dog's tail. 
DROP SHOT . Amanis painting the bushes. 
The boy on the bench Is eating a plate. 
Thereare stairs in place ofthe slide. 
The swing is missing a rope. 
А child is wearing scuba diving flippers in the 
sand pit. 
Achild is submerged in the sand pit. 
The rope of the toy truck is tangled with the 
seesaw. 
10. Abearis playing hopscotch 


iJoke! 


NI with 
ye 
oe 


МАНА ,, 
Why did the frog < 
say meow? 


He was learning 
a foreign language 


I love INTELLYJELLY 


1 bought this magazine for my niece. 

She found the stories interesting and 

creative, and the activities given were 

great too, The workshop series is 

fantastic! | personally really liked the 

Akbar Birbal stories. We have received 

two editions till date, and she is looki Why did the kid bring 

forward to the next one. eS N 
- Vasundhara Gandikota ^ ^ 


a ladder to school? 


Because she wanted 
to go to high school. 


Script: Payal Das | Illustration: 72 DPI 


HELLO, МҮ MINISTERS. 
IVI СН OF YOU A CHAN! 


vour WIT AND WISDOM 


I WOULD LIKE YOU TO COVER ME FROM 
MY HEAD TO TOE WITH THIS SINGLE 
5 FROM му 


HMM... АН. NO, THIS 
PONG T WORKING. LET ME 
TRY THE OTHER WA 


BIRBAL 
lest For The Royal Adwivor 


OH! THAT'S EASY 
GIVE IT AGO 
YOUR HIGHN 


PEOPLE. NOTHING 
1s IMPOSSIBLE. 


АНА! THERE Т 


MATCH FOR 


THE WISEST оғ 


IN THE W 


E IN THE 


Ч SHEET 


ce 
id and humour, 
areful 


ndispen: 
of Emp 


е- 8 Sagar. 
9 years old, 
Mount Carmel School. 
Dwarka, New Delhi 


This is me, 
Ashrith Jinansh. 
S years old, 
BVBS BHEL School, 
Hyderabad 


My Favourite Teacher is Mrs Vandana 
Georgeg. She has a unique teaching style. | 
have started loving maths now. Only she could 


make that possible. 


My Favourite 
Teacher is 
Mrs Vandana Georgeg, © 


CoS == 


—ear iNTELLYJELLIans, let us know who your favourite 
teacher is and what makes him/her so special. 


— ¿m ο ουν 


%— 


I [ike her а lot as she is kind and patient with 
all the students. | have learnt so much from 
her. She teaches us concepts with many 
fun activities. | [ove you Ishwarya mam! 


< 
Му favourite 
Teacher is 
Ishwarya Mam. 


My favourite teacher is Nandhini mam, She 


is my Phonics teacher. She clears my doubts 
and answers all my questions. She is very 


. My Favourite 
kind. Teacher is 
Nandhini Surya. 


My Favourite Teacher is Ms. Alisha Gonsalves. She is my 
Math, МЕ & GK teacher. She (2 a very sweet and kind 
person. She explains everything in an easy and fun way. 
Whenever | am not able to understand anything, she 
patiently teaches it again and again. She also teaches me 
900d habits and morat values. | ove her a lot. 


pat Dear iNTELLYJELLIans, let us know who your favourite 
teacher is and what makes him/her so special. 


ES name is Navasha and my favourite 


teacher is Kavita Ma'am. She helps me 


become а better person cach day. Being а 


class teacher she also helped me to open my 
Intelligent and creative wings. My favourite 


Navasha Nivedita, Teacher ê 
4 Kavita Mam. 


ቫ 38 favourite teacher is Nagarathna Mam. She is my math 
teacher. | (ove her because she teaches me very well. She also 
has so much fun while teaching. When she teaches из, she 


This is me lains us ай ለ а My Favourite 
“ወ explains us in detail, so we understand properly and we can Tenchar: fa 


ον ; 
manga, зид write easily in the exams/tests. [LOVE HER A LOT! Nagarathna Ma'am. 


Author ano Publish 


Creative Writing Workshops. АС а 


WHY MeSQuiTeeS BUZZ N PeePLe’s CARS 


A Long, Long time ago, Mosquitoes didn + buzz, 
they talked .. and talked and talked and 
talked. One day, Hosquito was talking to 
Iguana, telling him about his vacation, 


н | about every minute of his vacation. Mosquito 


would not Let the Iguana say one word. 


Iguana was so annoyed that he walked away 
leaving Mosquito still talking. Iguana 
grumbled and waved ber tail. She was 
still grumbling when she passed her friend 
Snake, and forgot all about saying hello. 
Snake s feelings were hurt. He felt so sad that 


i he slithered down a rabbit hole. 


"Help," yelled Rabbit as she scurried out 
of the hole, terrified of Snake. 


$ “What's wrong?” cawed Crow, as һе saw Rabbit 


racing. Danger must be 
near. "Run for your lives!" 
cawed Crow. 


Monkey heard Crow's 

warning and took off 

through the treetops, LEAPING branch to 
branch. When Monkey Landed оп Owl's branch, 
high up in a leafy tree, Owl's nest tipped off 
the branch and fell to the ground, breaking 
Owl's eggs. Owl was heartbroken, so 
much so that she didn't hoot for the sun to 
come up. The whole jungle was in darkness. 


Everyone was mad at Mosquito. 
Vom iKnow! 


Finally, Owl hooted for the „та 


when it did, Mosquito ኺ = 


lost his voice. All 
Note: Pourquoi [por-kwa] 
he could do means ‘why’ in French. 
was buzz in 


sun to come up, and 


everyone's 
ears: "211111! 
Is everyone 
still mad at 
me?" 


explanation 

Pourquoi tales make readers 
WONDER ABOUT THE 
VARIOUS THINGS IN THE 


~N 


Dear readers 

Now that you have read the Pourquoi Story, it's time to wear a writer's hat and 
become one. The following are two prompts for you to choose from and now write 
your own Pourquoi Story. 


Write your 
Pourquoi Tales 
and share with us at 
info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


This is а very good initiative in the kids magazine space. The 
interesting stories, puzzle worksheets, articles and information keep 
the kids busy. This certainly helps in improving creativity, vocabulary 


charges could be waived off as promotion. It would be helpful for 
many parents. -Abhijeet Deshpande 


Author 


of the 
Month 


е co-curri 

hed author with tw 

name. Her energy is 
the clas 


spires to play in the W 
т in the fu We wish her 
in all she wish ve in her 


- Priya Dwivedi 
Principal, 21k School 


Our daughter Hiranmayee is a very loving 
and caring child and has been an 
outstanding student from the very 
beginning. She is interested in cricket, 
writing and learning la From a 


which have been 
published by Bribooks. 
-Н Rajagopalan & 
Saroja Rajagopalan 


А Long, Long time ago, fish did not have any scales. They were 
quite ordinary Looking and from afar, they just Looked Like 
blobs swimming іп the ocean. Other animals in the 
sea, like the octopus and the sea horse - all had something 
unique in their appearance that made them stand out. But 
the fish had no such thing, and they scorned it 


The other animals jeered at them, saying things like, "Oh 
look at you! You have nothing special! ‘what 
beauty do you possess? What makes you different? 


So, one fine day, all the fish in the sea had a meeting, and 
decided that they would do something that would make them 
stand out. They decided to grow scales on their body, so that 
they stopped looking Like blobs and everyone could 
recognize them by just looking at them. They also decided 
to have different scales, so that each and every fish would be 
unique and different from the other 


Thus, every fish in the sea and ocean got scales, and that is 
where it all started! 


- Hiranmayee R, 19 years 
11th Standard, 21K School, Anupuram 


ج 


Author 


of the 
Month 


Dhruv Tamada is a curic 


There is never a dull me 
around. D 
with him all the 


would be 


arenam or 
pm 


- Rajesh Tamada & 
Sivani Peesapati 


СК 


Author анд Раб ^ 
— cm s А 


Once upon a time, there was a village іп which some ants 
lived. These ants were huge in size. They needed to eat 
a lot of food to survive. Hence, they started troubling the 
villagers. The villagers could not do anything since the 
ants were very big in size. So they all met to discuss the 
problem. One villager said,, "Friends, the ants are really 
becoming a big problem. Let us ask the wizard for help 
because he understands the ant language.” 


They all went to the wizard for help. The Wizard asked the 
ants to go to the forest and not trouble the innocent 
villagers. The ants did not agree and created more 
trouble. So, the wizard cursed them and said, "From now 
onwards, you shall become small and eat less food." 


It was from that day that the ants became small. Now, they 
always have to work hard and they never trouble anyone. 


- Dhruv Tamada, 9 years 
4th Standard, JSS Public School, Bangalore 


-Á ТА 
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Author and Publish X- 


Creative Writing Workshops Ж 


А г? 


E Naik and 
Salil Naik 


Author 


of the 
Month 


The tiger Laughed cruelly and maliciously at the 
answer. He leaned towards the tree and started 
sharpening his claws, which were anyway as sharp 
as nee. 

Yet, the man stayed calm and said in a wise tone," 0 
great tiger, you must be hungry. But as you can see 
| still have one more chance to seek help. 


Another tantrum was thrown by the tiger, but it 
finished quickly by the thought of eating the man. 
“ALL RIGHT", boomed the tiger. "You have one 
more chance and then | gobble you up,” said the 
tiger, in hope of instilling fear in the man. But to 
the tiger's astonishment, the man still stayed calm 


As his Lost chance, the man debated options on who 
toask. Then, and right then, between the man stuck 
inhis personal debate in his mind and the tiger. 
who was stuck in his fantasy of killing the man, 
walked a clever jackal named Bhidu. 

Suddenly the man popped out of his debate and 
thought, Let me use my Last chance on Hr. Bhidu, 
the jackal." He said aloud, “Oh my dear brother 
Bhidu, please help me." 

"Sure", cried Bhidu, "What is the matter?" 


The tiger, on hearing the words Bhidu uttered, lost 
his fantasy and entered reality, and 
interrupted, 0 Bhidu, this man freed me from the 
cage | was in, but then | pounced on him to eat him 
and now he wants to live. Sure | tried to eat him, but 
those are animal instincts, AIN'T IT?” 


The jackal was terrified, yet he nonchalantly 
asked," What cage? 


"The cage | was in,” replies the tiger 
Where is the cage?" asked Bhidu 
"Oh, "Е take you,” cried the poor man. 


The man took Hr. Bhidu to the cage, from where he 
had freed the tiger 


Ah! Nou, where were you, Hr. Tiger, when the man 
freed you?" asked Bhidu 


"I was inside the cage," said the tiger 
"Then сап you demonstrate?” said Bhidu 


The tiger fumed, as usual, but nonetheless, went 
inside the саде 


“So, Mr. man when you came here, was the gate 
closed?" asked Bhidu with a dumb Look in his face 


Yes,’ replies the man 
So close the gate please," said Bhidu. 
The gate was closed with the tiger sealed inside. 


"You do fit snugly, don t you, Hr. tiger. Now, where is) 
the Lock?" asked Bhidu 

“Here!” said the man m 
The jackal grabbed the Lock and Locked the cage. 
The tiger was dumbfounded. 


"Now, | suggest the cage stays Locked, Hr. man, and 
leave anote on the cage so that no one opens it. 


Г get you for this, Bhidu, cried the tiger. 


- Pulkit Naik, 12 years 
6th Standard 
Mainadevi Bajaj International School, Mumbai 


Wert ing 
бап 
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S t TOPIC #1 
Impromptu ory You and Arjun unearthed a magical seed, and 


imagination fly immediately, its branches sprouted with 
luscious growth. Arjun recommended that you 
construct a makeshift study room in the tree. 
But you have no idea how to climb the tree. 
Would you do this? How? 


pick up your pen, let your 


This has proven to be the best book for my five-year-old child 
ves colouring and doing all the fun activities in the 
She also enjoys reading ай the interesting stories 

pletely satisfied - Akanksha Srivastava SS a A Mor oa 


& Publish 


info@iNTELLVIELLY.com 


INAYA СНАВВА. 
Meerut 


МТЕЦУЗЕЦУ is a great choice. 
These magazines are fabulous. My 
child is enjoying the subscription. 
These books and magazines help 
build a great habit of reading as 
the stories are really interesting. 
My daughter is always excited to 
read new stories. It is the best gift | 
could have given to her. My child is 
really happy to be а 
NTEUYIELIYian. Thanks 
NTELLYIELLY, 


Š 
Hyderabad 


It is very good for children 
who usually stick to the TV 
or screen nowadays. It is a 
great way to boost one's 
reading habit and 
vocabulary. | really 
appreciate all the hard work 
done by team iNTELLYJELLY. 


AVANTIKA MAHESH 
Ernakulam 


Avantika is known well among her 
friends as a bookworm’ and a 
writer", АЙ thanks to iNTELLUELLYI 
She eagerly waits for the next 
edition. She has developed the habit 
of writing short stories, doodling and 
doing many other things because of 
this book. Sometimes, we both sit 
down together to read these 
magazines as they are so interesting 
We give 10 stars. 


ARE YOU NEXT ? 


От ር) =‏ سے 


NATHANIA RAJ 
Surat 


Тһе iNTELLUELLY kids 
magazine is really good 
and my kids eagerly await 
the next edition. It is very 
informative and has played 
a crucial role in improving 
my children's thinking skills. 


SRITHIK M MEHARWADE 
Gajendradag 


This is one of the best 
magazines for children. It is 
a great initiative for the 
kids. The contents are good 
and informative. The 
magazine does help in 
keeping the kids engaged 
for certain days. 


Send us your 
Alerter at 


info @INTELLYIELLY.c om 


Ең 
Your Values 


MATCH THE VALUES GIVEN BELOW 
WITH THE APPROPRIATE PICTURES. 


1. To be nice to others 
. То live without 
hostilities 
. To fulfill your duties 
. To live with ethics 


. To be someone who 
others confide in 


. To believe in something 
that you cannot see 


. To be able of give 


COMPASSION 


ЕКЕЕООМ 

8. Todecide what you 

want without pressure 
9. To be fair in your 

decision 
10. To care about others 

conditions 

RESPECT 11. To show tolerance GENEROSITY 


towards others 


12. To have a transparent 
behavior 


13. To not betray others 


14. To have feelings and to 
care about others 


JUSTICE ки 


С) | RESPONSIBILITY 


Name 
Аве 


Ihave got. ани -stars from my parents info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 
for CORE VALUES. 


ολο 


mazingi 
FACTS? ^; 


T if you ask те, I Y 
| definitely qualify | 
as adorable. 


African elepl 


elephan 


elephants from 
ears. African elephan 
look sort of like the continent of 


Pit bulls rank hi 


affectionate gh among the most 


ча aggressive 


7 Rey INTELLYJELLYIans. 

my ears are a reflection 
of my continent. Look | 
carefully. 


ants have bigger ears than Indian 
guish African 
an elephants fo look af the 
have much larger ears that 
Africa, while Asian 


ve smaller, round ears 


te. The eas 


^ 


elephants ha: 


‚ Неу 

> INTELLYJELLIans. | 

| fam the tallest 
mammal on earth. 


Ants do nof have lungs, they breathe through small 
holes found around bodies. Ants have their own 
Jays of respiration to help transport oxygen around 
their bodies. Ants breathe in oxygen through 
piracles which are a series of holes located on the 


ides of their bodies 


= IE 
7 INTELLYJELLIans. | 
faste using my feet. | 


OC do you taste 
your food? 


ендо ON t 
their со 
ive it a taste 


(lars. 
X ter? 


help (० 


locate (од for 
оса 


Mercury and Venus are the only 
two planets in our solar system 
that do not have any moons 


DEAR INTELLY 


ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ ABOUT 
ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


Thanthai Periyar 


Wildlife Sanctuary 


The Tamil Nadu 
Government has 
announced the 
notification of 


Thanthai Periyar Wildlife 


Sanctuary, making it the 
18th wildlife sanctuary 
in the state. This 
sanctuary is spread 
across 80,567 hectares 
in the forest areas of 
Erode district. 


World's Highest Rail Bridge 


The Indian Railways is 
constructing the words 
highest railway bridge in 
the challenging terrain of 
the Himalayas, which is 
expected to be completed 


in the coming months. The 
Chenab Bridge, an 
engineering marvel, 
will connect Jammu & 
Kashmir to the rest of 
India. The Chenab Bridge 


— 0» Ө 


CURRENT 


AFFAIRS 


is 35 meters taller than 
the Eiffel Tower in Paris, 
making it the world's 
highest rail bridge. The 1.3 
km long bridge has a 
design То endure а 
speed of 100 kmph for 
trains and a lifespan of 
120 years. 


зис )F OTHERS, OR 
DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


CURRENT 


AFFAIRS 


Elon Musk Changes Twitter 
Logo fo Doge Meme 


The classic blue bird symbol 
of Twitter was TA 
with the meme of 
Dogecoin's Shiba Inu. 
Twitter CEO, Elon 
Musk confirmed the 
latest update with 
а sfafemenf that 

ር said, ‘as promised’, 
New Guinea along witha 
Singing Dog screenshot of an 
old post. 


The New Guinea singing 
dog is also known as the 
New Guinea 
Highland dog. It is а 
dog species found in the 
New Guinea Highlands. 
This breed is one of the 
few 'barkless' breeds 
and is known for its 
unusual yodel-like style 


ΓΟἿΝ E а significant moment for 
space exploration, astronaut 
Christina Hammock Koch has 
been announced as the first 
woman to circle the Moon. 
The US space agency, NASA made this announcement that marks a 
ҒА А breakthrough as it is the first time a woman astronaut will be іп the 
of vocalizing. Hence; us realm of the Moon, breaking a barrier that was previously only 
common name 15 crossed by male astronauts. 


‘singing dog’. Ем 


w 


know and h 


ети от o Г info iNTELLYJELLY.com 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians, DO YOU READ 
CURRENT AFFAIRS ONLY ABOUT THE 


SUC! 


5 OF OTHERS, OR 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


Paris; 


Paris, the city of love, is 
known for its beauty and 
charm. The city's streets 
are filled with tourists and 
locals alike, with many of 
them relying on rental e- 
scooters to navigate 
through the city. However, 
with the recent Paris e- 
scooter referendum, the 


CURRENT 


AFFAIRS 


ТІЛІ 


city has decided to ban 
rental e-scooters by the 
end of August 2023. 

The Paris e-scooter 
referendum revealed that 


89% of the volers 


om Ө 


supported the ban. The 
ban will only affect rental 
e-scooters, and the 
private owners of e- 
scooters will not be 
impacted. 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


Women Officers in 
Regiment of Artillery 


In a historic 
move, the 
Indian Army is 
setto 
commission its 
first lot of 
women 
officers in the 
artillery 
regiments later 
this month. This development comes after women 
officers have been serving in the Indian Air Force 
(IAF) and Indian Navy for several years. 


Finland's NATO Membership 


On April 4 this 
year, Finland 
officially became 


a member of 
NATO. It isolates 
Russia further. 
This had been 
one of the 
options 
discussed for 
Ukraine before 
Russia invaded it. 


CURRENT 


AFFAIRS 


DEAR READERS, THERE ARE VARIOUS 
WAYS TO SAY A DIALOGUE. CAN YOU HELP SATTAN 
CHOOSE THE BETTER WAY? 


SCHOOL 
TOMORROW, 
TIME TO GO 


MOM, IT IS AN ENGLAND 
WITTY WAY VS POLAND MATCH. I CAN NOT 
OR MISS IT. LET ME WATCH ТУ, 
WACKY WAY? 


АН! (ЕТ ME 
PLAY ONE MORE 
GAME, NOBODY IS 

WATCHING. 


WITTY WAY 
OR 
WACKY WAY? 


CHOOL 
TOMORROW, 


MOM, MAY I ER THAT IT IS 
AN ENGLAND VS POLAND MATCH. 
IT IS VERY INTERESTING. 
MAY I WATCH THE MATCH? 


Pea 

AND ASK MOM IF 
I CAN PLAY ONE 
MORE GAME 


DO YOU KNOW YOUR 
CREATIVITY 
IS YOUR INTELLIGENCE 
HAVING FUN? 


( 
| Blank canvas | Use a small amount 
| Ш Tree cutout of Tacky Glue to stick 
п the buttons to the 

п 


" canvas. 


Buttons 


Trace the tree 
cutout design on the 
blank canvas. 


(еы your uem and put them 
2 info a Large pile. This step can 0150 
serve as a fantastic lesson about 
sorting by shape, size 

N color 


Si, puedo hacerlo. 


TIA, KANN ^^. 
ICH MACHEN. / 


BELOVED iNTELLYJELLYians, 
HERE IS CHINMIN. COME, LET'S SEE HOW WE 
SAY YES, Т CAN 70 IT. 
IN DIFFERENT LANGUAGES 


ЕТЕТУТТКЕСІ 


_ Shi de, ыб néng гид 000 _ le faire. 


e ) 


Dekimasu yo. 


What time is it when the 
clock strikes 13? 


Time to get a new clock 


I HOPE OUR DECISION 
TO CLIMB THE MOUNTAIN 


- LS * ё 
TURNS OUT TO BE А = y 
GOOD ONE 
) 2] 
— = ' | i 
- - ΚΝ; 


SATTAN SAYS THAT 
COURAGE HELPS TO TURN 
OUR DECISION INTO A 
GOOD ONE 


FIVE PILLARS OF 
A FULFILLED EXISTENCE 


2756 only ቺ 00 7 


DIGEST1O coupon code 


at checkout. 


SCAN HERE 


Probiotic Gummies 


to reduce sick days. 


ү © 0 


| ВОМАТОМА 
жау tic Cummes | 


Rated 4.7 on a 


Available on: amazon Flipkart | f 


тлтл1та ፻፲8:5... недіт| Авт С) свео 


So far, you read... 


India wins the Indo-China championship. 
Mystery Minder Mia manages to program 
the Chinese robot IPSY to dance to Indian 
tunes. 


Dadaji plans a long road trip in his camper- 
van. He also teaches his army the magic of 
SURYA, АКОН»А. 


-= 


Kaba, the fuggitive wood smuggler, has stolen 
food from the villagers. To meet the police 
informant, prisha and sattan decide to accompany 
the police officer. As their vehicle gets stuck in 
mud, they all decide to make their way up on foot. 


> or 


= NEXT, DADAJI? 
А 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES, 


They all are celebrating when Sattan G rushes 
to Dadaji with a letter. Dadaji's old friend, Balan, 
has requested his urgent help with something. 


I 


FFICER 
GROWING 


The fugitive wood smuggler, Kaba learns of 
Dadaji's visit and sets up a trap to catch his army. 
Some members of the police force are also under 
Kaba's influence. 


TAY SCEPTICAL 


What happens next... 


aee! 67 NOT votre መ οἱ te tas бора Вай сдава: 27% 
መሙ i 


— መ” መ” 
ረ: አረር мие М.М ረ ጋፊ P 


4 
Beloved iNTELLYJELLYians, Ў 
it fills us with pride to know that Ẹ 


| you all pick up new information W 
quickly and are not afraid to 
take the reins when necessary. | 


i | 
We would like to share some of | 
the responses that we have ү 


received. d 


FIVE PILLARS OF 
A FULFILLED EXISTENCE 


COURAGE 


Author: Animesh Tiwari | Co-author: Shakun 


KABA, THE FUGITIVE WOOD SMUGGLER, HAS STOLEN FOOD FROM THE VILLAGERS. 
TO MEET THE POLICE INFORMANT, PRISHA AND SATTAN DECIDE TO ACCOMPANY THE POLICE 
OFFICER. AS THEIR VEHICLE GETS STUCK IN MUD, THEY ALL DECIDE TO MAKE THEIR WAY UP ON FOOT. 


^ UNLESS WE SUMMON THE N 
| NERVE ТО GO OVER THE MOUNTAIN. | 
| JUST ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE | 
\ MOUNTAIN IS THE MAIN HIGHWAY,/ 


RUNNING! NO WAY! IT WILL BE IMPRACTICAL 
TO RUN OR WALK THE DISTANCE TO THE 
NEAREST ROAD, UNLESS... 


| ЛҒ WE WILL ALWAYS 


eg” WE WILL BE ABLE TO MAKE IT ЯД REMAIN SCEPTICAL TF WE 
ACROSS THOSE MOUNTAINS. | WILL NOT GIVE IT A TRY. 


PROFOUND POINT, 
SATTAN! YES, I THINK 
WE OUGHT TO DO IT. 


COURAGE 


‘Indeed, it's me! 
The huge tree, 
the only living creature 
to endure the hurricane. 


"| reflect courage!" 
The competent tree boasted. 
Loud enough! 


"Hi, there!" 
Exclaimed a tender sprout 
that was buried by snow. 


‘Well, not till it accepts!" б ο — 


The tree advocated for ‘Hl, THERE! 
. 
9 


the true courage. 


А 


СА 


~Animesh, iNTELLYJELLY А 


o 
WE WILL ALWAYS 


GIVE IT A TRY. 


` 


2 1 HOPE OUR DECISION 
А sh TO CLIMB THE MOUNTAIN 
А TURNS OUT ТО ВЕ ል 
(S | GOOD ONE. 


SATTAN SAYS THAT 
COURAGE HELPS TO TURN 
OUR DECISION INTO A 
GOOD ONE 


га DO І FEEL 
AS IF THE WORLD 
IS SPINNING? 


ҰЛ,‏ د 
OH GOD, I PLEAD‏ 
WITH YOU, PLEASE‏ 

A COME TO MY RESCUE! 7 


IF THE WORLD IS Е 
SPINNING, HAS | 
SOMEONE INCREASED ) 
THE SPEED? „© 
GOD, YOU CAN 
_/ ESTABLISH YOUR 
PHYSICAL PRESENCE 
TODAY! IT IS YOUR 
DAY! ⁄ 


ACROPHOBIC 
BEHAVIOUR! 
WHAT IS THAT?, 


SATAN, CALM DOWNI 
WE'RE ALL PRONE TO 
EXHIBITING ACROPHOBIC - SHOULD WE 
BEHAVIOURS AT TIMES. \ / WAIT FOR 


NO NEEDI SS 
I АМ NOT AFRAID IT IS THE SAME THE MORE 
OF HEIGHTS, BUT THE THING! NOW, ATTENTION HE 


THOUGHT OF FALLING | DESCEND SLOWLY RECEIVES, 
| FROM HERE IS SCARY! THE MORE 
1 DRAMATIC 


HE BECOMES, 


Fi INS W 
STORES STOLEN 


AND PULSES 


TIME TO SHOW 
SOME COURAGE, AGAIN. 
LET US GO INSIDE 


І love 


Courageous soldiers READING © 


A robber attacked a pair of soldiers who were on the road together. RIDE 
ў V ы 

One of them exgerienced fear. Не was unable to draw his sword. But instead of 

fleeing, he began yelling, "My friend will not spare you. No one fights like him; 


he's the best Гуе ever seen." 


The other soldier stood firm and the robber was forced to flee in fear of the 
lusty slashing he received. 


The frightened soldier, once the danger had passed, admitted, "I could not 
dare to fight. You inspire me to be more courageous." 


"You were terrified yet you chose to stand with me instead of running," said the 
other soldier, brandishing his sword, “You inspire me to be more courageous." 


“I learned that courage was not the absence of fear, 
„ but the triumph over it.” 


- Nelson Mandela 
4 . 


COURAGE 


аге a pic of your 
STORY sheet at 
Info@INTELLYJELLY.com 


ر 


"unn THEY HAVE THE 


'SIR, DO YOU HAVE a 
COMPUTER HERE? 


5 ады 
= " 
SEE! WHEN WILL YOU REALISE THAT YOU'RE NOT WHY EXACTLY DO 


я | 
IN SOME UNDERDEVELOPED LOCATION? THIS | | ‘you REQUIRE A 
PLACE HAS SOME SERIOUSLY EDUCATED \ сомритево Δ 
IZENS. TAKE NOTICE OF THE ka sA 


TT APPEARS I WAS 1) ARE VERY COMMON. THAT'S 
WRONG. HE IS SO HOW PROGRESSIVE 
INSPIRING! > ТНЕУ АРЕ! 


SIR, OUR RESULTS HAVE BEEN ONLY ONE OF 
DISCLOSED. WE MUST USE YOUR YOU CAN GO. 
COMPUTER TO CHECK IT OUT. - 


PLEASE HELP ІҒ YOU CAN. % N x $ 
V 


PLEASE LET НІМ IN AS WELL.) 
IF YOU HAVE LARGE SACKS | 
TO MOVE, HE CAN HELP. 


ES 2 OUTSIDE \ 
YOUR INSATIABLE | 


APPETITE APPEARS 
TO BE ONE OF THE | 


CAUSES OF WORLD { 
HUNGER 2 


mou LARGE 
| SACKS! NO, NO, 1 AM 
GOOD OUTSIDE 


Е = ENTER NOW ፲ 
AND START 
SHIFTING 


BAGS! 


PRISHA COULD HAVE Ly on 
THOUGHT OF A CLEVERER { WHAT A HUGE NUMBER 
WAY TO GET ME INTO THE OF WAREHOUSES 
WAREHOUSE. HIDDEN IN THE 
WOODS! 


OF YET. WE KNOW YOU'RE 
-- PROUD OF US, DADAJI. 


PRISHA, YOU HAVE NO IDEA 
HOW HEAVY THEY ARE! YOU 


| 


STOP YELLING 
SATTAN! THE GUARD 
COULD BE LISTENING 


TM NOT AFRAID OF ` 
THE GUARD AS MUCH AS I | 
AM OF ALL THOSE HEFTY 
SACKS! THE WEIGHT WAS 
A LITTLE TOO MUCH! 


መም — E 


DADAJI AND HIS FRIEND BALAN AR: 


IF I SAY ГМ NOT, 
TLL BE LYING. BUT 1 
ALSO THINK THEIR 

PERSONALITIES 

BLOSSOM WELL WHEN 

THEY'RE PUSHED OUT OF 
THEIR COMFORT 


IT TOOK ALL 
NIGHT TO GET THE || 
ROADS CLEARED OUT. 
| AREN'T YOU WORRIED 
ABOUT THE KIDS 


WE ADULTS MUST TAKE 
INSPIRATION FROM THESE | 
CHILDREN. THEY DO NOT 
WHINE EVEN WHEN FACED | 
WITH UNCOMFORTABLE 

SITUATIONS. 


E WORRIED FOR DADA 


IS THIS ALSO TRUE 
FOR THE ELDERLY? 


" YOUR COURAGE ` 
THE NAMES AND ADDRESSES МЎ” ASTOUNDS me. THE у” 


ነ 
OF ALL THE ILLEGAL \ ES 
| Y VALUES DADAJI 


STOCKPILES OF KABA ARE IN Ё K TEACHES ARE CLEARLY | 
b. THIS BAG, MA'AM. _ k ` 


_ YOU'RE ALL GOING ТО 
| BE ARRESTED. IT'S ALL 
OVER FOR YOU NOW. 


IAM SURE -ፎ= 3 

THE HOLY WATER 
BATH WILL WASH 
AWAY HIS SINS. 


МТ CONSIDER MYSELF 
BUT THE NEW SHADE 
ОҒ MY SKIN BOTHERS МЕ 


У YOU SCOUNDREL PLEASE, SATTAN. 7 / GIVE RESPECT TO X 
YOU HAVE NO WAY | | C'MON, LET'S GIVE THE | HIM? WHY? THE MAN | 


OF ESCAPING ME. MAN SOME RESPECT. / — IS A THUG. . 


A’. 


TA. С D | 
FIRSTOF ALL, ^W <> EUR m ©. 


7 WELL 
NOT UNTIL A JUDGE SAYS SO 
| SECONDLY, WHY SHOULDN'T WE WHAT DIFFERENCE 
ый бириг 
| UNCON 8 እ HS IS АМ EVIL PERSON 


FIRST THING WE OFFER 
TO EVERYBODY 


WHEN IT COMES TO 


СА - 
v "Y RESPECT, IT'S NOT ABOUT ` 
i እ WHO GETS IT ВИТ WHO 
GIVES IT. I WORRY MORE 
ABOUT YOU THAN I DO 
ABOUT HIM 


iNTELLYJELLY |“ 


_WHAT HAPPENS NEXT? / HAPPENS NEXT? MEGA : 
- DIGEST Eie 
መ — | отоци STORES, COMES GU pote ቁን] 


дъ Now buy 


— MEGA 
DIGEST 


at 
2840 
3356 only 


Use coupon code 


DIGEST10 


at checkout. 


=> READING 
INTELLYJELLY 


WHAT NEXT, 08081? 
` 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


оба | YOURE PR 
S, РАБАЛ. | 


WHAT USE WILL THE POLICE HAVE FOR THE 
INFORMATION THAT PRISHA GLEANED FROM 
KABA'S COMPUTER? 


WHAT IS KABA GOING TO DO NOW? IS HE 
PLANNING ANOTHER DANGEROUS MOVE? 


— (ү ወ- 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians, I HELPED YOU THROUGHOUT 
THE BOOK BY SHARING THE MEANINGS OF WORDS. 


DIG, DIG, DIG, WORD MEANING DIG 
I NEED YOUR INTELLIGENT HELP NOW. FLIP 

THROUGH THE PAGES, DIG OUT THE MEANINGS OF 
THE WORDS GIVEN BELOW AND WRITE THEM. 


YOUR GUESS AS 
GOOD AS MINE: 


| My sentence using the word YOUR GUESS AS 
| GOODAS MINE: 


TOLERANT: 


My sentence using the word TOLERANT: 


My sentence using the word GLEAN: 


My sentence using the word DAZED; 


κας ДД 


REPOSITORY: 


Mysentence using the word REPOSITORY: 


Dig the word 
meanings and send 
tousat 


info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


Сез 


-- 


Probiotic Gummies ¥ ™ ~ 


Your kid's 
ina 
Deliciously Fun Avatar 


to reduce sick days. v 


ፖ 


НАТ MAKES U! 
HEALTHY 18 NOT THE 

OD WE EAT, BUT 
THE FOOD WE DIGEST 


ኤቃ 


әле: jmmie 


DIGESTIVE PROBLEMS 

When kids eat junk or unfamiliar food, it can lead to improper 
digestion. Since their digestive systems are more delicate 
than those of adults, they need all the support they can get 


IRREGULAR BOWEL MOVEMENTS 

Children tend to have an active lifestyle and do so many 

things during the day. If, for some reason, regular diets and Ө b 
meal timings are not followed, it can lead to irregular bowel 4 
movements. This can also impact their mood and daily 

functioning. 


IMMUNITY 

7056 of your child's immune system is present in the gut. A 
healthy balance of good and bad bacteria in the gut 
microbiome is key to boosting immunity and wellness for 
yourchild 


READ ALL QUESTIONS AND ANSWER THEM. 


How сап опе develop a sturdy stomach? 


ጩ Healthy food Bonatona gummies 


- STRONG 
Both INTELLYJELLYIan 


ere does our body's immunity primarily 


| | Heart 


n z « STRONG 
io gets indigestion more often? iNTELLYJELLYIan 
Adults ( | children 
800 


at causes the majority of children to get 
digestíve problems? 


Junk Unfamiliar food Se E 
Both we 


ш v 
< 
Whatisthe BOWL movement about? 


መ Releasing the waste from our body 


A movement for freedom against britishers 


STRI 
Available on : INTELLY)ELLYIan 


amazon | Fipkart „f | TATA BS Ыыы не авт @ creo 


Name 

Аве City 

Поме my BONATONA Probiotic Gummies because of MY IMMUNITY / BETTER DIGESTIVE 
SYSTEM/ SKIN HEALTH /YUMMY TASTE / ALL OF THEM 


ጠመ (то е — info@iNTELLVIELLY.com 


ее. 
JUST S IMES, 
As a matter of fact, | rather feel WHEN PEOPLE SAY 
like expressing тузей now. 'FOREVER', 


THEY MEAN IT 


Hope is being able to see that there 
is light despite әй οἱ the darkness. 


Rise and rise again until 
lambs become lions. 


1 takes courage to grow up and 
become who you realty are 


Name 


Age. City Info@INTELLY)JELLYcom 
lliked/didnot like the movie because 


Film produced by Pixar 
Animation Studios 


Up is a 2009 computer-animated 
American film produced by Pixar 
Animation Studios and released by 
Walt Disney Pictures. The film was 
directed by Pete Doctor, co-directed 
by Bob Peterson (in his feature 
directorial debut) and produced by 
Jonas Rivera. 


The inspiration for 
making the movie Up 


The story of Edith Macefield's house 
was the inspiration behind Disney's 
hit movie Up, and if you were a big 
fan, then you could buy yourself the 
ultimate piece of merchandise 0 the 
house itself. 


‘Up’ won two Oscars. One for the 
best animated feature film and the 
other for the music written for motion 
pictures. The movie was also 
nominated in the original screenplay 
and sound editing categories. 


/ 


Whatis the moral of the movie Up? 


MANNERS ARE THE BEHAVIOURS THAT YOU SHOW WHEN YOU ARE 
AROUND OTHER PEOPLE. HAVING GOOD MANNERS MEANS THAT YOU 
ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL. 


Good Manners 


HOW GOOD ARE YOUR MANNERS? 


Read each situation. Select the box with the correct answer. 


1. What do you 2. What do you say 
say when ° when you want to 
you receive » borrow a toy from 
something. your friend. 


May | borrow. May! 
your toy? go out? 


4. Whatdo you say 
when you wantto 
leave the room. 


May! May! 
help you? Thank you go out? help you? 


5. What do you ^N . What do you say 
say When you when you hurt 
Pass between я зотеБоду ог 


two persons ! did something 
talking. 


Шекесі Кш T [inne πο τα πο τη 
— (ПР =s =, 


1. someone gives you о, present 
2. someone sneezes 
3. someone says "Thank you" 


4. you want someone's attention 


5. you do something wrong 


6. you want something 


Excuse me. 

f am sorry. 
Please. 

You are welcome. 
Thank you. 


Bless you. 


Share a pic of your 
manners sheet at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


Vocabulary 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, 
READ CAREFULLY AND 
COMPLETE THE 
CROSSWORD PUZZLE 


. Achance for good 
things to happen 


A very short amount 
of time 


Got to where you 


Looked at something were going 


closely and carefully К 
Pictures taken with а 
camera 


Worth a lot of 
à money or means a 
Native to the Amazon Basin new country to live lot to someone 
of South America, this tiny 

New World monkey is 
around five inches long and Please refer to page 39 for answers 
weighs about four ounces 

at adulthood. 


Spoken in a very 
quite voice 


. To have come to a 


27 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians, 
UNSCRAMBLE THE COMPUTER TERMS 
GIVEN BELOW. 


WORD SCRAMBLE 


LLCORS 


BOKEDYRA 


EITTRNNE 


EVRSER 


SAEHRC 


UNMSAERE 


VSIRU 


EENSRC 


FOTN 


MONORIT 


WSREROB 


Monkey 

HAKCRE business 
doing 

something 

mischievous 


ase refer to page 39 for answers. 


рғғекексе5 DON'T MATTER 


T* not fair!" shrieked Cheena. 

Cheema, her younger sister, made a 

face and buried her head in the sofa 
cushion. It smelled good. Amma glanced at 
them but decided it was not time to 
interfere. 


It was Сһеепа 5 birthday the coming Sunday, 
and they were preparing invitation cards, 
Cheena had all of it planned. Her best friend 
from school, Swathi and her cat Hittu, her 
classmates Sudha, Ryan and Noel from 
Sunday school, and neighborhood friends 
Akshay and Rajiv were all going to come. 


“Huh! Cheena, what about Deeksha?” asked 


Script: Kunjila Mascillamani 
Illustration: Sibi N Devasia 


Amma. 


"Why should | invite her! | don't like her,” 
said Cheena, with her best angry face. 


Deeksha lived next door to them. The 
previous week, Cheena was playing their 
favourite word game with her. Deeksha had 
easily figured out that the word that Cheena 
had in her mindwas ‘rose’ from the clues she 
had given. ‘Chee! What an ugly thing to think 
of! Deeksha had remarked. 


Cheena couldn't believe it. Roses, ugly? How 
could someone not Like roses! Roses were 
the best things on the planet according to 
Cheena. She swore never to speak to 
Deeksha again. Deeksha had Left their place 
crying and they had not spoken since. 


Cheena was now giving the final touches to 
the invitation card she was preparing on 
Атта 5 laptop. When Amma 
went to take a Look at it, she 
saw that it was filled with 
J pictures of roses and that 
І there was still по Deeksha in 
the list of invitees. 


Kunjila Mascillamani is а 9 y 
writer and director who 
makes films and all kinds of 
videos. She writes for children 
and adults in Malayalam and 
English on a variety of topics 
from gender politics to 
cinema. You can read her 
writings at her blog Bombay 
Base camp (http:// 
kunjilacinema.blogspot.com/) 


Okay. It was time to intervene. 


Amma went to Cheena and Cheema. She 
pulled out Cheema s head from the cushion. 
Cheemalooked dazed. 


"Cheema, who is your favourite Avenger?" 
asked Amma. 

“IRON HAN is my favourite Agenver,” 
beamed Cheema, and started running 
around the room with her arm up in the air. 
She showed Amma how her favourite 
superhero flew. “woo hooo!” she shouted. 


"Hehe! Silly it's Avenger,” said Cheena with a 
smug laughter. 


"Okay. Who is yours, Cheena? asked Amma. 


ow 


“CAPTAIN AMERICA,” said Cheena, adding 
one more 9i9antic red rose to her 
invitation card. "Hy Iron Man will defeat 
your Captain America!" said Cheema, to her 
sister's answer. 


Спеепа got up and put a sofa cushion in her 
arm to form a shield just like Captain 
America. Now, both of them were in a game 
of war between Iron Man and Captain 
America. 


Cheena and Cheema were different. They 
always had differences of opinions and 
completely opposite likings. Amma and 
Appa always had a hard time finding a middle 
ground to avoid fights, and to ensure that 


33 w= 


===. love INTELLYJELLY 


1was worried about my six year old for being addicted to gadgets. While subscribing to 

2 INTELLYJELLY, | was not sure whether she would enjoy reading. But to my surprise, she 
loved the book. Now, she has a habit of reading at bedtime. She reads it with great 
interest, and the comic has influenced her reading passion beyond my expectation. AN 


2 Now, we both enjoy our story time together in bed. 


their conflicting opinions and choices 
did o t overpower their Love for each other. 


Seeing that Cheena was gearing up for 
another of her lectures on how her hero 


was the best Avenger, Amma quickly asked 
her, "So, are you going to stop talking to 
Cheema because she does not like Captain 
America? Will you stop Liking her?" 


Now that was a difficult question. Cheema 
was younger, cried more than her, talked 
funny, did not know how to read and 

netimes st candy, but Cheena 


- Hamsheena Hameed * 


she never disliked her. In fact, Cheena 
always felt proud of Cheema, every time 
she hada strong point against her. 


Cheena understood where Amma was 
taking the conversation and said that it 
was different with Deeksha because she 
wasn't her sister. 


Amma rolled her eyes. "Cheena, you found 
Cheema adorable and that is how you Love 
differences with her. You always remain 
tolerant’ said Ammo. 


"There are so many people around us and 
all of us have different Likes and dislikes. 
We cant stop talking to people just 
because they do not like the same things 
as us,” said Amma, stifling a 
smile and putting on her most 

serious face. 


1 will only be friends 
with someone who 
likes roses, retorted 
Cheena. 


Then what will you до if you find out that some of your other friends also do по? like roses? 
Will you stop talking to them too? You have to be alittle tolerant, Cheena, even if you do 
not like something about someone else,” explained Amma. 


Cheena retort repository and drew a blank, but this time it was Cheema's turn. 
“Amma, but | don't Like Appu. He says he doesn't Like carrying his school bag and asks me to 
carry it to play school. Should | be torelant of him too?" 


Amma was surprised. Ἢ 5 tolerant, honey. And no, you need to make him know if you аге 
not enjoying it. If someone is causing you pain or difficulty, you А not 
tolerate it and tell them that,” said Amma, and made a mental nofe to һауе 
aword with Appu the next day 


When Amma Looked up, the invitation List had one more name and it was 
‘Deeksha, Amma smiled Looking at it and kissed Cheena. She had one Ὃ ο n 


more day to convince her to take some roses off the invitation so ў prevent or alter a result 
dazed - unable to think or 


that it Looked Like a birthday invitation and not a Valentine s Day | react properly 
tolerant- showing 
card. willingness to allow the 
KON QU MERE መው ት RS NC CAE ME MOS `, existence of opinions that 


MORAL- A DISCUSSION is to explore what is right while an sioe uz necessarily 
ARGUMENT is for WHO is right. It is essential to identify the > 
difference between the tvo. 


- 3 place 
where things are stored 
and can be found 


г 
B 


ጋ Do you have а friend who has different opinions than yours? 
Whatdo you do to keep your bond strong? 


Express yourself and 


share with us at 


info(PINTELLYJELLY.com 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, 
THE BASIC TRAIT OF LEADERS IS TO 
RELATE TO THE EMOTIONS OF OTHERS. 
DO YOU KNOW THESE FAMOUS INDIAN 
LEADERS? IF NOT, DO EXPLORE AND 
FIND OUT WHO THEY ARE AND WHAT IS 
SO SPECIAL ABOUT THEM. 


Why don't $, 
monkeys 

wear pocket 
watches? 


Because they don't. 
wear pants. 


М/һо ат 1? 


Who am 1? 


How do you know me? —. - 


--------------- 


---------------- 


Мате 


Age 
For my SCAVENGER HUNT, | have got stars from my parents, becouse 


Click a picture and 
share with us at 


info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, 

WE ALL HAVE FEELINGS. WE EXPRESS OUR 
FEELINGS USING FACIAL EXPRESSIONS. WE SMILE 
WHEN WE ARE HAPPY AND WE FROWN WHEN WE 
ARE SAD. LOOK AT THE PICTURES GIVEN BELOW! 

AND MATCH WITH THEIR EXPRESSIONS. 


* (5 


scared 


Emotions are also recognised through non-verbal 
cues like facial expressions, postures, and gestures. It 
helps you make and retain good friends. 


ANSWER SHEET 


WORD SCRAMBLE 


SCROLL, KEYBOARD, INTERNET, SERVER, SEARCH, 


USERNAME, VIRUS, SCREEN, FONT, MONITOR, 
BROWSER, HACKER 


EJ love iNTELLYJELLY 


INTELLYJELLY made my daughter's aspiration 
come true by guiding her through her journey 
of becoming a published author. In the entire 
process from the initial approach, editing and 
designing of the book, setting the enthusiastic 
launching platform, entwining parents, 
grandparents and loved ones to be part of the 
big event of the child, and to the last of printing 
of books and online sales report, INTELLYJELLY 


* hasbeen supportive all the way, 
| Thank you Animesh, Anu and the entire team 


for doing this humble task of nurturing a child's 
individuality and talent! S 
- Muni Panda 


EMOTIONAL 
INTELLIGENCE 


A-4, 8-5, C-2, 0-3, ६-1 


What до 


monkeys 
do for laughs? 


They tell jokes 
about people. 


ough with iJoke! 
өзе 


- | А 
Where === < 
should a 
monkey go if she 
loses her tail? 


To are-tail-er. 


ough with Hoke! 
Lu 

ye 
өз 


What do you call 
а monkey that's 
in charge of its tree? 


A Branch Manager. 


Е favorite teacher is Mrs Pooja : 


because she loves all of us а lot. Her classes 
are superb with a fef ef fun activities. She 
starts her class by saying "Hello, my bachha 


party." 1 love to hear that 
My Favourite 
Teacher 


Mrs Pooja Gupta. 


Dear iNTELLYJELLIans, let us know who your favourite 
teacher is and what makes him/her so special. 


= favourite teacher is my cousin brother Mr 
Sahil Singh. He gives me knowledge on all topics 


like games, cooking, GK, etc. He always 
А vourite 
encourages me. Не is my mentor. My brother is Е 


Teacher 


the best teacher in the whole world. Mr Sahil Singh. 


Ji urite teacher is Ms Shefali. She teaches us 


an extremely gentle and kind human being. She car 


tudent and showers everyone with love. Apart from her styl 


hing which makes learning fum. she adds а lot of f 


greening movies, playing games, etc during h 


periods and makes our school days enjoyable 
This is 


Vinaya Sitaraman, 


7 


ም Teacher is 


rol А, Ms. Shefali. 
ቸቸ Coi mu... 


Dear iNTELLYJELLIans, let us know who your favourite 


My Favourite 


JT 1] favourite teacher is Miss Dhiksha. She 
teaches ме many new things. | like her 
because she plags with үле and teaches үле 


fun activities. 


2 


NO 


4 


My = 
Tales 


ЛЕЕ ЧЫ 


тр κά 


> p” 


Author an) Publish 5 


Creative Writing Workshops 


“an 


52 
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WHY BULLS HATE THe COLOR вер 


Long ago, Bull did not hate the color red, 
nor was he ӘПӘҒУ the way he is today. 
In fact, he was as gentle as a cloud 

floating in the sky. But, one day, this 
all changed, and here is how it happened. 


Bull Loved to sleep even more than he 
| Loved to eat. And he did not like to be 
disturbed while he was sleeping. One 
morning, Cardinal flew down and Landed on 
а huge rock. Cardinal did not realize that 
it was actually Bull, who was fast asleep. 

у He flew up from behind and did not see 
Bull's head or horns. Cardinal thought, 
"Maybe I'll find some delicious 
seeds or grains to eat on 
OBS of this 


rock." So he crawled up and began to peck ' 
at Bull. 


Bull woke up. When he saw the little red 
bird, he was furious. Bull bellowed, "How 
dare you wake me up? I'll teach you to 
peck at me!” Bull charged at Cardinal. The 
brightened, little bird flew away and 


never went near Bull again. 


To this day, Bull still gets mad when he 

sees anything red. It reminds him of the 
time that Cardinal woke him up. That is 
why Bull charges whenever 


he sees the matador ` 
wave a red cape. 


Note: Pourquoi [por-kwa] 
means ‘why’ in French. 
These toles often start in the 
past, e.g. A long, long time 
090... and end when the 
explanation is complete. 
Pourquoi tales make readers 
WONDER ABOUT THE 
VARIOUS THINGS IN THE 
WORLD. it accelerates 
children's wondering, 
thinking, and exploring 
abilities 


Dear readers 
Now that you have read the Pourquoi Story, it’s time to wear a writer's hat and 
become one. The following are two prompts for you to choose from and now write 


your own Pourquoi Story. j 
е” 


даже 
WINS rer? | nenne 


{reere ' 


"Happy 
INTELLYJELLYIan 


Write your 


I love iNTELLVJELLY Pourquoi Tales 


With the current generation, it is really difficult to engage kids into and share with us at 
activities. They naturally get inclined towards phones, TVs and other 
gadgets. However, after receiving INTELLYJELLY, my cousin is really « 
glued to the book and his writing ability along with flow of thoughts ANN 
has improved so much! A big thanks to iNTELLYJELLY. 
- Tanima Tiwari 


ду 
Author and Publish 54 


Creative Writing Workshops АА 


ew 


I‏ ا س ت ا 


Ог Amit Kasliwal 
and 

Or Trishala 
Kasliwal 


E ры 
«5 


ЕЕ анд Publish 


` Creative Writing Workshops. 


Author 


of the 
Month 


Shlok is a good student and is sincere 
towards his responsibilities. He is diligent 
and consistent. He is also very articulate 
and expresses himself both verbally and 
through his writing. | wish him all the best! 
- Mrs. Bina Rajpriya 

Principal, 

Rachana School, Ahmedabad 


Shlok has always been different from 
other children. He is quieter and calmer 
than other boys. He became an avid reader 
early in his life. His interest in literature is 
extraordinary. He loves the English 
language and surprises us sometimes by 
using such complicated expressions that 
one never expects from a 
child his age. Like reading, 
he has also developed the 
habit of writing 
spontaneously. He is 
very sensitive and 
caring towards the 

feelings of others. 
- Manish Gupta and 
Vartika Gupta 
Parents 


Author and Райт Se 


Creative Writing Workshops. АС 


Out to Sea 


Once upon a time, there lived a skipper called Wicksher Rushaby. 
He was sailing in his ship when he saw a pirate ship. 


"Han the sails! Row men, ROW!” said the skipper, in Hindi, “Fire at 
will! Do not let them go ever yonder! 


He quickly ran to a cannon and began shooting at the pirate ship 
approaching them. 


Whoosh! Went the cannon as he aimed and fired it at the pirate 
ship. 


The pirates started throwing ropes to come overboard. The 
skipper ordered, "Cut the ropes! Do not let them get overboard, 
for surely we shall all perish!” 


Nicholas, a well-known polyglot, criticized, "Can't you talk in а 
simpler and easier way, in a language we understand, Like 
English or French? | think it would be easier to understand and 
learn things if you spoke in a language that is known to everyone." 


Wicksher, feeling a little angry, replied, "Sir, | understand what 
you mean, for what they say, ‘If you speak in a language one 
understands, it goes into their mind, but if you speak in alanguage 
that is one's mother tongue, it goes into their heart’. But. 
you see, we have dozens of sailors. All of them have been born іп 
India. It is impossible for me to speak in so many Languages. So, it 
is best for me to speak in one common language that everyone 
understands rather than speak in a Language from another 
country." 

Laughing, the polyglot replied, "You don't Кпон anything!" The 
skipper decided 10 ignore him and continued to order his men. 
Eventually, they managed to ward off the pirates, and everyone 
felt very cheerful. 


While they were having a party, Wicksher noticed something. A 


cannonball had hit the ship causing a Leak! He started 
ordering others to wear the life jackets and enter the 
rafts. 


But Nicholas exclaimed, "| don't know how to man the 
rafts! What shall. | do?” He Looked around wildly and 
spotted Wicksher. 

"Please help me!" He begged. Wicksher Looked at him 
coldly and replied, "You are lucky my humane ways 
stop me from refusing to save a fellow human being." 
Relieved upon hearing that, Nicholas replied, "Thank 
you for your Kindness, great sir! | shall never 
forget what you have taught me today!” 

Wicksher ordered someone from the crew to take 
Nicholas with them, But on their way to the nearest 
island he noticed something disturbing. His face 
became ashen gray. One of his crew asked, “What's the 
matter sir?” 

He replied, "This is bad. А storm is brewing, so fierce 
that it might turn intoacyclone!” 

Wicksher immediately ordered everyone to try to find 
land and estimated how long it would take for the 
storm to hit them 

"Hen, stand tight!” ordered Wicksher. A navigator 
hesitatingly approached him and said something. 
Wicksher asked for aman whose name was William. 
"What happened?" enquired William. 

He understood and continued, "Uh, sir, ! think | might 
know how to escape from this calamity that has 


befallen us. Though | am not sure about it, it is very 
risky too.” 


* Wicksher asked, "What is your solution? I'm willing to 
take the risk.” 


OW 


Author and Publish ve 


Creative Writing Workshops 


William replied, “Sir, a while ago, before you had 
recruited me, | was in an inn Looking for a job. | heard 
an old man talking about an island he found while 
sailing. Many others have also reported seeing it. Не 
showed us a map that showed the location of the 
island. According to the map the island is close by. We 
could dock the ship there.” 


Wicksher replied, "If there is proof of the island, we 
could dock there! Now tell me, where is the island?" 


William hesitated and replied, "But, sir, many people 
say that the island is haunted. They say that 
Blackbeard, the great pirate, along with his crew 
haunts the island.” 


Wicksher snorted and replied, "I would rather save my 
crew than believe in these superstitions. Now, tell 
me, where is this supposed island?" 

William nodded, "Aye captain, I'U tell you.” He told 
Wicksher the coordinates and ordered others to head 
in that direction. 

Finally, they reached the island. He cried "Land ahoy!" 


As they Landed on the island, he noticed something 
wrong. "Why is there fog gathered there? 


! 
He wondered, "Was William right? Is the ghost of 
Blackbeard actually here?" 


He then heard a rustle. He quickly took out his qun and 
pointed it in the direction of the rustle. "Who's 
there?" He called out, 


A chipmunk emerged and ran away. “Pheu,” 
exclaimed Wicksher. “So the story of Blackbeard's 
ghost was fake after all.” 


- Shlok Gupta, 10 years 
5th Standard, Rachana School, Ahmedabad 


Discover Your Values 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYIANS, I BELIEVE THAT 
COURAGE HELPS TO TURN OUR DECISION 
INTO A GOOD ONE. 


ars 
ИВА олсон ТВА 
Achievement 


[14 


Withoutffeat rhere ROSA 
cannot be courage. 
ج١‎ 
4 


ІТІ 
TRENGTHENED 
STR SY USE 


ma 
πο j... 


THIS IS HOW I DEFINE COURAGE: 


Courage is also what it takes 
То sif down and listen . 


[en OTHERS 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians, 
I BELIEVE THAT WHEN ІТ COMES TO 
ESPECT, IT'S NOT ABOUT WHO GETS IT BUT 
WHO GIVES IT. 


THIS IS HOW I SHOW MY RESPECT FOR ANIMALS 


THIS IS HOW I SHOW MY RESPECT FOR MOTHER EARTH 


THIS IS HOW I SHOW MY RESPECT FOR UNIVERSE 


Info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


; Hey 
Py INTELLYJELLYians, | 
1 am super fast. 


Woodpeckers can peck wood up to 20 
er second. Their beaks grow 
wear and 


times p 
constantly fo compensate for the 
tear of pecking, which can add up To 


12000 pecks per day. 


Rey 
| INTELLYJELLians, 
Гат stronger 
than you. 


Jellyfish have been living for over / ፦ ዘህ Ν 
650 million years, without a brain, | የ. መዬ 


a heart or blood. k. me before? 


inating ond 
not only the 


iNTELLYJELLYian: 
Di 
H S Sai Mahathi 
Uellori 


There are over 70000 Tüpes of 


spiders spinning their webs in the 


world, 


m @ 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, DO YOU READ 


CURRENT AFFAIRS ONLY ABOUT THE 
SUCCESS OF OTHERS, OR 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


The 400-year-old Danish Fort in 
Tharangambadi, also known as 
Tranquebar, is set to undergo а 
facelift worth 3.5 crore. This fort that 
was constructed by the Danes in 
Tharangambadi in 1620, is also referred 
to as Fort Dansborg’ in the Danish 
language. The fort was used as a base 
for the Danish East India Company's 
troops who had established a colony 
along the Coromandel coast. Later, its 
administration was handed over to the 
British and then to India after 


independence. 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYia ХО YOL 


CURRENT AFF; ABOUT THE 
SUC, DF OTHERS, OR 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


The Indian government has launched a rescue operation in 
Sudan to evacuate its stranded citizens. The operation, 
named Operation Kaveri, is currently underway. As per 
official data, around 4,000 Indians are stuck in 
Sudan. The indian government has deployed two C-130s 
aircraft and the navy ship INS Sumedha on standby to 
evacuate Indians from the violence-hit African nation. 


Sara: World's First Robotic 
Check-in Assistant 


Sara is a robotic 

assistant designed to 

facilitate the check-in 

process at Emirates’ 

new City Check-in and 

Travel Store located in 

Dubai's financial 

district, Equipped with 

facial recognition technology, Sara can match the faces of 
customers with scanned passports, check them in, and guide 
them to the luggage drop area, The robot can also print boarding 
passes, making Ше check-in process more efficient; Future 
versions of Sara will have arms to transport luggage. 


AFFAIRS 


Send us any one 
recent News that you 
know and have read about 


DEAR READERS, THERE ARE VARIOUS 
WAYS TO SAY A DIALOGUE. CAN YOU HELP SATTAN 
CHOOSE THE BETTER WAY? 


DAD,LOOKFOR Ὗ »- 
Д MY RACKET, I WILL GET f DAD, COULD 
М LATE FOR CLASS. ( YOU PLEASE HELP ME F SIRE ) 
= Y MY RACKET? 


WITTY WAY 
( оғ 
А WACKY WAY? 


HEY, BUDDY, I WAS p". 


HEY, BUDDY, 
v WAS JUST KIDDING. 
ТАМ SORRY IF ፲ 


HURT YOU. ш 
ы pi — 


JUST KIDDING. DON'T | 
ACT LIKE A BABY. s 


WITTY > 
oR 
WACKY WAY? 


Si puedes soñarlo 
_ puedes hacerlo. 


Wenn du es 
träumen kannst, | 
kannst du es tun. / 


BELOVED iNTELLYJELLYians, 
HERE IS CHINMIN. COME, LET'S SEE HOW WE 
SAY ТЕ YOU CAN PREAM IT, YOU CAN 
РО IT IN DIFFERENT LANGUAGES. 


E Situ peux e 
ВЕ. \ rêver, tu peux 
адиб ni néng méngxiüng, / * 
_ πὶ jiù néng гид dao. 3 


Фа ኅል 


ж т 


Зе puoi sognarlo, 
puoi farlo. 


e 

ENERMTEST, 
Yumeomirukotoga | 
dekireba, sore o jitsugen / 
५ dekimasu. 


Where should a monkey 
go if she loses her tail? 


Japanese 


To a re-tail-er. 


AYSHA SANIAH S. 
Chennai 


INTELLYIELLY'S value based 
stories are the need of the hour 
for our children. They help instill 
good morals from а very young 
age, Each and every page in the 
magazine is curated 

that enhances a child's thinking in 


AD 
ኣሥ 
PRIYANSHI AGARWAL 
Bangaluru 


Thanks iNTELLYJELLY for 
the amazing magazine! 
My kids eagerly wait and 
finish the magazine 
activities on the very first 
day we receive it. 


VIVAAN CHOUDHARY 
Chennai 


INTELLYJELLY has been а 
‘eat companion for my 
kid, It teaches good morals 
and values, and is very 
entertaining at the same 
_ time. It is one of the best 
| magazines for children. 


ARE YOU NEXT? 


SHROMONA ADHYA 
Kolkata 


INTELIYIELLY magazines аге 
very interesting and help in 
fun-learning for kids. They have 
comics, puzzles and sudokus 
which are very enjoyable for 
children, Every comic piece has 
а storyline which is of moral 
value. Youngsters will enjoy 
reading this magazine. ë 


AARUNYA 

Bangaluru 
INTELLYJELLY is a good 
magazine which contains 
educational content and 
activities for kids. My kid 
loves this magazine. 


Send us your 
Newiews at 


info@INTELLYJELLY.com 


> “Тһе winners will receive o FREE ^. Aarin Dutta 
with their next month Nishant Reddy 
HOW DO THE BONATONA GUMMIES IMPROVE book with thei isha d 
1) | YOUR IMMUNE SYSTEMS? ርይ рани i А 
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WHICH BIRD IS CAPABLE OF REVERSE FLIGHT? 


HOW DOES CONSUMPTION EFFECT GLOBAL 
| 2) | WARMING? 


WHAT IS THE KOCHI WATER METRO? 


HOW DO YOU DEFINE COURAGE? 


| vw a À / E WHAT EXACTLY IS OPERATION KAVERI? 


WHAT ROLE DOES COURAGE PLAY IN 


uj ACHIEVING SUCCESS? 


መ 


WHAT IS ZERO SHADOW DAY? 


a 


AT WHAT SPEED CAN A WOODPECKER PECK? m 


iNTELLYJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 


and send them to us here 


ғ” ሐረደ πμ 
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a T 
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Ж 
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2 FIVE PILLARS OF 
A FULFILLED EXISTENCE 


— 3 


- 
I WAS THINKING 
| THAT MOVING SACKS 
WAS POINTLESS 
LABOUR AFTER ALL. 
SATTAN, YOU ` 
NEVER FAIL TO 
IMPRESS. 


y BUT DONT YOU THINK 


< COULD HAVE REFRAINED 
FROM SCOLDING ME OFF FOR 
DISRESPECTING THAT 
~ PERSON? 


IDIGEST10 coupon code 


at checkout. 


SCAN HERE 


О 
Probiotic Gummies 


to reduce sick days. 


— -።- 


ү X» 0 


| ВОМАТОМА 
NL Сит 


Rated 47 оп а 


Available on: amazon Flipkart LẸ 


тлтл 179 Бу. неліт| Ант С) CRED 


So far, you read... 


India wins the Indo-China championship. 
Mystery Minder Mia manages to program 
the Chinese robot IPSY to dance to Indian 


Kaba is found stealing food from the villagers. 
Prisha, Sattan and the police officer are successful 
inlocking down one of Kaba's storage facilities. 


— ος 


WHAT NEXT, DADAJI? 
` 


TIME FOR ALONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


> 
They all are celebrating when Sattan G rushes 
to Dadaji with a letter. Dadaji's old friend, Balan, 
has requested his urgent help with something. 


The fugitive wood smuggler, Kaba learns of 
Dadaji's visit and sets up a trap to catch his army. 
Some members of the police force are also under 
Kaba's influence. 


What happens next... 


እ. 
Beloved iNTELLYJELLYians, Ў 
it fills us with pride to know that 


you all pick up new information ! 
quickly and are not afraid to 
take the reins when necessary. 
We would like to share some of | 
the responses that we have 
received. 


1 nave commen سيم‎ (puak k= —— 
DOES МОТ моме өлме of the tare пара that 


Ф س‎ 2 қы, йа 
JOES NOT በመ ойым ví the two steps that cause | m 
— to ከወፍ. 4 P 


mE TN IET Rr T4 


cms rra демеген нысы መ -— $ 


Вр. αἱ οὐ. „йш темен ልፊ Sd"‏ س 


е 5 МОТ кезе өле э! the buo staps Uns couse 4 bee D 
int | жарымын. 
መ መጨው ә. 
μα. © ver 2—5, 10 


1 have consumed 
Share a pic of your 


DOES NOT involve either of the two steps that cause CONSUMPTION sheet at 
damage to nature. info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


S Y) FIVE PILLARS OF 
A FULFILLED EXISTENCE 


ле гай Вето, РЕЗРЕСТ 


MORE VIKTUALITY Author: Animesh Tiwari | Co-author: Shakun 


THE WOOD SMUGGLER, KNOWN AS KABA, WHO IS ON THE RUN, HAS BEEN STEALING FOOD FROM THE 
VILLAGERS. PRISHA, SATTAN AND THE POLICE OFFICER HAVE BEEN SUCCESSFUL IN LOCKING DOWN 
ONE OF KABA'S STORAGE FACILITIES. 


or, SCOUWDREL ሂ በምም АТТАМ. Ñ 


| YOU НАМЕ МО WAY | | C'MON, LET'S GIVE THE | 
\ OF ESCAPING МЕ ኣ MAN SOME RESPECT. / 


GIVE RESPECT WELL... FIRST OF ALL, NOT UNTIL A JUDGE 
TO HIM? WHY? А SAYS SO. SECONDLY, WHY SHOULDN'T WE 


THE MAN IS 
scoundrel: \ ` А THUG. < д 
a person who treat 
people very badly and hos по, 
mora! principles 


RESPECT HIM EVEN IF HE IS? 


RESPECT 15 THE 
| FIRST THING WE 
OFFER TO 
ERYBODY. / 


ም. DIFFERENCE WILL IT MAKE, | WHEN IT COMES TO 
PRISHA? HE IS AN EVIL PERSON. E) RESPECT, IT'S NOT ABOUT 
WHO GETS IT BUT WHO 
- GIVES TT. _ 
} 


I WORRY MORE V 
ABOUT YOU THAN) 
1 DO ABOUT HIM. 


[3 ARE THEY! A 
BUNCH OF KIDS! NO! 
NO! NO! 


SEND THE INEFFECTIVE 
SECURITY GUY OF THE 
WAREHOUSE OVER HERE 
IMMEDIATELY! HANG THESE 
%л$л FOR A WEEK! 


) YOU IMPLY THAT KIL 
ULD RESPECT 
ULD IT T 


WHY ONLY YOUNGER 
ут JLDER OR OLDER TO 
| YOUNGER? EVEN EQUALS 

HAVE MUCH TO LEARN 


ROM EACH OTHER 


ALL 
IG THINGS SHOULD Ü 
BE TREATED WITH 


JOURNEY? SHOULDN'T 
THE ROAL 


IF ONLY KABA HAD THESE 


STORIES AND POEMS WHEN HE 
WAS YOUNGER, HE COULD HAVE | 


BENEFITTED SO MUCH 
^ _ FROM ТНЕМ. _ 


Important people т your life 


Alisha was in her second month of MBA 
school when her instructor sprung a 
surprise quiz on the class. As a diligent 
student, Alisha had breezed through the 
test until she reached the last question: 
"What is the first name of the woman 
who cleans the school?" 


There must be a joke here. Several 
times, she had CROSSEP PATHS 


with the cleaning 


woman. Alisha 
— ο 


remarked, "How 
| know 


(тл a m 


her name? 8॥ | know is that she is tall, 
has dark hair, and is in her 50s." 


She submitted her assignment without 
having answered the last question. Right 
before the class was dismissed, one of 
the other students raised the question 
of whether or not the final question 
would count towards the quiz grade. 


The instructor responded firmly, "Many 
people in your life will assist you in 
some manner or the other. They all 
deserve “semen г апа 

acknowl t, even if all you 


do is to smile : ‘hello’. 


ТЕ KABA HAD READ THIS 
STORY, HE WOULD HAVE 
REALISED HOW TO BEHAVE 

ТО BE RESPECTED. 4 4 


When it came to athletic ability, 
Viraj had no doubts. Winning was 
always the top priority for him. 


One day, Viraj took part in a 
citywide running competition. He 
was one of the twelve boys from 
neighbouring towns to take part in 
the competition. viraj 
summoned all of his willpower and 
courage. He triumphed and finished 
first. The crowd applauded him as 
the winner was announced. 


He was still not happy with himself 
after the victory. He had always 
daydreamed about being carried 
on the shoulders of his admirers 
and thought, "I am not getting the 


respect that | deserve." 


Suddenly, something clicked in his 
head, and he began yelling, 
"ANYONE ELSE? A NEW RACE?" 


A wise old man was observing him. 
He advanced, bringing along two 
fresh opponents, an elderly 
woman and a blind man. 


Viraj looked at them in 
bewilderment. "What is this? 
That's hardly a race, Sir!" objected 
Viraj. 

"Are you not ready to accept the 
challenge?" enquired the old guy, 
SARCASTICALLY. 

Viraj replied strongly and loudly, "I 
am. ALWAYS!’ 


ምሥ” "ሺ soon as the race began, the old 
woman started panting and the blind 
man collapsed to the ground leaving 
Viraj the winner. 

When Viraj threw his arms up in the 
air to celebrate, he was met by 

stunned silence. 


"What could have happened?' he 
wondered, and asked the wise man, 
"Why aren't people cheering for 
me?" 


In response, the wise old man said, 
"Race again, but this time, finish 
together." 


After some consideration, Viraj 


ην 


57% УЕ I 
Мм. ti ZZ WML 


returned to the starting line and too 
his place between the elderly 
woman and the blind man. As soon 
as the race began, he took their 
hands and began to walk slowly 
towards the end line. 


In theory, all finished the race 
together. People were genuinely 
impressed by him. They ran onto 
the racing track and began giving 
Viraj bear hugs of adoration. All the 
people in the audience wished him 
well. 


The wise old man whispered in 


Viraj's ears, "This time, with the race, 
you have won реор!е 5 respect." 
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ም THIS IS A TOUCHING TALE 
OF A MOTHER'S LOVE 
AND RESPECT For 


HER CHILD. 


Teenage Amba received clearance 
from her mother to see her friend. At 
this point, the sun was directly above 
her head as she began to walk. 


After a short while on foot, she 
stumbled upon her mother's 
misplaced hairband. 


Amba turned back to her mother rather 
than continuing the walk to her friend's 
place. She happily bestowed upon 
her mother the band. Mom popped the 
hairband on her head and told Amba, "I 
always feel better with this 

band; you are always so 
thoughtful." $ 


Amba's spirits were lifted, and she 
continued on her way to see her buddy. 


Palak, Amba's sister, overheard the 
exchange. 


A while later, Palak enquired, "Your 
favourite band seems dirty! It needs 
to be washed before you use it." Palak 
persisted, "Why did you think so 
highly of Amba when she returned 
the band to you?" 


Mom responded, beaming, "| respect 
the passion with which 
she walked in summer 
for me. | feel nothing 
but gratitude for her." 


та time | happen to notice 
A dirty old broom 
Entangled with far worse fabric | 
| picture pristine floors, 
walkways 
and fresh washrooms, 
I feel the want to bow 
down desperately , 


The above poem is about paying respect to a dirty broom. Do you have any more 
recommendations on how we might consciously show respect to the world around us? 


1 Lamp post because it provides us light in the night. 
because 
because. 
because 
because 


because. 


Share a pic of your 


STORY «POEM = 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


7 DEAR INTELLYJELLYians a Жый 
// CAN YOU WRITE A SHORT | > ο 
TALE OR POEM ОМ ए WRITING 


== ANDSHOW  / A. Stories | 
. Ито МЕ? — [ 


RESPECT 


ኣ 


А 


Oo fs 
RESPECT { WRITING | 
4 Stories ./ 


کڪ 


City 
from my parents for my writing because 


Share a pic of your 


STORY «a 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


АН НА! 1 SEE YOU THERE 
ТМ 50 THRILLED YOU TWO 


ARE HEREI MANY AMAZING | 


EXPERIENCES I WISH | 
TO SHARE WITH а 


AMONG OTHER 
THINGS, WE SPENT THE 
L| NIGHT IN A TREEHOUSE AND 


N 


O FOUND THE 

IT FEATURES 

| GETTOPRISHA AND | 340 PAGES OF ENTERTAINING ACTIVITIES, 
SATTAN RIGHT AWAY. 4 TALES, TRIVIA, JOKES AND MUCH MORE. 


=a INTELLYJELLYians, THERE ARE VARIOUS 
WAYS TO SAY A DIALOGUE. CAN YOU HELP SATTAN 
CHOOSE THE BETTER WAY? 


ሪ =p LET'S SWITCH 
LET'S SWITCH | < š OFF THE LIGHTS. | 


OFF THE LIGHTS 


WITTY WAY 


OR NO, 1 WANT ок, MOM. 1 WILL READ IN Wi 


WACKY WAY? TO FINISH READING THE MORNING. THE OTHER 1 


TRAVELERS ARE GETTING 
DISTURBED. 


+ : - THIS BOOK TONIGHT 
3 -፦ 


I LOVE THESE 
COOKIES... I WANT 
TO EAT THEM ALL. 


WITTY WAY 
OR 
WACKY WAY? 


t 


MANNERS ARE THE BEHAVIOURS THAT YOU SHOW WHEN YOU ARE 
AROUND OTHER PEOPLE. HAVING GOOD MANNERS MEANS THAT YOU 
ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL. 


Good Manners 


HOW GOOD ARE YOUR MANNERS? 


Fill in the blanks with the words given below. 


please sorry excuse me 


Could you 
English. 


. could you repeat that? 
_ мегу much for your help. 

! love flowers. 

- I cannot come tomorrow. 
for all your help. 

for hurting you. 

show me how to open it. 
pass the salt? 


E MONT orm моми 


fener = | unn — ( [inn πα WT 


کک ا 0(  —‏ 


Draw lines to match the phrases with the pictures. 


Be friends A 


ЕН 
— (2 


Follow Rules ш 


Clean Up A 
Be Kind 


Share a pic of your 
пег sheet at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 
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YOU'VE DONE A FANTASTIC JOB TODAY, SATTAN AND PRISHA 
MY SUPERIORS HAVE THE INVENTORY OF KABA'S STORAGE 


AND HERE I WAS 
THINKING THAT 


POINTLESS LABOUR 
AFTER ALL 


SATTAN, YOU 
NEVER FAIL TO 
IMPRESS. 


BUT DON'T YOU THINK 
YOU COULD HAVE REFRAINED 
FROM SCOLDING ME OFF FOR 

DISRESPECTING THAT | 
PERSON? 


THAT WAS NOT SCOLDING BUT 
A FRIENDLY ADVICE. I HOLD 
ኣ YOU IN THE HIGHEST RESPECT. 


HERE THEY ARE! ГМ ОМ 

| PINSAND DLES WAITING | 

\ FOR QUIC TIONS BY THE 
POLICE 


~ 


HERE IS MY INFORMER. \ 


HE AL HAS SOME 
INFORMATION ABOUT 
KABA 


OGLE PROVIDE 

INFORMATION 
| REGARDING KABA WOULD ВЕ 
2 „| FANTASTIC. HE НЕ 


τ ui 


, 3 WHAT A TERRIBLE 
JOKE, SATTAN. НЕ HE! 


THE CLOCK IS TICKING, 
7 MA'AM. I AM AWARE OF THE 
| PLACE WHERE KABA IS HIDING 3 
THE JOURNALIST HE 
~ ABDUCTED. 


ЈУ 


Time is running out ДВ 


4 
«С — <] 
JOURNALIST! @ Ф WHEN? ፪ 


THE NEWS 
REPORTER WHO COVERED 
КАВА EXTENSIVELY WAS 
pex Бл x FAI THE DAY BEFORE. 


LET US 227 со 
ATHERE. I AM SCARED. 


/ EAT ALL YOU CAN EAT, BUT PLEASE PAY ME. TODAY IS ` | IF YOU'RE TOO 
| MY DAUGHTER'S NINTH BIRTHDAY, AND SHE HAS ASKED ҒОР | | STUBBORN ABOUT THE 


| 
\ NOTHING MORE THAN А NEW PENCIL CASE. I NEED MONEY. Л | MONEY, YOU MIGHT | 
к — Z NEVER SEE HER | 


б 


-- 
THEY CAN МОТ DO AWAY E mm | REMEMBER 


SUCH ATROCITIES! I WILL GET RESPECT! 
EVEN WITH THEM ^***(#% = 


4 | AND IGNORE 


? 
5 ፻ EVERYTHING? 


LET'S DO EVERYTHING WE CAN TO TEACH. ኣ 
THEM A LESSON, BUT DO IT RESPECTFULLY. DO 


.. BHISHMA IN THE MAHABHARATA? 


/ THEY FIRED ARROWS Y 
AT EACH OTHER BUT | 
WITH RESPECT, | 
RIGHT? / Y 
e R 


ABSOLUTELY! | 


( = 
q dum SE А | ንን 
МНАТ 16 НЕ ህዞ " 


"PRISHA, 1 HAVEN То? 
А GREAT IDEA. 


A ONLY зе 


iNTELLYJELLY [ml 


A E 
DIGEST = 


_WHAT HAPPENS NEXT? / HAPPENS NEXT? / 


w - INTELLYJELY STORIES, COMICS and ACTIVITIES! 
L 
(s | 


Now buy 
GA 
DIGEST 


ot 
2840 
2756 only 


Ға 2 
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ነ те: Use coupon code 
A ‹ Š DIGEST10 
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-— KEEP READING 
INTELLYJELLY 


WHAT NEXT, РАРАЛ? 
` 


TIME FOR А LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


е ЕТ 
WILL DADAJI BE ABLE TO MEET PRISHA SATTAN G. IS COURAGEOUS BUT WHAT 
AND SATTAN TODAY? IS IN HIS MIND THIS TIME? 
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DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, I HELPED YOU THROUGHOUT 
THE BOOK BY SHARING THE MEANINGS OF WORDS. 


DIG, DIG, DIG, WORD MEANING DIG 


I NEED YOUR INTELLIGENT HELP NOW. FLIP 


THROUGH THE PAGES, DIG OUT THE MEANINGS OF 
THE WORDS GIVEN BELOW AND WRITE THE! 


DUNGEON: 2 v PINS AND NEEDLE: 


Mysentence usingthe word ON PINS AND NEEDLE: 


SCOUNDREL: 


Mysentence using the word SCOUNDREL: 


Mysentence using the word EXPANSE: CLOCK IS TICKING: 


Mysentence using the word CLOCK IS TICKING: 


Dig the word 
meanings and send 
to us at 


info@INTELLIELLY.com 
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Probiotic Gummies ሚረር 


to reduce sick days. 


WHAT MAKES US 


ፍቃ 


BONATONA 


HEALTHY iNTELLY JELLYians 


DEAR iNTELLY JELLYians, 
HELP MIA TO FIND BONATONA CANDIES. 


IMMUNITY 


Available on : 


amazon Filpkart р тлтл ES HP. нел.т Аят 


Name 

Age City. 

Поме my BONATONA Probiotic Gummies because of MY IMMUNITY / BETTER DIGESTIVE 
SYSTEM/ SKIN HEALTH /YUMMY TASTE / ALL OF THEM 
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One of the longest cartoon Hairier than Tangled 


Stories Disney has ever fold In Tangled, 20 animators and 10 


Zootopia, clocking in at 108 software developers were tasked 
minutes, is the second longest with keeping Rapunzel's hair in 
animated film in Disney history. At check, despite the fact that it 

126 minutes, Fantasia is the only only consisted of 100,000 to 

film longer than this one. 200,000 individual strands. 


The length of Zootopia is just 
about ideal for the exciting tale it 
tells and the rich world it is 


developing. The film received widespread critical 
acclaim, with a lot of praise directed 

Towards the film's animation, 

characters, humor and 


themes abouf diserimination and social 


ሥ 


stereotypes. 


Whatis the motto of Zootopia? 
y 


— (и 6) — 


= 


Есе PRINTING 


UNWANTED PORTION. 


Ф Oil paints are made of pigment powder 
and oil, usually linseed oil. They take 
longer to dry than most other paints and 
require special care when using and 


cleaning. 


OIL PAINTING 15 THE MEDIUM LESS FOLLOWED 
COMPARED TO WATER COLOURS. THE PIGMENTS USED IN 
OIL PAINTINGS ARE SUSPENDED IN OILS AND TAKE A 
LONGER PERIOD OF TIME TO DRY. IT ALLOWS THE ARTIST 
TO MAKE CHANGES IN THE PAINTING BY PEELING OF THE 


е A recipient of the Padma Bhushan in 2005, 
Ramachandran has several other prestigious awards 
to his credit, including the Raja Ravi VermaPuruskar 
іп 2003 and the National Award for painting in both 
1973 and 1969. 


Май your art at 


into @INTELLYIELLY.com 


WHEN THe eceAN CAME То MAANViZHi 


Script: Priyadarshini Panchapakesan 


"My soul is full of longing for the 
secret of the sea, and the heart 
of the great ocean sends a thrilling 
pulse through me." 
- Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 


aanvizhi had never seen the 
ocean. Whenever her friends 
spoke about it, she had nothing 


to contribute. No matter how hard she || А я 


er 


tried, she simply couldn't imagine the 11 
BY 


large expanse of water. 


One day, Maanvizhi decided to skip new lesson on the ocean, and she didn't 
School. The teacher was about to starta want to be apart of that. 


After school, Maanvizhi's friends came 
== to visit her. They brought a book which 
had many pictures and facts about the 
ocean. But Maanvizhi refused to read it. 


She did not want to know about the ocean 
through books. 


Тат an author, teacher and storyteller. | want to make a 
difference in the world through simple words and small 


acts of kindness. | love writing on subjects that are usually 
ignored, brushed under the carpet or sidelined. All my writings 
have a strong streak of gender equality and emphasize the need 
to protect and conserve the environment. In my free time, | 
conduct storytelling sessions for children, where | discuss my 
stories and read out extracts from my books. 
https://www.authorpriyadarshinipanchapakesan.com/post/pan 
el-discussion-women-inspiring-change-ukiyoto-publishers 


That very night, Maanvizhi’s parents 
gave her a CaSSette that contained 
videos about the ocean. But Haanvizhi 


didn't want to watch videos either. 
Reading books or watching videos would 
not give her the feeling that she was 
looking for. 


The next day, Maanvizhi continued to 
stay at home. No one forced her to go to 
school, and she once again sat by the 
window. She was feeling helpless, but 
she simply did not feel like going until 
she could feel and imagine the ocean by 
herself. 


That evening, Ms. Kalvi came to 
Haanvizhi's house. She had noticed the 
child's absence and understood that it 
was related to what she was teaching in 


school. Hs. Kalvi gave Maanvizhi a 


INTELLYJELLY 
Reader 


CONCh and told her to place it upon 
her ear. She promised that Haanvizhi 
would now be able to imagine the ocean! 


Наапуігћі immediately placed the 
conch upon her ear. She could hear a 


Есе love iNTELLYJELLY 


1 would like to thank iNTELLYJELLY, Mr Animesh and his team for being Amayrahs 
mentors and her biggest supporters in her writing journey. They were able to bring out 

her desire to not only write, but to write to the best of her abilities. The event N 
organised by them to launch her book and the build up to the event were done + 
exceptionally well. | wish the team many more successes ahead. 


- Непа Bhatia 


V a wide continuous 


area of something 


soothing sound that felt like the breeze. She | cassette: a small, flat, 


1 М rectangular, plastic container 
was immediately transported to the ocean! She Mad nac НЕЕ oio ined 
to record and play back sounds 


could feel the salty air, frothing waves, and ብዬ a urge stad shell or 


fine sand! The ocean had come to her at Last! VIR ο See ን TORII 
that lives in it 
helpless: unable to care for 
yourself or protect yourself esp. 
MORAL against danger 
За " frothing: small white bubbles 
You obtain what you really, on the surface of a liquid; 


really want. fan 


" Have you ever placed a shell or a conch on your ear? What can you 
ж һеагм/һеп уои до? 


Express yourself and 
share with us at 


info(PINTELLOELLY.com. 


Vocabulary 


DEAR iNTELLYJELL Yians, 
READ CAREFULLY AND 
COMPLETE THE 
CROSSWORD PUZZLE. 


Earth's only natural 
satellite 


Morning star 


Titan is the largest 
moon of. 


Smaller bodies in orbit 
around the sun 


. The star at the center 


имами of Solar system 
in synchronous ኣ 
rotation with Earth. N - The blue planet 


Its near side is marked by . Largest planet in the 
large dark plains (volcanic | Solar system 
‘maria’) that fill the spaces 
between the bright ancient 
crustal highlands and the 
prominent impact craters. Á 


Smallest planet in the 
solar system 


Our galaxy 


Seventh planet from 
the sun 


Distance travelled by 
light in а уассит іп 
one tropical year 
Farthest planet in the 
solar system 


The red planet 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians, 
UNSCRAMBLE THE WORDS RELATED TO THE 
FRUITS GIVEN BELOW. 


WORD SCRAMBLE 


АМАМАВ 


ІВАКСКЕВЕУ 


OHYAICREM 
CERRYH 
PEGARS 
GVUAA 
IWIK 
MELNO 
GAMNO 


APYPAA 


extremely 
pleased or 
happy 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, 

WE ALL HAVE FEELINGS. WE EXPRESS OUR 
FEELINGS USING FACIAL EXPRESSIONS, WE SMILE 
WHEN WE ARE HAPPY AND WE FROWN WHEN WE 

ARE SAD. LOOK AT THE WORD SEARCH AND 
FIND THE EXPRESSION WORDS. 


5 
5 
А 
о 
о 
м 
ር 
о 
L 
D 
Tm 
5 
H 
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Please refer to page 44 
for answers. 


HOCUS-POCUS! EVERYBODY FOCUS. 
THIS ACTIVITY IS FUN, IT WILL SOON BE DONE. 


LOOK AT THE PICTURE CAREFULLY AND 
NOTICE WHAT ALL IS WRONG. FIND 
EIGHT SILLY THINGS THAT ARE WRONG 


What is 
always moving, 
never tired, and 
dread not being 
admired? 


Skill: Develops concentration, attention Please refer to page 44 
to detail, knowledge and social skills for answers. 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians, 
SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY 
SOLVING THIS 


Monogram Puzzle 


WITH ME. 


HOW TO SOLVE 


+ Numbers оп the side (later 
clues, sometimes called 
number bars) represent how 


many squares you need to 


color (i.e. colored squares, 
later boxes) in that line. 
Between those boxes there 
must be at least one empty 
space (later cross). 


fer to page 4 


Click a picture and 


share with us at 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


WORD SCRAMBLE 


BANANA, BLACKBERRY, CHERIMOYA, CHERRY, 
GRAPES, GUAVA, KIWI, LEMON, MANGO, PAPAYA, 
PEACH, ORANGE 


пп 
ппййниппп 
| | | | | 


What s Wrong? 


There are flowers on the diving board. 
There is a boy paragliding from the diving board. 
There is ап octopus in place of the diving instructor. 
There is a donut instead of an air tube. 
There isa cat fishing in the swimming pool. 
There is a boy diving from a pencil. 

17. Thereisa soup can in the water rope. 

: 8. Thereisachefinthe pool. 

19. Thereisa submarine in the swimming pool. 

: 10. Awalrusis playing the guitar. 


VOCABULARY FUN 


; EMOTIONAL INTELLIGENCE 


ART 
^ 
° 


-о»--г<кт 
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My favourite teacher is Parminder 
Е Bhamra because she is very 
sweet and nice with all kids and 


doesn't scold at all 


My ፤ 
Teacher is 
Ms Parminder 


Kaur Bhamra 


Dear iNTELLYJELLIans, let us know who your favourite 
teacher is and what makes him/her so special. 


==] 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


EET Favourite Teacher is Mrs Prathyusha 
because she is kind, patient, witty and 


encouraging. She is the best teacher 


ur 


Yashika oh, Although she does not teach me now, she 
ad 


will always be my favorite teacher. Mrs Prathyusha 
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Напіуа has a distinct flair for creative 
writing and beautifully expresses her 
imagination. We admire her initiative to 
write in your magazine and wish her all the 
very best in her journey of creative writing. 
- Bushra Amanullah 

Principal 

Crescent Matriculation and Higher 
Secondary School, Chennai 


Haniya has been an ardent reader of story 
books since her formative years. Although 
she is very selective about forums where 
she expresses herself fully, she is very 
articulate when it comes to writing and has 
a great sense of humour. 
We are hopeful that her 
flair for writing 
continues to develop 
and become stronger, 
and she becomes a 
successful author in 

the future. 
- Mrs. Sumaiyah 


| think | broke the vase 
The one grandma had gifted 
It had the mast pretty face 
| told my mum in disgrace 
| didn't have the time 
But | tried with all my might 
It was precious as a dime 
It had a pretty chime 
Hy leg hit its stand 
It tried to catch the vase 


but it slipped through my hand 
And before my eyes, it erasked on the Land 


Banaeem and - Haniya Hassan, 13 years 
Mr. Abul Hassan 7th Standard, Crescent Matriculation and 
Parents Higher Secondary School, Chennai 


Author 


of the 
Month 


Sara Raichur is a very diligent child who is always 
trying to make things more creative. She is the 
favorite of all her teachers because of her 
inquisitiveness. She is а very calm and 
composed child who is always ready to help her 
classmates and has positive interactive skills. 
She is also an attentive listener. She follows the 
concepts accurately and applies it in her 
writings. The school management and her 
teachers are very proud of her and wish her the 
very best for all her future writings. 
- 6. Anuradha 
Principal, Bangalore International High 


Sara had inculcated a reading habit at a very 
young age. She loves fiction. She can sit for 


hours together till she completes reading a 

novel. She has recently developed an interest በ 

writing too. She started writing a diary every 

day before going to bed. Then, she slowly came 

up with stories from her 

imagination and started 

writing them. ! love how 

INTELLYJELLY is giving a 

platform and encouraging 

budding writers to take 
them tothe next level. 

- Bharat Raichur and 

Priya Radhakrishnan 

Parents 


Author and Publish e г. 


Creative Writing Workshops. 


Why Are Ants So Small? 


Once, there lived an inventor called “Inventor 00000' 
loved inventing various machines that gave out special rays. 
With that, he invented a ray machine and named it Tiny Bob’ 
The machine could make anything tiny. He thought he would go 
for a stroll to test the machine to see if he really could make 
anything tiny. While walking, he aeciderrfalhy tripped over 
arock and the machine got activated. The rays of the machine 
accidentally hit an ant and it became so small. Doodo did not 
know this and simply walked away. All the other ants saw this 
tiny ant and started teasing for being so small. The tiny ant 
felt helpless and it became sadder and sadder day by day. 


When winter was near, all the ants decided to qo out and collect 
food to store it for the winter. They had to plan so hard and be 
careful to not be seen by any insects or birds and become their 
prey. But, on the other hand, this tiny ant went all over the 
place collecting food without any fear at all. 


All the ants noticed that the tiny ant was so happy without fear 
while they were always scared of going out. They αἱ got 
together, discussed and went to the tiny ant to apologise and 
ask how he turned so small. The tiny ant explained the incident 
of the magical machine with rays. Then, all the ants planned 
to go to 00040 s place asking him to turn them all so small 
Doodo agreed and happily started the machine. Soon, all the 
ants were so tiny. The news spread Like a fire all over the world. 
All the ants from different parts of the world started 
visiting Doodo. He became a very famous inventor. It was from 
then on that the ants were dl. so small. 


- Sara Raichur, 09 years 
3rd Standard, Bangalore International High School, Bangalore 


Author 


of the 
Month 


Lasya Lasya is quite a talented girl. She exhibits 
good conceptual understanding. Also her keen 
interest to narrate stories is remarkable. The 
power of her imagination is well reflected in her 
writings. She is blessed with a creative mind and 
all she needs is more practice and exposure to 
write, | genuinely appreciate her for coming up 
with such good stories and presenting them ina 
sequence. May success follow her in whatever 
she does and | wish her all the best for a bright 
future! 
Mrs. Quratul Ayen Syeda, Principal 
Geetanjali Olympiad School, Hyderabad 


Sree Lasya is a very competitive girl and she 
has zeal to learn many new things. She has had 
an interest in listening and narrating stories 
from the age of one. She started reading books 
from the age of five and she loves to read 
books. She is passionate about writing stories 
using her imagination. She 
likes to write about things 
that happen at home and 
school. We wish her to 
be successful in 
anything she sets her 

mind to. 
- Mr. Srinivas and 
ቅ ታ-. Haritha 
Dhanwada 
Parents 


My School Annual 


॥ was the time when | was in the classroom and my Maths period was 
going on. Hy teacher was teaching when we heard the announcement 
that after two weeks, on Sunday, there will be an Annual day at my 
school. Hearing that, everyone in the classroom got very excited 
about the annual day event. There was a Lot of excitement among all the 
students because we were having an annual day event after two years. 

Due to Corona, ме had only online classes and there had not been any 
such event in a Long time. The teacher asked us to give our names for 
the activities we were interested to participate in. | gave my name 
for the dance performance. 


I was on cloud nine, waiting for the day to come. | had been learning 
dance from my dance sir in school. After | had spent а few days learning 
the dance, my dance sir changed the theme of my dance and changed 
the dance steps too. Now, there was only one week left for us to 
practice. Suddenly, | got sick and | was not able to go to school. | was very 
worried about my dance practice. Luckily, the next day, | got better 
and went to school. | started practicing the dance again and | felt happy 


Unfortunately, | had a fight with one of my classmates. By mistake, | 
Stepped on her foot and she started fighting with me. One day, when | 
was practicing my dance steps, my efassmtate with whom | had a fight 
pushed me and fell down from the stairs. Due to that, my leg got injured 
andl went to the doctor. He advised me to take an x-ray and | had to wear 
an ankle brace. The doctor also advised me to rest and asked me not to 
dance. | felt very sad that | could not take part in the annual day dance. 
but strangely | had great relief from the pain. | still had some pain but | 
bore it and | did the dance practice. Finally, the day came where | had to 
perform on the big stage wearing make-up and jewelry with a very nice 
costume. | was so excited. After my dance performance, the audience 
applauded and clapped. | danced on a Kashmiri song and everyone 
liked my dance performance. Then. | forgot about all the misery that | 
had experienced during my practice and my wish to perform on the 
stage came true. | learnt the Lesson that when we have a strong will, we 
also have a way to achieve it. The event was a great success and became 


one of the мез? memorable days in my life. 


- D Sree Lasya Sudha, 09 years 
Geetanjali Olympiad School, Hyderabad 
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Creative Writing Workshops А 
TUM) πο ορ NY 


Savitha B 


Creative Writing Workshops 


Author анд Publish s 


S tor TOPIC #1 
Impromptu Y Mia and you are playing with your favourite 


n, let your imagination "Ү toy and suddenly the toy starts talking to 


ick our pe 
Pick up Y you. Write what you will do? 


INTELLYJELLY expands the child's creativity, and there are so 
many activities that children love to do. Overall, it is good for s аб 


- 
the children. ነኝ 
- Suparna Майу Bu ርታ Author 
E 


& Publish 


info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


AISHANI GARG ЗАМСНПА BHUSARI 
Ambikapur (C.G.) Nagpur 


INTELLYJELLY is the best 

| friend my child has now. 
Reading stories with moral 

| values and doing fun 

activities has helped my 
daughter reduce her 
excessive screen time to a 
minimum. 


+ 


AARUSH BARNWAL 


INTELLYJELLY is the only 
magazine my son Aarush 
waits for. As soon as he 
gets the magazine, һе 
forgets to watch television 
and gets lost in the stories. 
and activities. Thank you, 
“INTELLYJELLY. 1 


ARE YOU NEXT? 


VIVAAN KASHYAP 
Bengaluru 


My son eagerly looks forward 
to the issues, and it feels so 
nice to see him read and 
proactively solve all the puzzles 
given in the book. He and his 
friends like the facts and 
related examples, which makes 
them easy to understand, 
remember and create interest. 


ADHRIT VIJAY 
Alwar 


INTELDOELLY is a great magazine for 
‘kids. Of all the various kids’ series, 
this is Adhrit's favourite magazine. 
АМТЕЦУЈЕЦУ keeps Adhrit 
constructively engaged and 
entertained. This is a very good. 
magazine to heip develop a reading 
habit among kids, and as they say 
"Reading opens the door to 
different worlds’. Happy Reading! | 


Send us your 
Newtews at 


info@INTELLYJELLY.com 


Ea 15 respect? 


BEING RESPECTFUL MEANS YOU ACT OR 

SPEAK IN A WAY THAT SHOWS YOU CARE 

ABOUT HOW YOU ARE AFFECTING OTHER 
PEOPLE, PLACES AND THINGS. 


WRITE OR TYPE AN EXAMPLE OF HOW YOU COULD SHOW RESPECT FOR 
PEOPLE, PLACES AND THINGS. 


Respect for 
PEOPLE 


Respect for 


Нарру 
INTELLYJELLYian 


Respect for 


TURE 


Respect for 


FRIENDS 


info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


Неу 
INTELLYJELLYians, 
Lam so costly. 


а mole can dig 

a funnel up fo 

300 feet long 

in just one 

night in дігі 

soil. At tunnel 

entrances, the 

dirt is kicked 

out by the 

3 have Най s. It is believed that mole using its 
Legs መመ А ће bees сап hind feet into 
detect wind direction, so they can hills of mud. 


navigate in windy conditions. 


Spiders are found on every 
continent of the world except for 
Antarctica. 


"mm shortest commercial fightin the world 
is between the Scottish Islands of Westray 
and Papa Westray, If covers only 1.7 miles 
and takes just 47 seconds 


C Y ABOUT THE 
OTHERS, OR 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


ER United Kingdom is bracing itself for 
unprecedented heat wave conditions as 
meteorologists warn of the arrival of the 
African Plume, a meteorological 

phenomenon that brings scorching 

temperatures from the Sahara desert to. 
Europe. The impact.of.this. weather 
m is expected to result in *recerd'- 


Yatra;Phase-U = 


΄ 


aziabad-Aligarh 


= 
The Sagar Рапкгата Yatra Phase- Ж 74 
V, an ambitious initiative by Gh 
the Government of India, was / 


recently launched Бу Union Expressway N 
Minister Parshottam Rupala. This 

phase aims to address the The Ghaziabad-Aligarh Expressway has witnessed a 
challenges faced by remarkable achievement with the construction of a 


fishermen and other 

stakeholders, promoting their 
economic upliftment through 
various government schemes. 


100 kilometer long road in a record time of 100 hours. This 
accomplishment is a testament to India's progress in road 
infrastructure and has garnered praise from top leaders. 


— u Q —— 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYic O YOU READ 


CURRENT AFFAIRS ONLY ABOUT THE 
SUCCESS OF OTHERS, OR 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


New, 


The new Parliament 
building in India is an 
architectural marvel 
that represents the 
ethos of the nation 
Inaugurated оп Мау 
28, it is adorned with 
intricate statues and 
motifs inspired by 
ancient sculptures, reflecting the rich cultural heritage of 
the country. At the six doors of the new Parliament building 
statues inspired by ancient sculptures take center stage. These 
majestic figures hold deep historical and cultural importance, 
capturing the imagination of the nation. 

а Е 
Prime Minister Modi В 
Receives Highest | 
Honours from Fiji and L^ 


Papua New Guinea 


Prime Minister Narendra 
Modi's leadership and 
contributions have been 
recognized and honored 
with various prestigious 
international awards 


Georgi Gospodinov, a 
prominent Bulgarian 
writer, has gained 
international acclaim for 
his thought-provoking 
from different countries works that delve into the 
and organizations. In a 2 complexities of human 
recent development, he am dix existence. He recently 
received the highest ፡ became the first Bulgarian 
homers from Fiji and 1 = to receive the International 
Papua New Guinea. 2 з 7 = Booker Prize. 


BELOVED INTELLYJELLYians, 

HERE IS CHINMIN. COME, LET'S SEE HOW WE 

SAY THE BEST WAY TO PREDICT THE 

FUTURE IS TO CREATE IT. IN DIFFERENT 
LANGUAGES. 


1а meilleure 
= facon de prédire 
l'avenir est 


" La mejor forma 


de predecir el futuro ) | _ 10८६ weiléi de zu) hào fangfd 


es creandolo. | - .. Jiüshi chudngzdo 18 


- Птодо ` 
migliore per prevedere 
il futuro é crearlo. 


| Әлі) 


Der beste Weg, die 


| Zukunft vorherzusagen, 1 E 


ist, sie zu gestalten. „4 


m «ГР океј 
REFN EROS S wt oe 
KXtüBTSckCY. \ P 
Mirai о yosoku suru sairy | m 
nohh wa,miraiosz / 

ги kotodesi 


What did the 
astronauts do when 
they got tired of 

watching the moon? 


Japanese 


German 
They called it a day. 


“Тһе winners will receive а FREE Gaurav Sasmal 


WHAT ARE THE ADVANTAGES OF BONATONA book with their next month Chirag Potdar 


GUMMIES? magazine delivery. 
WHICH IS THE SOLE NATURAL SATELLITE OF ` 


£) EARTH? 


WHY IS RESPECT ONE OF THE FIVE PILLARS OF \ / 


| 2) THE FULFILLED EXISTENCE? 
WHAT 15 THE MORAL OF "WHEN THE OCEAN 


(2) CAME TO MAANVIZHI' STORY? 


HOWDO YOU DEFINE RESPECT? 


COMMERCIAL FLIGHT? M 
WHICH IS THE MOST EXPENSIVE WOOD IN ' 


2) THE WORLD? 


WHAT IS THE LESSONS IN ZOOTOPIA? 


DEFINE SAGAR PARIKRIMA. 


INTELLYJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 
and send them to us here 


τ Age: 8-12 years 


"m FIVE PILLARS OF 
ፍይ “A FULFILLED EXISTENCE 


NNT RESPEC 


YOUR HELP! 


А massive 


INTELLYJE 348-pages collection packed with 


M Е GA Value-based COMIC STORIES 


Astonishing FACTS 


that will make your child the star 
of the next trivia night 


— SURPRISE 
: FFER 


2840 


3699 only 


COUPON CODE 


EU eckout. 


SCAN HERE 


О 
Probiotic Gummies 


to reduce sick days. 


Rated 4.7 on a 


Available on: amazon Flipkart | f 


тлтл104 Ыы нелт АРТ (©) CRED 


\ س 
India wins the Indo-China championship.‏ 


Mystery Minder Mia manages to program 
the Chinese robot IPSY to dance to Indian 


tunes. 
= yewa 
= 4 


s 


k 
9 


Dadaji plans a long road trip in his camper- 
van. He also teaches his army the magic of 


SURYA, ARGHYA. 


Kaba's temper flared up. He became much more 
brutal. Dadaji rescued Mia and Arjun from the 
guest house and set out on the road to join Prisha 
and Sattan in their quest for justice. 


= NEXT, DADAJI? 
` 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


, 


They all are celebrating when Sattan G rushes 
to Dadaji with a letter. Dadaji's old friend, Balan, 
has requested his urgent help with something. 


፪ 


FFICER 
GROWING 


THE 


The fugitive wood smuggler, Kaba learns of 
Dadaji's visit and sets up a trap to catch his army. 
Some members of the police force are also under 
Kaba's influence. 


> ENTERTAINING ACTIVITIES, 
TALES, TRIVIA, JOKES > мое 


What happens next... 


= ow Q === 


THEY САМ МОТ DO AWAY WITH SY, SATTAN! REMEMBER 
SUCH ATROCITIES! I WILL « RESPECT! 
EVEN WITH THEM ^***( 


#5 тсмо 
EVERYTHING 


EVERYTHING WE CAN TO TEACH 
ON, BUT DO IT RESPECTFULLY. DO 
ECALL THE BATTLE BETWEEN ARJUN AND 
BHISHMA IN THE MAHABHARATA 


| ABSOLUTELY! | 


ee 


EAT IDEA 


cm ሺ м” ы 


НЕ HE! SAMOSASI IS бе OBSERVE МЕ, > YOU THINK 
THIS THING REAL? SO, | PRISHA. TLL DO MY IT WILL WORK? 
WHAT EXACTLY DO YOU | \BEST TO EARN YOUR Í T 


HAVE IN MIND? \ ADMIRATION. 4 
Р ы? ee 


Pm (бі 


GOOD HEAVENS: 


[5 7 f: THEY'RE SO SMART. í = 
ЖТТ» 7 ልዩ SAVVY, COURAGEOUS, $ 
COURTEOUS AND GENEROUS. 
TRUE INTELLYJELLYians 


THEY ARE 


FAILS, REMEMBER THAT | 

| THERE ARE 25 MORE 

N LETTERS IN THE 4 
be ALPHABET. 4 


i Ç 


ATTAN'S PLAN SEEMS 4 


E NEVER ME T 
COURAGEOUS 


AS SATTAN 


5. 


С 
sedative “ 


a substance that 
makes you sleep 


STUFFED T lOSAS М 
MIXTURE OF SEDATIVE H 


Р ARE YOU* WE KNOW YOU ARE A 
WHY ARE YOU GOOD REPORTER WHO 
HELPING ΜΕ: KABA IS SCARED OF. LET 
> | 4 US BE QUICK 


STOP! I WILL 
NOT ALLOW ТНА 
TO HAPPEN! 


I MAY BE OLD, BUT MY 
MUSCLES ARE STILL STRONG 
ENOUGH TO HANG YOU UPSIDE 


DOWN-COME, JOIN ME IN COMBAT! FEISHA,PLEABE DONT 
| | ADVISE МЕ TO BE RESPECTFUL 


TOWARDS HIM RIGHT NOW 
ENOUGH IS ENOUGH! 


DO WHAT NEEDS 
I RESPECTFULLY ui TO BE DONE. BUT BE SURE TO ነ 
REQUEST THAT YOU ACCEPT MY ACT RESPECTFULLY WHILE 
r CTFUL ЖА: ON YOUR DOING 


> RESPECTED FACE, SIR 


i Y 
OH NO! YOU PUNCHED 
HIM A LITTLE TOO HARD 


जद = 
7 ALLIDIDW 
Е ОМ НІМ 5ОМЕ 


v sa WANT WOW! SUCH LUCIDITY 

OF THOUGHT IS UNUSUAL 

HOLY COW! PARTNER PLAYER 

PRISHA, YOU ARE A TRUE 
LEADER 


WHY ARE YO 
TRYING TO HELP ME? I 
WAS THE ONE WHO 
CHALLENGED YOU TO 
Я BATTLE 


3 YOU FULFILLED YOUR 
T RESPONSIBILITIES, SATTAN FULFIL 
HIS, AND I AM NOW PERFORMING 
MINE. HAVE А FEW SIPS AND YOU'LL መ 
_ FEELBETTER. Аб ет 


Нн PEOPLE 
WILL HELP HIM RUN 


I STUDIED 
JOURNALISM 
AND АМА А 


JOURNALIST 


D GET AN 
EDUCATION. „/ 


KABA WOU 
TERRORISE My ENTIRE 
FAMILY AND TAKE 


TO BE BUILT IN THE 
MMUNITY 


HIM IF THEY WERE 
EDUCATED‘ 


” I HID IN A CAVE FOR SEVERAL MONTHS WE" THE JOURNALIST Ч 
AND WORKED NONSTOP TO COMPILE WHAS SUSTAINED SERIOUS 
EVIDENCE AGAINST KABA. BEFORE I WAS INJURIES. LET'S GET | 
ABDUCTED, I HANDED OVER THE PAPERS Mil, HIM TO THE HOSPITAL Д 
_ TO A 100-YEAR-OLD MONK “p... ASAP. 


a 


= THERE IS THE 2 
2 AMBULANCE! 5 


WE ARE HEADING TO THE : 
HOSPITAL RIGHT NOW, me I JUST HAPPENED TO PASS f 
THE JOURNALIST GAVE THE BY A TEMPLE. IT IS IMPERATIVE | 


EVIDENCE TO A MONK WHO HE SA THAT I SEEK HIS GOD'S 


WAS A HUNDRED YEARS OLD. BLESSINGS 
> 


Аш 
ALSO, DADAJI, I'D LIKE 

TO EXPRESS MY GRATITUDE TO I LOVE YOU, Ñ 
ህ 2 US BEC 

YOU FOR HELPING US BECOME ክነ CHILD. А ) 


4 CP 


| SO, РАРАЛ, Is ) 
|THIS A TEMPLE 


f THIS 1$ 
MONASTERY 
Ξῃ mm ( WHAT IS A 
| MONASTERY? 


A MONASTERY IS A 
y RELIGIOUS PLACE WHERE 
BUDDHIST MONKS LIVE AND | 
WORSHIP. MONASTERIES ARE | 
ALSO KNOWN AS 'VIHARAS 
ν 


А LOT. 


EXACTLY. IT SEEMS 


= - 
IT SEEMS LIKE KABA SI и | 
HAR BEEN ЧЕРЕДЕ. Í LIKE WE ARE THE ONLY | 


>. ONES PRESENT HERE. 4 


„те МЕ САМ СЕТ 
SOME AID FROM THAT 
SHEPHERD. 


ἣν “ገግ 


І НАУЕ CALLED —— 
YOU MANY TIMES AS МУ amm MIA, MY CHILD, ARE 
FRIENDS AREIN Í YOU POSITIVE б 
) TROUBLE! DO YOU NOT | vour DEMEANOUR 15 | 


а РЕНЕ? RESPECTFUL? 
{= | = 
2 L 


“~~ 
d 


Гат ik, Ë 
Oly, 


=" 
A way of looking and 


behaving 


σον 


OH,ITRuY “q 
APOLOGISE: ANNA, 
PLEASE FORGIVE ME 


HAVE YOU COME 
Ма HERE LOOKING FOR 
መጨ THE OLD MONK? 


፳7 INDEED, ANNA! 
_ PRECISELY 


HE GAVE ME A 
LETTER FOR YOU. 
HERE IT IS 


N - n 58 gou get there, have 
THE DIRECTION thats inthe shy, 
ТО THE NORTH! WHICH YY NORTH WILL ALWAYS BE ON ; 
WAY IS NORTH? __ YOUR LEFT IF YOU FACE THE 
— : DIRECTION WHERE THE 
SUN RISES 


& BUT H 
DETERMINE THE 


" 100 STEPS ARE DONE. THERE 
IS NO WAY TO GO UP HERE. HOLD ON! WE 
HAVE WE DECIPHERED THE CAN GO UP. DO YOU 
LETTER INCORRECTLY d ALSO SEE WHAT 1 


TUNE ` Қы YOU ARE TALKING 


THERE? I CAN нот) T^ 2 4 ALWAYS ENJOYED 
ra IMB TREES. А q CLIMBING TBEES, 1 


LIKE SATTAN 


HAVE NEVER CLIMBED | 

ONE TO SUCH l 

HEIGHT. OH, I'M SO À 
NERVOUS 


YOU WILL ALWAYS 
! ВЕ NERVOUS 
J UNLESS YOU теу , 


Шо” 


Й / NEVER! SATTAN G НЕ НЕ! 
TALKS LIKE МЕ 


бе 


RJUN, THE NEST MIGH | « ን ОМОК LOOK 
ይ 
EASE BE CAREFUL š ва 


= 
Success i achieved by | 
Walking a challenging path, 

Š 


iNTELLYJELLY ig 


_МНАТ HAPPENS МЕХТ?_/ HAPPENS NEXT? MEGA 
DIGEST 


A colleci 348 Pages filled wit 
INTELLYJELY STORIES, COMICS ond ACTIVITIES! 


Now buy 
MEGA 


DIGEST 


ot 
2840" 
2756 only 


Use coupon code 


w መመ READING 


INTELLYJELLY 


WHAT NEXT, DADAJI? 
` 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES. 


፥ 
WILL THE ARMY BE ABLE TO SOLVE DADAJT'S FRIEND, ВАСАМ 5 PROBLEM WITH 


KABA? 


WHAT MAKES THE ROLE OF THE 
JOURNALIST SO CRUCIAL TO THEM! 


DREAMS BRAKE 
FOR NO ONE 


Which of the above quotes from the film did you enjoy the most, and why? 


Click the picture and 
Send us 


The film was actually written and Theo is a snail with a dream 
directed by a snail, whose dream was 


to someday make people bolt upright 
in bed asking if there really was a 
movie about 8 snail racing the 
indianapolis 500 who failed to give it 
up even after a high-speed collision 
with a lesser noddy who dreamed of 
being the guy in accounting known for 
shutting down movie projects 


An IndyCar was parked inside 
the DreamWorks studio during 
the production to provide 
artists immediate access to the 
race cars featured in the film. 


In the scene where Turbo 
news about wanting to 
500, the bottom of 


sauce his brother 
E. 


breaks the 
race in the Indy 
the label on the hot 
is sitting next to says 
proouct 


CAUSES DEATH . 


ams (¢ Ty 9 = 


RYAN REYNOLDS 
- питво 


MANNERS ARE THE BEHAVIOURS THAT YOU SHOW WHEN YOU ARE 
AROUND OTHER PEOPLE. HAVING GOOD MANNERS MEANS THAT YOU 
ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL. 


Good Manners 


HOW GOOD ARE YOUR MANNERS? 


Маси the questions with the correct responses. 


If you walk in front of someone, 
you say ... 

If you let someone use something 
you are using, you are ... 


Areyouok? | 


Гат Sorry! 


When you ask for something, you 
зау... 


Respect 


When you receive something from 


Nice to meet you | 
someone, you зау... š . 


When you receive a gift, you send 
less 


Thank you! 


If your parents ask you to do 
something, you show them ... 


Please! 


If you make someone else upset or 


Thank you card | 
sad, you say ... ы 


If someone is having a bad day Sharing! 
and you see them upset, you say... ڪڪ‎ 


When you meet someone, you Excuse me! 


How аге your manners? 
Puta tick (V ) or cross (X) in the box, under the appropriate picture. 


tm 


n 


£: мъ 
Pulling hair Greeting each other 


= = 
IS 4 
ш тт y 


э ле 
* T: 4” А 


μον Т? ç. 
Teasing animals Saying 'Thonk you'! 


Share a pic of your 


manners sheet at 
infoGPINTELLYJELLY.com 


CARTOON ART FORM 


А CARTOON 15 А TYPE OF VISUAL ART THAT IS TYPICALLY 
DRAWN AND FREQUENTLY ANIMATED IN AN UNREALISTIC 
OR SEMI-REALISTIC STYLE. SOMEONE WHO CREATES 
CARTOONS IN THE FIRST SENSE IS CALLED A CARTOONIST, 
AND THOSE WHO CREATE CARTOONS IN THE SECOND SENSE 
ARE CALLED AN ANIMATORS 


=e 


Rasipuram Laxman, shortened to R.K. Krishnaswam 


Laxman, the Indian cartoonist behind the popular 
comic strip You Said It, was born on October 24, 
1921, in Mysore (now Mysuru), India, and passed 


away on January 26, 2015, In Pune. 


The ‘соттоп man’, a bulbous-nosed, 
bespectacled observer with a dhoti and а 
unique checkered coat, functioned as the 
silent narrator of Indian life and politics 


in his cartoons. 


Mall your art at 


info @INTELLY)ELLY.cOm 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, 1 HELPED YOU THROUGHOUT 
THE BOOK BY SHARING THE MEANINGS OF WORDS, 


INEED YOUR INTELLIGENT HELP NOW. FLIP 
THROUGH THE PAGES, DIG OUT THE MEANINGS ОҒ 
THE WORDS A GIVEN BELOW AND WRITE THEM, 


SLUMBER: EASIER SAID THAN DONE: 


Mysentence usingthe phrase EASIER SAID THAN DONE: 
Mysentence using the word SLUMBER: 


fc 


SEDATIVE: 


Mysentence using the word DEMEANOUR: 


Mysentence using the word SEDATIVE: | 


8 —-TFP 
L A 


My sentence using the word NODDING: 


BOASTING: 


Mysentence using the word BOASTING: 


info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


EAR INTELLYJELLYic 


с OSTRICH POLICY? | 
Ol CTS IN 


Ostrich Policy 


Белі тъ | 
TS Dacos 02: You need more time. 
scr dli 04: Well! You are learning. 
6 07: You are an iNTELLYJELLYian. 
pretending that it | 10. You are a HAPPY INTELLYJELLYian. 


does not exist Оти. 
ATT g? 


Sudoku 


LIFE IS LIKE SUDOKU; ALL YOU HAVE TO DO IS 
PUT SOME PIECES IN THE CORRECT SPOTS, AND 
EVERYTHING ELSE WILL FALL INTO PLACE. 
DEAR READERS, SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY SOLVING 
PUZZLE WITH ME. 


я Qd 


Тат a large African bird 

Ë with a long neck and long 
legs. ! can run very quickly 
but cannot fiy. 


21150 Uy uamsuy 


Click a picture and 
share with us at 


nce, there lived an eagle named 
Ariel. It could fly high into the 
sky with its broad wings. 


"You are great. No one among us сап 
beat you in racing high up in the sky,” 
said Sparky sparrow. 


“Оһ, yes! You are so right,” said Hia 


Hynah, nodding her head knowingly. 
| get so fired flying from one tree to the 


other.Icantdreamofsoaringuphighin | 


the sky like Ariel does. 


"And what would you say about me then?" 
asked Quacky the duck, gloomily. | have 
big feathers but | can hardly fly!” 


Illustration: Agantuk | 


One day, Woodsy decided to have a talk 
with Ariel and said, "Му dear child, it is 
important for us to remain humble, kind 
and friendly.” 


Ariel did not bother to Listen to him. 
Instead, she whispered to Sparky, 
“He is an old chap. Why would | 
listen to him?" 


One fine day, Ariel м 


Mrs. Sudha loves to 9 9 


explore the world through 
the eyes of a child. She thinks 
a story is a wonderful 
medium to express the angst, 
curiosity and feelings of 
children in different 
situations 


plane called Black Bird. It moves at the 
speed of light and has tremendous 
attacking power." 


"It is quite extraordinary," praised Sparky. 


"Would it mind giving me a ride on it...it's 


$0...50...huge, sputtered out Quacky. 


As Woodsy was explaining this, the Black 
Bird suddenly started doing somersaults. 


“This bird is truly majestic without an 
equal,” said the Ben vulture. 


The others too looked at it with awe and 
wonder. This admiration of the Black Bird 
made Ariel cringe with anger. 


"What's so great about it? | can easily beat 
it," said Ariel, with arrogance. 


Ariel shouted with blinding rage and 
said, | am going to challenge that 
Black Bird for a race and defeat it. You 
will all have to accept me as your 
queen." 


And without a second thought, she took 
flight towards the sky. In no time, she 
was flying very close to the plane. The 
pilot got alarmed and swerved the 
plane 10 avoid hitting Ariel. But Ariel 
was not the one to give up and she 
followed on. However, slowly, her 


' [love INTELLYJELLY 


Му child loves and thoroughly enjoys the INTELLYJELLY 


strength started deteriorating. After 
all, she was a real bird. She was no 
match to a plane! 


All of a sudden, Ariel began to get 
breathless and was hardly able to move 
her wings . She fell downwards and 
ended up in a muddy puddle. She was 
badly hurt with broken feathers and 
was ina pitiable state. 


Her friends immediately swung into 
action. 


magazines. Every month, she eagerly waits for the book ; 


tobe ዘነ ከፀ hands. 
- Rohan Shinde 


INTELLYJELLY 
Reader 


"First make her a bed of leaves to rest on and then get some herbs to apply on her 
wounds," ordered Woodsy, immediately. 


The birds nodded and flew in different directions. They worked day and night to 
nurse their poor friend back to health. 


ААНег a fortnight, there was a considerable improvement in Апе 5 
health. She realized that she had been foolish to be E 4 Qo" 
scornful. А, за 


"Thank you, friends! This incident has taught me that ие сап ው 
win only by our good deeds and not Бу physical strength. | bendi tins 


to ” 3 3 head) in a short, quick 
promise tobe humble from now оп, said teary-eyed Ariel. ў nyse as 


of assent or greeting 


АЦ her friends were happy for Ariel. They clapped speaking with 


exaggeration and excessive 


enthusiastically as Ariel took to the skies once again. pride, especially about 


oneself 
about than to do 


MORAL arrogant and 
Fly high, but stay grounded. ሒል ies 


ም Ariel did not pay heed to Woodsy's advice. Do you think what she 
i at did was right? 


Express yourself and 
share with us at 


info(BiNTELLELLY com. 


„ жш ее МШ 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, 
DO YOU LIKE TO PLAY CHESS. 


ARE THE FACTS BELOW 
TRUE OR FALSE? 
CHECK THE TRUE FACTS. 


knight | rook bishop queen pawn king 


A —— сап only move many squares 
longitudinally or laterally. 


(3) A — can move one square in any direction. 


can move fwo squares forward on its 
Or 


(s) — — — can move mang squares in any 
(s) direction. 


O) 


G ) A — can jump another piece. 


(8) A —— can move in an L shape. 
— =® 


What do you 
call an ostrich 


NL iJoke! 


M ብ 
CHECKMATE IN ONE MOVE “መቸ CA 
1. You are playing with “28 
the black counters in both 1 and 2. 
2. CHECKMATE your opponent in eme move. 


An emu. 


Name 


Age. City 
Click the picture & 


| love playing CHESS because Send us to 
info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


ο... refer to page 54 for a 


35 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, 
SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY 
SOLVING THIS 


QNonogtam Puzzle 


WITH ME. 


سے 
HOW TO SOLVE‏ 


Numbers on the side (later olues, 
sometimes called number bars) 
represent how many squares you 
need to colour (i.e. colored squares, 
later boxes) in that line. 

Between those boxes there must be 
at least one empty space (later 
cross). 


Аве 
For my NONOGRAM PUZZLE, | have got 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, HERE ARE bor) ም 
А FEW SIMPLE STEPS TO SOLVE 
1. READ THE WORD LOUDLY. 
2. KEEP SAYING THE WORD LOUDLY UNTIL YOU FIND IT. 
8, AS YOU FIND EACH WORD, KEEP CIRCLING IT. 
SOON YOU WILL FIND ALL THE WORDS. 
ALSO CHECK OUT THE POINTS YOU SCORE BELOW. 
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g Z > r > Z @ — О > 
д<-і<огты--а- 
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POINTS TABLE 
: Ромо : 
OSTRICH [ |: cimizen [ ] : SIGNAL LJ 
Tower [ |! Guests | ] : SNAKE 
LANTERN |. ] } твдмне| |] : AMAZING 
: wave [| | : anas 


ITTY INDIAN 


Script: Payal Das | Illustration: 72 DPI 


ONE DAY, BIRBAL WAS INVITED TO A AS SOON AS BIRBAL ENTERED THE HOUSE 
RICH MAN'S HOUSE FOR LUNCH. д 


BIRBAL, ON 
PEOPLE ON T 


НА НА НА! NO. 
OF THEM ARE С! 


BIRBAL WAS CONFUSED. 


— ALL BUT ONE ARE MY 
THEN WH SERVANTS OR WORKERS 
ARE THEY = -- 


IS THIS АМО 
PRANK BY Y 


HE HE! YES! CAN 
IDENTIFY THE GUES 


BIRBAL PUTS HIS PLAN TO WORK. 
HE WHISPERS SOMETHING INTO 
THE RICH MAN'S EARS. 


C y ὋΝ 1 ОШОН A JARRING 
I WILL FIND OUT EXPERIENCE. 
DUR REAL GUEST. Ja 


қ 


-- ΑΝ 


እ НЕ WAS THE GUEST? 


HOW DID YOU 
FIGURE OUT THAT 


1 HAD HEARD 


YOUR WIT, BUT TODAY, I HAD THE | 


PRIVILEGE or WITNESSING 


LAUGHED Ат 
KE THAT I HAD 
STED BUT THIS MAN DID NOT 


Birbal is known f 
his wit, wisdom 


presence 


of mind and humoui 


Birt 


HOW THe MONKEYS сет THEIR TALS 


God, the Creafer, made humans and 
monkeys. God also made tails. But 
God created the tails separately. He 
made the tails and then just left 

| them Ший there on the ground. 


The monkeys, being monkeys, were 
ይ very curious. They liked to pick 
4 ' up things that were just Lying around 
р and play with them. So they picked 

| up the tails and started to play with 


them. 


wouldn't come 
off! 

That is 
how the 
monkeys 
got their 
tails. 


Author and Publish- КЕ 


Creative Writing Workshops— 


One monkey stuck the tail on his 
back. Then all the other monkeys 

copied what that monkey 
did... and the tails < 


iKnow! 


w 


Note: Pourquoi [por-kwa] 
means ‘why’ in French. 
These tales often start in the 
past, e.g. A long, long time 
одо... and end when the 
explanation is complete. 
Pourquoi tales make readers 
WONDER ABOUT THE 
VARIOUS THINGS IN THE 
WORLD. It accelerates 
children's wondering, 
thinking, and exploring 
abilities. 


Dear readers 

Now that you have read the Pourquoi Story, it’s time to wear a writer's hat and 
become one. The following are two prompts for you to choose from and now write 
your own Pourquoi Story. 


Write your 
Pourquoi Tales 
1 love iNTELLYJELLY Se me 
Great magazine with lots of wonderful fun-filled activities that my 3 


daughter really likes. Good job, team INTELLYJELLY. 
- Sarita Joshi 


As teachers, mentors and pathfinders, the 
Delhi Public School fraternity finds great 
inspiration in the shloka from the Mundaka 


Upanishad embedded in the Atharva Veda. 


It is the constant endeavor of teachers to 
guide their students to align their efforts 
with their aspirations. | wish my students 
another year of insightful experiences and 
achievements. May the arrow of your 


aspiration move in the right direction. 


- Mr. Anil Kumar 
Principal, Delhi Public School, Faridabad 


Ojas loves to write with his own 
imagination and experiences. He's been 
writing for a while now and surprises 
everyone with his work. 
He makes it a point to 
write about something 
or the other often. He is 
enthusiastic, and picks 
any scenario and 
writes a whole story 
aboutit. 
- Mrs. Меһа and 
Mr. Prateek Mittal 
Parents 


Author анд Publish 


Creative Writing Workshops— 


An Incredible Dream 


One дау. | was playing a business game with my brother. 
Suddenly, my mama and mami came to my room. | was 
shocked to see them! They came to Surprise me on my 
birthday. 


My mami said, "Come outside, | have bought a toy house for 
you. It has rainbow coloured walls and а swimming 
pool on the roof top with a hot water facility." 


Ну тата said, "Hurry up, | have bought a nine feet Long 
cake for you as it is your ninth birthday. The cake has 
blueberries, mangoes, red grapes, litchies, cranberries, 
and many more yummy fruits. 

| got excited and ran out to see what they had got me. | 
could not resist tasting the mouth-watering cake. 
But as soon as | opened my mouth, my mom said, “Wake up 
son! Wake up son! Your school bus is about to come." 

My dream suddenly turned into a nightmare 

When | narrated the whole story to my mom, she said, "It is 
your excitement for your birthday and your wish list 
that you were dreaming about. A very happy birthday to 
you my big boy. Мау all your dreams and wishes come true 
and you always stay happy. 

| thanked her and happily went off to school. 


- Ojas Mittal, 9 years 
4th Standard, Delhi Public School, Faridabad, Haryana 


“В 


Author 


of the 
Month 


“The more that you read, the more things you 
will know. The more that you learn, the more 
places you'll go" - Dr. Seuss 
A budding writer and a poet, Reyansh has 
always been inclined towards reading. He 
always looks forward to exploring different 
books. Whenever we used to get new books for 
the class library, he would use his free time to 
read each one of them one by one. Over time, 
we have seen him taking an interest in writing 
too. The coherence of thoughts and creativity in 
his ideas allows him to exp himself 
beautifully through stories and poems, We 
hope that his creativity keeps enhancing and his 
passion for writing keeps on blooming further! 
- Principal, 
Shikshantar, Gurgaon 


Reyansh has been a story lover since very early 
days. Не is a voracious fiction novels reader. He 
сап read books non-stop for hours. His writing 
work is vivid and colourful. He wants to be an 
author when he grows up. He is a very gentle, 
empathetic and kind person. He likes playing 
the keyboard and the harmonium, and sings 
Indian classical songs. His favourite games are 
chess and football. He loves 
to solve all the puzzles 
Sudoku, etc., given in the 
INTELLYJELLY, He is really 
excited to have his work 

published. 
- Ritu Jain and 
Atul Mehra 
Parents 


They dance in the rain 
Prancing with gain 
Their feathers are pretty and Long 
As they fall along 


It is soft and multi coloured 


And it is very honoured . 


They have a magnificent crown 
And they are rarely found in town. 
They make a yelping sound 
And they are helping around. 


- Reyansh Mehra, 9 years 
4th Standard, Shikshantar, Gurgaon 


Hearty congratulations to the proud parents for 
instilling great values in Manya and for being 
her constant source of encouragement. She has 
ingenuity and ascertainment in achieving her 
goals, Her writing skills are evocative and 
stimulating like her. 1 commend her оп her 
success, and | look forward to seeing even more 
great things from her. 
- Mrs. Rachna Agarwal, 
Principal 
SKS World School, Noida 


Мапца, a brilliant and imaginative nine year 
old, is a class 5 student and is making her mark 
n the world of storytelling. Her passion for 
weaving stories is fueled by her love for 
reading, which has exposed her to a diverse 
range of literature. Manya also enjoys exploring 
nature, and she often draws inspiration from 
the world around her. As а proud and 
supportive parent, we 
eagerly anticipate watching 
Manya's literary journey 
unfold and the many more 
fantastic stories she will 
create for the delight of 

children worldwide. 
- Mr. Ара! Goel and 
Mrs. Maneesha бое! 
Parents 


In ancient times, ants were Large. One day Lily, a 
young, Mischievous ant, threw a huge stone on 
her fellow ant just for fun. The poor ant was 
pressed under the stone and became very tiny. She 
was furious. 


Nobody could see her. The other ant said, "Nobody 
other than small insects can see you. Hence, 
nobody can attack you. We also want to become tiny 
like you."So they started throwing stones on each 
other. From that day all ants became small and tiny. 


~ Manya Goel, 9 years 
Sth Standard, SKS World School, Noida 
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“ፌሮ”‏ ج 


Author 


of the 
Month 


It is wonderful to see that a monthly 
magazine has selected a creative writing 
assessment as one of its best stories! 
Creative writing can be fun, and CP Indra's 
story certainly does justice to that notion! 
Indra is passionate about reading and can 
always be found with a book in her hand. 
Warm congratulations to her! Very proud 
of this! 
- MS. Jyothi Menon 
Principal 
Ekya School ITPL, Bangalore 


Indra has always been imaginative and 
her school has always encouraged children 
on creative thinking as a part of the 
learning process. Indra has been writing 
stories, riddles and also 
has made an awareness 
campaign by painting 
pictures across the 
apartment to promote 
the concept of saving 
the Earth. 
= C.S. Parameswaran 
and Sudha 
Sankaran 
Parants 


Author and Publish de 


Creative Writing Workshops—— 


Four Animagus Friends 


Lily, Ruby, Cathlin and Maya were close friends who did 
everything together. Cathlin was а werewolf, and she never 
used to go out after 6:30, but she kept her true identity as а 
secret, 


They al went on a camping trip. They paired up to до and collect 
firewood. Lily and Cathlin were paired and were having so 
much fun. Cathlin had forgotten to check the Lunar Chart 


It was a FULL MOON that day. When they started collecting 
firewood, Cathlin saw the full moon coming out and was in a 
hurry to send Lily back to the camp. But Lily was busy collecting 
wood and Cathlin s framsformation began. Her legs doubled, 
hands became Longer, nails grew in Length, nose turned into a 
muzzle, and her clothes ripped apart and fell to the ground 


Lily turned to look for Cathlin. Seeing the Werewolf, Lily 
screamed which alerted Ruby and Maya. They sprinted 
towards Lily. They saw the werewolf and got scared. Seeing Lily 
faint, they ran towards her. Ruby helped Haya heave Lily on to 
Науа 5 back. 


Ruby somehow created a distraction for the werewolf so 
that Maya could take Lily to the camp. The werewolf pounced on 
Ruby, but she escaped with one broken hand and went straight to 
the camp. 

Once they all recovered, Lily, Ruby and Maya turned into 
Animagus*. Ruby turned into a cat, Lily into a dog and Maya into 
an otter. 


They made Cathlin's transformation not only bearable, but 
the best times of their life 


“Апітади5: people who can transform into an animal at will. 


- CP. Indra, 13 years 
7th Standard, Ekya School ITPL, Bangalore 
T Ro DES DS 


The statement Ап apple а day keeps the 
doctor away’ is scientifically proven 
Apples have shown abilities in reducing 
bad cholesterol levels which is essential 
in keeping a healthy heart 


Bears use a variety 
of sounds to 
communicate. 
Clicking and 
grunting sounds 
are usually signs of 
a friendly bear. Іп 
contrast, huffing. 
maoning and 
shuffling indicate 
discomfort for a 
possibly agitated 
bear. 


Like human prints, each 
individual koala's fingerprint has 
а unique pattern, 


Са havea 
total OF 42 teeth 
n they are 
fully grown. 


à animal 15 


eX Living: veri 
ascar radiated 


ed at ihe age of 188 १४० 
Hay 


३००५६ 
rsin 


The Longe 


9 
4965 


Shivam M 
HAEC 


The nation, 
al anii 
d animal of Scotland iç 


unicorn, 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, DO YOU READ 


CURRENT А! 


CURRENT 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


w CHANDRAYAAN:-3:India:sMission|]to) 
| SoftsLandlonlthelMoon’siSouth]Polel 


Chandrayaan-3 represents India's continued efforts in 
lunar exploration, with a focus on showcasing its 
soft-landing and roaming capabilities. Chandrayaan-3 
ча k в India's third lunar mission, following the 
4 > Chandrayaan-2 mission, with the goal of achieving а 
Y soft landing on the lunar surface and deploying a 
777 rover. Chandrayaan-3 aims to showcase India’s 
capabilities in landing and exploring the Moon's 
South Pole, а region known for the presence of 
water molecules. 


" Tejas MK-1 Completes 
. World's Largest ᾽ 7; Years of Service 


Ramayan Temple 


А monumental praject has commenced in the 
| East Champaran district of Bihar as the 
construction work of the *world's largest 
Ramayan temple' got underway on June 20. The Tejas Mk-1, India's indigenously 
This temple, poised to be taller than the developed fighter aircraft, has marked a 


renowned Angkor Wat temple complex in significant milestone as it completes seven 
: years of service with the Indian Air Force 
Cambodia, is 


(IAF). Since its induction in 2016, the Tejas 
expected to Mk-1 has showcased its capabilities in 
become a marvel various missions, reflecting India's prowess 
of architectural in the aviation industry. The Tejas program 
grandeur. was initiated in the early 1980s, with the 
aim of replacing the Mig-21 fighters. Years 
of research and development culminated in 
January 2001 when the first prototype of 
Tejas took its maiden flight. 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, DO YOU READ 


CURRENT AFFAIRS ONL 
SUCCESS OF OTHERS, OR 
DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 


ABOUT THE 


CURRENT 


AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


First Over 


Dimensional Cargo в 


:What'is Fish Kill? 


Recently, Texas witnessed a 
massive fish die-off that raised 
concerns among experts and 
residents alike. The occurrence, 
known as a fish kill, resulted in 
the death of various fish species 
and has been affribufed to 
specific environmental factors. 
The fish kill in Texas can be 
attributed to low oxygen levels in 
the water. When oxygen levels 
drop significantly, fish are unable 
to breathe, leading to suffocation 
and ultimately death. 


The transportation of over-dimensional 
cargo (ODC) via waterways has reached, 


Salman Rushdie, 
the renowned 
British-American author, has been 
awarded the prestigious German peace 
prize for his outstanding contributions 
The Peace Prize of the German Book 
Trade jury recognized Rushdie as a 
passionate defender of freedom of 
thought and expression. This honor 
comes about a year after the 
harrowing attack he 
experienced 


— он 6) === 


My entry for CAPTIONS: 


BELOVED INTELLYJELLYians, 

I KNOW HOW MUCH YOU ENJOY USING YOUR 
VIVID IMAGINATION. FOR EACH PICTURE, 1 
EAGERLY ANTICIPATE READING YOUR 
CLEVER AND CREATIVE CAPTIONS. 


Creative 
INTELLYJELLYian 


Share а 
funny photo at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


Chess Activity 


There is an apple counter in the 
library. 

There is a flower growing on the 
computer. 

There is a girl coming out of the 
computer screen. 

There is a hen and a chick in the 


There is a penguin in the library. 
The kangaroo is reading a book. 
There is a diver in the library. 
There is a bundle of wood sticks. 
Aboyis running in library. 


10. Thereisa chef in the library. 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians, THERE ARE VARIOUS 
WAYS TO SAY A DIALOGUE. CAN YOU HELP SATTAN 
CHOOSE THE BETTER WAY? 


WITTY OR a WACKY 


YOU WILL HAVE TO SHALL га 
РСАУ ТНЕ САМЕ Т ТЕЦ. PLAY UNO 
TO PLAY! 


WITTY WAY 
OR 
WACKY WAY? 


= ሟ MAY ТНА 
NO, THIS IS МҮ MENU CARD, PLEASE? 
MENU CARD. 


| 


WITTY WAY 
OR 
k WAY 


BELOVED INTELLYJELLYians, 

HERE IS CHINMIN. COME, LET'S SEE HOW WE 
SAY BE KINP WHENEVER POSSIBLE. 
IT IS ALWAYS POSSIBLE. IN DIFFERENT 
LANGUAGES 


— M AR Ë Soyez gentil 
Sea amable siempre x " 


autant que 
ibl ፲ possible. C'est 
ጨው за роби 6 Jin kénéng y&ushàn. Zhe zing OS POE, 
етрге es posible. sN δι Wanting d 


53 gentile quando 
possibile. Е sempre 


Seien Sie, wann in English we say 
immer möglich, — ве купа ипепеуег розз/ е. 
freundlich. Es ist tt is always possible 


immer möglich. 


e nakagirishinsetsu | а“ 
пі shite kudasai. Sore wa 
> Изи дето kan desu. _/ 


What do you call an 
ostrich that practices 
dark magic? 


An ostwitch! 


КОЦИВИ МАМА5УЕЕ 
Hyderabad 


Good work in publishing 
magazines for kids. The content 
is enriching for kids. We 

been receiving the monthly 
issues of these magazines for 
about six months now. My kid 
loves it and enjoys all the stories 
and activities. We definitely 
suggest this for the 
development of young minds. 


HIMAGNA PRAMANIK 
Kolkata 


This magazine is truly magical. 
It has lots of educational 

well as fun items. Both my 
children love this magazine. | 
am also very satisfied seeing 
how they learn many things 
while solving the questions, It 
improves their logical thinking 
power. 


AAISHA ASFIYA 
Riyadh, Saudi Arabia 


The stories in INTELLYIELLY are 
inspiring, and they make me read 
them again and again. They help me 
fight boredom and have made 
reading а comfortable habit. Dadar, 
ond Witty Indians ar my favorite onc. 
They have ә world of wisdom In 

them. i love Mia's logical thinking, 

Her тазе ves every single 
problem. | ox пер of creative 
and amazing activities available in the 
magazine. | often get amazed with 

ne Maze Fun that appears. 
INTELYJELLY increases ту IQ level 


SMAYAN GUPTA 
Navi Mumbai, Maharashtra 


t's not just a kids magazine with 
stories; rather, it's а complete 
package of brain boosting 
activities, fun activities, stories, 
poems, and creative writing done 
by kids which inspires other kids. | 
really am glad that we gifted our 
son the subscription to this 
magazine on his birthday, He too 
feels it's the best one as this gift 

keeps coming every month. 


ARE YOU NEXT 2 


AADYA SHARMA 
Bengaluru 


Introducing ту kics to INTELLYJELLY 
has been a great way то веер them 
engaged in different activities. The 
magazine has puzzles. fun facts, 
hess, story writing, comic reading, 
sudoku, and much more to offer. n 
ва complete package of interactive 
learning with different topics every 
h. My daughter enjoys it fully 
‘every month for 
magazine to arrive. Keep up 
wonderful work! 


በመመ forget 
to tag 
iNTELLYJELLY 
in your 
review reels! 


WHAT COMPELS PRISHA TO АШ KABA'S 


21) МАМ? 


ІМ THE FILM TURBO, WHAT IS THEO TRYING 


2) TO ACCOMPLISH? 


ευ 


WHOIS RASIPURAM LAXMAN? 


5 


ыы 


WHAT DID YOU LEARN FROM THE STORY 


eu "PROUD ARIEL? 


N ر‎ 


WHAT IS THE MEANING OF ‘OSTRICH POLICY? 


85] 


iNTELLVJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 
and send them to us here 


“Тһе winners will receive a FREE | 
book with their next month 
magazine delivery. 


wy 


WHICH CHESS PIECE MOVES A SINGLE SQUARE 
IN ANY DIRECTION? 


DEFINE GRATITUDE. 


WHY SHOULD YOU ALWAYS MAINTAIN A Y 


в) PLEASANT DEMEANOUR? 


WHICH ANIMAL BEST REPRESENTS 


| SCOTLAND? 


= | 
ELABORATE ON THE NATURE ОҒ 


10) | CHANDRAYAAN-3. 


6 МЕЦУ - 


ll: MPENG /2016/67408 ISSN: 2582-2470 Vek 05 Issue: 09 025 
b. ह Senior 3 


Intelligent readin, g is ay ` Ë 


г А Gratitude! “5 


а pRAMANIK 
DIVYA аго 


EN SEWANI 
BAR 


Liked what you read? 


Tag us in your review posts/reels 


Scan to 
ον τον (9) 4 Follow us on 


m down all day ig bad 
for your health, yes. But it’s fine 
to git down for зи. examination. 


SOMETIMES, IT 15 GOOD ТО 
GIVE UP WALT DISNEY 


This scene is one of the most well-known in 
cinematic history. However, Walt Disney 
originally planned to cut this moment from the 
cartoon. He believed that dogs sharing food was 
unbelievable and they could not possibly look 
realistic doing that. Though he finally decided to 
keep the scene. 


ІҢ you 
uged to have a Мес, but 
lect, and found no сие geen 


it im years. 


LEARN 


DIEGO IN ICE AGE 


There was a scenario at the end of the first Ice 
Age in which Diego battled other saber-toothed 
tigers. Everyone had given up hope that he would 
survive his wounds. Diego, though, soon recovers 
and rejoins his companions. 

Diego was meant to perish in the original cartoon, 
but the children who watched it were so moved 
that the producers decided to alter Diego's fate. 


Happy 
iNTELLYJELLYIan 


ምን 


happy 
INTELLYIELLYian 


Pod 


INTELLYJELLYian 


CREATE 


iNTELLYJELLYians SPACE 


Grab your imagination like you would a T-shirt 


froma closet! 


Name 
Age —— City. 
This month, | have got ийїї stars from ту 


parents because 
Mail your 
CARTOON at 


info&iNTELLYJELLY.com 


Dadaji 
e Real Hero 


(O MORE VIKTUALITY 


ЕА Р 


| UPCOMING ASSIGNMENT 


CHAPTER ES TO А! 


L, IT'S IMPOSSIBLE! 


ነ РАРАЛ, ARE WE REALLY TRAVELING TO LEH Cad 


WEL 
. ONLY FOR A CONFERENCE? | TO KNOW WHAT THE | 


- X I | TURE WILL PU 


^ READY FOR A 
SNOWBALL WAR 


j WOW, THOSE 
[ MOUNTAINS ARE P 
J GORGEOUS p? 
“QS Е ¢ 

-— {> ` 


THETALLEST PEAKS 
4 HAVE EVER SEEN 
BELONGED TO MOUNTAINS 
THAT MADE МЕ 


‘HOW 1 USED TO CURSE 
THOSE STEEP SLOPES 
THAT TAUGHT ME 
TO TOUCH STARS 


- JODY 1YNN 


TAKE ме TO THE MOUNTAINS 
‘FOR THAT'S WHERE ገ BE[ONG. 
JUST BIRDS -AND TREES 
AND WIND AND LEAVES 
AND SILENCE AS MY SONG. 


My beloved iNTELLYJELLYians, 
WHEN WE TRAVEL, WE TAKE LAUGHTER, STORIES, 
FOOD, JOKES, BOOKS, SONGS AND LOT OF FUN ALONG. 


O! OH МО, AR Es NOT АСАТМ 
४1 YOU RELAX AND ТАКЕ PLEASURE 


1६४ ТНАТ W JN? WHY 


NEGATIVE VIBES 


HAVING АМГ 
OU ARE RUINING IT BY 
BRINGING ΒΑΟ NEWS 


6000 
BAD NEWS. 


OF ALL, MIA, AR INTUITIONS 
АВЕМ VYTHING RE THAN A 


I BELIEVE THAT 


om 


A long time ago, there was a wise Zen farmer. 
Every day, the farmer couldn't have cared for his crops 
and animals without the help of his faithful horse. 
However, the horse managed to get away one day. Everyone 
in the community came to offer their sympathies. 
"What bad news!” But the farmer just shrugged and 
muttered, "Bad news. Good news. Who knows?" The Locals 
didn't know what they should think of him, but they decided 
to ignore him. A few days later, while working outside in 
the afternoon, the farmer spotted his horse again. 
However, his horse wasn't alone. In fact, he was part of the 
herd. This resulted in the farmer's acquisition of four 
more horses. Everyone in town came by to express their 
gratitude to the farmer. As in, 


"Wow, that's good news!” "Bad news. Good news. Who knows?” S 
the farmer said. After a few weeks, the farmer s son came to visit and join in 
J with the farm chores. The farmer 5 son fractured his leg while trying to tame one of the 
horses. The neighbours came by to offer their sympathies and say things like, "How terrible! 
What a shocking development in the news! What bad news! Once again, the farmer 
responded, “Bad news. Good news. Who knows?” The farmer's sick son didnt get better 
even after a month. Because of his disability, he could not help his father in the field. 
Suddenly, war broke out with a neighbouring state. The army stormed the town and 
enlisted every man of fighting age. The soldiers passed by the injured farmer s son laying on 
the floor and just left him there. ‘Every resident of the community had to see it for 
themselves and say, "Wow!" This is a miraculous stroke of luck. Wow, this is really a good 
1 news! You already know how the .farmer must have responded. 


MEET RR 


ΠΟΠ, 
k CAUTIONING US THAT THERE 
MING 


ECT IN ६ WAY. I NEED 
TOP BEING REACTIVE AND TAKE At 
CH ARGE OF THE SITUATION. 


THE SLUSHED ICE IN EVERY 
DIRECTION IS CAUSING 

| LITTLE TRACTION 
TYRES OF THE VEHICLES AND 


THE ROADS 


ARJUN KNOWS O TRUST ነ 
HIS FEELING Е HE MAY | 
Ay Бо NOW NOTHING. _ А 


GETTIN 
DANGEROUS 


SURE, I WILL 
MANAGE IT ON MY 


са DADAJI 


YEAH! ALSO, FROM 
PERSPECTIVE, 1 
WE'VE BEEN HAVING 


NNOT STAND 


MAKE OUR , 


~ / HOW CAN YOU MAINTAIN 
ТИ ALOO RELIEVED THAT | AN OPTIMISTIC OUTLOOK 
THE CARAVAN'S ENGI . МО MATTER WHAT? 
HASN'T FROZEN UP оғ THE // “алаты” πῇ 
TYRES НАУЕМТ GONE ЕГАТ, 


μία 


 — NOT ALWAYS; PRISHA `Š 


js RECENTLY REMINDED J 
TO REMAIN POSITIVE 
we αν. 


CER 


ው ® mmy REMEMBER 

БАТАМ ББЕАТИГБЕБАК ТОИЕАКЕК SAONO] | SINCE WE CLIMBED SO WY мо JUMPING, 
REAFTER — f QUICKLY, OUR BODIES NEED" NO RUNNING 

а ALTITUDE MAKES Sj SOME TIME TO ADJUST TO FOR THE NEXT 
ጭ- HARD TO BREATHE.| \THE THINNER AIR HERE AT ΑΛ. 12 HOURS P 


ассимапгатон) > GREATER ALTITUDE. — 


. TAKES TIME. | y 


OUR BODIES HAVE TO WORK Wy 
/ HARDER TO BRING OXYGEN INTO THE 
| BLOOD WHEN WE'RE AT A HIGH ALTITUDE 
WHEN OUR BODIES NEED MORE OXYGEN 
z THE HEART BEATS FASTER AND SENDS 
| PLEASE EXPLAIN MORE BLOOD TO THE BRAIN AND 
~> — ው MUSCLES 


መብ 


АВЕ МЕ СОТМС ТО 4 
| КЕЕР PANTING TILL 
THE END OF THE 


Higher altitude 


i ሸው 
2Ν; (nirogen). Г. 


Аіг DON'T WORRY, SATTAN. OUR BODY'S 
: YGEN TO OUR 
contains ABILITY TO DELIVER OXYGEN TO OU 
BRAIN AND MUSCLES WILL 
about 


IMPROVE SOON 
2196 Oz 
but it is 
thinner at 
altitude and 
more dense 
at sea level 


91155914 31339050(99)ህ 


ART MAKING МЕШ RED BLOOD 
X GHOUT THE 


== min 


ΑΝ EMPTY STOMACH ~ 


YOU, DADAJI 


| м 
А TASTY MEAL А 
STARVING. Ше: 


TaN \ е k. ¥ 
а 


W isthe 
only six-letter 
| word in the 3 በ 
language with a 
double 7 exactly in 
the middle 


/ WHY WOULDN'T WE ВЕ ወፀ HE BEAUTIFUL 'ህ 


| HAVEN IVEN THAT WE'RE IN THE MOUNTAINS THER NOT ENOUGH | 


WIT! UR FRIENDS AND WARM CLOTHING? AKE US HAPPY 


REALLY DELIGHT OVER THE 
WEATHER N, THI 
JUST HOW IT ALWAYS 


AT ANY TIME 
s COUNT OUR nee 


AND BE THANKFUL 


RABLE WEATHER IS 

\ E TO PERFORM AT MY 
HIGHEST CAPACITY, AND FOR 
THAT I AM FOREVER GRATEFUL 


THAT SATTAN, MIA, AND ARJUN 
ARE SAFE IS A BLESSING FROM 
\ THE HEAVENS, AND FOR THAT 


GRATEFULNESS 


Ks. S FOR THE 


E INVISIBLE 


DADAJI 


чац 
ING, YOU ARE ` 
YOU DEMAND A LOT OF | 


) ANYBODY — 
) HELP МЕ... 


DIGEST & 


A collection of 348 Pages filled with 
iNTELLYJELY STORIES, COMICS and ACTIVITIES! 


Now buy 

EGA 

DIGEST 
at 


-#840 
$356 only 


code 


ነ РАРАЛ, ARE WE REALLY TRAVELING TO LE 


Y FOR А CONFERENCE? 


e R zi FORA 
SNOWBALL WAR 


EAR INTELLYJELLYians, I HELPED YOU THROUGHOUT 
THE BOOK BY SHARING THE MEANINGS OF WORDS. 


I NEED YOUR INTELLIGENT HELP NOW, FLIP 
THROUGH THE PAGES, DIG OUT THE MEANINGS OF 
THE WORDS A GIVEN BELOW AND WRITE THEM, 


Това: Slumber: Balmy: 


С) 


Desperate: 


Mumble: 


Adopting: Agreement: 


Immediately: 


Dig the 
а to us at 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


Leh, Ladakh is home to а hill that 
ems То defy the laws of physics 


Vehicles appear to be lifted upwards The Indian Astronomical 


when parked in one place, which Observatory in Ladakh boast the 
could be an optical illusion or a largest telescope in Asia alan 


astounding height of over 4500m. | 


natural phenomenon 


Do you recall the біт 3 Idiots"? 
Almost 4.350 metres above sea level 
is where youll find the turquoise and 

g Lake. The lake sit: 
gher than any other 


Only in Leh-Ladakh. 
India, will you find 
the endangered Two- 
Humped Camel 


The Kargil War took place in the Kargil 
District of Jammu and Kashmir, along 
the Line of Control (LoC). Pakistan's 
army seri ifs soldiers in the name of 
infruders in the winter То take over the 


area by capturing Tiger Hill. 


Their main objective was to cut the 


connecting road between Ladakh 
and Kashmir and to create 
tensions at the Indian border. 


ኣ 
` 
‘Operation Vijay’ to throw back he — — 
өнімде who had treacherous 
occupied Indian Territory. A 


The Main Idea Behind 
The Secret Life Of Pets 


The film features a positive theme 
of teamwork among the animals as 
well as some comedic scenes, 
including a small dog using a 
blender to massage his back and 
tummy. "Тһе Secret Life of Pets 
reveals that the pets have a lot 
more going on with them than their 
owners can realize, especially once 
the owners leave the house 


This movies makes the 
audience laugh as much as 
they possibly can, but also 
make them cry a bit at the 
end, by adding 

an emotional 
angle. 


| e НАН 


SALUTE 
The Secret Life Of Pets 


A salute 1 how much 
all of us love our pets 
and a fun inside look 
into what our pets do 
when we are away. 


about the ss 


of animals. 


“ы The Secret life of Pets 


IS GONNA THROW AT YOU 
AND Y AVE TWO CHOICES, 


ro 
” 
መ- 
NO FILTER 
NEEDED, 


тм THIS 
ADORABLE 


Which of the above POSTERS do you like the most, and why? 


Click the picture and 
Send us 


info@iNTELLVJELLY. 


Good Manners 


BE YOUR FAMILY'S 
MANNERS AMBASSADOR 


Sy 
Read each phrase and matth itwith the appropriate picture. 


BE YOUR FAMILY'S MANNERS AMBASSADOR. 


ናሣ ез 
ር. 


Sweeping the floor 


Setting the table 
Mopping the floor 
Watering the plants 


Washing the dishes 


Be the MANNERS LEADER 


Look atthe provided images closely, then type ће words that correspond to the correct image below. 


Be Polite and courteous. Be dependable. 
Show appreciation. Be a good listener. 
Compromise when it is best to do so. Encourage People. 


> 
: 


<> A e እ 
T9 e А 
һ 1 | 4; 


Share a ріс of your 
manners sheet at 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


E m 
O THEATRE 


SHOW TIMINGS : EVERY TIME YOU OPEN INTELL Y JELLY 


HARE AND ΤΗΕ 
TORTOISE 


Same old tale ... with a twist! 


Dear iNTELLYJELLIans 


Your favourite magazine, iNTELLYJELLY, is proud to 
introduce a theatre section for you. Welcome to ዘ 
THEATRE! The best place where expression of 
mind and heart finds its freedom. 

Participating in a play helps you focus on your 
physical, mental and verbal expressions. 1) theatre 
also offers you the ease to intract with the world. 


50,640, ENJOY «мое Г 


БН upon a time, іп a deep, dark jungle, 
there lived many animals. Out of them, the 
Hare was proud as punch. He always made 
fun of others and wanted to prove that he 
was the fastest animal in the jungle! 


Hare: 1 am quick and fast, | never 
come last. | am the smartest 
and, without a doubt, the 


fastest! 


Lion: Don't be so proud, my dear 
Hare. We will have a race 


which shall be very fair. 


You can choose the animal 
with whom you will run. The 
winner will get, hot chocolate 
and a bun! 


That sounds great, | can't even 
wait!! 


Tiger: 


Zebra: 


Hare: Alright then, the tortoise shall 
run with me. But | demand, 


buns and tea! 


к: 


Hey, that's not fair, | am much 


Giraffe: 


Elephant: 


Bear: 


Hare: 


Monkey: 


Snake: 


slower than the Hare! With my 
heavy body and a tiny tail, | 
might be as slow as a snail! 


Come on, tortoise, give it a try, 
even if you lose, you needn't 
cry! 

Yes, dear tortoise, just say yes. 
Races are easy, not as tough as 
chess! Though I do agree, it's 
not a walk in the park. But 
you can still try, my words you 
must mark! 

Hooo...hooo, | am so excited. 
If the tortoise wins, | will be 
delighted! 

Ha Ha, the tortoise will not 
win. And if he does, | will hide 
in a bin!! 

Khiiiikhiii- Let's quickly begin. 
1 would love to see, who will 
have the final win! 


Let'ssssssss not waste any 


1 time. The end of the 


jungle would be the finish line! 


Deer: Oh dear, oh dear, ! hope all 


goes well. Who wins the race, 


only time will tell! 


And thus, my dear readers, the race began. 
The hare hopped and skipped and jumped 
even before the tortoise took his first tiny 


step! Only a few minutes had passed and the 


hare almost reached the finish line. 


Hare: 


Sage's wife: 


Running races. 


Oh, not really, | love playing 
behind the bushes and chasing 
the butterflies. | love eating 
carrots too. 


But you aren't doing any one 
of those. You are doing 
something that you don't like 
much! 


Hare: 


Ha Ha, the tortoise is a very, 
very slow chap. While he 

up till here, let me 
take a nap! 


And soon, the Hare went into a deep 
SLURbEF on that BALMY afternoon. 
Suddenly, a sage and his kind wife, came by. 
They woke the Hare up to ask for directions. 


Sage: 


Hare: 


Sage's wife: 


Hare: 


Sage: 


Dear Hare, sorry to disturb 
you. But can you tell us the 
way to the village please. 
(Rubbing his eyes) Oh, just 
walk up to the mango tree and 
turn left from there. 

Thank you, dear, But what are 
doing sleeping here alone? 
Oh no, | am actually running a 
race with the slow tortoise! | 


can't stop giggling, at his slow 
and steady POISE! 


Is that what you love doing. 


Sage: It's not a nice thing to make 
others feel down in the 
dumps. You very well knew 
that the tortoise is very slow. 
But you still picked him to run 


against you. 


Oh dear, that's so true. Poor 
tortoise. He will feel so bad 
when he loses the race. How 
could | be so mean to my 
friend. 


Hare: 


Sage: Well done. | know you are a 
loving Hare and you will mend 


your ways. 


Sage's wife: We are proud of you, dear Hare. 


Hare: Thank you, sir. Thank you, 
тағат. 1 will pretend to sleep 
some more and let the tortoise 


win the race. 


So, dear readers, the л pretended to 
sleep. And soon, the tortoise reached the 
finish line. The jungle animals started to 


፳፻ shing more 


cheer for him. 


Time passed. The animals were living happily 
in the jungle. But now, the tortoise had 
changed a lot. Oops! He had become very 
haughty. Little did he know that the Hare 
had let him win the race. But sad as it may 
be, the tortoise had become a big mouth! 


Tortoise: Oh look at me, | have won the 
race. | am the hero, in spite of 


my slow pace! 


The tortoise started boasting and bullying 
the other animals in the jungle all the time. 
And as a result, none of the jungle animals 
wanted to talk to him anymore. He hardly 
had any friends left! 


Years passed, and one year, it didn't rain at 
all. The ponds, the rivers and the lakes dried 
up. All the poor jungle animals started to 
leave for other jungles in search of water.. 
But no one wanted to help the arrogant 
tortoise. 


E Oh, dear! What shall | do? 
How shall 1 reach another 


jungle, | haven't a clue! 


One day, the tortoise spotted a couple of 
storks flying over the jungle. He waved at 
them and the storks came down. 
Tortoise: My jungle is dry, | can't walk 
fast, even if | try. Help me 
please, though | know it's a 
tight squeeze! 


Stork 1: We will help you and that's our 
decision, but only on one 


condition! 


Stork 2: You will hold a stick in your 
mouth, we will fly you to the 


south! 


Stork 1: Remember, you shall keep 
your mouth shut, while we fly 
you over villages, cottages and 


huts! 


Stork 2: If you do speak, as do a lot, 


you will fall down with a plop! 
The desperate tortoise agreed. The storks 
found a long stick. The two birds held the two 
sides of the stick and the tortoise held the 
stick in the middle in his mouth. 


= - 
pm the storks started to fly. Soon, the threesome was flying high. m 
But, hey, the leopard never changes its spots! The tortoise had a habit to ° 
talk a lot. He wasn't able to hold his excitement and started to ፍም 
Tortoise: Ummm, ummm. 
= 
51065: Shhhhhhhh! 


Alas! The talkative and arrogant tortoise could not help but 

boast again. He opened his mouth to speak! 

Tortoise: By the way, | am the tortoise who defeated 
the Hare! Aaaaahhhhhhhhh!.... PLOP! 

Oh, poor tortoise, he fell right back into the jungle. And 

the storks, well they just flew away. 

Storks: (Together) We tried to help; we had heard 
you yelp. But arrogance never pays, you 
must change your ways! 


So, remember, dear readers, being humble is a boon. Let's 
learn that soon. The hare had become humble, while the 
haughty tortoise- tumbled! Only love we shall share, and be 
nice as the hare!!! 


compathy - shared feelings of 
Joy or sorrow 
foddle - moving with short and 
unsteady steps 
slumber -deep sleep 
BALMY - sweaty, humid 
POISE - calm way of behaviour 
haughty - arrogant 
6oast - talk arrogantly of oneself 


desperate - needing of wanting 


something very much 

mumble - speak In an unclear 
manner 
yelp - make a sound as if in pain 


Express yourself and 
share with us at 


HOCUS-POCUS! EVERYBODY FOCUS. 
THIS ACTIVITY IS FUN, IT WILL SOON BE DONE. 


4% 


G 
በሸ : 
ж 
Ae 


h R 


E че: 


3 со Вий 


* CEG 
> j 
attention 


Please refer to page 48 


BOB, THe SAD PUPPY 


By Rajesh K.K 


ob the pup Lived in a pet shop. 

He would often see human 

children come and take away 
puppies Like him. Curious, he asked his 
friend, "Hike, where are the boys and 
girls taking the dogs?” 


Hike replied, "The children are 
adopting the dogs, Bob. The 
puppies will now have homes and 


become best friends with the children. 
And, they will Live happily ever after.” 


Hearing this, Bob became very excited! 
"| would Love to have a home!" he cried. 
"| will be best friends with the 


children!" 


However, none of the humans ever 


showed any interest in Bob. “Oh! Why 


doesn't anyone take me home?" asked 


Bob, sulking. 


Another puppy, Tom, overheard Bob 
and said, "That's because you are plain, 
Bob!" And that was true - Bob наз not 
cute. His head was Large, and he had 
dirty grey hair. Also, one of his legs 
was shorter than the others, which 


made him limp. 


Hike told Bob, "Don't worry, Bob. There 
is a home for everyone in this world. 


-- 


Rajesh K. K. published his first story when he was 12. Since 
then, his love for writing never let go, though he did take 
many long sabbaticals. Through the years, he has published 
close to a hundred short stories, poems and articles in 
leading newspapers and magazines. In recent years, he has 
focused more on tales for children. 

In 2020, Rajesh K K decided to bid goodbye to his corporate 
career and follow his passion for writing. 

The Magic Cup, his first book, was published in December 
2020. He 5 currently working on his second book, a sequel 
to The Magic Cup. 


I'm sure you'll find yours soon.” 


Hike's words helped. Bob now 
understood that one day or another, 
his turn would come and he too would 
find a home. It was only а matter of 
time! Even when days passed, and no 
one adopted him, he did not feel bad. 


° [love INTELLYJELLY 


"| will find a home. | know | will!” said 
Bob to himself. 


And then, it happened! Bob was 
sitting alone when a small boy in a 
wheelchair entered the pet shop. The 
boy's leg was in a cast. As soon as 
Bob saw the boy, he immediately 


began whining. And when the child Looked his way, Bob lifted one paw and stuck it 
out, Like in a handshake. 


At once, the child cried, "Daddy! | want this puppy!” And he pointed towards Bob. 


“Are you sure, son?” asked his dad. “Some of the other puppies are much cuter.” 


The little boy replied, "Daddy, | am sure | want this puppy. Look at 
him! He has а problem with his (ед, just like | do! Maybe we ν΄ 
be of help to each other." 


As if in agreement, Bob barked happily, "Woof, woof!" 
Yes! Yes! As Bob was leaving with the boy, his friend / መደመር ከሸ 


ы ። E treat him/her as your own 
Hile smiled and said, "Told you, Bob. Everyone hasa child by law 
» Y un ood: = to know or 
home in this world - I'm so glad you finally found the meaning of 
= something 
yours! immediatety:- at once ог 
Kuu Ë without delay 
agreement:- a contract 
or decision that two or 
more people have made 
together 


Have you ever helped a handicapped puppy or dog? Share your 
relationship with your pet dog and its habits. 


Express yourself and 
share with us at 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, 
DO YOU LIKE TO PLAY CHESS 


Activity B 1 


Whatis the king's symbol? 


Whatis the bishop's symbol? 


Whatis the queen's symbol? 


How many pawns does each player 
start the game with? 


Whats the knight's short name? 


Which is the most important piece in 
each army? PAWN 


Γ 
| коок | | BISHOP | PAWN 
| 


Which is the most powerful piece on the 
board? QUEEN KING ` KNIGHT 


What do cats 
call mice on a 


CRN YOU GUESS NEXT MOVE ४७४४ 


1. You are playing with the eed 
white counters. ር 
2. BEAT your opponent in өте move. 


= M የከ Zú шиш 
шін шн, a ana Е 


Age City 
Click the picture & 


love playing CHESS because Send us to 
info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


DEAR INTELLYJELL Үіатз, 
SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY 
SOLVING THIS 
Monogram Puzzle 


WITH ME. 


HOW TO SOLVE 


* Numbers on the side (later clues, 
sometimes called number bars) 
represent how many squares you 


| | | | | | | | | | | 

ENS | || || | | | | | 

ጠመጠመ | | | | | | | 
272 | | | | | | 


INTELLYJELLY INTELLYJELLY INTELLYJELLY 
NONOGRAM EXPERT NONOGRAM EXPERT NONOGRAM EXPERT 


Age City 
For тү NONOGRAM PUZZLE, | have got stars from my parents, because 


Click a picture and 
share with us at 


There is a milk carton instead 
of a bag on the wall shelf. 

The cashier is in a space suit. 
There are ducks and chicks in 
the shop. 

There is a boy hanging on the 
Clothes hanger. 

The is a man hopping in the 


Clothes are hanging on the 
branches of a tree. 

There is a rabbit in the man's 
hat. 

There isa boot hanging among 
the clothes. 

Apenguin is shopping. 

There is a snake among the 
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elling along with educational yet 
be it sudoku, spot the difference, jumble words, and 
much more. It is surely a must-have for алу 5-10 year 
/ old. 


се of empathy. I 
$ how to voice one's opinion. The i 
friendship, and society is another factor th 
he magazine touch upon rather 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


n 


ИЕ - 
Mishi Ma'am is my favourite teacher. | am 1 
fond of her teaching. She is very loving. | 
like her long hair and | also like to dress { 
2 myself like her. | Е 4 à 
My Favourite j 


This is me, 7 
Ὃ ране Teacher is 

Shalom Presidency : 
School, Gurugram Mishi Ma'am. 


eee οσους 


— ery 


ब D 


My favourite teacher is my English teacher 
Mrs. Neha Jindal, who is helping me learn 
so much. She has put in а lotof effort to help 
me ACHIEVE THIS LEVEL of expertise in the 
This is me, language. My favourite 
ለመፍ Tanaja. Teacher is 


Sacred Heart Convent 
Mrs. Neha Jindal. 


School, Ludhiana 
info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 
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Surya Tej is one of the best students T 

class. He is not only very attentive towards 

his academics but is also a fun loving 

person. He is always punctual to school and 

tries to be proactive. He is good at 

extracurricular activities, which include 

poem recitation and elocution, and certain 
indoor activities too. 

- Bhanushree 

Teacher 

Dream India Public School, 

Munirka Vihar, New Delhi 


Surya is a good person who is active all the 
time. He also has the mischief of a young 
kid. He wakes up early in the morning and 
helps his parents as much as he can. He is 
kind to others and tries to 
pick up good manners 

observing from others. 


тол ® 


mam -5.ММ.Ргамееп and 


B.Prathyusha 
Parent 


Author and Publish 8; 


ДА Kite! Oh Oh Kite!! 
ው нуғумеғу high in the sky 
You look Like a tiny star when you are so high, 
golden kite, О kite! 
” OKife!! You look like the wings of a bird «hen you ty so high 
O kite! Oh Oh Kite, you are so light 
Kite Kite st great height 
With all colours in Life 
Kite Kite, you give us happiness in our life 
Such a beautiful and little Kite!!! 
- Surya Те), 5 years 


15 Standard, 
Dream India Public School, Anakapalle 


Author анд Publish 


— усеш د‎ JA 
اسا‎ writing Workshops γον 
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Ms. Madhavi Srinivas, Те 
ternat chi riperm, 


Е Shukla Dasar 


ativity. She can wr 

tters and different kind 

оп her own perfectly. Her 

a prp. 

proud to be her parent: 

- Mr. Swapnil and 

Mrs. Sucheta Kumbhar 

Parents 


Gamo о 
EXCELLENCE 


Respect is Important 


Once, there lived a girl named Meena. She was 12 years old. She was tall and 
beautiful But there was one thing, she did not respect 
anything. One day, she was going out for a party with her parents. When she was 
about fo sit in the car, she kicked the car very hard. After sitting in the car. 
she said, "Hom, don t you think this car is very old and it shouldbe trashed?" 
Меепа 5 mom replied,” No, Heena. It is quite a good. cat” Saying this, she 
kept quiet. 

The car started and their journey began On their нау to the party hall, they 
where approached by abeqgar 

Не said, Please give me some money. | have not eaten in three days. 

Неепа 5 mom fe/f bad. As she reached her purse to take out some money 
Meena stopped her and said, “Stop, mom." She then turned to the beggar, and 
said in a rude tone, "Hey, you moron, Can't you understand? We are not 
giving you any money. Go away!” The beggar went away. Meena s mom could not 


anyone or 


control herself anymore and said, Meena, you should respect everyone and 
everything, whether it is a living or a non-living thing because each and every 
being helps us in one or another way. You should respect your elders, friend 


Teachers and even the beggars. You should also respect non -living things 


whether itis your car or alamppost on the roadas they help you too. Now. 
Нот, how do non-living things help us?" interrupted Heena. 
Meena, | am about to tell you about that too. Okay, so. for example, 0 
tamppost helps us by giving us light at night. In the same way, a car helps us to 
travel δ 
Saying this, she stopped and waited for Meena s reply. 
Meena was touched by what her mom had told her, She said, "Yes, mom, now | 
understand what respect realhy means ond, from now onwards, | will 
respect everybody and everything, and never speak rudely with anyone 
Thank you for making me realise that | was wrong 
Her mom said, “My good girl." And by then, they had reached at their 
destination 
- Soumya Swapnil Kumbhar, 12 years 
7th Standard, Holy Family Convent High School, Karad 


Author 


of the 


Month и Author and Publish 


Creative Writing Workshop: 


We have, at NPS, a в tudent - 

Kadhambari Karthik who is a budding 

poet. She is an inno ve and creative 
igh her 


make a mark 


—<_ ON Stripes That Count! 


- Ms. В. Sujatha 
Principal 
National Public School, Gopalapuram 


Our magnificent striped friends 
Their ‘eco significance never ends 
A species whose count is bare, 
Killing them isn’t one bit fair; 
They kill to survive, often only for their food, 
And we for their fur & hide, out of sheer greed; 
They are hunted, poached and threatened, 
Yet they predate and preserve to no end 
rms of cre tive expressio | It is this beast that unites communities and nations, 
№ aly үөн Our planet, after all, needs envirenmental balance 
Forests, water, land and air, only get their fair share, 
Coz our striped friends out there, need more care; 
Letting them Live is beneficial, 
This practice should become official! 
Наке every stripe count, 
Hay the striped ones thrive!!! 


worthy of featuring ir 
their upcoming edition 
- Kadhambari Karthik, 10 years, 5th Standard, 
- Karthik R & Chitra R National Public School, Gopalapuram (Chennai) 
Parent 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians, DO YOU READ 


CURRENT AFFAIRS ONLY ABOUT THE 
SUCCESS OF OTHERS, OR 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


Te Codi 


ομως IE 


| Statue Unveiled in Madhya Prad 


A grand 108-foot-tall statue of the revered Hindu saint 
Adi Shankaracharya has been unveiled In Omkareshwar, 
Khandwa district, Madhya Pradesh. This imposing 
structure, known as ‘Ekatmata Ki Pratima’ or the 
“Statue of Oneness’, is a testament to India's rich 
spiritual heritage. Adi Shankaracharya, who 15 believed 
to have lived between 788 and 820 AD, was born in 
Kerala's Kaladi, by the Periyar River. Renouncing his 
Brahmin background at an early age, he embarked 
оп a spiritual journey and reached Omkareshwar. 


A recent study 
conducted by 
researchers from the 
British Antarctic Survey 
reveals that emperor penguins, 
# ! 
Union Minister for Railways, the i РА sy rebel of Antarctica, are facing 


Communications, Electronics and IT 3 i extinction" 
Ashwini Valshnaw dedicated to the a grave threat of ‘quasi extinction’ due to a 


nation India's first 3D-printed rapid reduction in sea ice. The study found 
post office located in Bengaluru's that colonies of emperor penguins failed to 
Cambridge Layout. Its construction breed at an unprecedented 

was carried out by Larsen & Toubro level, with satellite imagery 

Limited with technological support indicating that penguin 

from IIT Madras under the guidance chicks likely did not 

of Professor Manu Santhanam survive. 


CURRENT 


DO YOU ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ 
ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


е A towering 27-foot Nataraja 


AFFAIRS 


Chandrayaan-3’s 


Pragyan Rover Confirms 


е ISRO's Chandrayaan-3 
mission's Pragyan rover 
has successfully confirmed 
the presence of sulphur on 
the lunar surface near the 


Sulphur Presence on 


Moon's Surface 


After the initial deployment of 
its solar array, all of its 
electricity is generated by the 
solar panels themselves, which 
are stored in a tiny battery. 


* On the moon, there are no 


police, no speed cameras, and 
no speed limifs. Despite this, 
the Pragyan rover only travels 


south pole. 

* It weights about 26 
kilogrammes and is hardly 
bigger than a shopping cart. 


at a speed of one centimetre 
per second (or 0.036 km per 
hour). 15 the speed 

too = 


е Lord Shiva, in his Nataraja 
form, embodies both 
creation and destruction, as 
he dances within a flaming 
halo. The deity is portrayed 


ISRO Successfully 
Launches Aditya LI 
Sun Observatory 


fime, and a protector who. 
reassures and always fears. 

* The project took seven 
months and cost around Rs 
10 crore due to its 
enormous scale. The 
challenge lay In creating 
such a massive sculpture 
using the traditional lost- 
wax method. 


> 4 
ο Aditya LI is a satellite mission 


dedicated fo the study of the Sun, 
and it will be transported by ISRO on a 
125-day journey towards the Sun. 


е Its primary purpose is solar research from 1.5 
million kilometer-long-distance. Aditya L1 weighs 
roughly 1500 Kgs despite its compact size (it's 
about the same as a standard refrigerator). It is 
propelled by specialised solar panels and 
equipped with a high-resolution camera for taking 
pictures of the sun. 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians, THERE ARE VARIOUS 
WAYS TO SAY A DIALOGUE. CAN YOU HELP SATTAN 
CHOOSE THE BETTER WAY? 


BUT, MOM, I THOUGHT 
OF FINISHING THIS BOOK 
TONIGHT. 


I LOVE THESE COOKIES 
I WANT TO EAT THEM ALL. 


OK, MOM. I WILL READ IN 


THE MORNING, THE OTHER TRAVELERS 


pa. ^! ARE GETTING DISTURBED 


LET'S SAVE SOME 
COOKIES FOR THE 


EI ሠ" 4 


ALOIKA CHATTERJEE ANWIT CHOUDHURY VINEETH МАМО) 
Mussorie Kolkat. Hosur, Tamilnadu 


My daughter, Aloika iNTELLUELLY is a fantastic 
Брак кода initiative benefiting kids 
INTELLYJE of varied ages. My child is 


basis. TI tent of this 


εν πο መመ оуаве with INTELL rently. It also ha: 


and the variety of the h 
topics the magazine а opment of a child 


offer NTELLYJELIY, f 
verything you до! 


sing p 


e » 

V. де 
AARAV MATHUR MANOMAY SINHA 
Неве Mumba 


One of the b This is a very impressive 
magazines exclusively for children's magazine with 
children, It is educational a variety 

and has fun 

son eagerl h more. | am very 
magazine. He thoroughly impressed with the 


enjoys every bit of it content, and my kid loves 


ARE YOU NEXT? OU RENS 


to tag 
iNTELLYJELLY 


- ዙቪቢቪዚ  —— :: (б ወ in your 
ኛ ^ 


review reels! 


WHICH ENGLISH WORD HAS А DOUBLE 
RIGHT INTHE MIDDLE? 


WHERE CAN ONE FIND ASIA'S LARGEST 
TELESCOPE? 


IN THE KARGIL CONFLICT, WHAT EXACTLY IS 


41 PAKISTAN TRYING TO ACHIEVE? 


WHAT WE LEARN FROM 'BOB, THE SAD PUPPY 


3| STORY? 


iNTELLYJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 
and send them to us here 


“Тһе winners will receive a FREE Í 
book with their next month 
magazine delivery. 


WHO PENNED THE SCRIPT FOR THE MOVIE 


6) | "THE SECRET LIFE OF PETS? 


иных 


WHAT DOES THE WORD 'COMPATHY MEAN? 


μα] 


IN А GAME OF CHESS, WHICH PIECE IS 


18] CONSIDERED TO BE THE WEAKEST? 


WHERE IS THE FIRST 3D-PRINTED POST 


ay OFFICE IN INDIA? 


----- 


WHERE САМ ONE FIND THE WORLD'S 


10) | TALLEST STATUE OF THE NATARAJA? 


' 


E MPENG /2016/67408 


шй ке reading is fun! 


WHAT IN THE WORLD 
DID I DO? MY CHILD IS 
IN IMMINENT DANGER. 


SHOULD I GIVE 
IN TO KABA'S EVIL 
WAYS? 
РОТ HAVE THE GUTS 
TO CONTINUE THE 
FIGHT? 
DO I HAVE TOO MUCH 

FAITH IN MY ABILITY THAT 


I PUT ARJUN IN DANGER? 


AFTER THIS, WHAT 
WILL OCCUR? 


SHOULD WE MOVE 
AHEAD OR NOT? 


MY HEART GOES 
OUT TO ARJUN. 


sue: 08 5 


Senior 


iNTELLYJELLY.com 


IF WE MOVE 
AHEAD 


.. IS IT GOING TO BE 
DANGEROUS OR NOT ... SHALL I 
HAVE FAITH IN MY ABILITIES ОК 
NOT ... SHALL 1 MOVE AHEAD OR 


NOT? 
TO WHAT END SHOULD ONE 
WORRY ABOUT THE FUTURE? 


THE FUTURE IS UNKNOWN, 
THE PAST IS GONE. MAKE 
THE MOST OF THE PRESENT 
MOMENT BECAUSE IT WILL 
SOON BE THE PAST. 


е intellyjelly magazine 


E 
Navi Mumbai 


R 
науа кароо 
sna Gurgaon 
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Liked what you read? 


Tag us in your review posts/reels 


Scan to 


HIT ቸው Foll 
our page 4 ollow us on 


CARTOON 


ІН the Internet, nobody knows you're a dog’, 
was first published in 1993. It is the most 
reproduced cartoon from The New Yorker 
magazine, and its title, a phrase still used around 
the world. 


анта». 4) 


CARTOON : 


X 


ІН DISNEY 
Walt Disney personally hated the Goofy 
Character and found its cartoon to be stupid. 
The only reason he didn't axe the character is 
that it gave work to so many animators. 


P m 5) 


m" 


Hammerspace is a long standing animation 
tradition. The name itself comes from how, in 
old cartoons, characters were able to pull 
gigantic hammers out of nowhere. 


<<». cy 


NTELLYJEL 


eda 


wider 


CREATE 


iNTELLYJELLYians SPACE 


Grabe your imagination like you would a T-shirt 
from a closet! 


Mail your 
CARTOON at 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


So far, you read... 


India wins the Indo-China championship. 
Mystery Minder Mia manages to program 
the Chinese robot IPSY to dance to Indian 
tunes. 


Dadaji plans a long road trip in his camper- 
van. He also teaches his army the magic of 
SURYA ARGHYA. - — 


PLEASE DONT 
RESPECTFUL 


DOING ος 
Dadaji's squad acts bravely to rescue the 
kidnapped journallst who has entrusted a 
monk with documentary evidence against 
Kaba. 


= NEXT, DADAJI? 
` 


TIME FOR A LONG ROAD 
TRIP INTO THE JUNGLES, 


They all are celebrating when ба ап G rushes 
to Dadaji with a letter. Dadaji’s old friend, Balan, 
has requested his urgent help with something. 


GROWING LA? 


ም д D А 
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Тһе fugitive wood smuggler, Kaba learns of 
Dadaji's visit and sets up a trap to catch his army. 
Some members of the police force are also under 
Kaba's influence. 


WHERE 1s 
ΠΠ 


What happens next... 
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ІТ HAS COME TO LIGHT THAT KABA, THE WOOD SMUGGLER, HAS BEEN TAKING FOOD FROM 
THE LOCALS. THE KIDNAPPED JOURNALIST HAS ENTRUSTED A MONK WITH DOCUMENTARY 
EVIDENCE AGAINST KABA. TOGETHER, ARJUN, MIA AND DADAJI ARE SEARCHING FOR THE 
MONK 


|! WHERE IS 
DADAJI? 


DADAJT'S ARMY KNOWS THAT SUCCESS DOES NOT COME EASY, 
BUT THEY ARE NOT SURE IF THEY SHOULD WAIT FOR HIM 


к 4 
т 


t is achieved by 
walking 2 challenging path. 


3L 9. 
ዘ 4 


OBUIOUSLY, THE REPOR 
SENT YOU 


JUST BRILLIANT, 5 
LEAV TO CONDUCT YOUR 
AGAINST KA л DIFFICULT CIRCUMSTANCES. 
POSSESSION 


Ва ΤΗΣ ITIES THAT HAS 


Y UTMOST RESPECT. Á 


EVEN MORE SUCCESSFUL, DADA 


т НАМЕ ТНЕ 


ADMIRATION: 


vam iKnow! 


ARREST РЕН y 


DO HAVE 


AN ARREST WARRANT | 


LOGICAL MIND 
O HAVE PICKED Ë 


ETHING. 


ж AT THE L 


BUT ONLY TO GET THE SHOCK OF THEIR LIFE. MYSTERY MINDER МТА 8 LOGICAL 
MIND HAD PREDICTED CORRECTLY. 


[. NG GIVES A 
SENSE THAT HE ONLY 


RAN A SHORT W 


ONCE AGAIN, SIR, KABA 
HAD A NARROW ESCAPE 


“Ὁ 
narrow 
escape 


AR x IN E ANYTHING 
TO HAVE A PHOTOGRAPHIC 2 
MEMORY LIKE YOUR 


WITH THE C 


UNDOUBTEDLY ут 


WOW, ARJUN. YOU 
HAVE EXTENSIUE 
KNOWLEDGE ABOUT 


THE SKY IS NOT AS CLEAR AS IT 
APPEARS TODAY, IS THE CODE. κ 


10, THAT'S A TERRIBLE “ዝክ ТАМ ВЕ 
SUGGESTION. WE ARE COURACEOU: 


GOING TO GET CAUGHT BACK M 


МЕ HAVE ТО ВЕ ABLE TO IDENTIFY 
THE BOUNDARY EN COURAGE AND 
STUPIDITY 


HELP US, LORD 
HE APPEARS 


Furious 


ሙ 7 3 अअ 


1 


MIA! M. ሬብ 


፲ САМТ ТНІМК ОҒА 


BETTER PRESENT THAN 
THIS ONE. TIE HIM UP. 


WHAT SHALL WE 
DO, DADAJI? 


I NEED A MINUTE 
) THINK 


X ER IN THE WORLD 
DID I DO? MY CHILD IS 
IN IMMINENT DANGER. 


SHOULD I GIVE 
IN TO KABA'S EVIL 

e WAYS? 

e 24 DO I HAVE THE GUTS 
4 TO CONTINUE THE 
መ пент? 

DO I HAVE TOO MUCH 


FAITH / MY ABILITY THAT 
IPUT ARJUN IN DANGER? 


οί AFTER THIS, WHAT 


я WILL OCCUR? 


SHOULD WE MOVE 


" AHEAD OR NOT? 


mv HEART GOES | 


OUT 10 ARJUN. 6 ч 


.... 78 IT GOING TO BE 7% 
- DANGEROUS OR NOT ... SHALL I 
4 b HAVE FAITH IN MY ABILITIES OR 
М NOT ... SHALL I MOVE AHEAD OR 


Г TO WHAT END SHOULD ONE 
-ጧ WORRY ABOUT THE FUTURE? 


ше — 
/ THE FUTURE IS UNKNOWN 
| THE PAST IS GONE. MAKE 
| THE MOST OF THE PRESENT 
| MOMENT BECAUSE IT WILL 
SOON BE THE PAST. 


Е MOST P. 
PRESENTS 1 


ASK 


RUCTION ERS 
NKER UNDETECTED 


CLEAR ASIT 


APPEARS TODAY. 


ም 115 TIME FOR ME то 44 
DADAJI 1 ARE omm чист таке ( ACT LIKE THE TOP LEFT KEY | 
NOW on EYBO Е.Д 


SIMPLY UNSTOPPABLE. Д с 


TS к k. 
LICE! RAISE 
> UR HANDS! > 
SS 


МО REASON 
HAVE А SOLUTION 
TO THE ISSUE 


ҮНЕМ I SAY THAT 
MOST COURAGEOUS 
Do PERSON 1 HAVE EVER MET. т? 


4 ጭጭ 
> UGHGHGH!! WHO е 
7 AREYOU?IDON'T 
Û UNDERSTAND HOW Ü 
D YOU CONSISTENTLY / 
= ке Є  1DONOTCOUNTTILL “= 
THREE BEFORE I SHOOT! 


SURRENDER NOW! 
w e 


ы CHAPTER COMES TO АМ ЕМІ 


ET READY FOR А Y 


| SNOWBALLWAR. Д 
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coming с" νον g = MESS 
soon! р 
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iNTELLYJELLY 


ልዘ right everyone, 
fresh start! 
We're gonna have 
a good day, 
which will turn into | 
a good week, 
зе WONDER. which will turn into 
"WHAT IS GOING ON INSIDE a good уба 
THEIR HEAD?" WELL. | which turns into 
NOW. ) а good ! 


Which of the above EMOTIONS do you like the most, and why? 


Click the picture and 
Send us 
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21 Emotions 


It is difficult to imagine creating 27 
emotions in one film. The movie 


፳ 
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makers wanted to add pride, envy, 
trust, and even a Schadenfreude. It 
would have not only confused the 
audience but would have also been 
quite taxing for the production crew. 
This is why they narrowed it down to 
only five emotions. 


d, "Imagine the fun 
gonna have when it comes to 
casting. We could get people like 
Lewis Black 25 


ANGER! 


And, the 


MANNERS ARE THE BEHAVIOURS THAT YOU SHOW WHEN YOU ARE 
AROUND OTHER PEOPLE. HAVING GOOD MANNERS MEANS THAT YOU 
ARE KIND AND RESPECTFUL 


Good Manners 


HOW GOOD ARE YOUR MANNERS? 


Read each situation and list down the manners you have 10 remind yourself. 


BE YOUR FAMILUS MANNERS AMBASSADOR 


What do you do when ... 
A GUEST VISITS YOUR ΗΟΜΕ. 


GOOD CITIZEN- 


Look atthe picturers, matth them with the sentences given in the middle. 
Also, label each picture as Good Citizen or Bad Citizen. 


Чат friendly. 
፲ always offer to help. 
I litter everywhere. 
I use polite words. 


Гат very noisy. 


“ p. tow? 
( | 
4 % f am always fighting. Pee. 


Share a pic of your 
manners sheet at 


info@INTELLYIELLY.com 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians, I HELPED YOU THROUGHOUT 
THE BOOK BY SHARING THE MEANINGS OF WORDS. 


EED YOUR INTELLIGENT HELP NOW. FLIP 
THE PA DIG OUT THE MEANINGS OF 
THE WORDS A GIVEN BELOW AND WRITE THEM, 


ARREST WARRANT DIVULGED 


Mysentence using the word DIVULGED: 
My sentence using the phrase ARREST WARRANT: 


Fr ግ THROTTL 


PESTERING 


| Mysentence using the phrase FULL THROTTLE: 


My sentence using the word PESTERING: » 
si EE 


== 
p ፖም SCREECHED 


ú. 


Mysentence usingthe word SCREECHED: 
AMBY-PAMBY 


ABANDONED ™ 


Mysentence using the word ABANDONED: 


Dig the word 
meanings and send 
tousat 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


LIFE IS LIKE SUDOKU; ALL YOU HAVE ТО DO IS 
PUT SOME PIECES IN THE CORRECT SPOTS, AND 
EVERYTHING ELSE WILL FALL INTO PLACE 
DEAR READERS, SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY SOLVING 
THIS SUDOKU PUZZLE WITH ME. 


T 
Ж 


What is the name of the 
dog that had three 
puppies, named Mopsy, 
Topsy and Spot? 


ΠΠ 


Please refer to page 55 for a 


Click a picture and 
share with us at 


Мо@ІМТЕЦУЈЕЦУ. сот 
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knowledge and social skills. 
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ΒΗ qreen fields, finely-trimmed 
playground grass, and smooth and 
wide roads, what more could children 
ask for! But something was pestering 
their little minds. 


A meeting was held. The designated 
members were Shamita, Sheena, Deepti, 
Kriti and Komal. Presiding over the 
meeting, Sheena took charge of the mission 
at hand. 


The date, the time, and the venue of the 
mission were decided promptly. The 
preparations began full throttle. 


The mission? Oh, yes! A monument! A 
curious structure! A tall castle shaped 
bungalow! A strange fascination! 


“Saturday, at five in the evening, we all 
meet near the Gulmohar tree behind my 
house,” reminded Kriti. 


No secrets to be revealed. Promises made. 
Hearts crossed. No one knew exactly what 
they were heading for. For all they knew, 
they could be greeted by ghosts inside the 
bungalow! 


“We might have to run for our Lives. Who 
knows what's waiting in there?" said Deepti, 
іп а frightening way. But nothing could stop 


Many books have been 9 
written by Dr. СІЙ Tyagi, an 
Indian editor, writer, poetess, 
creative artist, book reviewer 
and translator. In 2019 and 
2023, she received 
recognition for her writing 
achievements. Dr. Giti, the 
2021 and 2022 International 
Poetry Competition Kavyotsav 
Grand Prize Winner, writes 
tenderly about her affection 
for children 


them. "And .. don't forget the fleet shoes. 
They are a must for everyone,” sais Sheena, 
issuing a warning. 

The countdown begins! Hearts throbbing! 
Preparations on! 

Finally, the day arrived! The bright red 
Gulmohar flowers gave them a red carpet 
welcome. Here they go! The Famous Five! 


A torch in one hand, a knife or a stick in the 
other, they walked behind their Leader, 
Sheena. 


The creaking sound of the door widened 


37 3 «αν 


а еуеѕ, making them pop out. 
"Just one big hall on the ground floor! 
What sort of house is this?” exclaimed 
Komal. "Look! A fireplace!” pointed Deepti. 


Sheena took the lead. The others followed 
her as the ants in a trail. "What lies behind 
those closed doors?” asked Shamita, as she 


gained pace to reach out to the other end. 
The wooden floor SCFEEChEd aloud. 
Danger! "What if the floor goes down?” 
said Deepti, voicing her fears aloud. 
"Enough adventure for the day," suggested 


the meek Kriti. 


Another step forward could bring them 


iNTELLYJELLY 


Reader 
>_< у . 


all down. Holding hands, they formed a human «^ as 
if comforting each other. Sometimes, it is okay 

to be afraid. 

“Meow!” 

“Run!” they all Scceatned, louder than the “ 
scary brown cat that came out of nowhere. 

It was hard to tell who scared whom. 


Y the mission .. and run!" They shouted together at the 
top of their voices. 


The simple white fleet shoes, as , proved to be 
their saviour on that wondrous, adventurous and the most 
memorable day of their lives! 


MORAL cry out loud 


ter 


Fear doesn t shut you down; it wakes you up. T E š. 99 
-Veronica Roth, Divergent ANTICIPATED: ех 


Have you ever been on an adventure with friends? Share your 
experience with us. 


Chatting during 
the game. 


Shaking hands before 
the game. 


Thinking quietly. 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians 
DO YOU LIKE TO PLAY CHESS. 


CHECK THE PICTURES 
SHOWING GOOD OR 
CHESS MANNERS 


Blowing bubbles with 


your chewing gum. 


` 
Sauing 'Good game' 
affer The game. 


« 2. 
. . 
<>] 
Gloating in victory or 
being mad over a loss. 


Why didn't the 
dog want to play 


CRN YOU GUESS NEXT MOVE = 


1. You are playing with the It was a Boxer, 
white counters in 1 and the black counters in 2 
2. BEAT your opponent in өте move. 


ith Joke! 
gp with i 
в. 


Аве City 
Click the picture & 


love playing CHESS because Send us to 
info@iNTELLVIELLY.com 


y — refer to page 55 foi wei 


His bark із worse 
than his bite 
someone who acts 
more fierce than 
they really are 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, 
SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY 
SOLVING THIS 
Monogram cPuzzle 


WITH ME. 


HOW TO SOLVE 


* Numbers on the side (later clues, 
sometimes called number bars) 
represent how many squares you 
need to colour (i.e. colored squares, 
later boxes) in that line. 


Please refer to page 55 for answers 


INTELLYJELLY iNTELLYJELLY INTELLYJELLY 
NONOGRAM EXPERT NONOGRAM EXPERT NONOGRAM EXPERT 


Name 


ме 
For тү NONOGRAM PUZZLE, | have got stars from my parents because 


Click a picture and 
share with us at 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, HERE ARE 
A FEW SIMPLE STEPS TO SOLVE 
1. READ THE WORD LOUDLY ? 
2. KEEP SAYING THE WORD LOUDLY UNTIL YOU FIND ІТ 
B | 3. AS YOU FIND EACH WORD, КЕЕР CIRCLING IT 
SOON YOU WILL FIND ALL THE WORDS, 
ALSO CHECK OUT THE POINTS YOU SCORE BELOW. 
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Tr 
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POINTS TABLE 

: : 
САМОУ : URCHIN [-- ] : MUSKMELON 

шептен [ i BISON кш ! RAVEN = 

FARMER ¦ PUMPKIN[ |: VIRAL 

EDITOR [ ] ! IGUANA [ ] : sweep 
ongratulati e 


ulatic ed: 


Dear iNTELLYJELLIans, let us know who your favourite 
teacher is and what makes him/her so special. 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


Ms. Sarita is my favourite teacher. She explains concepts 
with the help of examples. She has helped me in becoming 
more disciplined and confident. She guides me when 


This te те, | am wrong and appreciates when | make her Proud My Favourite 


Smayan pete: Teacher is 
9 years old, Thank you so much ma'am for teaching me. 
8t. Lawrence High ቆ ng Ms. Sarita. 
School, Vashi 


Author 


of the 
Month 


Shromona is an obedient student, and a 
sensitive and helpful child. She loves 
reading books of various genres. Having a 
creative mind е explores different 
things during her leisure time, the majority 
of it is writing. She loves enjoying nature 
and in general is quite inquisitive 
We wish she keeps up this self-motivation 
and writes stories that give joy and 
motivate other youngsters to enjoy 
reading and writing. 
- Probal Adhya and 
Sushmita Bhowmik 
Parents 


Why do Mosquitoes 
Buzz in People's Ears? 


Have you ever wondered, why mosquitoes buzz? Well, (е? me tell 
you a story. Once upon a time, mosquitoes used to speak just 
like humans. They communicated ina very (он voice so that 
humans couldn't hear them and thus, be unaware of them 
coming to suck their blood. The mosquitoes had a demon queen 
She used fo rule over the mosquito kingdom. 

One day, the queen was in the middle of a meeting with her 
servants, She told to all the female mosquitoes: ‘Today, | want 
you all to go to the human and animal world and tell me whose 
blood tastes lip-smacking. You have to taste the blood of 
all the species and then report tome 


All the mosquitoes nodded their heads and said, “Sure Hiss 


After a few minutes, they set out in groups to check whose 
blood tasted delicious. 


First, they came across a river bank. Many frogs were sitting 
there huddled together. One of the mosquitoes went over to 
them and tried to distract them. She said, "Hey, Froggy! How are 
you doing? It's becoming very hot nowadays. We need to stay 
нуоватео. 


Froggy smiled. "Ви it is only for you. Your husbands never suck 
blood. Why do you do 507, he asked. 


While this conversation was going on, a few of the 
Mosquitoes sucked blood of the frogs. In this way, 
the mosquitoes succeeded in tasting the blood of 
many other CREATURES. At Last, it was 


humans turn. 


They noticed an open 
window and flew in swiftly. 
A man was conversing with 
his wife. The mosquitoes 
seized this chance to taste 
the blood. They found out 
| that the blood of humans 
was most delightful in 
taste. So, they decided to 
repeat ‘HUMANS HAVE 
BEST BLOOD’ over and 
so that they 
would not forget 


over again 


On their way back to their kingdom, they came 
across а crab sleeping on the road. At first, the 
mosquitoes did not notice him; they were all fee 
busy chanting that human blood tasted 
awesome. The crab was disturbed by their racket. 
He woke up and decided to teach them a lesson. 


"Hey, friends!” called out the crab. ‘You went to 
taste blood, | suppose 


+ "Yes, you're right,” replied the mosquitoes 


Would you like to try mine?” asked the crab 
eagerly. The mosquitoes thought about it for a 
moment and then nodded their heads 


But | have a condition. You all have to come and 
suck my blood, but you cannot 
discuss among yourselves 
whether itis good or bad." 
added the crab. Once again, 
oll the mosquitoes nodded. 


Then, the crab came 
forward and a mosquito 
named Culex sat on the 
crab. As she was about 10 
suck blood, the crab told 
her, “Come here, JU tell 


youa secret." 


When Culex went closer, the 
crab cuf off her tongue with his pincers. The 
mosquito wanted to shout out, ‘OUCH! but only a 
buzzing sound came. In this way, the crab cut off 
every female mosquito's tonque so that they 
could not talk anymore. 


Since then, the HOPELESS mosquitoes have | 


never stopped buzzing, 


- Shromona Adhya, 12 years 
7th Standard, Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan, 
West Bengal 
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Author 


of the 
Month 


Mini Khanna. Isha has g, 
and also belie 


een in her choice of 
girl and me: 
value-based thinking and imagin: 
- Ms. Mini Khanna 
Principal 
Green Fields Schoo 
Munirka Vihar, New Delhi 


Isha has a flair of expressing her 
imagination in a lucid manner. She is an 


avid reader which enhances her power to 


в INTELLYJELLY, 
he has grown her 
analytical mind like 

а. She s to be 


ж. Rajender Sharma 
Parent 


Along Long time ago, ants меге MUGS. They were so huge 


that compared to a dinosaur, they were 2x times bigger. But 
this made them proud and arrogant. They would 
terrorize and trouble all the other animals. They were all 
really fed up with this. So, they prayed to god and told him 
their pleas. This made God angry. He went to where the ants 
lived in their huge houses, which are now called volcanoes 
and cursed them. He slurk them to a small size 

The ants pleaded to at least make them a bit stronger. God 
calmed down and made them strong only so they could pick 
up small crumbs for food. And THAT'S WHY ANTS ARE SO 
SHALL 


2 Isha Sharma, 13 years 
7th Standard, Green Fields School, New Delhi 


Author 


of the 


budding writer from St. Pious X 5 
van Kumar Sth 8 h 
a Pourquoi tale. It is a 
proud moment for us as this 
le has been shortlisted to feature in 
NTELLYJELLY. 
Vivan Kumar has an immersive style of 
writing, with novel approaches and 
ነ Mirth and laughter fills 
of his hear 


tions that he may reach the 
anics of writing 

- Sr. Swapna Swetha, Principal 

St. Pious X School, Hyderabad 


pioneering 


г books and his dedication 
broadened h ledge and 
s imagination 


attitude, kindness 


— Ll 
pauma 


habits and character. 


- Harshini and Dinesh 


Author and Publish 


Creative Writing Workshop: 


Why Do Dogs Have Fur? 


A Long time ago, 
dogs did not have 
fur 


One day, a dog 
found a cotton 
field with a barn 
alongside. In the 
barn, he found 
honey in а box. The 
dog could not 
RESIST it ond 


jumped in it. 


The honey got 

stuck to his body 

and the dog 

panicked. Не ran 

across the field 

The cotton shreds 

got stuck all over his body and he turned soft. 


The other dogs liked his Look, so they too followed 
him and stuck cotton to their bodies. That is why 
dogs have fur 


- T. Vivan Kumar, 09 years 
5th Standard, St. Pious X School, Hyderabad 
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Тһе heart of a praun or shrimp is in the head. 
Actually, it is located on the thorax, which is just 
below the head. The head and the thorax are 
totally covered with a single exoskeleton. It is 
because of this that the shrimp's thorax is 
often mistaken as a Part of its head, 


Keep in mind that we 
are perfectly healthy 
because there are no 
carbonated drinks in 


The dwarf seahorse | the forest. 
(Hippocampus zosterae) 8 
is а species of the 

seahorse found in the 

subtidal aquatic beds of 

the Bahamas and parts of 

the United States. It is 

threatened by habitat 

loss. According to 

Guinness World Records. Т 

it is the slowest-moving ions сап go up fò four Е 
መ инна рны и MN water buf d 
a feet (1.5 m) per wi i , 
oe 2 D rink water every apu: do 


need fo еаГеуегу 


Should we һо M 


И raincircle, | 
instead? 


You can 
er а circular rainbow 
from the sky. While you're on the 
ground, you сап only observe the 
classic semicircular rainbow (hence the 


word "bow. However, when you're flying in 
ап airplane and looking down below, you 
can actually see а rainbow as а 
complete circle! If the weather 
Oa of course. 


DEAR ІМТЕ 


+ CURRENT 


AFFAIRS 


It has 4,500* diamond 
offices for national & 
Currently, India’s largest international traders 
diamond trade hub is The total cost of 
the Bharat Diamond construction 5 Rs, 2400 
Bourse in Mumbai. crores. 
The Surat Diamond SDB facilitates the trading 
Bourse has been hailed of over 90% of the world’s 
as the world’s largest cut and polished 
office building with a diamonds. 
single basement. Prime Minister Narendra 
It is larger than Вип Modi is expected to 
Khalifa, the tallest inaugurate it on 
building in Dubai, and November 21. 


ES the Pentagon area. 


Spacex, led by visionary 

entrepreneur Elon Musk, is 
set to make history once again by 
launching the WORLO'S LARGEST 

- PRIVATE SATELLITE to space on July 27. 
Adichanallur The satellite, named JUPITER-3 and 
developed by Maxar Technologies, is a 
М useum breakthrough in the field of 


The Adichanallur Museum, a communication A 


world-class archaeological boasting TERE 
endeavor, is set to take visitors on size and cutting- 

a captivating journey into India's edge technology. 
ancient past. Laid by none other 

than the Union Finance Minister, world’s largest 


Nirmala Sitharaman, the А it 
foundation stone for the museum р rivate satellite 


marks a momentous occasion in JUPITER-3 
the Thoothukudi district of Tamil 
Nadu. 


CURRENT 


AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


CARBONLITE 
METRO TRAVEL 


i С 


The Delhi Metro Кай 
Corporation (DMRC) has 
embarked on a 
pioneering journey, 
introducing the 
CarbonLite Metro Travel. 
The DMRC aims to 
enlighten its passengers 
about the significant 
environmental impact 
their travel choices can 
make. By opting for the 
metro over other forms 
of transportation, 
passengers contribute to 
the reduction of carbon 
dioxide emission. This 
initiative aligns perfectly 
with India's ambitious 
goal to reach net-zero 
emissions by 2070. 


Thank you Š H 
νας | Indian 
Indian | Government 


government. 


—^ Mandates Air- 
Conditioned 
Truck Cabins 


The Indian government has taken 
a significant step towards 
improving the working conditions 
for truck drivers by issuing a draft 
notification mandating the installation of air-conditioning 
systems in truck cabins. This move aims to address concerns 
related to driver fatigue and enhance road safety. The 
Ministry of Road, Transport and 
Highways has also invited comments 
and suggestions from stakeholders 
for a period of 30 days from the 
date of notification. 


` 


чү DG Rakesh Pal has assumed 


the position of the 25th 
Director General of the Indian 
Coast Guard (ICG). 


Кече love iNTELLYJELLY 


፤ iNTELLYJELLY magazine is a fantastic and fabulous one. My 
kid likes this magazine as it has beautiful illustrations. It 1 
clearly depicts all the stories and attracts readers to read it. 

- Sowmya V 
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imTELLYJELLY 
Writer 
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What s Wrong: 


Amannequinis upside down. 
There ts a pizza box in between 
the clothes. 

The clock has four hands. 

A woman is standing in an 
inflatable pool. 

Aman is shaving in the shop. 


6. 


There is an air pump іп the 
shop. 

There is a letter box in the 
shop. 

There is a banana on display 
instead of a shoe. 

Aman isskiingin the shop. 


ЕЕ ` INTELLYJELLY 


The best digest for kids! Al 


“Тһе winners will receive a FREE 
book with their next month 


magazine delivery. 


WHICH DOG SPECIES IS THE TALLEST? 


WHAT DOES THE FILM 'INSIDE OUT STAND 


1] OUT THE MOST FOR? 


WHAT SHOULD ONE DO IN THE FACE OF \ M—— 


2) CHALLENGES? 
WHAT IS THE MORAL OF 'THE ABANDONED 


e) | BUNGALOW STORY? 


\ መ“ 


3] WHEN DECIDING TO АСТ COURAGEOUSLY. ڪڪ‎ 
3 WHAT PRECAUTIONS SHOULD ONE TAKE? 


HOW LONG CAN LIONS SURVIVE WITHOUT — ` 


РЕ) МАТЕВ? 


WHAT 15 HAMMERSPACE? — — — 
' 
(4) WHICH PART OF THE HUMAN BODY DOES 


%) NOT HAVE ANY BLOOD? 


N 


WHO IS STEPHEN MEAKIN? 


ae WHAT 15 'JUPITER-3? 
ڪڪ‎ с 10) | 


INTELLYJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 
and send them to us here 


LEARNING WITH CHINMIN 
BELOVED iNTELLYJELLYians, 
HERE IS CHINMIN. COME, LET'S SEE HOW WE 
SAY WITH THE NEW PAY COMES NEW 
STRENGTH ANP NEW THOUGHTS. IN 

DIFFERENT LANGUAGES. 


p AM ROHS AN BL A vac le nouveou jos? 
^ Con el nuevo día llegan КЕ gulch. quentin погоде 
peeves тил Y INNVOS sae nal-eneun sae himqwa sae я > ; 
pensamientos. 


Korean 


Mit dem neuen ^4 In English, we say 
Tag kommen with the new day comes 
neue Kraft und new strength and new thoughts. 
eue Gedanki 


e 4AMEEREY. ኣ 
Atarash hi ni wa, atarash ) "m 
chikara to atarash Капдае, 


What do you call a dog 
-з № that has been left outside 


1 \ in the cold for an extended 
japanese period of time? 


A chili-dog. 


ЕЕ | eed people 
who ኣቁ ge in 
“ете 
Thaf s how we improve 


+ 


SHREEMOYEE BURAGOHAIN CHETHANA ADI 


Bengalurt 


It is a useful magazine fi My daughter, Chethana, is 


kids. It really helps them 


studying 5th grade. She 
improve their reading 


likes this book and eagerly 


oncept, content and habit and creative skills. It waits for the new edition 


every month. Thank you 
INTELLYJELLY, for this 
amazing book 


What 1 like most is ti also helps in improving 
ffort to engage kids with t their GK too 

agazine. A big thanks to the 

autiful team associated with 


SURYA TEJ H S SAINDHAVI 


best books | have bought for 
my child. It is 1 

has the ability to tak 

into a world of imagir 

while at the same time 
teache: 


ARE YOU NEXT 2 Orr 


፻ to tag 
iNTELLY)ELLY 


review reels! 


6 МЕШУ ---- 


J SELLY ШШЕ Senior 3 


Intelligent reading is fun! ድ 


4464 


; "i 
ACTIVITY £ 4 
! STORY SPECIAL: 


YOUR 
ATTENTION 
PLEASE! 


Something Truly 
Extraordinary Is On 


The Horizon! 


STAY TUNED... 
@INTELLY JELLY_MAGAZINE 


iNTELLY JELLY'S 


EL — 
BELOVED INTELLYJELLYIANS, 


Do you have a way with words that con captivate readers' hearts and minds? 


Now is the time to let your imagination blossom and win prizes! 


DATES 0 HOW TO PARTICIPATE 2 


Registration: Sth Nov 23 onwards 


Results: 5151 Jan'24 


www.intellyjelly.com/contest 


а= = г> 
CATEGORIES 


Story, Poem, Essay, and Blog REGISTRATION CHARGES 
* Early bird discount € 149 
AGE GROUP 


Upto 14 years * Another opportunity from 20th Nov 499 


+ Last chance from 5th Dec #499 J 


Га like а $400,000 loan to 
finance a business plan. 


Quitting my job & 
leaving the country. 


CORNER 


CARTOON 


The first ever known use of the word ‘cartoon’ 
for an animation was more than a 100 years ago 


Thege marked my height ас a kid, 
{лесе mark my Width 86 an adult. 


THE POPEYE 


Popeye was created during the Great 
Depression to encourage people to eat spinach 
because of its high iron content, as many people 
could not afford meat at that time. 


Anyone can. do 


5% 
рр) 
X Ὁ о el ፍቶ Ἂν 
LEARN [Z 


FOUR-FINGERED HANDS 


Why do you think a lot of cartoon characters 
have four-fingered hands instead of five? The 
reason is simple - hands with four fingers were 
easier to draw and animate. 


x 
CARTOON 


Each time there's a petrol price 
hike. | remove one body 
It red my burden! 


Happy 
итецужцуво 


ቦች 


Нарру 
INTELLYJELLYian 


WNTELLYJELLYian 


CREATE 


NTELLYJELLYians SPACE 


Grab your imagination like you would a T-shirt 


from a closet! 


Name 

Age Й City.. ን 

This month, | have got........ RXR YC УХ, stars from ту 
parents because 


Mail your 
CARTOON at 


info&iNTELLYJELLY.com 


| ፎፎ=ፎ==== ጀር 


LUCA'S LARGE EYES 


Out of all the characters in the 
film, Luca has the largest eyes 
in comparison to his head 
That's indicative of his wide- 
eyed, curious nature 


According to production 
designer Daniela Strijleva, it 
took a year to finalize the 
design of Luca. "Enrico always 
wanted Luca to be a bit of an 
introvert and someone who 
was curious, but it took us a bit 
longer to figure out that Luca is 
a dreamer," explained Daniela 
“Не has a strong imagination 
and a really evolved inner life. 
That is when the character 
came to life for me 


WHAT DOES LUCA 
TEACH CHILDREN? 


When Luca gobbles up 
his first plate of pasta, he 
unleashes a burp after he 
was done. Tremblay was 
happy to perform this 
sound effect himself as 
burping on command is 
apparently a 
special skill 
of the 
actor. 


"Hey, look m 
in the eye. 
You know 
| love you, 


“T know who they ore-They are 
Luca ana Alberto Gnd they ore \, 
| the winners" "Massime|Marc ovaldo- 


b 


Which of the above POSTERS do you like the most, and why? 


Click the picture and 
Send us 


info@iNTELLYJELLY.com 


Spgs monte ne комн ae / ha Ea pp ont 
μοι 1 ity | е оис Ттт 


Good Manners 


BE YOUR FAMILY'S 
MANNERS AMBASSADOR. 


ج سے 


Label each picture with the correct action. 


Keep your community clean. Take care of the earth. 
Be kind. 


Help your neighbor. 


When playing with friends, 


1. [ከ፳ you say # 2. What do you 
when you want fo Y fe say when you 


leave fh я want їе offer 
leave the room? K = help? 


3. What do you 4. What do you say 
say when when you want to 
you receive borrow a toy from 
something? your friend? ἕως 


6. What до you 


5. What do you say 
when you hurt Say when you 
somebody or do Pass between 
something two people who 
are talking? 


= 


Share a pic of your 
manner's sheet at 


foPiNTELLYJELLY.com 


жа | om GED | мш‏ ے 


Май your art at 
into @INTELLYIELLY.com 


DEAR INTELLYJELLYians, I HELP YOU THRO 
THE BOOK BY SHARING THE MEANINGS 


I NEED YOUR INTELL МТ HELP NOW. FLIP 
THRO! THE PAGES, D UT THE MEANINGS OF 
THE WORDS A GIVEN BELOW AND WRITE THEM, 


Finery: 


Chores: 


Pierced: CJ 


Shocked: 


Thicket: 


Adamant: Consulted: 


runch: 
Scrunc Quarrelsome: 


Meticulously: 


Dig the word meanings 
and send to us at 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


VERYBODY FOCUS. 


HOCUS-POCUS! E! 


z 
5 
Е 
2 
> 
Е 
Е 
Е 
5 
< 
£ ¢ 
т 
Е 


ЕЗ ” 
ID THEATRE 


SHOW TIMINGS : EVERY TIME YOU OPEN INTELL Y JELLY 


Dear iNTELLYJELLIans 

Your favourite magazine, INTELLYJELLY, is proud to 
introduce a theatre section for you. Welcome to iJ 
THEATRE! The best place, where expression of 
mind and heart finds its freedom. 

Participating in a play helps you focus on your 
physical, mental and verbal expressions. 1) theatre 
also offers you the ease to intract with the world. 


So, read, enjoy and enact! 


w Jungle with a high hill 


Narrator: 


The old woman: 


Once upon a time, there was 
a dense jungle in Africa. 
There were waterfalls, hills 
and beautiful lush green 
trees. In the jungle, there 
lived an old woman on the 
foothill of a tall hill. Нег 
granddaughter lived on top 
of the hill. Every weekend, 
the old woman paid a visit to 
her granddaughter. One such 
day, the old woman decided 
to visit her granddaughter 
and have some pumpkin 
soup with her. 


She dressed up in her 


finery, put on her lacy 
hat, picked up her walking 
stick and started her journey 
uphill. As she SCal€d the 
hill, she sang a song, 


A rick-a-tick-tick. 
A rick-a-tick-tick, 
መመ rick-a-tick-tick, 


Here | come with my 


(Dear readers, can you see a rhyme 
scheme in the song? Yes, this rhyme 
scheme is called a ‘Quatrain’. It follows 
the AAAA scheme which means that 
the last words in each line rhyme! Why 
don't you try writing a rhyme with the 
AAAA scheme. Easy, isn't it.) 


walking stick! 


Narrator: As she climbed up merrily, a 
bear appeared out of the 
thicket of the forest. Не 
said in а loud voice, 


Bear: Hey, old lady, | want to take 
you home to do my 
household chores. Now 
come on, don't trudge along, 
walk faster. 


Narrator: The old woman was very 
clever. She knew that brains 
are better than brawn! 

The old lady: Oh, my dear Bear. Can't you 
see, | am only skin and 
bones. | am going up the hill 
to meet my granddaughter. 


u 
Bear: 


Narrator: 


The old woman: 


Narrator: 


Tiger: 


Narrator: 


The old woman: 


በሎ will make pumpkin soup 
for me, and | will become 
strong and come back 
strapping. | would then 
accompany you! 

Bear had a convinced look 
on his face. 

Alright. 1 shall look forward 
to seeing you soon. 

So, the old woman 
continued her journey. And 
she sang her song, 

A rick-a-tick-tick. 

A rick-a-tick-tick, 

A rick-a-tick-tick, 

Here І come with my 
walking stick! 


But, oh dear, Jg ht from 
behind a huge bole ofa 
tree, out jumped a tiger! 
Hey, old lady, | want to take 
you home to do my 
household chores. Now 
come on, don't trudge along, 
walk faster. 

And the old woman gave 
the same reply as she gave 
to Bear! 

Oh, my dear Tiger. Can't 
you see, | am only skin and 
bones. | am going up the hill 
to meet my granddaughter. 
She will make pumpkin soup 


Narrator: 


The old woman: 


Granddaughter: 


Narrator: 


Granddaughter: 


for me, and | will become 
strong and come back 
strapping. | would then 
accompany you! 


Tiger too got convinced and 
let her move on. 

Soon, the old woman 
reached her granddaughter's 
house. She had two big 
bowls of pumpkin soup, 
laced with butter and cream. 
Now that was a toothsome 
meal! Thank you so much, 
my dear! 

Do come back next 
weekend, Granny. | shall 
make you some delightful 
food. 

The old woman suddenly 
started to cry and told her 
granddaughter that she was 
in trouble because of Tiger 
and Bear. Her 
granddaughter was clever 
too. At the drop of a hat, 
she thought of a plan to save 
her grandma. Very 
meticulously, she cleared the 
inside of the pumpkin and 
painted the shell in pink 
colour! 

Granny, mM yourself 
into the pumpkin shell and | 
will give you a gentle push 


Т! 


Тһе old woman: 


К 5 


atre and dra 


na te 


n Ind 


downhill. When you meet 
Bear and Tiger, challenge 
them with a tongue twister! 
1 am sure they will run away 
because they can only growl 
or roar. They sure will not be 
able to clear a tongue 
twister! 

Both of them giggled 
together. And, as per the 
plan, the old lady got into 
the shell and her 
granddaughter gave her a 
push 

As the old woman rolled 
down in the pink pumpkin 
shell, she sang a lovely song, 
Here | come, 

Here | come, 


Here | come, 


In my pumpkin here | come! 
(AAAA rhyme scheme) 


As the old woman rolled 
down in her pink pumpkin, 


Tiger: 


The old woman: 


Tiger: 
Narrator: 
The old woman: 


Narrator: 


Tiger: 


Narrator: 


she bashed into Tiger. 


Tiger roared and sniffed the 
pumpkin from all sides. 


Who is inside the pink 
pumpkin? | have never seen 
a pink pumpkin; they are 
only yellow and orange in 
colour! 

If you are able to repeat 
what | say, | shall tell you 
who | am. 

Hah! That should be a piece 
of cake for me. 

The old woman rattled out 
a tongue twister, 

A happy hippo hopped and 
hiccupped! 

Tiger tried hard to repeat 
the tongue twister. But he 
failed again and again. 


Huh! | don't want to try 


your ΜΘΒο6- Jumbo. 
Tiger finally gave up and 


नि ν΄ 


ЕЕ = the pumpkin downhill: 


4 З с м^ 
Narrator: Soon, the old woman, in her pink pumpkin, bashed into the 0 
Bear! ፍም 
Bear: Who is inside the pink pumpkin? | have never seen а 
pink pumpkin; they are only yellow and orange in 
colour! 3 = 
The old woman: If you are able to repeat what | say, | shall tell finery: elegant clothes and 
you who | am. jewellery 
lacy:- madeoflace 
Bear: Hah! That should be a piece of cake for me Scaled: climbing up (mostly a 
Narrator: The old woman rattled out another tongue mountain ora fill) 
twister to Bear. thicket: a dense group of trees or 
bushes 
The old woman: An ape hates grape cakes! chores: work 
Narrator: Bear tried hard to repeat the tongue ie the trunk of a tree, specially a 
twister. But he failed again and again ር 
meticulously: doing something with 
Bear: Huh! 1 don't want to try your mumbo- great care and perfection 
jumbo. scrunch: squeeze oneself to fit a 
А “δρ. ehe small place 
Narrator: Bear finally gave up and pushed thi табби: speak very fast (sometimes, 
pumpkin downhill. inan inaudible manner) 
Narrator: The old woman reached her home safely ап _ ሻወቋክይ“ኃፀዘኔፅ፡ a language which 
confuses people 


lived happily ever after! 


MORAL- We must always remember that ‘brain is better 
than brawn’! 


Have you ever faced a situation where you have had to use your 
brains to fight and win over brawn? 


Express yourself and 
share with us at 


“6፡5. с> С) “i == 


Бу: Uday Agrawal 


7 Siddhartha 
And Devdutt 


ne fine day, prince Siddhartha 

went roaming in a garden 

along with his cousin, Devdutt. 
While Siddhartha was a soft-hearted boy, 
Devdutt was quarrelsome and was of a 
cruel nature. 


Not far from where they were walking, a 
swan was flying. Siddhartha was very 
happy to see that swan. Suddenly, 
Devdutt put an arrow on his bow, aimed 
it towards the swan, and shot at it. The 
arrow pierced the swan. The injured 
swan thrashed its wings in pain. 


iddhartha ran towards the wounded 

Вап and picked it up. He cleaned the 
оой flowing from its wound and gave it 
some water. Soon, Devdutt came running 
Looking for his arrow. He Looked at 
Siddhartha with anger and said, ‘Give the 
swan to me, | shot it down. 


— w @ — 


Νο, said Siddhartha, stroking the swan s back. | can f give this swan to 
you. You are cruel; you shot an innocent bird. | have saved its life.’ 
‘Look, Siddhartha, said Devdutt, staring at him. This swan is mine; | shot it 


down with my arrow. If you wont give it to me, | will complain about you in 
the royal court.’ 


Siddhartha was adamant about not giving the swan to Devdutt. Devdutt 
complained about Siddhartha at the kings court and Siddhartha was called. 


Shortly after, Siddhartha was present in the court along with the swan. At 
the king's signal, Devdutt bowed his head and said, 0, Great King! The swan 


that Siddhartha is carrying belongs to me. | shot it down to the ground with 
my arrow. Then, Siddhartha picked it up and took it under his authority. | 
would Like to have my swan back.’ 


The king Looked at Siddhartha and signalled him to speak. Siddhartha bowed 


his head and calmly said, ‘Hey, Great King! This swan is innocent and was 


YOU ARE CRUEL i 
YOU SHOT AN I! ОСЕМТ BIRD 


harmlessly flying when Devdutt shot an arrow and wounded it. | saved it by 
treating it. | believe that the person who saves a life has a greater right 
over it than the person who takes a life. | want to make it healthy so that 
it can fly in the sky again.’ 

The king consulted with his courtiers. They all said in chorus, Ὁ, Great 
King! Prince Siddhartha is right. The person who saves a life has a greater 


АМ! 
መመመ ፦ J 
DFO OVO 
Е ОИ ЭТО MEME [511 713. [[2:1፲21121፪21[:| 
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А 1 томе INTELLYJELLY 
| This is a wonderful magazine which teaches values to kids, 
፥ thereby playing an important role in character formation 
$ The stories in this magazine help the kids think differently. It 
also has many activities which include p ind creative 

writing that add to the creative and logi nking of the ДЭ 


A "hu 
? child. Thank you iNTELLYJELLY for everything y сөн, RI 1 
- Kindle Customer ` 
А INTELLVJELLY 
Reader 
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right over it than the one who takes a Life. Therefore, Prince Siddhartha 
should be allowed to keep the swan. The king agreed and said to 
Siddhartha, This swan belongs to you and you can take it with you. 


Siddhartha Looked after the swan till it's broken wing had healed, and then 
set it free. 


в side would you Бе on, Siddhartha or Devdutt? Why? 


Name 
Аве 


roaming: moving aimlessly over а wide area 
quarreisome: one who likes to argue and fight with other people 
plerced: made a small hole in something with a sharp object 
hit something violently, repeatedly 

wounded: injured, hurt 

: ап act of moving one's hand or an object across а surface, applying gentle pressure 
adamant: refusing to change one's mind 
consulted: sought information or advice 


An avid reader and a walking encyclopedia, Uday loves to be with children and 
expresses his connection with them through his writing. 


By: Madhurima Mukherjee Kundu 


illustration: Agantuk How | THe 


SALT Became THe 
KING CF THe KiTcHeN... 


T Lion is fhe king of the jungle and the 
mango is the king of the fruits. Do you 
know who the king of the kitchen is? 
Well, it's the salt! Let me tell you how it 
became the king of the kitchen. 
Long ago, there was a king called Brahmaditya, 
who had three sons, Adriraj, Adrisar and 
Adishnath. 


One day, the king catledihis three sons and asked them, "Теле, tow 
much do you Love me?" 

The eldest son thought for a while and said, “Move you theway Шуе 

sugar 

Then came the second son. He thought and said, “I Love you as much 451 
love honey. 

The youngest son said, | Love you as much as | Love salt.” 

The king was shocked to hear the answer of the youngest son. How could 
his son compare him to salt! People Love to eat Laddoos, boondis, rasqullas, 
sandesh, gulab jamum and 
everything sweet . 

He could not understand as to 


why his son compared his Love 
for his father with salt. 


ኣዎ сай; 


c 


өт (ЭЭ № 


The son said, ‘Give me a day and you will understand what | am saying. | 
just have one request, let me take the charge of the kitchen tomorrow.’ 


The King agreed to give him a day. 


= Next day, when the King sat down to eat, he put a morsel in his 
"m mouth and then, just spat it out. He tried one dish after 
the other and kept spitting out each bite. 


“ 
Though there were many dishes that had 


=== T t love INTELLYJELLY 
shocked: caused (someone) to feel \ ከ Avery impressive children's magazine with 
surprised and upset \ a variety of comics, activities, riddles, etc. It ж 
morsel: a small piece or amount of food has very good content and my kidlovesit! AN 
befit: to be suitable to приди 
rumbling: making a deep, long, rolling sound. - 


E prepared as befit the King, but none of the dishes had any salt in 
them. 

He could not eat anything at all even though he was very hungry. His 
stomach was rumbling with hunger. And that is when he understood what 


his youngest son had meant. 


He called his son, hugged him and said, ' now understand what you meant, 
my dear son. From today onwards, the salt will be known as the king of 
the kitchen!’ 


So let’s hear from you, how much do you love your parents? Try to 
be as expressive as possible. 


β. MBA graduate, with a rich experience of 13 years in Research and 
Marketing, Madhurima Mukherjee Kundu has found her niche in writing 
articles and stories for children which seem to have become an extension of her 


being 
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DEAR INTELLYJELLYians, 
A DOG HAS SWIPED THE SAMOSA 
SERVING TRAYS FROM SATTAN. 


PLEASE ASSIST HIM IN FINDING 
THE SAMOSAS. 


Sudoku 


LIFE IS LIKE SUDOKU; ALL YOU HAVE TO DO IS 
PUT SOME PIECES IN THE CORRECT SPOTS, AND 
EVERYTHING ELSE WILL FALL INTO PLACE. 
DEAR READERS, SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN EY SOLVING 
THIS SUDOKU PUZZLE WITH МЕ. 


"т something that is white’ 
[ in a bottle I am stored 

I'm something you can drink 

On cereal | am poured. 


HIN замвиу. 


Эм 


9 
Г 
| 
° " 
3 

E 


Click a picture and 
share with us at 


አ 
N 


r= 


i What am 1? 


Whyis 
cold milk 


always 50 ге? 
relaxed which isle can you find mein? 


Because it chills 
in the fridge 


е НА 
% | 


ZAN N 


ዲኪ ጋ 


What am I? 


. 

1 Which isle can you find me in? 
` 
` 


Name 
Аве 
For my SCAVENGER HUNT, | have got stars from my parents, because 


Click a picture and 
share with us at 


ЈЕУ, 


0 How mang squares does a chessboard 


have? 
A 65 
» 32 
0 64 
9 99 


Who were the opponents in the famous 
Evergreen Game? 

A) Adolf Anderssen vs. Jean Dufresne 
B) Paul Morphy vs. Howard Staunton 
C) Wilhelm Steinitz vs. Emanuel Lasker 
D) Jose Raul Capablanca vs. Alexander 


How many moves was the longest [known] 4) Whatis if called when a player cannot: 


chess game in history? 
A 101 

В 23 

0 269 

D) 382 


defend an attack against their king? 


o The quickest possible checkmafe сап be in: о Where did chess originate? 


А) 2moves 
B Imoe 
0 З moves 
D) 4 moves 


A) India 
B) Russia 


7 What does the word 'checkmate'/'shah та" о Which game is the earliest known 


mean in Persian? 
А) King is alone 
В) King іс hopeless 
C) King needs help 
D) King is dead 


predecessor of chess? 
A) Checkers 

В Ludo 

С) Chaturanga 

9 G 


34 J Ч 


Why did the 
rate want milk 
GUESS NEXT MOVE poured on him? gee 
1. You are playing with the black counters De PE m. | 
in the 1st game ans with the white rand 
counters in the second. 
2. BEAT your opponent in өте move. 


aug with Hoke! 
E 


City 


Click the picture & 
love playing CHESS because Send us to 


info@iNTELLYIELLY.com 


р ~ refer to page 48 for answers. 
35 


Жы INTELLYJELLYians 
SHARPEN YOUR BRAIN BY 
SOLVING THIS 
QNonogxam Puzzle 


WITH ME. 


HOW TO SOLVE 


* Numbers on the side (later clues, 
sometimes called number bars) 
represent how many squares you 
need to colour (i.e. colored squares, 
later boxes) in that line. 

Between those boxes there must be 
at least one empty space (later 


[ቹ INTELLYJELLY INTELLYJELLY 
NONOGRAM EXPERT NONOGRAM EXPERT NONOGRAM EXPERT 


Name 


Age city 
For тү NONOGRAM PUZZLE, | have got stars from my parents, because 


Click a picture and 
share with us at 


40 POINTS M : 120 POINTS 


A 
A 
N 
V 
L 
A 
V 
T 
F 
S 
L 


BEACH | | : 


нот 
ОСЕАМ 
САТ 


Total 


G € m g € m =A O ΞΟ 
> 20 Z — X — = > Z — 
о — Z m ο Oo 7 ० O z 


DEAR iNTELLYJELLYians, HERE ARE 
A FEW SIMPLE STEPS TO SOLVE 
1. READ THE WORD LOUDLY ያ 
2. KEEP SAYING THE WORD LOUDLY UNTIL YOU FIND IT. 
8. AS YOU FIND EACH WORD, KEEP CIRCLING IT 
SOON YOU WILL FIND ALL THE WORDS. 
ALSO CHECK OUT THE POINTS YOU SCORE BELOW. 


[2] 
о 
1 
= 


ए — > O > 2 O r олт 
<z=—< 0 न > z=co 
O m— тоть 2 юс 
09206) 79 — мәр 5 ш 2 > 
< > 60) Z — Z — > яо 
т тг z пго (2 
ama- x Е = о z = 


— 
mm 


POINTS TABLE 


CAMP 


: HUMID 


SAND 
WARM 


Total 


CJ: ке 
= [| ] i SUNSHINE 
1] : HIKING 


1 have scored out of 120 
points. 


= Ihave got stars from 
Total my parents. 


022 
3 መሙ < 


= favourite teacher is Mrs. Prachi. 1 


love my teacher because she makes 


studies interesting and easy. 


This is me, 

Zahna Habeeba, 

JBM Global School. 
Noida 


= performer, Aishwarya ma'am is my 
favourite because she teaches us this beautiful 
dance form. She loves me and scolds me to make 
me a better dancer. | love her the most when she 


call me ‘My Munchkin’. 
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This is me, 
Umang Shah. 
Queen Marry's School, — 


Model Town, Delhi 
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Teacher is 3 
Mrs. Prachi. 3 
| 

M 


n те: ሙ፡ መው 
CP 


———. 


ПР) 


П 
кт 


x 


My favourite 
Teacher is 
Aishwarya Srivastava. 


4A Ж), 


zs INDIANS 


Script: Payal Das | Hiustration: 72 DPI 


IRAN'S KING WAS IMPRESSED BY BIRBAL'S WIT 
AND SO, ONE DAY, HE DECIDED TO MEET HIM 


BIRBAL CAME TO IRAN. AS SOON AS HE LANDED FROM e 
THE SHIP, HE WAS AMAZED WITH THE BEAUTY OF IRAN. 


AS SOON AS BIRBAL ENTERED THE 
PALACE, HE WAS ASTONISHED. 


Pourquoi 
Tales 


Author анд Publish 


Creative Writing Workshops. 
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HOW DiD THe JACKAL сет HiS STRIPES? 


The Sun came down to earth one day 
and sat beside the road. People just 
walked past it; they took no notice of 
the Sun. 


When Jackal walked by, he saw the 
Sun sitting there. ‘Oh!’ he shouted. 
‘Some people have left this child 

| behind. And what a FiNE-LOOKING 
CHILO it is!’ 
Jackal picked up the Sun. lll carry 
you, he said, and he put the Sun on 
his back. 


Then the Sun burned him. ‘Ouch! 
That hurts!’ screamed Jackal. ‘Get 
down! -- 
am Кон! ч 
But the Sun stayed "απ 
stuck to Jackal s | 
back and kept 


burning him. 


That is 


Note: Pourquoi [porkwa] 
means 'why' in French 
These tales often start in the 
past, e.g. A long, long time 
адо... and end when the 
explanation is complete. 
how Pourquoi tales make readers 
WONDER ABOUT THE 
Jackal got VARIOUS THINGS IN THE 
his WORLD. They accelerate 
children's wondering, 
thinking, and exploring. 


stripes. 


Dear readers 


Now that you have read the Pourquoi Story, it's time to wear a writer's hat and 
become one. The following are two prompts for you to choose from and now write 
your own Pourquoi Story. 


Write your 


Pourquoi Tales 
and share with us at 
Very helpful for the kids. Activities and stories keep info @INTELLYJELLY.com 
the child away from screens. 1 am very appy with „Өф 
аш 


this digest. It is a must buy. ES 


- Sonali Patil σὲ 


Anushka has been an excellent student. 
She turns up on time, is always prepared 
and keen to contribute her ideas to 
discussions. She has been an exceptional 
student which is reflected in her grades 
that she has earned throughout the year. 
She possess great leadership qualities 
Insightis proud to have a student like her. 


- Ramola Melita Dsouza 
Principal 
Insight Academy School 


Anushka is a very creative and 
hardworking girl. She likes to read 
mythological stories and 
has got motivation to 
H write the stories through 
INTELLYJELLY. 


сағат 
prm d 
- Sarita Pandit 
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Why Bulls Hate The Color Red? 


Once upon a time, in a DENSE FOREST. there lived a bull named 
Shack. He was a Very kind, helpful and naughty bull. He 
enjoyed disturbing people. One day, Shack saw his friends Honkey 
and Rabbit discussing their favorite colors. He also joined their 
conversation. Monkey said. | love yellow because bananas are 
yellow, and | Love bananas.” Rabbit said, “I Love orange color because 
carrots are orange color and | love carrots." Shack said, | Love the 


color red because it keeps me happy 


While they αἱ were discussing, Shack saw a sage meditating 
under a coconut tree. He thought of disturbing him. He told his 
friends that he had some work, so he would see them Later. 

He ran to the tree and shook it. All the coconuts fell on the sage 
His meditation got disturbed. The sage got very angry and 
cursed him that he would hate the color red. 

That is why bulls hate red color! 


- Anushka Prajapati, 10 years 
Sth Standard, Insight Academy School, Bangalore 
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Master Guhan Атһгеуа is a student with 
extraordinary listening and writing skills 
He has an excellent mindset and is curious 
0 know about the happenings in his 
surroundings related to science, which is 
мочпи His mother is a writer, 
who always remains supportive towards 
him. His writing is 
imagination. | place my 
his success and add the v 
to his work and talent 


ngratulations on 
d of promotion 


- Mr. Ramesh 
Principal 
daka School, Mysore 


Author анд Publish 


Creative Writing Могкѕһорѕ 


Rahul's Triumph over Bullying 


Once upon a time, in a vibrant school named The Indian School, 
there studied a boy named Rahul. He was a DILIGENT STUDENT 
in the Sth grade, known for his kindness, friendliness, and his 
incredible athletic abilities. Every year, during the school's 
annual Athletic contest, Rahul would shine as the star, winning the 
first prize without foil 


But there was a dark cloud looming over Rahul s happiness. In 
another section of the same grade, there was a boy named Akash 
who felt a pang of jealousy whenever he saw Rahul s success. Akash 
was not as kind as Rahul; he was a bully who often used his words to 
intimidate others. One day, as the annual Athletic contest 
approached, Akash approached Rahul with o threatening tone. 


Hey Rahul,” sneered Akash, | suggest you don + participate in the 
Athletic contest this year. Its for your own good. Trust me, the 


consequences will be really bad if you don t Listen." 


Rahuls heart sank as he listened to Akashs words. He felt 
confused, scared, and unsure of what to do. He was not used to 
confronting bullies, and his introverted mature made it difficult 
for him to stand up against Akash s menacing attitude 


As days went by, Rahul couldn t shake off the fear that had taken 


hold of him. He kept contemplating whether he should participate 
or not, torn between his passion for sports and the dread of facing 
Akash s threats. However, amidst the turmoil, Rahul found solace 
іп his friends, who were aware of the situation and encouraged 


him not to back down 


One sunny afternoon, Rahul made up his mind. He realized that he 
couldn't let fear control his life and stop him from doing 
something he loved. With a newfound determination, Rahul 


£ » 


Guhan is an avid reader. He is fond of 
reading magazines and books on all 
subjects. Most of the time, we can find him 
with a book in his hand. Science is his 
favorite subject. He enjoys reading about 
science and also he loves narrating facts 
about science. 

Always curious about the world around 
him, he is а mini researcher filled with loads 
of questions! Inspired by his mother who 
was an author since childhood, he has 
taken his first baby step in creative writing 
and we hope that he comes up with many 
such stories in future. 


- Meghana B.N and Ravishankar A.S. 
Parents 
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approached his teacher and shared the situation with her. The 
teacher, impressed by Rahul's courage, assured him that the 
school would not felerafe bullying ond would take appropriate 
action 


On the day of the Athletic contest, Rahul stood at the starting Line, 
his heart racing with a mixture of excitement and anxiely. As 
the whistle blew, he gave it his all, running as fast as he could, 
fueled by the support of his friends and the memory of his 
teacher's encouraging words 


Toeveryone's surprise, Rahul won the first prize once again, just as 
he always did. The applause and cheers from his 
classmates, teachers, and the entire school filed the air. Among 
the cheering crowd, Rahul's eyes met with Аказ 5, who had no 
choice but to watch in silence 


In the aftermath of the event, the school administration took 
Akoshs bullying seriously. They spoke to him about the 
consequences of his actions and the importance of treating 
others with respect. Akash, realizing the error of his ways 
eventually apologized to Rahul for his behavior. 


The incident brought a positive change in the school. The students 
united ада! inst bullying and a new anti-bullying campaign was 
launched. Rahul 5 courage and determination became ап 
inspiration fo everyone, teaching them that standing up against 
bullies can lead toa brighter and happier community 


And so, with the defeat of bullying and the victory of friendship 

kindness, and courage, Rahul s story became a beacon of hope 

reminding everyone that no matter how tough the challenges may 

be, they can be overcome with the support of friends and the 
strengthwithin oneself 

- Guhan Athreya. R., 10 years 

Sth Standard, Vidya Vardaka School, Mysore 
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There is a playing card 
Instead of the door. 

There is a t-shirt in the dog's 
hands. 

One bubble is in the shape of 
a cube. 

The girl is wearing different 
shoes in her feet 

The whee! of the skateboard 
is square in shape. 


There 8 8 half-eaten burger 
for sale on the table 

Some letters from ‘Yard sale’ 
are missing 

There is a hot dog in place of 
the leg of the table. 

There is an air pump in the 
middle of the yard. 

The man is wearing his hat 
upside down. 


i CHAKRAVARTY DEVTA 
West Beng 


This magazine has 
brilliant contents and is 
very engaging. Each 
and every page of the 
digest is stuffed with 
learning.| am so happy 
to have selected the 
right thing for my child 


ARIN UPADHYAY 
Indore 


| ordered the senior edition 
for my 11-ye d kid. He 
was so excited 

book and all the interesting 
things like puzzle 

stories, drawing eti 

great magazine 

kids engaged. Thanks, 
intellyjelly team 


w 
GUHAN ATHREYA. R 


Mysor 


Great magazine for kids! 
It is very informative 
and interesting. It is also 
full of pictures and 
interesting facts which 
keep kids engaged. it is 
a must read for all 
children. 


YUVAAN GUPTA 


Faridabad 


ичаап likes to solve 

ctivit Ches: 

sudoku, and enjoys reading 
5, iNTELLYjELLY 


5 its educational and 


ARE YOU NEXT ? 
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JAITRA KEYUR PATEL 


Gandhinagar 


INTELLYJELLY magazine: 
are very interesting and 
help in fun-learning for 
kids. It has comics, puzzles 
and sudokus which is very 
enjoyable for childr 
Excellent experience with 
iNTELLVJELLY... Thank you 


Don't forget 
to tag 
iNTELLYJELLY 
in your 
review reels! 


MURUTHYUNJAYAN 
Author, Age: 11 Yrs 
, Chinmaya Vidyalaya, Rajapalayam 


When did you develop a passion for writing? 


1 developed a passion for writing during the lockdown 
period. | was in class 3. My sister is a poetess and 
author. | saw her writing a poem like in my English 
book. "What are you writing, akka?" | asked. "| am 
writing my own poem," she said. "How to write our 
own works, akka?" | asked. 

Just gaze around, be at peace in your mind, open your 
internal eyes, and then take a white sheet and your 
favourite pen (I was allowed to write only with pencil 
then), and write whatever your thoughts are," she 
said. 

1 saw a mirror before me, so | wrote а poem based on 
a mirror. While writing, | felt happiness like | do when | 
play. | drew this aspiration from my sister. That is when 
1 developed this passion of writing. | am extremely 
grateful to Corona, as it gave me a lot of time to 
develop and cherish my new hobby and passion. 


Simultaneously, | came across INTELLYJELLY magazine, 
helping authors like me. | write for my satisfaction, 
but when I started to attend classes conducted by 
Animesh Tiwari sir, | really enjoyed my stories. 1 
understood and started to explore the nooks and 
corners of being an author. | also learnt the common 
story hill that | had never observed, as it was taught 
brilliantly by Shri. Tiwari sir gave me a thrill. Now, | 
started to research and analyze every story, and 
started to use it in my writings also. These classes 
took me on an exciting adventure to the world of 
literature. Now, | can proudly say that | am 9 
PUBLISHED AUTHOR:) 

Which are your favourite books and authors? 

My favourite book is Тһе Adventures of Tom Sawyer 
written by Mark Twain. | am amazed at this boy, how 
mischievous he was and his overwhelming 
imaginations. | have a keen interest in adventures and 
so, this book was a thrilling feast for me. This young 


© — 


= was an example for those who 
disobeyed their elders, that Is if he 
listened to his aunt he wouldn't 
get Into the complications that 
later he suffered. This adventure 
was very interesting and | enjoyed 
reading about those mischievous 
activities. 


Have you thought about your 
very first book that you would 
want to get published with 
INTELLYJELLY? How do you feel 
about it? 

Frankly, | had never imagined that 
1 would be a ‘PUBLISHED AUTHOR" 
one day. It is fortuitous. | used to 
write, that's it. 1 did not expect to 
publish a book, that too under the 
banner of a Children's Magazine 
publisher. Searching on the Web, 
we came across INTELLYJELLY. It 
sounded like... will you be the next 
author? | thought, "Why not me?" 


1 asked my parents, and they 
seemed to be excited too. | am 
very fortunate to have great 
support from INTELLYJELLY; and to 
add to that, to be mentored by the 
chief editor Of iNTELLYJELLY Shri. 
Animesh Tiwari. | am extremely 
grateful to my mentor for teaching 
me new skills in writing. ፤ am very 
thankful, this means a lot. | was 
very happy seeing my photos in 
Social Media titled "PUBLISHED 
AUTHOR". | dedicate this fame to 
my parents who helped me to get 
into IntellyJelly for upskilling me. 
What do you aspire to be when 
you grow up? 

1 would love to serve my nation. | 
aspire to be a civil servant. One 
day, | want to see my nation as 
'Glorious Bharat". 


Do you think of writing as 
cathartic and relaxing or is it a 
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PUBLISHED 
AUTHOR 


ка t 
sath grade studens at Chinmaya Vidyalaya 
РАС. Ramasamy Raja Matriculation Higher 
Secondary Schock, Rajapalayam. He 5 an 
excelent keyboard player. He loves to 
Observe the surroundings and captures the 
most beautiful aspects of them. When it 
comes to writing, scientific ideas are his 
ares of interest and expertise 
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way of opening up your heart to 
the world? 

| think writing is а way of relaxing 
by opening our hearts to the 
world. It is a feeling of satisfaction, 
as a citizen of the global village. 
What technique of writing 
appeals to you the most? Why? 

I like the narrative style of writing. 

1 love to tell stories and listen to 
someone telling stories.. It appeals 
the most to me. 

The iNTELLYJELLY story runs with 
many parallel themes of intrigue, 
drama, suspense, friendship, etc. 
As an author, which theme 
appeals to you the most and 
why? 

M like scientific themes. | like to add 
an element of sci-fi in my stories. 
This will be a thrilling experience 
for me as both a writer and a 
reader. So this is the theme I used 
for writing. 


If as an author, you were asked to 
create a complex character with a 
mixture of traits that you had to 
choose from the iNTELLYJELLY 
characters, which trait would you 
want to endow your character 
with? 

| would create a complex character 
with traits of humour, intelligence, 
humanity and creativity. This is the 
need of the hour for us as well, so 
I would endow my character with 
this, 

Do you have any hobbies other 
than literature? 

Yes, | have. | like to play music on 
my Keyboard. It gives me 
confidence and a soothing feeling. 
॥ am interested in playing Table 
tennis, | also like taking 
photographs of nature. Apart from 
writing, these are some activities 1 


like to do in my free time. 
— 
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Snakes molt their old skin as they grow. First. while 

the snake's body continues to grow. 115 skin does 

not. Just like how humans grow out of their 
clothes. ñ гоотіег skin layer 15 generated. and , 
— old layer Is discarded. Secondly. y 

shedding. or sloughing of the skin. 
removes harmful parasites. 
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Goat's milk is higher 
in calcium, Vitamin A 
and Niacin (Vita.B3) 
than cow's milk. 


% ፈዞ? 
but butterflies 
fect to taste food. Their Feet 
n them that help locate 


Butterfie ተኔ with their 


sound strange 


rely on their 


taste sensors 
yd for their cafe rpillars 
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body in one 
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A bolt of 
bolt of Lightning is five 


times hotter: 
imes hotter than the sun. 


OF OTHERS, OR CURREN T 


го you ALSO MAKE OTHERS READ AFFAIRS 


ABOUT ACHIEVEMENTS YOU MAKE? 


Recently, scientists from = መ” 
the National Snow and 
Ice Data Center 
መቕ reported a historic low in 
- Antarctic sea ice during 
wintertime, raising 
ANTARCTIC SEA ICE е concerns about its broader <ሙጭ-መ፦፦ 
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=< αἴ. š 
። ። Nasa Astronaut Frank Rubio Returns 
Nobel Prize in _ After Record-Breaking 371 Days in Space 
Medicine 2023 | 


INTELLY)ELLY 
Reader 


< 


Nasa astronaut Frank Rubio, accompanled 
by fellow crew members, made a historic 
The Nobel Prize in Physiology or Medicine for 2023 return to Earth after an extraordinary 
has been awarded to Katalin Kariko and Drew 371-4ау stay in space. What was initially 
Weissman for their groundbreaking research on | Planned as a 180-day mission extended into 
nucleoside base modifications that played a pivotal ап unexpected 371-day odyssey for Rubio, 
role in the development of highly effective ^ surpassing the previous Nasa record held by 
mRNA vaccines against COVID-19. Mark Vande Hei by over two weeks 
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CURRENT 


AFFAIRS 


Sachin Tendulkar Is. INDIA FINISHES 


WITH RECORD 
107 MEDALS 


‘Global Ambassador for , 
ODI World Cup 2023 


The International Cricket Council ч 
[ርር] has made an exciting 
announcement on Tuesday, 
designating the legendary 
cricketer Sachin Tendulkar as the 
‘Global Ambassador for the 
highly anticipated Cricket 
World Cup 2023. This prestigious 
event is scheduled to kick off tomorrow in the 
vibrant city of Ahmedabad, India. 


e India exceeded its previous 
record of 70 medals at the 
Asian Games in 2018 by 
winning a total of 107 
medals at the Asian 
Games in China. 


"Wagh Nakh' to Return to 
Maharashtra Temporarily 


The government of Maharashtra 
has reached a Memorandum of 
Understanding (MoU) with the 
Victoria and Albert Museum in 
London to bring back a historic 
weapon known as the "wagh 
nakh" to the state on loan for 
three years. The wagh nakh, 
meaning “tiger claws”, is а 
medieval claw-like dagger used 
across the Indian subcontinent. 


e This is the 2nd time India 
has won more than 100 
medals in any of the three 
major Games, including 
the Olympics, the 
Commonwealth Games, 
and the Asian Games. 


e The Indian contingent 
finished its campaign by 


It features eurved blades and living up to the 
was employed for personal commitment of "Iss baar 
defense or stealth attacks. 100 paar". 
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BELOVED iNTELLYJELLYians, 
IKNOW HOW MUCH YOU ENJOY USING YOUR 
VIVID IMAGINATION. FOR EACH PICTURE, I 
EAGERLY ANTICIPATE READING YOUR 
CLEVER AND CREATIVE CAPTIONS. 


My entry for CAPTIONS: 


% 


iNTELLYJELLYian 


“Тһе winners will receive a FREE 
WHAT LESSON DOES THE PINK PUMPKIN book with their next month 


ai] DRAMA TEACH US? mogazine delivery. 


HOW LONG IS FRESH MILK SAFE TO 


| | CONSUME IF KEPT IN THE FRIDGE? 


WHAT DOES THE WORD ‘ADAMANT MEAN? 
WHEN WAS THE FIRST TIME THE WORD 


| ЕЕЕ — —————————————————] ከ ‘CARTOON WAS USED? 


HOW MUCH DOES A BABY PANDA WEIGH AT 


ey BIRTH? 


WHAT DOES LUCA TEACH CHILDREN? 


WHO IS STEPHEN MEAKIN? E 


—— 


WHAT IS THE MEANING OF 'MILKING A 
HOW MUCH HOTTER IS LIGHTENING AS Duck? 


5] COMPARED TO THE SUN? 


iNTELLYJELLIANS, click 
picture of your answers 
and send them to us here 
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100 MORAL STORIES 


IN THE NAME OF ALLAH THE MOST BENEFICENT AND 
MERCIFULAs Salamo Alaikum Wa Rahmatullahi Wa Barkatahu, 


Iam thankful to Allah for giving me the opportunity to compile many 
of my favoriteMoral Stories, in the form of an electronic book, which І 
had collected from variousresources, since last few years. Even though 
many of these stories are fictional innature, but at the end they will give 
a great lesson to learn for a lifetime. 


As the reader can himself see from these stories, the subject "Moral" is 
universal toevery human being. Hence these stories are not just for any 
particular sect or the followers of particular faith, it is for the entire hu- 
manity, irrespective of there belief,culture, race, color or age. So, let's 
start with a Moral Story called as “A POND FULLOF MILK. 


"Once there was a king who told some of his workers to dig а pond. 
Once the pond wasdug, the king made an announcement to his people 
saying that one person from eachhousehold has to bring a glass of milk 
during the night and pour it into the pond. So,the pond should be full of 
milk by the morning. After receiving the order, everyonewent home. 


One man prepared to take the milk during the night. He thought that 
since everyonewill bring milk, he could just hide a glass of water and 
pour inside the pond. Because itwill be dark at night, no one will notice. 
So he quickly went and poured the water in thepond and came back. In 
the morning, the king came to visit the pond and to his surprise the pond 
was only filled with water! What has happened is that everyone 
wasthinking like the other man that "I don't have to put the milk, 
someone else will do it. 


"Dear friends, when it comes to help the Religion of Allah, do not 
think that others willtake care of it. Rather, it starts from you, if you 
don't do it, no one else will do it. So,change yourself to the way of Allah 
to serve Him and that will make the difference. 


With this I will end my little introduction and pray that May Almighty 
Allah accept it. So that we may all benefitfrom these stories. 


Wassalamu Alaikum Wa Rahmutallahi Wa Barkatahu 


Akramulla Syed Islamic Occasions Networkht- 
tp:/ /www.islamicoccasions.com 


Dated: Sunday, March 20, 2005 
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DON'T CHANGE THE WORLD 


Once upon a time, there was a king who ruled a prosperous country. 
One day, he went for a trip tosome distant areas of his country. When he 
was back to his palace, he complained that his feet werevery painful, be- 
cause it was the first time that he went for such a long trip, and the road 
that hewent through was very rough and stony. He then ordered his 
people to cover every road of theentire country with leather. 


Definitely, this would need thousands of cows' skin, and would cost 
ahuge amount of money. 


Then one of his wise servants dared himself to tell the king, "Why 
doyou have to spend that unnecessary amount of money? Why don't 
youjust cut a little piece of leather to cover your feet?" 


The king was surprised, but he later agreed to his suggestion, to 
makea "shoe" for himself. 


There is actually a valuable lesson of life in this story: to make this 
world a happyplace to live, you better change yourself - your heart; 
and not the world. 
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THE TRAVELERS AND THE PLANE TREE 


Two men were walking along one summer day. Soon itbecame too hot 
to go any further and, seeing a large plane tree nearby, they threw them- 
selves on the ground to rest in its shade. 


Gazing up into the branches one man said to the other:“What a useless 
tree this is. It does not have fruit or nuts that we can eat and we cannot 
even use its wood for anything." 


“Don’t be so ungrateful,” rustled the tree in reply. "I am being ех- 
tremely useful to you at this very moment, shielding you from the hot 
sun. And you call me a good-for-nothing! 


"АП of God's creations have a good purpose. Islam teaches us that 
we should never belittle Allah's blessings. 
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LEARN FROM MISTAKES 


Thomas Edison tried two thousand different materials in search of a 
filament for the light bulb. When none worked satisfactorily, his assistant 
complained, “АП our work is in vain. We have learned nothing. 


"Edison replied very confidently, "Oh, we have come a long way and 
we have learned a lot. We now know that there are two thousand ele- 
ments which we cannot use to make a good light bulb." 
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THE BOY WHO CRIED 'WOLF' 


Once there was a shepherd boy who had to look after a flock ofsheep. 
One day, he felt bored and decided to play a trick on the villagers. He 
shouted, "Help! Wolf! Wolf! 


"The villagers heard his cries and rushed out of the village to helpthe 
shepherd boy. When they reached him, they asked, "Where is the wolf?" 


The shepherd boy laughed loudly, “Ha, Ha, Ha! I fooled all of you.I 
was only playing a trick on you. 


"A few days later, the shepherd boy played this trick again.Again he 
cried, "Help! Help! Wolf! Wolf!" 


Again, the villagers rushed up the hill to help him andagain they 
found that boy had tricked them. They were very angry with him for be- 
ing so naughty. 


Then, some time later, a wolf went into the field. The wolf attacked 
one sheep, and then anotherand another. The shepherd boy ran towards 
the village shouting, “Help! Help! Wolf! Help!Somebody! 


"The villagers heard his cries but they laughed because they thought it 
was another trick. The boyran to the nearest villager and said, "A wolf is 
attacking the sheep. I lied before, but this time it istrue! 


"Finally, the villagers went to look. It was true. They could see the 
wolf running away and manydead sheep lying on the grass. 


We may not believe someone who often tells lies, even when he tells 
the truth. 
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THE FARMER AND THE STORK 


Finding that cranes were destroying his newly sown corn, a farm- 
er one evening set a net in his field to catch the destructive birds. When 
he went to examine the net next morning he found a number of cranes 
and also a stork. 


"Release me, I beseech you," cried the stork, "for I have eaten none 
ofyour corn, nor have I done you any harm. I am a poor innocent 
stork,as you may see - a most dutiful bird, I honor my father and moth- 
er... 


"But the farmer cut him short. "All this may be true enough, I dare 
say,but I have caught you with those were destroying my crops, and 


youmust suffer with the company in which you are found. 


"People are judged by the company they keep. 
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THE HARE AND THE TORTOISE 


A tortoise one day met a hare who made fun of her. "My, my, you 
move so slowly, you will never get far! 


"The tortoises, upset by the hare's manner, said, 
"Let's have a race and see who is faster. 


"The hare laughed and said, "You must be joking! But all right, we'll 
see who reaches the other side of the hill first." Off he ran, leavingthe 
tortoise far behind. 


After a while, the hare stopped to wait for the tortoise to come 
long. He waited and waited till he felt sleepy. "I might as well take a 
nap," he thought. "Even if she catches up with me, I can easily win ther- 
ace." So helay down under a shady tree and closed his eyes. 


When the tortoise passed the sleeping hare, she walked on slowly but 
steadily. By the time the hare woke up, the tortoise was near the finish- 
ing line. He ran as fast as he could, but he could not catchup with the 
tortoise. 


Slow and steady can win the race. 
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THE ANT AND THE DOVE 


One hot day, an ant was searching for some water.After walking 
around for some time, she came to a spring. 


To reach the spring, she had to climb up a blade of grass.While making 
her way up, she slipped and fell into the water. 


She could have drowned if a dove up a nearby tree had notseen her. 
Seeing that the ant was in trouble, the dove quicklyplucked off a leaf and 
dropped it into the water near the struggling ant. The ant moved to- 
wards the leaf and climbed up there. Soon it carried her safely to dry 
ground. 


Just at that time, a hunter nearby was throwing out his nettowards the 
dove, hoping to trap it. 


Guessing what he was about to do, the ant quickly bit him onthe heel. 
Feeling the pain, the hunter dropped his net. The dove was quick to fly 
away to safety. 


One good turn deserves another. 
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THE МОМКЕҮ AND THE DOLPHIN 


One day long a; 


го, some sailors set out to sea in their sailing ship. One 


ofthem brought his pet monkey along for the long journey. 


When they were far out at sea, a terrible storm overturned their 


ship.Everyone fel 


into the sea, and the monkey was sure that he would 


drown.Suddenly a dolphin appeared and picked him up. 


They soon геа 
the dolphin's bac 
place?" 


The monkey re 


ched the island and the monkey came down from 
. The dolphin asked the monkey, "Do you know this 


lied, “Yes, I do. In fact, the king of the island is my be- 


stfriend. Do you know that I am actually a prince? 


"Knowing that 


no one lived on the island, the dolphin said, "Well, 


well, soyou are a 


prince! Now you can be a king! 


"The monkey asked, "How can I be a king?" 


As the dolphin 


started swimming away, he answered, "That is easy. 


As you are the only creature onthis island, you will naturally be the 


king!" 


Those who lie and boast may end up in trouble. 
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ТНЕ ЕОХ АМО ТНЕ 5ТОКК 


А selfish fox once invited a stork to dinner at his home in а hollow 
tree. That evening, the stork flewto the fox's home and knocked on the 
door with her long beak. The fox opened the door and said,"Please come 
in and share my food." 


The stork was invited to sit down at the table. She was very hungry 
and the food smelled delicious!The fox served soup in shallow bowls 
and he licked up all his soup very quickly. However, the storkcould not 
have any of it as the bowl was too shallow for her long beak. The poor 
stork just smiledpolitely and stayed hungry. 


The selfish fox asked, "Stork, why haven't you taken your soup? Don't 
you like it?" 


The stork replied, "It was very kind of you to invite me for din- 
ner.Tomorrow evening, please join me for dinner at my home." 


The next day, when the fox arrived at the stork's home, hesaw that 
they were also having soup for dinner. This timethe soup was served in 
tall jugs. The stork drank the soupeasily but the fox could not reach in- 
side the tall jug. Thistime it was his turn to go hungry. 


A selfish act can backfire on you. 
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THE WOLF AND THE LAMB 


A lamb was grazing with a flock of sheep one day. She soon 
found some sweet grass at the edge of the field. Farther and farther she 
went,away from the others. 


She was enjoying herself so much that she did not notice a 
wolf coming nearer to her. However, when it pounced on her, she was 
quickto start pleading, “Please, please don't eat me yet. My stomach is 
full ofgrass. If you wait a while, I will taste much better." 


The wolf thought that was a good idea, so he sat down and 
waited.After a while, the lamb said, "If you allow me to dance, the grass 
in mystomach will be digested faster." Again the wolf agreed. 


While the lamb was dancing, she had a new idea. She said, "Please 
take the bell from around my neck. If you ring it as hard as youcan, I will 
be able to dance even faster." 


The wolf took the bell and rang it as hard as he could. The shepherd 
heard the bell ringing andquickly sent his dogs to find the missing lamb. 
The barking dogs frightened the wolf away andsaved the lamb's life. 


The gentle and weak can sometimes be cleverer than fierce and 
strong. 
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THE FOX AND THE GRAPES 


It was a sunny day and fox was walking across the fields. Soon he 
came to a vineyard. As he came nearer, he could see some bunches of 
juicy grapes. 


The fox looked carefully around him. He had to make sure that he was 
safe from the hunters. He decided to steal some before anyone came 
along.He jumped upwards but he could not reach the grapes. 


He jumped again as high as he could. He still could not reach them. 
The grapes were just too high for him! 


He was not ready to give up. He backed off, took some running 
stepsand leapt into the air towards the grapes. Again he failed to 


reachthem. 


It was getting dark, and he was getting angry. His legs hurt with all- 
that running and jumping. At last he stopped trying. 


As he walked away, he said to himself, "I don't really want those- 
grapes. I'm sure they are too sour to eat." 


Sometimes when we cannot get what we want, we pretend that it is 
not worth having. 
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THE THIRSTY CROW 


One hot day, a thirsty crow flew all over the fields looking forwater. 
For a long time, she could not find any. She felt very weak,almost giving 
up hope. 


Suddenly, she saw a water jug below her. She flew straight down to 
see if there was any water inside. Yes, she could see some waterinside 
the jug! 


The crow tried to push her head into the jug. Sadly, she found that the 
neck of the jug was too narrow. Then she tried to push the jug down for 
the water to flow out. She found that the jug was too heavy. 


The crow thought hard for a while. Then looking around her, shesaw 
some pebbles. She suddenly had a good idea. She started picking up the 
pebbles one by one, dropping each into the jug. As more and more 
pebbles filled the jug, the water level keptrising. Soon it was high 
enough for the crow to drink. Her plan hadworked! 


If you try hard enough, you may soon find an answer to your 
problem. 
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THE MILKMAID 


A milkmaid was on her way to the market to sell some milk from her 
cow. As she carried the largejug of milk on top of her head, she began to 
dream of all the things she could do after selling themilk.” 


With that money, I'll buy a hundred chicks to rear in my backyard. 
When they are fully grown.I can sell them at a good price at the 
market." 


As she walked on, she continued dreaming, “Then ГИ buy two young 
goats and rear them on the grass close by. Whenthey are fully grown, I 
can sell them at an even better price!" 

Still dreaming, she said to herself, "Soon, ГП be able to buyanother 
cow, and I will have more milk to sell. Then I shall have even more 
money... 

"With these happy thoughts, she began to skip and jump.Suddenly 
she tripped and fell. 

The jug broke and all the milk spilt onto the ground. 


No more dreaming now, she sat down and cried. 


Do not count your chickens before they are hatched. 
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PARABLE OF THE PENCIL 

The Pencil Maker took the pencil aside, just before putting him into the 
box." 

There are 5 things you need to know," he told the pencil, "Before I 
send you out into the world.Always remember them and never forget, 


and you will become the best pencil you can be." 


One: "You will be able to do many great things, but only if you allow 
yourself to be held in someone's hand." 


Two: "You will experience a painfulsharpening from time to time, 
butyou'll need it to become a better pencil.” 


Three: "You will be able to correct any mistakes you might make." 
Four: "The most important part of you will always be what's inside." 


And Five: "On every surface you are used on, you must leave your 
mark. No matter what the condition, you must continue to write." 


The pencil understood and promised to remember, and went into the 
box with purpose in its heart. 


Now replacing the place of the pencil with you. Always remember 
them and never forget, and you will become the best person you can be. 


One: "You will be able to do many great things, but only if you allow 


yourself to be held in God'shand. And allow other human beings to ac- 
cess you for the many gifts you possess." 


17 


Two: "You will experience a painful sharpening from time to time, by 
going through various problems in life, but you'll need it to become a 
stronger person." 


Three: "You will be able to correct any mistakes you might make." 


Four: "The most important part of you will always be what's on the 
inside." 


And Five: “Оп every surface you walk through, you must leave your 
mark. No matter what thesituation, you must continue to do your 
duties." 


Allow this parable on the pencil to encourage you to know that you 
are a special person and onlyyou can fulfill the purpose to which you 


were born to accomplish. 


Never allow yourself to get discouraged and think that your life is 
insignificant and cannot make a change. 
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THE BOY АКО THE APPLE TREE 


A long time ago, there was a huge apple tree. A little boy loved to 
come and play around it everyday. He climbed to the treetop, ate the 
apples, and took a nap under the shadow. He loved thetree and the tree 
loved to play with him. Time went by, the little boy had grown up and 
he nolonger played around the tree every day. 

One day, the boy came back to the tree and he looked sad. 

“Come and play with me”, the tree asked the boy. 


“Tam no longer a kid, I do not play around trees any more" the boy 
replied. 


“I want toys. I need money to buy them." 


"Sorry, but I do not have money, but you can pick all my applesand 
sell them. So, you will have money. 


"The boy was so excited. He grabbed all the apples on the tree andleft 
happily. The boy never came back after he picked the apples.The tree 


was sad. 


One day, the boy who now turned into a man returned and the tree 
was excited. 


“Come and play with me" the tree said. 


“I do not have time to play. I have to work for my family. We need a 
house for shelter. Can you help me?" 
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"Sorry, but I do not have any house. But you can chop off my branches 
to build your house." So the 

man cut all the branches of the tree and left happily. The tree was glad 
to see him happy but the man never came back since then. The tree was 
again lonely and sad. 


One hot summer day, the man returned and the tree was delighted. 
“Come and play with me!” the tree said. 


"I am getting old. I want to go sailing to relax myself. Can you give me 
a boat?" said the man. 


“Use my trunk to build your boat. You can sail far away and be happy. 


"бо the man cut the tree trunk to make a boat. He went sailing and 
never showed up for a long time. 


Finally, the man returned after many years. "Sorry, my boy. But I do 
not have anything for you anymore. No more apples for you", the tree 
said. “Мо problem, I do not have any teeth to bite" theman replied. 


“Ко more trunk for you to climb on." "I am too old for that now" the 
man said. 


“Т really cannot give you anything, the only thing left is my dying 
roots," the tree said with tears. 


“T do not need much now, just a place to rest. I am tired after all these 
years," the man replied. 


"Good! Old tree roots are the best place to lean on and rest, come sit 
down with me and rest." The man sat down and the tree was glad and 
smiled with tears. 


This is a story of everyone. The tree is like our parents. When we were young, 


we loved to play without Mum and Dad. When we grow up, we leave them; only 
come to them when we need somethingor when we are in trouble. No matter 
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what, parents will always be there and give everything theycould just to make 
you happy. 


You may think the boy is cruel to the tree, but that is how all of us treat our 
parents. We take themfor granted; we don't appreciate all they do for us, until 
it's too late. Wallahi, May Allah forgives usof our shortcomings and may He 
guide us. 
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ТНЕ АМСЕІ. 


Once upon а time there was a child ready to be born. One day Ше 
child asked God, "They tell meyou are going to send me to earth tomor- 
row but how am I going to live there being so small andhelpless?" God 
replied, "Among the many angels I have chosen one for you. She will be 
waiting foryou and will take care of you. 


"Said child, "But tell me here in Heaven I don't do anything else but 
sing and smile. That's what Ineed to be happy!" God replied, "Your an- 
gel will sing for you every day. And you will feel yourangel's love and 
be happy." 


And, said the child, "How am I going to be able to understand when 
people talk to me, if I don'tknow the language that men talk?" "That's 
easy", God said, "Your angel will tell you the most beautiful and sweet 
words you will ever hear, and with much patience and care, your angel 
willteach you how to speak." The child looked up at God saying, "And 
what am I going to do when Iwant to talk to you?" God smiled at the 
child saying, "Your angel will teach you how to pray. 


"The child said, "I've heard on earth there are bad men. Who will pro- 
tect me?" God replied, "Yourangel will defend you, even if it means risk- 
ing life!” The child looked sad, saying, “But I will alwaysbe sad because I 
will not see you anymore." God replied, "Your angel will always talk to 
you aboutme and will teach you the way to come back to me, even 
though I will always be next to you. 


"At that moment there was much peace in Heaven,but voices from 
earth could already be heard. 
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The child in a hurry, asked softly, "Oh God, if I am about to leave now 
please tell me my angel’sname!” God replied, Your angel's name is of 
noimportance... you will simply call her 


MOTHER! 
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THE DEVOTED MOTHER 


A mother duck and her little ducklings were on their wayto the lake 
one day. The ducklings were very happy following their mother and 
quack-quacking along the way. 


All of a sudden the mother duck saw a fox in the distance.She was 
frightened and shouted, “Children, hurry to thelake. There’s a fox!” 


The ducklings hurried towards the lake. 


The mother duckwondered what to do. She began to walk back and 
forth dragging one wing on the ground. 


When the fox saw her he became happy. He said to himself, “It seems 
thatshe's hurt and can't fly! I can easily catch and eat her!" Then he rant- 
owards her. 
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The mother duck ran, leading the fox away from the lake. The fox fol- 
lowedher. Now he wouldn't be able to harm her ducklings. The mother 
ducklooked towards her ducklings and saw that they had reached the 
lake. She was relieved, so shestopped and took a deep breath. 


The fox thought she was tired and he came closer, but the mother duck 
quickly spread her wingsand rose up in the air. She landed in the middle 
of the lake and her ducklings swam to her. 


The fox stared in disbelief at the mother duck and her ducklings. He 
could not reach them becausethey were in the middle of the lake. 
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Dear children, some birds drag one of their wings оп Ше ground 
when an enemy isgoing to attack. In this way they fool their enemies 
into thinking they are hurt. When the enemy follows them this gives 
their children time to escape. 
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MENTALLY RETARDED! 


A few years ago, at the Seattle Special Olympics, nine contestants, all 
physically ormentally disabled, assembled at the starting line for the 
100-yard dash. 


At the gun, they all started out, not exactly in a dash, but with a relish 
to run therace to the finish and win. АП, that is, except one little boy who 
stumbled on theasphalt, tumbled over a couple of times, and began to 
cry. The other eight heard the boy cry. Theyslowed down and looked 
back. Then they all turned around and went back... ..every one of them. 


One girl with Down's syndrome bent down and kissed him and said, 
"This will make it better."Then all nine linked arms and walked together 
to the finish line. Everyone in the stadium stood,and the cheering went 
on for several minutes. People who were there are still telling the story. 


Why? Because deep down we know this one thing: What matters in 
this life is morethan winning for ourselves. What matters in this life is 
helping others win, even if itmeans slowing down and changing our 
course. 
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PAID IN FULL 


A little boy came up to his mother in the kitchen one evening while 
she was fixing supper, and hehanded her a piece of paper that he had 
been writing on. After his mom dried her hands on anapron, she read it, 
and this is what it said: 

For cutting the grass: $5.00 

For cleaning up my room this week: $1.00 

For going to the store for you: $.50 

Baby-sitting my kid brother while you went shopping: $.25 
Taking out the garbage: $1.00 


For getting a good report card: $5.00 


For cleaning up and raking the yard: $2.00 

Total owed: $14.75 

Well, his mother looked at him standing there, and the boy could see 
the memories flashing through her mind. She picked up the pen, turned 


over the paper he had written on, and this is what she wrote: 


For the nine months I carried you while you were growinginside me: 
No Charge. 
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For all the nights that I've sat up with you, doctored andprayed Юг 
you: No Charge. 


For all the trying times, and all the tears that you've causedthrough 
the years: No Charge. 


For all the nights filled with dread, and for the worries I knew were 
ahead: No Charge. 


For the toys, food, clothes, and even wiping your nose: No Charge. 

When you add it up, the cost of my love is: No Charge. 

When the boy finished reading what his mother had written, there 
were big tears in his eyes, and he lookedstraight up at his mother and 


said, "Mom, I sure do love you. 


"And then he took the pen and in great big letters he wrote:“PAID 
IN FULL." 
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BEAUTIFUL GIFT! 


A young man was getting ready to graduate college. For many months 
he had admired a beautifulsports car in a dealer's showroom, and know- 
ing his father could well afford it, he told him that wasall he wanted. As 
Graduation Day approached, the young man awaited signs that his fath- 
er had purchased the car. On the morning of his graduation his father 
called him into his private study. 


His father told him how proud he was to have such a fine son, and 
told him how much he loved him. He handed his son a beautiful 
wrappedgift box. Curious, but some what disappointed the young man 
opened the box and found a lovely, leather-bound Holy Qur'an. Angrily, 
heraised his voice at his father and said, "With all your money you 
giveme a Holy book?" and stormed out of the house, leaving the holy 
book. 


He never contacted his father again for long long time. Many 
yearspassed and the young man was very successful in business. He had 
abeautiful home and wonderful family, but realized his father was very 
old, and thought perhaps heshould go to him. He had not seen him since 
that graduation day. 


Before he could make arrangements, he received a telegram telling 
him his father had passed away,and willed all of his possessions to his 
son. He needed to come home immediately and take carethings. When 
he arrived at his father's house, sudden sadness and regret filled his 
heart. He beganto search his father's important papers and saw the still 
new Holy Qur'an, just as he had left it yearsago. With tears, he opened 
the Holy Qur'an and began to turn the pages. As he Read those words, 
acar key dropped from an envelope taped behind the Holy Qur'an. It 
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had а tag with Ше dealer'sname, Ше same dealer who had Ше sports car 
he had desired. On the tag was the date of his graduation, and the words 
PAID IN FULL. 


How many times do we miss GOD blessings because they are not 
packaged as we expected? 
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WHAT IS A FAMILY? 


А man came home from work late, tired and irritated, to find his 
5-year old son waiting for him at the door. 


SON: "Daddy, may I ask you a question?"DAD: "Yeah sure, what is 
it?" replied the man.SON: "Daddy, how much do you make an hour?" 


DAD: "That's none of your business. Why do you ask such a thing?" 
the man said angrily. 


SON: "I just want to know. Please tell me, how much do you make an 
hour?" 


DAD: "If you must know, I make $20 an hour." 


“Oh,” the little boy replied, with his head down. Looking up, he 
said, "Daddy, may I please borrow $10?" 


The father was furious, "If the only reason you asked that is so you can 
borrow some money to buya silly toy or some other nonsense, then you 
march yourself straight to your room and go to bed.Think about why 
you are being so selfish. I work hard everyday for such this childish 
behavior." 


The little boy quietly went to his room and shut the door. 

The man sat down and started to get evenangrier about the little boy's 
questions. How dare he ask such questions only to get some 
money?After about an hour or so, the man had calmed down, and star- 
ted to think: Maybe there was something he really needed to buy with 
that $10 and he really didn't ask for money very often. 
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Тһе man went to the door of the little boy's room and opened Ше 
door.” 


Are you asleep, son?” He asked. “No daddy, I’m awake,” replied the 
boy. 
"I've been thinking, maybe I was too hard on you earlier,” said the 
man. “It’s been a long day and I took out my aggravation on you. Here’s 
the $10 you asked for.” 


The little boy sat straight up, smiling. “Oh, thank you daddy!” He 
yelled. 
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hen, reaching under his pillow he pulled out some crumpled up bills. 


The man, seeing that the boy already had money, started to get angry 
again. 
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The little boy slowly counted out his money, and then looked up at his 
father." 


Why do you want more money if you already have some?" the father 
grumbled." 


Because I didn’t have enough, but now I do,” the little boy replied.” 


Daddy, I have $20 now. Can I buy an hour of your time? Please come 
home early tomorrow. I would like to have dinner with you." 


Share this story with someone you like... . But even better, share $20 
worth of time with someoneyou love. It's just a short reminder to all of 


you working so hard in life. 


We should not let time slip through our fingers without having spent 
some time with those whoreally matter to us, those close to our hearts. 


If we die tomorrow, the company that we are working for could easily 
replace us in a matter ofdays. 
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But the family & friends we leave behind will feel the loss for the rest 
of their lives. And come tothink of it, we pour ourselves more into work 
than to our family. An unwise investment indeed! 

So what is the moral of the story??? 


Don't work too hard... and you know what's the full word of 


FAMILY?FAMILY = (FATHER (A)ND (M)OTHER,(I)(L)OVE 
(Y)OU! 
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TRUE WEALTH 


One day a father of a very wealthy family took his son on a trip to the 
country with the purpose ofshowing his son how the poor people live so 
he could be thankful for his wealth. 


They spent a couple of days and nights on the farm of what would be 
considered a very poor family. 


On their return from their trip, the father asked his son, "How was the 
trip?" “It was great, Dad.""Did you see how poor people can be?" the 
father asked. "Oh yeah" said the son. "So what did youlearn from the 
trip?" asked the father. 


The son answered, "I saw that we have one dog and they had four.We 
have a pool that reaches to the middle of our garden and theyhave a 
creek that has no end." "We have imported lanterns in ourgarden and 
they have the stars at night." "Our patio reaches to thefront yard and 
they have the whole horizon." "We have a smallpiece of land to live on 
and they have fields that go beyond oursight." "We have servants who 
serve us, but they serve others."^We buy our food, but they grow 
theirs." "We have walls aroundour property to protect us; they have 
friends to protect them." 


With this the boy's father was speechless. Then his son added, 
"Thanks dad for showing me howpoor we are." 
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А HOLE IN THE FENCE 


There once was a little boy who had a bad temper. His Father gave 
him a bag of nails and told himthat every time he lost his temper, he 
must hammer a nail into the back of the fence. 


The first day the boy had driven 37 nails into the fence. Over the next 
few weeks, as he learned tocontrol his anger, the number of nails 
hammered daily gradually dwindled down. He discovered itwas easier 
to hold his temper than to drive those nails into the fence... . 


Finally the day came when the boy didn't lose his temper at all. He 
told his father about it and thefather suggested that the boy now pull out 
one nail for each day that he was able to hold his temper. The day passed 
and the young boy was finally able to tell his father that all the nails 
weregone. The father took his son by the hand and led him to the fence. 
He said, "You have done well,my son, but look at the holes in the fence." 


The fence will never be the same. When you say things in anger, they 
leave a scar just like this one.You can put a knife in a man and draw it 
out. It won't matter how many times you say I'm sorry,the wound is still 
there. A verbal wound is as bad as a physical one. 


Friends and loved ones are a very rare jewel, indeed.They make you 
smile and encourage you to succeed.They lend an ear, they share a word 
of praise, and theyalways want to open their hearts to us. Water 
your relationships with kindness... and they will grow. So becareful little 
lips what you say...! And you won't chasefriendships away. 
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GRANDPA'S TABLE 


A frail old man went to live with his son, daughter-in-law, and four- 
year old grandson. The oldman's hands trembled, his eyesight was 
blurred, and his step faltered. The family ate together atthe table. But the 
elderly grandfather's shaky hands and failing sight made eating difficult. 
Peasrolled off his spoon onto the floor. When he grasped, the glass, milk 
spilled on the tablecloth. 


The son and daughter-in-law became irritated with the mess. "We 
must do something aboutGrandfather," said the son. "I've had enough 
of his spilled milk, noisy eating, and food on thefloor." So the husband 
and wife set a small table in the corner. There, Grandfather ate alone 
whilethe rest of the family enjoyed dinner. Since Grandfather had broken 
a dish or two, his food wasserved in a wooden bowl. When the family 
glanced in Grandfather's direction, sometimes he had atear in his eye as 
he sat alone. Still, the only words the couple had for him were sharp ad- 
monitionswhen he dropped a fork or spilled food. The four-year-old 
watched it all in silence. 


One evening before supper, the father noticed his son playing with 
wood scraps on the floor. Heasked the child sweetly, "What are you 
making?" Just as sweetly, the boy responded, "Oh, I am making a little 
bowl for you and Mama to eat your food in when I grow up." The four- 
year-oldsmiled and went back to work. The words so struck the parents 
that they were speechless. Then tears started to stream down their 
cheeks. Though no word was spoken, both knew what must bedone. 


That evening the husband took Grandfather's hand and gently led him 


back to the family table. For the remainder of his days he ate every meal 
with the family.And for some reason, neither husband nor wife seemed 
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to careany longer when а fork was dropped, milk spilled, or the table 
cloth soiled. 


Children are remarkably perceptive. Their eyes ever observe, their ears 
ever listen, and their mindsever process the messages they absorb. If 
they see us patiently provide a happy home atmosphere for family mem- 
bers, they will imitate that attitude for the rest of their lives. The wise 
parent realizes that every day the building blocks are being laid for the 
child's future. Let's be wise buildersand role models. 


"Life is about people connecting with people, and making a positive 


difference. Take care of yourself, ... and those you love, ... today, ... 
and everyday!" 
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FATHERS EYES 


A teenager lived alone with his father, and the two of them had a very 
special relationship. Thefather believed in encouragement. Even though 
the son was always on the bench, his father wasalways in the stands 
cheering. He never missed a game. 


This young man was the smallest of the class when he entered high 
school. His father continued toencourage him but also made it very clear 
that he did not have to play football if he didn't want to. 


But the young man loved football and decided to hang in there. He 
was determined to try his bestat every practice, and perhaps he'd get to 
play when he became a senior.All through high school henever missed а 
practice or a game, but remained a bench warmer all four years. His 
faithful father was always in the stands, always with words of encour- 
agement for him. When the young man went to college, he decided to try 
out for the football team as a ^walk-on." 


Everyone was sure he could never make the cut, but he did. The coach 
admitted that he kept himon the roster because he always puts his heart 
and soul to every practice, and at the same time, provided the other 
members with the spirit and hustle they badly needed. The news that he 
hadsurvived the cut thrilled him so much that he rushed to the nearest 
phone and called his father. 


His father shared his excitement and was sent season tickets for all the 


college games. This persistent young athlete never missed practice dur- 
ing his four years at college, but he never got toplay in the game. 
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It was Ше end of his senior football season, and as һе trotted onto the 
practice field shortly beforethe big play off game, the coach met him with 
a telegram. The young man read the telegram and hebecame deathly si- 
lent. Swallowing hard, he mumbled to the coach, "My father died this 
morning. Is it all right if I miss practice today?" 


The coach put his arm gently around his shoulder and said, "Take the 
rest of the week off, son. And don't even plan to come back to the game 
on Saturday." Saturday arrived, and the game wasnot going well. 


In the third quarter, when the team was ten points behind, a silent 
young man quietly slipped intothe empty locker room and put on his 
football gear. As he ran onto the sidelines, the coach and hisplayers were 
astounded to see their faithful team-mate back so soon." 


Coach, please let me play. I've just got to play today," said the young 
man. 


The coach pretended not to hear him. There was no way he wanted his 
worst player in this close play off game. But the young man persisted, 
and finally feeling sorry for the kid, the coach gave in.“All right,” he 
said. "You can go in."Before long, the coach, the players and everyone in 
the stands could not believe their eyes. This ШНе unknown, who had 
never played before, was doing everything right. The opposing team 
could not stop him. He ran, he passed, blocked and tackledlike a star. 
His team began to triumph. 


The score was soon tied. In the closing seconds of the game, this kid 
intercepted a pass and ran allthe way for the winning touch down. The 
fans broke loose. His team-mates hoisted him onto their shoulders. Such 
cheering you've never heard! 


Finally, after the stands had emptied and the team had showered and 
left the locker room, the coach noticed that the young man was sitting 
quietly in the corner allalone. The coach came to him and said, "Kid, I 
can'tbelieve it. You were fantastic!" 


Tell me what got into you? How did you do it? Helooked at the coach, 


with tears in his eyes, and said,"Well, you knew my dad died, but did 
you know that mydad was blind?" The young man swallowed hard 
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andforced a smile, "Dad came to all my games, but todaywas the first 
time he could see me play, and I wanted toshow him I could do it!" 
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BUTTERFLY AND СОСООМ 


A man found a cocoon of a butterfly. One day a small opening ap- 
peared; he sat and watched thebutterfly for several hours as it struggled 
to force its body through that little hole. Then it seemed to stop making 
any progress. It appeared as if it had gotten as far as it could and it could 
го no farther. 


Then the man decided to help the butterfly, so he took a pair of scis- 
sorsand snipped off the remaining bit of the cocoon. The butterfly thene- 
merged easily. But it had a swollen body and small, shriveled wings. 


The man continued to watch the butterfly because he expected that, at 
any moment, the wings would enlarge and expand to be able to support 
thebody, which would contract in time. 


Neither happened! In fact, the butterfly spent the rest of its life crawl- 
ing around with a swollen body and shriveled wings. It never was able 
to fly. 


What this man in his kindness and haste did not understand was that 
therestricting cocoon and the struggle required for the butterfly to get 
through the tiny opening were nature's way of forcing fluid from the 
body of the butterfly into its wings so that it would be ready for flight 
once itachieved its freedom from the cocoon. 


Sometimes struggles are exactly what we need in our life. If nature 
allowed us to gothrough our life without any obstacles, it would 
cripple us. We would not be as strongas what we could have been. 
And we could never fly... 


41 


AR 2 8 


THE OBSTACLE IN OUR PATH 


In ancient times, a king had a boulder placed on a roadway. Then he 
hid himself and watched tosee if anyone would remove the huge rock. 
Some of the king's wealthiest merchants and courtierscame by and 
simply walked around it. 


Many loudly blamed the king for not keeping the roads clear, but none 
did anything about getting the big stone out of the way. Then a peasant 
came along carrying a load of vegetables. Onapproaching the boulder, 
the peasant laid down his burden and tried to move the stone to the 
sideof the road. After much pushing and straining, he finally succeeded. 
As the peasant picked up hisload of vegetables, he noticed a purse lying 
in the road where the boulder had been. 


The purse contained many gold coins and a note from theking indicat- 
ing that the gold was for the person whoremoved the boulder from the 


roadway. The peasant learned what many others never understand. 
у. P y 


Every obstacle presents an opportunity toimprove one's condition. 
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THE WOLF IN SHEEP'S CLOTHING 


A Wolf found great difficulty in getting at the sheep owing to the vigil- 
ance of theshepherd and his dogs. But one day it found the skin of a 
sheep that had beenflayed and thrown aside, so it put it on over its own 
pelt and strolled downamong the sheep. The Lamb that belonged to the 
sheep, whose skin the Wolfwas wearing, began to follow the Wolf in the 
Sheep's clothing; so, leading theLamb a little apart, he soon made a meal 
off her, and for some time he succeeded in deceiving the sheep, and en- 
joying hearty meals. 


Appearances are deceptive. 
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DON'T JUDGE A BOOK BY 115 COVER! 


A lady in a faded gingham dress and her husband, dressed in a 
homespun threadbare suit, stepped off the train in Boston and walk tim- 
idly without an appointment into the Harvard University President's 
outer office. 


The secretary could tell in a moment that such backwoods, country 
hicks had no business at Harvard and probably didn't even deserve to be 
in Cambridge." 

We want to see the president," the man said softly." 

He'll be busy all day,” the secretary snapped.” 

We'll wait," the lady replied. 

For hours the secretary ignored them, hoping that the couple would fi- 
nally become discouraged and go away. They didn't and the secretary 
grew frustrated and finally decided to disturb the president, even 


though it was a chore she always regretted." 


Maybe if you see them for a few minutes, they'll leave," she said to 
him. 


He sighed in exasperation and nodded. Someone of his importance ob- 
viously didn't have the timeto spend with them, but he detested ging- 


ham dresses and homespun suits cluttering up his outeroffice. 


The president, stern faced and with dignity, strutted toward the 
couple. 
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The lady told him, "We had а son who attended Harvard for one year. 
He loved Harvard. He was happy here. But about a year ago, he was ac- 
cidentally killed. My husband and I would like to erect amemorial to 
him, somewhere on campus." 


The president wasn't touched... . He was shocked." 
Madam," he said, gruffly, ^we can't put up a statue for every person 
who attended Harvard anddied. If we did, this place would look like a 


cemetery." 


“Oh, no,” the lady explained quickly. “We don’t want to erect a statue. 
We thought we would like togive a building to Harvard." 
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The president rolled his eyes. He glanced at the gingham dress and 
homespun suit, and thenexclaimed, “А building! Do you have any 
earthly idea how much a building costs? We have overseven and a half 
million dollars in the physical buildings here at Harvard." 


For a moment the lady was silent. 


Hd 


he president was pleased. Maybe he could get rid of them now. 


The lady turned to her husband and said quietly, “Is that all it costs to 
start a university? Why don't we just start our own?" Her husband 
nodded. 


d 


The president's face wilted in confusion and bewilderment. Mr.and 
Mrs. Leland Stanford got up and walked away, traveling toPalo Alto, 
California where they established the University thatbears their name, 
Stanford University, a memorial to a son thatHarvard no longer cared 
about. 


You can easily judge the character of others by how they treat those 
who they think can do nothing. 
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MOUNTAIN STORY 


A son and his father were walking on the mountains. 

Suddenly, his son falls, hurts himself and screams: 

"AAAhhhhhhhhhhh!"To his surprise, he hears the voice repeating, 
somewhere in the mountain: "AAAhhhhhhhhhhh!"Curious, he yells: 
^Who are you?" 

He receives the answer: "Who are you?" And then he screams to the 
mountain: “I admire you!" 

The voice answers: "I admire you!”Angered at the response, he 
screams: "Coward!"He receives the answer: "Coward!"He looks to his 
father and asks: 

^What's going on?"The father smiles and says: 

“My son, pay attention." Again the man screams: 

"You are a champion!"The voice answers: "You are a champion!" 

The boy is surprised, but does not understand.Then the father 
explains: 

“People call this ECHO, but really this is LIFE. 

"It gives you back everything you say or do. 

Our life is simply a reflection of our actions.If you want more love in 
the world, create more love in your heart. 

If you want more competence in your team,improve your 
competence. 

This relationship applies to everything, in all aspects of life;Life will 
give you back everything you have given to it." 


"Your life is not a coincidence. It's a reflection of you!" 
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A LESSON FROM A FROG TALE 


A group of frogs were hopping contentedly through the woods, going 
about their froggy business,when two of them fell into a deep pit. All of 
the other frogs gathered around the pit to see whatcould be done to help 
their companions. When they saw how deep the pit was, the rest of 
the dismayed group agreed that it was hopeless and told the two frogs in 
the pit that they should prepare themselves for their fate, because they 
were as good as dead. 


Unwilling to accept this terrible fate, the two frogs began to jump with 
all of their might. Some ofthe frogs shouted into the pit that it was hope- 
less, and that the two frogs wouldn't be in that situation if they had been 
more careful, more obedient to the froggy rules, and more responsible. 


The other frogs continued sorrowfully shouting that they should save 
their energy and give up,since they were already as good as dead. The 
two frogs continued jumping as hard as they could,and after several 
hours of desperate effort were quite weary. 


Finally, one of the frogs took heed to the calls of his fellows. Spent and 
disheartened, he quietlyresolved himself to his fate, lay down at the bot- 
tom of the pit, and died as the others looked on in helpless grief. The oth- 
er frog continued to jump with every ounce of energy he had, although 
hisbody was wracked with pain and he was completely exhausted. 


His companions began a new, yelling for him to accept his fate, stop 
the pain and just die. The weary frog jumped harder and harder and - 
wonder of wonders! Finally leapt so high that hesprang from the pit. 
Amazed, the other frogs celebrated hismiraculous freedom and then 
gathering around him asked,"Why did you continue jumping when we 
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told you it wasimpossible?" Reading their lips, the astonished frogex- 
plained to them that he was deaf, and that when he sawtheir gestures 
and shouting, he thought they were cheeringhim on. What he had per- 
ceived as encouragement inspiredhim to try harder and to succeed 
against all odds. 


This simple story contains a powerful lesson. Your encouraging words can lift 
someone up and helphim or her make it through the day. Your destructive words 
can cause deep wounds; they may bethe weapons that destroy someone's desire 
to continue trying - or even their life. Your destructive,careless word can dimin- 
ish someone in the eyes of others, destroy their influence and have a lastingim- 
pact on the way others respond to them. 


48 


πο 3 3 


WEAKNESS ОК STRENGTH? 


Sometimes your biggest weakness can become your biggest strength. 
Take, for example, the story ofone 10-year-old boy who decided to study 
Judo despite the fact that hehad lost his left arm in a devastating car 
accident. 


The boy began lessons with an old Japanese Judo Master Sensei. The 
boy was doing well, so he couldn't understand why, after threemonths 
of training the master had taught him only one move. 


"Sensei," the boy finally said, "Shouldn't I be learning more moves?" 


"This is the only move you know, but this is the only move you'll ever 
need to know,” the Sensei replied. 


Not quite understanding, but believing in his teacher, the boy kept 
training. 


Several months later, the Sensei took the boy to his first tournament. 
Surprising himself, the boyeasily won his first two matches. The third 
match proved to be more difficult, but after some time,his opponent be- 
came impatient and charged; the boy deftly used his one move to win 
the match.Still amazed by his success, the boy was now in the finals. 


This time, his opponent was bigger, stronger, and more experienced. 
For a while, the boy appearedto be overmatched. Concerned that the boy 
might get hurt, the referee called a time-out. He was about to stop the 


match when the sensei intervened. 


“Ко,” the Sensei insisted, "Let him continue. 
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“Soon after the match resumed, his opponent made a critical mistake: 
he dropped his guard.Instantly, the boy used his move to pin him. The 
boy had won the match and the tournament. He was the champion. 


On the way home, the boy and Sensei reviewed every move in each 
and every match. Then the boy summoned the courage to ask what was 
really on his mind. 

"Sensei, how did I win the tournament with only one move?" 

"You won for two reasons," the Sensei answered. "First, you've almost 
mastered one of the mostdifficult throws in all of Judo. And second, the 
only known defense for that move is for your opponent to grab your left 


arm." 


The boy's biggest weakness had become his biggest strength. 
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JUST P.U.S.H! 


A man was sleeping at night in his cabin when suddenly his room 
filled with light, and the Lordtold the man he had work for him to do, 
and showed him a large rock in front of his cabin. The Lord explained 
that the man was to push against the rock with all his might. So, this the 
mandid, day after day. For many years he toiled from sun up tosun 
down; his shoulders set squarely against the cold, massive surface of the 
unmoving rock, pushing with all of his might. Each night the man re- 
turned to his cabin sore andworn out, feeling that his whole day had 
been spent in vain. 


Since the man was showing discouragement, the Adversary(Satan) de- 
cided to enter the picture by placing thoughts intothe weary mind: "you 
have been pushing against that rock fora long time, and it hasn't 
moved." Thus, giving the man theimpression that the task was im- 
possible and that he was afailure. These thoughts discouraged and dis- 
heartened theman. Satan said, "Why kill yourself over this?" 


"Just put in your time, giving just the minimum effort; and that will be 
good enough." 


That's what he planned to do, but decided to make it a matter of pray- 
er and take his troubledthoughts to the Lord. "Lord," he said, "I have 
labored long and hard in your service, putting all mystrength to do that 
which you have asked. Yet, after all this time, I have not even budged 
that rockby half a millimeter. What is wrong? Why am I failing?" 


The Lord responded compassionately, "My Servant, when I asked you 


to serve Me and you accepted, I told you that your task was to push 
against the rock with all of your strength, which youhave done. Never 
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once did I mention to you that I expected you to move it. Your task was 
to push.And now you come to Me with your strength spent, thinking 
that you have failed. But, is that reallyso? Look at yourself. Your arms 
are strong and muscled, your back sinewy and brown, your handsare 
callused from constant pressure, your legs have become massive and 
hard. 


Through opposition you have grown much, and your abilities now 
surpass that which you used tohave. Yet you haven't moved the rock. 
But your calling was to be obedient and to push and to exercise your 
faith and trust in My wisdom. This you have done. Now I, my servant, 
will move therock." At times, when we hear a word from God, we tend 
to use our own intellect to decipher whatHe wants, when actually what 
God wants is just a simple obedience and faith in Him. By all 
means,exercise the faith that moves mountains, but know that it is still 
God who moves mountains. 


When everything seems to go wrong ... ss. es ses ses set 2 Г.. 
just P.U.S.H! 

When the job gets you ἀοννη...... ... ... ...... eee ኀኀኀ e 66. ... e 
... just P.U.S.H! 

When people don’t react the way you think they should... just 
P.U.S.H! 


When your money is “gone” and the bills are due... ... ... ... . just 
P.U.S.H! 

When people just don't understand уои... .........................јиѕі 
P.U.S.H! 


P+U+S+H= Pray + Until + Something + Happens 
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DETERMINATON 


In 1883, a creative engineer named John Roebling was inspired by an 
idea to build a spectacularbridge connecting New York with the Long Is- 
land. However bridge building experts throughout theworld thought 
that this was an impossible feat and told Roebling to forget the idea. It 
just could notbe done. It was not practical. It had never been done 
before. 


Roebling could not ignore the vision he had in his mind of this bridge. 
He thought about it all thetime and he knew deep in his heart that it 
could be done. He just had to share the dream withsomeone else. After 
much discussion and persuasion he managed to convince his son Wash- 
ington,an up and coming engineer, that the bridge in fact could be built. 


Working together for the first time, the father and son developed con- 
cepts of how it could beaccomplished and how the obstacles could be 
overcome. With great excitement and inspiration,and the headiness of a 
wild challenge before them, they hired their crew and began to build 
theirdream bridge. 


The project started well, but when it was only a few months underway 
a tragic accident on the sitetook the life of John Roebling. Washington 
was injured and left with a certain amount of braindamage, which resul- 
ted in him not being able to walk or talk or even move.” 


We told them о.” “Стагу men and their crazy dreams.” It’s foolish to 
chase wild visions.” 


Everyone had a negative comment to make and felt that the project 
should be scrapped since theRoeblings were the only ones who knew 


53 


how the bridge could be built. In spite of his handicapWashington was 
never discouraged and still had a burning desire to complete the bridge 
and hismind was still as sharp as ever. 


He tried to inspire and pass on his enthusiasm to some of his friends, 
but they were too daunted by the task. As he lay on his bed in his hospit- 
al room, with the sunlight streaming through the windows, a gentle 
breeze blew the flimsy white curtains apart and he was able to see the 
sky andthe tops of the trees outside for just a moment. 


t seemed that there was a message for him not to give up. Suddenly 
an idea hit him. All he could do was move one finger and he decided to 
make the best use of it. By moving this, he slowly developed a code of 
communication with his wife. 
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He touched his wife's arm with that finger, indicating to her that he 
wanted her to call the engineers again. Then he used the same method of 
tapping her arm to tell the engineers what to do.It seemed foolish but the 
project was under way again. 


For 13 years Washington tapped out his instructions with his finger on 
his wife's arm, until thebridge was finally completed. Today the spectac- 
ular Brooklyn Bridge stands in all its glory as a tribute to the triumph of 
one man's indomitable spirit and his determination not to be defeated 
bycircumstances. It is also a tribute to the engineers and their team work, 
and to their faith in a manwho was considered mad by half the world. It 
stands too as a tangible monument to the love anddevotion of his wife 
who for 13 long years patiently decoded the messages of her husband 
and toldthe engineers what to do. 


Perhaps this is one of the best examples of a never-say-die attitude that 
overcomes a terrible physical handicap and achieves an impossible goal. 


Often when we face obstacles in our day-to-day life, our hurdles seem 
very small in comparison towhat many others have to face. The Brooklyn 
Bridge shows us thatdreams that seem impossible can berealized with 
determination and persistence, no matter what the odds are. 


Even the most distant dreamcan be realized with determination and 
persistence. 
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ТНЕ СКАСКЕО РОТ 


Once upon а time there was а water-bearer in Indiawho had two large 
pots, each hung on each end of apole which he carried across his neck. 
One of the potshad a crack in it, and while the other pot was perfectand 
always delivered a full portion of water at the endof the long walk from 
the stream to the master's house,the cracked pot arrived only half full. 


For a full two years this went on daily, with the bearerdelivering only 
one and a half pot full of water in hismaster's house. 


Of course, the perfect pot was proud of its accomplishments, perfect to 
the end for which it wasmade. But the poor cracked pot was ashamed of 
its ownimperfection, and miserable that it was able to accomplish only 
half of what it had been made to do. 


After two years of what it perceived to be a bitter failure, it spoke to 
the water-bearer one day bythe stream. "I am ashamed of myself, and I 
want to apologize to you." "Why?" asked the bearer." 


What are you ashamed of ?" 


“1 have been able, for these past two years, to deliver only half my 
load because this crack in myside causes water to leak out all the way 
back to your master's house. Because of my flaws, you haveto do all of 
this work and you don't get full value from your efforts, the pot said. 
The water-bearerfelt sorry for the old cracked pot, and in his compassion 
he said, “As we return to the master'shouse, I want you to notice the 
beautiful flowers along the path." 
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Indeed, as they went up the hill, the old cracked pot took notice of the 
sun warming the beautiful wild flowers on the side of the path, and this 
cheered it some. 


But at the end of the trail, it still felt bad because it had leaked out half 
its load, and so again itapologized to the bearer for its failure. 


The bearer said to the pot, "Did you notice that there were flowers 
only on your side of your path,but not on the other pot's side? 


That's because have always known about your flaw, and I took ad- 
vantage of it. I planted flower seeds on your side of the path, and every 
day while we walk back from the stream, you've wateredthem. For two 
years I have been able to pick these beautiful flowers to decorate my 
master's table. Without you being just the way you are, he would not 
have this beauty to grace his house." 


Each of us has our own unique flaw. But it's the cracks and flaws we 
each have thatmake our lives together so very interesting and warding. 
You've just got to take eachperson for what they are and look for the 
good in them. 
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GOD EXISTS 


A man went to a barbershop to have his hair and his beard cutas al- 
ways. He started to have a good conversation with the barber who atten- 
ded him. They talked about so many things onvarious subjects. 


Suddenly, they touched the subject of God. The barber said:"Look 
man, I don't believe that God exists as you say so." "Why do you say 
that?" 


Asked the client. Well, it's so easy; you just have to go out in the street 
to realize that God does not exist. Oh, tell me, if Godexisted, would there 
be so many sick people? Would there beabandoned children? If God ex- 
isted, there would be neither suffering nor pain. "I can't think of a God 
who permits all ofthese things." The client stopped for a moment think- 
ing but hedidn't want to respond so as to prevent an argument. 


The barber finished his job and the client went out of the shop Just 
after he left the barbershop, he saw a man in the street with a long hair 
and beard (it seemsthat it had been a long time since he had his cut and 
he looked so untidy). Then the client againentered the barbershop and he 
said to the barber: "know what? Barbers do not exist." 


^How come they don't exist?" asked the barber. "Well I am here and I 
am a barber." "No!" - theclient exclaimed. "They don't exist because if 
they did there would be no people with long hair and beard like that 
man who walks in the street." 


“АҺ, barbers do exist, what happens is that people do not come to 
us." "Exactly!" - Affirmed theclient. “That's the point. God does exist, 
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what happens is people don't go to Him and do по lookfor Him that's 
why there's so much pain and suffering in the world." 
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A BOY WITH STRONG BELIEF 


Shaykh Fath al-Mowsily relates, once І saw a young boy walking 
through the jungle. It appeared asif he was uttering some words. I 
greeted him with Salaam and he replied accordingly. I inquired,“Where 
are you going?” He retorted, “To the house of Allah(Makkah).” I further 
asked, “What are you reciting?” “The Оигап” he replied. I remarked, 
“You are at a tenderage, it is not an obligation that you are required to 
fulfill.” 


He said, “1 have witnessed death approach people youngerthan me 
and therefore would like to prepare if death was toknock on my door.” I 
astoundingly commented, “Your stepsare small and your destination 
far.” He responded, “My dutyis to take the step and it remains the re- 
sponsibility of Allahto take me to my destination.” I continued to ask, 
“Where isyour provision and conveyance (means of transport).” He 
replied, "My Yaqeen (belief) is my provision and my feet's аге my con- 
veyance." I explained, "I am asking you regarding bread and water." 


He replied! "Oh Shaykh if someone invited you to his house, would it 
be appropriate to take yourown food?" I exclaimed, "No!" "Similarly, 
My Lord has invited His servant to His house, it is onlythe weakness of 
your Хадееп that makes us carry provisions. Despite this, do you think 
Allah willlet me go to waste?" "Never" I replied. He then left. Sometime 
later I saw him in Makkah. Heapproached me and inquired, “Oh Shaykh 
are you still of weak belief?” 


Source: Stories of the Pious by Shaikh Ahmad АП. 
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А УЕКУ POWERFUL STORY 


Не remembered his grandmother's warning about praying on time: 
^My son, you shouldn't leaveprayer to this late time." His grandmoth- 
er's age was 70 but whenever she heard the Adhan, she gotup like an ar- 
row and performed Salah/Namaz/prayer. He, however could never win 
over his ego toget up and pray. Whatever he did, his Salah was always 
the last to be offered and he prayed it quickly to get it in on time. Think- 
ing of this, he got up and realized that there were only 15 minutesleft 
before Salat-ul Isha. He quickly made Wudhu and performed Salat-ul 
Maghrib. While making Tasbih, he again remembered his grandmother 
and was embarrassed by how he had prayed. His grandmother prayed 
with such tranquility and peace. He began making Dua and went down 
tomake Sajdah and stayed like that for a while. 


He had been at school all day and was tired, so tired. He awoke ab- 
ruptly to the sound of noise andshouting. He was sweating profusely. 
He looked around. It was very crowded. Every direction helooked in 
was filled with people. Some stood frozen looking around, some were 
running left andright and some were on their knees with their heads in 
their hands just waiting. Pure fear and apprehension filled him as he 
realized where he was. 


His heart was about to burst. It was the Day of Judgment. When he 
was alive, he had heard manythings about the questioning on the Day of 
Judgment, but that seemed so long ago. Could this besomething his 
mind made up? No, the wait and the fear were so great that he could not 
have imagined this. The interrogation was still going on. He began mov- 
ing frantically from people to peopleto ask if his name had been called. 
No one could answer him. All of a sudden his name was calledand the 
crowd split into two and made a passageway for him. Two people 
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grabbed his arms апа ledhim forward. Не walked with unknowing eyes 
through the crowd. The angels brought him to thecenter and left him 
there. His head was bent down and his whole life was passing in front of 
hiseyes like a movie. He opened his eyes but saw only another world. 
The people were all helping others. He saw his father running from one 
lecture to the other, spending his wealth in the way oflslam. His mother 
invited guests to their house and one table was being set while the other 
wasbeing cleared. 


He pleaded his case; "I too was always on this path. I helped others. I 
spread the word of Allah. I performed my Salah. I fasted in the month of 
Ramadan. Whatever Allah ordered us to do, I did.Whatever he ordered 
us not to do, I did not." He began to cry and think about how much he 
lovedAllah. He knew that whatever he had done in life would be less 
than what Allah deserved and hisonly protector was Allah. He was 
sweating like never before and was shaking all over. His eyes werefixed 
on the scale, waiting for the final decision. At last, the decision was 
made. The two angels withsheets of paper in their hands, turned to the 
crowd. His legs felt like they were going to collapse. Heclosed his eyes as 
they began to read the names of those people who were to enter Jahan- 
nam/Hell.His name was read first. He fell on his knees and yelled that 
this couldn't be, "How could I go to Jahannam? I served others all my 
life, I spread the word of Allah to others." His eyes had becomeblurry 
and he was shaking with sweat. 


The two angels took him by the arms. As his feet dragged,they went 
through the crowd and advanced toward the blazing flames of Jahan- 
nam. He was yellingand wondered if there was any person who was go- 
ing to help him. He was yelling of all the gooddeeds he had done, how 
he had helped his father, his fasts, prayers, the Qur'an that he read, he 
wasasking if none of them would help him. The Jahannam angels contin- 
ued to drag him. They had gotten closer to the Hellfire. He looked back 
and these were his last pleas. Had not Rasulullah [saw]said, "How clean 
would a person be who bathes in a river five times a day, so too does the 
Salahperformed five times cleanse someone of their sins?" He began 
yelling, "My prayers? My prayers?My prayers?"The two angels did not 
stop, and they came to the edge of the abyss of Jahannam. The flames of 
thefire were burning his face. He looked back one last time, but his eyes 
were dry of hope and he hadnothing left in him. One of the angels 
pushed him in.He found himself in the air and falling towards 
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theflames. Не had just fallen five or six feet when a handgrabbed him by 
the arm and pulled him back. He liftedhis head and saw an old man with 
a long white beard. He wiped some dust off himself and asked 
him, "Who are you?" The old man replied, "I am your prayers." 


^Why are you so late! I was almost in the Fire! You rescued me at the 
last minute before I fell in." The old man smiled and shook his head. 
"You always performed me at the last minute, and did you forget?" At 
that instant, he blinked and lifted his head fromSajdah. He was in a 
sweat. He listened to the voices coming from outside. He heard the 
adhan for Salat-ullsha. Не got up quickly and went to perform Wudhu. 


"Say Your Prayers Before Prayers For You Are Said.""Namaz Parh Is 
Se Pehle Ke Teri Namaz Parhi Jaye." 
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WORDS AND ACTIONS SHOULD BE THE SAME 


There once was a boy who loved eating sweets. He always asked for 
sweets from his father. Hisfather was a poor man. He could not always 
afford sweets for his son. But the little boy did notunderstand this, and 
demanded sweets all the time.The boy's father thought hard about how 
to stop the child asking for so many sweets. There was avery holy man 
living nearby at that time. 


The boy's father had an idea. He decided to take the boyto the great 
man who might be able to persuade the child to stop asking for sweets 
all the time. 


The boy and his father went along to the great man. The father said to 
him, "O great saint, could you ask my son to stop asking for sweets 
which I cannot afford?" The great man was in difficulty,because he liked 
sweets himself. How could he ask the boy to give up asking for sweets? 
The holy man told the father to bring his son back after one month. 


During that month, the holy man gave up eating sweets, and when the 
boy and his father returned after a month, the holy man said to the boy 
^My dear child, will you stop asking for sweets which your father cannot 
afford to give you?" 


From then on, the boy stopped asking for sweets. 


The boy's father asked the saint, "Why did you not ask my son to give 
up asking for sweets when we came to you a month ago?" The saint 
replied, "How could I ask aboy to give up sweets when I loved sweets 
myself. In thelast month I gave up eating sweets." A person's example is 
much more powerful than just his words. When we asksomeone to do 
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something, we must do it ourselves also. We should not ask others to do 
what we donot do ourselves. 


Always make sure that your actions and your words are same. 
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YOU'RE FAR MORE PRECIOUS THAN DIAMONDS 
AND PEARLS 


"If memory serves me correctly, I was wearing a little white tank top 
and ashort black skirt. I had been raised Orthodox Muslim, so I had nev- 
er beforeworn such revealing clothing while in my father's presence. 
When we finallyarrived, the chauffer escorted my younger sister, Laila, 
and me up to myfather's suite. 


As usual, he was hiding behind the door waiting to scare us. We ex- 
changed many hugs and kisses as we could possibly give in one day. My 
father took agood look at us. Then he sat me down on his lap and said 
something that I will never forget.He looked me straight in the eyes and 
said, "Hana, everything that God made valuable in the world is covered 
and hard to get to. Where do you find diamonds? Deep down in the 
ground covered and protected. Where do youfind pearls? Deep down at 
the bottom of the ocean covered up and protected in a beautiful 
shell.Where do you find gold? Way down in the mine, covered over with 
layers and layers of rock. You've got to work hard to get to them. 


"He looked at me with serious eyes. "Your body is sacred. You're far 
more precious than diamond sand pearls, and you should be covered 
too." 


Source: More Than A Hero: Muhammad Ali's Life Lessons Through 
His Daughter's Eyes. 
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THE ONE-EYED DOE 


A Doe had the misfortune to lose one of her eyes, and could not see 
any oneapproaching her on that side. So to avoid any danger she always 
used to feed ona high cliff near the sea, with her sound eye looking to- 
wards the land. By thismeans she could see whenever the hunters ap- 
proached her on land, and oftenescaped by this means. But the hunters 
found out that she was blind of one eye,and hiring a boat rowed under 
the cliff where she used to feed and shot her fromthe sea. "Ah," cried she 
with her dying voice. "You cannot escape your fate." 
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THE САСЕ BIRD'S ESCAPE 


Once upon a time, there was a bird in a cage who sang for her mer- 
chant owner. Hetook delight in her song day and night, and was so fond 
of her that he served herwater in a golden dish. Before he left for a busi- 
ness trip, he asked the bird if she hada wish: “I will go through the forest 
where you were born, past the birds of your oldneighborhood. What 
message should I take for them?" 


The bird said, “Tell them I sit full of sorrow in a cage singing my cap- 
tive song. Day and night, my heart is full of grief. I hope it will not be 
long before I see my friendsagain and fly freely through the trees. Bring 
me a message from the lovely forest,which will set my heart at ease. Oh, 
Iyearn for my Beloved, to fly with him, and spread my wings. Until then 
there is no joy for me, and I am cut off from all of life's sweet things." 


The merchant traveled on his donkey through the dense forest. He 
listened to the melodies of many birds. When the merchant reached the 
forest where his bird came from, he stopped, pushed his hood back, and 
said, "O you birds! Greetings to you all from my pretty bird locked in 
her cage. She sends tidings of her love to you and wants to tell of her 
plight. She asks for a reply that will ease her heart. My love for her keeps 
her captive with bars all around her. She wants to join her Beloved and 
sing her songs through the air with a free heart, but I would miss her 
beautiful song sand cannot let her go." 


АП the birds listened to the merchant's words. Suddenly one bird 
shrieked and fell from a tree brunch to the ground. The merchant froze 
to the spot where he stood. Nothing could astound him more than this 
did. One bird had fallen down dead!The merchant continued on to the 
city and traded his goods. At last he returned to his home. He did not 
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know what to tell his bird when she asked what message he had 
brought. He stood before her cage and said, "Oh, nothing to speak of no, 
no." The bird cried, "I must know at once. 


"Тао not know what happened, said the merchant. “I told them your 
message. Then, one of them fell down dead." Suddenly the merchant's 
bird let out a terrible shriek and fell on her head to thebottom of the 
cage.The merchant was horrified. He wept in despair, "Oh, what have I 
done?" He cried, “What Have I done? Now my life means nothing. Му 
moon has gone and so has my sun.Now my own bird is dead." 


He opened the cage door, reached in, and took her into his hands 
gently and carefully. “I will haveto bury her now,” he said; “poor thing 
is dead." 


Suddenly, the moment he had lifted the bird out of the cage, she 
swooped up, flew out of the window and landed on the nearest roof 
slope. She turned to him and said, gratefully, "Thank you,merchant mas- 
ter, for delivering my message. That bird's reply instructed me how to 
win my freedom. АП I had to do was to be dead. I gained my freedom 
when I chose to die." 


“бо now I fly to my Beloved who waits for me. Good-bye, good-bye, 
my master no longer." "My bird was wise; she taught me secret," the 
merchant reflected. 


If you want to be with the ones you love, you must be ready to give 


up everything,even life itself. And then, by Allah, you will win your 
heart's desire. 
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THE THREE WISE MEN 


One day some wise men, who were going about the country trying to 
find answers to some of thegreat questions of their time, came to Nasred- 
din's district and asked to see the wisest man in theplace. Nasreddin was 
brought forward, and a big crowd gathered to listen.The first wise man 
began by asking, "Where is the exact center of the world?" 

“Tt is under my right heel," answered Nasreddin. 

^How can you prove that?" asked the first wise man. 

“Tf you don't believe me,” answered Nasreddin, “measure and see. 

"The first wise man had nothing to answer to that, so the second wise 
man asked his question."How many stars are there in the sky?" he 
said. "As many as there are hairs on my donkey," answered Nasreddin. 


^What proof have you got of that?" asked the second wise man. 


“If you don't believe me," answered Nasreddin, “count the hairs on 
my donkey and you will see." 


"That's foolish talk,” said the other. “How can one count the hairs on a 
donkey?" 


^Well," answered Nasreddin, "How can one count the stars in the sky? 
If one is foolish talk, so is the other." The second wise man was silent. 
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The third wise man was becoming annoyed with Nasreddin and his 


answers, so he said, "You seemto know a lot about your donkey, so can 
you tell me how many hairs there are in its tail?" 


Yes," answered Nasreddin. "There are exactly as many hairs in its tail 


as there are in your beard." 


I 


How can you prove that?" said the other." 


can prove it very easily," answered Nasreddin. "You can pull one 


hair out of my donkey's tail forevery one I pull out of your beard. If the 
hairs on my donkey's tail do not come to an end at exactlythe same time 
as the hairs in your beard, I will admit that I was wrong." 


Of course, the third wise man was not willing to do this, so the crowd 


declared Nasreddin the winner of the day's arguments. 
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OLD GRAVE 


One day, the Nasreddin said to his friends: "If I die, bury me in an old 
grave.” “Why”, asked hisfriends. “Because”, he explained, "if the angels 
come, ГП tell them that I died years before and havealready been ques- 
tioned and then they will return the way they came." 
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ТНЕ СІ.ЕУЕК ВОҮ 


А man with his donkey carrying two sacks of wheat was оп his way 
tothe market. After a little while he was tired and they rested under a 
tree. When he woke up from his nap he could not see the donkey and 
startedsearching for the donkey everywhere. On the way he met a boy, 
heasked the boy, “Have you seen my donkey?" The boy asked, "Is 
the donkey's left eye blind, his right foot lame and is he carrying a load 
ofwheat?” The man was happy and said, “Yes, exactly! Where have 
youseen it?" the boy answered "I haven't seen it." This made the man 
veryangry and he took the boy to the village chief for punishment. 


The judge asked, "Dear boy, if you had not seen at the donkey, how- 
could you describe it?" The boy answered, "I saw the tracks of a donkey- 
and the right and left tracks were different from this I understood thatthe 
donkey that passed there was limping. And the grass on the rightside of 
the road was eaten but the grass on the left was not. From that Iunder- 
stood that his left eye was blind. There were wheat seeds scatteredon the 
ground and I understood that he must have been carrying a load of 
wheat. The judge understood the boy's cleverness and told the man to 
forgive the boy. 


This story teaches us that we should not be quick to judge the 
people. 
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А MERCHANT AND HIS DONKEY 


One beautiful spring morning, a merchant loaded his donkey 
with bags of salt to go to the market in order to sell them. The mer- 
chantand his donkey were walking along together. They had not 
walked far when they reached a river on the road. 


Unfortunately, the donkey slipped and fell into the river and no- 
ticed that the bags of salt loaded on his back became lighter. 


There was nothing the merchant could do, except return home where 
he loaded his donkey with more bags of salt. As they reachedthe slip- 
pery riverbank, now deliberately, the donkey fell into theriver and 
wasted all the bags of salt on its back again. 


The merchant quickly discovered the donkey's trick. He then returned 
home again but re-loaded his donkey with bags of sponges. 


The foolish, tricky donkey again set on its way. On reaching the river 
he again fell into the water.But instead of the load becoming lighter, it 
became heavier. 


The merchant laughed at him and said: "You foolish donkey, your 


trick had been discovered, you should know that, those who are too 
clever sometimes over reach themselves." 
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THE ANT AND THE GRASSHOPPER 


One cold, frosty day in the middle of winter a colony of ants was busy 
drying out some, grains of corn, whichhad grown damp during the wet 
autumn weather. 


A grasshopper half dead with cold and hunger, cameup to one of the 
ants. "Please give me a grail or twofrom your store of corn to save my 
life," he said faintly. 


^We worked day and night to get this corn in. Why should I give it to 
you?" asked the ant crossly."Whatever were you doing all last summer 
when youshould have been gathering your food?" 


Oh I didn't have time for things like that, said thegrasshopper. "I was 
far too busy singing to carry corn about." 


The ant laughed I unkindly. “In that case you can sing all winter as far 
аз Iam concerned,” he said. And without another word he turned back to 
his work. 


Islam teaches us that we should help the less fortunate. But it also 


teaches us that wemust work hard and not rely on the kindness of oth- 
ers for our daily needs. 
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THE FOX WHO GOT CAUGHT IN THE TREE 
TRUNK 


Once upon a time, there was a hungry fox that was looking for 
something to ear. He was very hungry. No matter how hard he tried, the 
fox could not find food. Finally he went to the edge of the forest and 
searched there for food. Suddenly he caught sight of a big tree with a 
hole in it. 


Inside the hole was a package. The hungry fox immediately thought 
that there might be food in it,and he became very happy. He jumped into 
the hole and when heopened the package, he saw there were a lot of 
food, bread, meatand fruit in it! 


An old woodcutter had placed the food in the tree trunk while hecut 
down trees in the forest. He was going to eat it for his lunch. 


The fox happily began to eat. After the fox had finished eating, hefelt 
thirsty and decided to leave the trunk and drink some waterfrom a 
nearby spring. However, no matter how hard he tried, hecould not get 
out of the hole. Do you know why? Yes, the fox hadeaten so much food 
that he became too big to fit through the hole. 


The fox was very sad and upset. He told himself, "I wish that I hadt- 
hought a little before jumping into the hole. 


"Yes children, this is the result of doing something without thinking 
about it first. 
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САТ5 АМО КОО5ТЕК5 


Once upon a time in Africa, roosters ruled cats. The cats workedhard 
all day and at night they had to bring all they had gathered forthe roost- 
ers. The king of the roosters would take all the food forhimself and for 
the other roosters. 


The roosters loved to eat ants. Thus, every cat had a purse hunground 
its neck, which it filled with ants for the king of the roosters.The cats did 
not like the situation. They wanted to rid themselves ofthe king so that 
the food they gathered through hard work and greatdifficulty would be 
their own. But they were afraid of the roosters. 


The roosters had told the cats that rooster's combs were made out of 
fire and that the fire of theircombs would burn anyone who disobeyed 
them! The cats believed them and therefore worked fromearly morning 
until night for the roosters. 


One night, the fire on the house of Mrs. Cat went out. She told her kit- 
ten, Fluffy, to bring some firefrom Mr. Rooster's house. When Fluffy 
went into the house of the rooster, she saw that Mr. Roosterwas fast 
asleep, his stomach swollen with the ants he had eaten. The kitten was 
afraid to wake therooster, so she returned home empty handed and told 
her mother what had happened. 


Mrs. Cat said, "Now that the rooster is asleep, gather some dry twigs 
and place them near his comb.As soon as the twigs catch fire, bring them 
home."Fluffy gathered some dry twigs and took them to the rooster's 
house. He was still asleep. Fluffy fear fully put the dry twigs near the 
rooster's comb but it was no use, the twigs did not catch fire.Fluffy 
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rubbed Ше twigs against the rooster's comb again but it was no use they 
would not catch fire. 


Fluffy returned home without any fire and told her mother, "The 
roost's comb does not set twigs onfire." Mrs. Cat answered "Why can't 
you do anything right! Come with me I'll show you how tomake fire 
with the rooster's comb." So together they went to the house of Mr. 
Rooster. 


He was still asleep. Mrs. Cat put the twigs as near to the rooster's 
comb as she could. But the twigsdid not catch fire. Then, shaking with 
fear, she put her paw near the rooster's comb and gentlytouched it. To 
her surprise, the comb was not hot, it was very cold, and it was just red 
colored. 


As soon as Mrs. Cat realized that the roosters had lied to the cats about 
their combs, she joyfullywent out and told the other cats about the roost- 
er's tricks. From that day on, the cats no longerworked for the roosters. 


At first, the king of the roosters became very angry and said to the 
cats; "I will burn all of yourhouses if you do not work for me! 


"But the cats said, "Your comb is not made of fire. It is just the color of 
fire. We touched it when you were sleep. You lied to us." 


When the king of the roosters found out that the cats knew that he 


hadlied to them, he ran away. Now, whenever roosters see a cat, they 
scurryaway, because to this very day they are afraid of cats. 
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THE PROUD RED ROSE 


One beautiful spring day a red rose blossomed in a forest. Manykinds 
of trees and plants grew there. As the rose looked around, a pine tree 
nearby said, "What a beautiful flower. I wish I was thatlovely." Another 
tree said, "Dear pine, do not be sad, we can nothave everything." 


The rose turned its head and remarked, "It seems that I am themost 
beautiful plant in this forest." A sunflower raised its yellowhead and 
asked, "Why do you say that? In this forest there aremany beautiful 
plants. You are just one of them." The red rose replied, "I see everyone 
looking at me and admiring me." Then the rose looked at a cactus and 
said, "Look at that ugly plant full of thorns!" The pine tree said, "Red 
rose, what kind of talk is this?Who can say what beauty is? You have 
thorns too." 


The proud red rose looked angrily at the pine and said, "I thought you 
had good taste! You do not know what beauty is at all. You cannot com- 
pare my thorns to that of the cactus." 


^What a proud flower", thought the trees.The rose tried to move its 
roots away from the cactus, but it could not move. As the days 
passed,the red rose would look at the cactus and say insulting things, 
like: This plant is useless? How sorry I am to be his neighbor. 


The cactus never got upset and he even tried to advise the rose, say- 
ing, "God did not create any form of life without a purpose." 


Spring passed, and the weather became very warm. Life became diffi- 


cult in the forest, as the plantsand animals needed water and no rain fell. 
The red rose began to wilt. One day the rose saw sparrows stick their 
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beaks into Ше cactus and then Ну away, refreshed. This was puzzling, 
and thered rose asked the pine tree what the birds were doing. The pine 
tree explained that the birds gotwater from the cactus. "Does it not hurt 
when they make holes?" asked the rose. 


"Yes, but the cactus does not like to see any birds suffer," replied the 
pine. 


The rose opened its eyes in wonder and said, "The cactus has water?" 


"Yes you can also drink from it. The sparrow can bringwater to you if 
you ask the cactus for help." 


The red rose felt too ashamed of its past words andbehavior to ask 
for water from the cactus, but then itfinally did ask the cactus for help. 
The cactus kindlyagreed and the birds filled their beaks with water 
andwatered the rose's roots. Thus the rose learned a lessonand never 
judged anyone by their appearance again. 
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THESELFISH MAN 


Once upon a time, there was a selfish man. He liked everything to be- 
his own. He could not share his belongings with anyone, not even his- 
friends or the poor. 


One day, the man lost thirty gold coins. He went to his friend's house- 
and told him how he lost his gold coins. His friend was a kind man. 


As his friend's daughter was coming from an errand she found thirty 
gold coins, when she arrived home, she told her father what she had 
found. 


The girl's father told her that the gold coins belong to his friend and he 
sent for him. When the selfish man arrived, he told him how his daugh- 
ter hadfound his thirty gold coins and handed then to him. After count- 
ing the gold coins the man said that ten of them was missing and had 
been taken by the girl as he had forty gold coins. He further commented 
that he will recover the remaining amount from him. But the girl's father 
refused. 


The man left the gold coins and went to the court and informed the 
judge there about what had taken place between him and the girl's 
father. 


The judge sent for the girl and her father, and when they arrived asked 
the girl how many goldcoins did she find. She replied thirty gold coins. 


The Judge that asked the selfish man how manygold coins did he lose 
and he answered forty gold coins. 
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The judge then told the man that the gold coins did not belong to him 
because the girl found thirtyand not forty as he claimed to have lost and 
then told the girl to take the gold coins and that if anybody is looking for 
them he will send for the girl.The judge told the man that if anybody re- 
ports that they have found forty gold coins he will sendfor him. It was 
then that the man confessed that he lied and that he lost thirty gold coins 
but thejudge did not listen to him. 


This story teaches us to be always honest as dishonest never pays. 
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YOU ARE PRICELESS TO THOSE WHO LOVE YOU 


A well-known speaker started off his seminar by holding up a $20 bill. 
In the room of200, he asked, “Who would like this $20 bill?" Hands star- 
ted going up. He said, "I am going to give this $20 to one of you but first, 
let me do this." He proceeded tocrumple up the $20 bill. He asked, "Who 
still wants it?" Still hands were up in the air." 


Well, what if I do this?" He dropped it on the ground and started to 
grind it into thefloor with his shoe. He picked it up, now crumpled and 
dirty and asked, "Who stillwants it?" Still hands went up into the air. 


My friends, we have all learned a very valuable lesson. No matter 
what was done tothe money, it was still wanted because it did not de- 
crease in value. It was still worth$20. Many times in our lives, we are 
dropped, crumpled and ground into the dirt by the decisionswe make 
and the circumstances that come our way. We may feel as though we are 
worthless. 


But no matter what has happened or will happen, you will never 


lose your value: dirty or clean,crumpled or finely creased, you are still 
priceless to those who love you. 
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ВЕ CAREFUL WHAT YOU PLANT 


An emperor in the Far East was growing old and knew it was time to 
choose his successor. Instead of choosing one of his assistants or his chil- 
dren, he decided something different. He called young people in the 
kingdom together one day. He said, "It is time for me to step downand 
choose the next emperor. I have decided to choose one of you." 


The kids were shocked! But the emperor continued. "I am going togive 
each one of you a seed today. One very special seed. I want youto plant 
the seed, water it and come back here after one year fromtoday with 
what you have grown from this one seed. I will then judgethe plants that 
you bring, and the one I choose will be the nextemperor! 


One boy named Ling was there that day and he, like the others, re- 
ceived a seed. He went home andexcitedly told his mother the story. She 
helped him get a pot and planting soil, and he planted theseed and 
watered it carefully. Every day he would water it and watch to see if it 
had grown. After about three weeks, some of the other youths began to 
talk about their seeds and the plants thatwere beginning to grow. 


Ling kept checking his seed, but nothing ever grew. 3 weeks, 4 weeks, 
5 weeks went by. Still nothing. By now, others were talking about their 
plants but Ling didn't have a plant, and he felt like a failure. Six months 
went by, still nothing in Ling's pot. He just knew he had killed his 
seed.Everyone else had trees and tall plants, but he had nothing. Ling 
didn’t say anything to his friends,however. He just kept waiting for his 
seed to grow. 


A year finally went by and all the youths of the kingdom brought their 
plants to the emperor forinspection. Ling told his mother that he wasn't 
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going to take ап empty pot. But honest about whathappened, Ling felt 
sick to his stomach, but he knew his mother was right. He took his 
empty pot to the palace. When Ling arrived, he was amazed at the vari- 
ety of plants grown by the other youths.They were beautiful in all shapes 
and sizes. Ling put his empty pot on the floor and many of theother 
kinds laughed at him. A few felt sorry for him and just said, "Hey nice 


try. 


When the emperor arrived, he surveyed the room and greeted the 
young people. Ling just tried tohide in the back. "What great plants, 
trees and flowers you have grown," said the emperor. “Тодау,опе of you 
will be appointed the next emperor!" АП of a sudden, the emperor spot- 
ted Ling at theback of the room with his empty pot. He ordered his 
guards to bring him to the front. Ling was terrified. “Тһе emperor knows 
I'ma failure! Maybe he will have me killed!" 


When Ling got to the front, the Emperor asked his name. "My name is 
Ling," he replied. АП thekids were laughing and making fun of him. The 
emperor asked everyone to quiet down. He lookedat Ling, and then an- 
nounced to the crowd, “Behold your new emperor! His name is Ling!" 
Lingcouldn't believe it. Ling couldn't even grow his seed. How could he 
be the new emperor? Then theemperor said, "One year ago today, I gave 
everyone here a seed. I told you to take the seed, plant it,water it, and 
bring it back to me today. But I gave you all boiled seeds, which would 
not grow. All of you, except Ling, have brought me trees and plants and 
flowers. When you found that theseed would not grow, you substituted 
another seed for the one I gave you. Ling was the only onewith the cour- 
age and honesty to bring me a pot with my seed in it. Therefore, he is the 
one who willbe the new emperor!" 


If you plant honesty, you will reap trust. 

If you plant goodness, you will reap friends. 

If you plant humility, you will reap greatness. 

If you plant perseverance, you will reap victory. 

If you plant consideration, you will reap harmony. 

If you plant hard work, you will reap success. 

If you plant forgiveness, you will reap reconciliation. 
If you plant openness, you will reap intimacy. 

If you plant patience, you will reap improvements. 
If you plant faith, you will reap miracles. 
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Виш you plant dishonesty, you will reap distrust. 

If you plant selfishness, you will reap loneliness. 

If you plant pride, you will reap destruction. 

If you plant envy, you will reap trouble. 

If you plant laziness, you will reap stagnation. 

If you plant bitterness, you will reap isolation. 

If you plant greed, you will reap loss.If you plant gossip, you will reap 
enemies. 

If you plant worries, you will reap wrinkles. 

If you plant sin, you will reap guilt. 


So be careful what you plant now, It will determine what you will reap 
tomorrow, The seeds younow scatter, Will make life worse or better, 
your life or the ones who will come after. Yes, someday,you will enjoy 
the fruits, or you will pay for the choices you plant today. 
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τα. 8 5 


GENEROSITY 


Mahatma Gandhi went from city to city, village to village collecting 
funds forthe Charkha Sangh. During one of his tours he addressed a 
meeting in Orissa. 


After his speech a poor old woman got up. She was bent with age, her 
hair was grey and her clothes were in tatters. The volunteers tried to stop 
her, but she fought her way to the place where Gandhi Ji was sitting. “Т 
must see him," she insisted and going up to Gandhi Ji touched his feet. 


Then from the folds of her sari she brought out a copper coin and 
placed it at his feet. Gandhi Jipicked up the copper coin and put it away 
carefully. The Charkha Sangh funds were under thecharge of Jamnalal 
Bajaj. He asked Gandhi Ji for the coin but Gandhi Ji refused. 


“1 keep cheques worth thousands of rupees for the Charkha Sangh,” 
amnalal Bajaj said laughingly"yet you won't trust me with a copper 
coin." “This copper coin is worth much more than thosethousands” 
Gandhi Ji said. "If a man has several lakhs and he gives away a thousand 
or two, it doesn't mean much." 


But this coin was perhaps all that the poor woman possessed. She gave 
me all she had. That was very generous of her. What a great sacrifice she 
made. That iswhy I value this copper coin more than a crore of rupees. 
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пее 5 6 


THE CRYSTAL BALL 


In the south of Spain, there was a small village whose people were 
very joyful and lucky. The children played under the shade of trees in 
the gardens of their home. A shepherd boy whose namewas Nasir, 
stayed near the village with his father, mother and grandmother. Early 
morning eachday, he takes his herd of goats up the hills to find a suitable 
place for them to graze. In the afternoon he would return with them to 
the village. At night his grandmother would tell him astory. The story of 
stars. This story really interested Nasir. As usual, on one of these days, as 
Nasirwas watching his herd and playing his flute he suddenly saw a 
wonderful light behind the flowerbush. When he came towards the 
branches he saw a transparent and most beautiful crystal ball. 


The crystal ball was glittering like a colorful rainbow. Nasir carefully 
took it inhis hand and turned it around. With surprise suddenly he 
heard a weak voicecoming from the crystal ball. It said; "You can make a 
wish that your heartdesires and I will fulfill it.” Nasir could not believe 
that he had actually hearda voice. But he became so engrossed in his 
thoughts for he had so many wishes but he must wish for something 
which was impossible like the wish tobe able to fly. He said to himself, if 
I wait till tomorrow I will remember manythings. He put the crystal ball 
in a bag and gathered the herd, happily returned backto the village. He 
decided that he would not tell anyone about the crystal ball. On the fol- 
lowing dayalso, Nasir could not decide what to wish for, because he 
really had everything he needed. 


The days passed as usual, and Nasir appeared to be very cheerful that 
the people around him wereamazed to see his cheerful disposition. One 
day a boy followed Nasir and his herd and hid behind a tree. Nasir as 
usual sat in one corner, took out the crystal ball and for a few moments 
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looked at it. The boy waited for the moment when Nasir would go to 
sleep. Then he took the crystal ball and ranaway. When he arrived in the 
village, he called all the people and showed them the crystal ball. The cit- 
izens of that village took the crystal ball in their hand and turned it 
around with surprise.Suddenly they heard a voice from inside the crystal 
ball, which says, “I can fulfill your wish." One person took the ball and 
screamed, "I want one bag full of gold." Another took the ball andsaid 
loudly, "I want two chest full of jewelry." 


Some of them wished that they would have their own palace with 
grand door made from pure goldinstead of their old houses. Some also 
wished for bags full of jewelry, but nobody asked for gardensin their 
palaces. АП their wishes were fulfilled but still the citizens of the village 
were not happy.They were jealous because the person that had a palace 
had no gold and the person that had thegold had no palace. For this reas- 
on, the citizens of the village were angry and were not speaking toeach 
other. There was not even one garden which existed in the village where 
the children couldplay. The patience of the children was running out and 
they were uncomfortable. Nasir and hisfamily were happy and pleased. 
Every morning and afternoon he would play the flute.The children could 
not wait anymore and decided to return the crystal ball to Nasir. The 
parent sand neighbors went to him. 


The children said to Nasir; “When we had a small village we all were- 
happy and joyful." The parent also spoke. In one way or another nobody 
is happy. The expensivepalaces and jewelry only bring us pain. When 
Nasir saw that the people were really regretful, hesaid I have not wished 
till now, if you really want everything to return to its own place, then I 
willwish for it. Everyone happily agreed. Nasir took the crystal ball in 
his hand turned around andwished that the village become the same as 
it was before. Everyone quickly turned towards the village and saw it be- 
came the same old village with gardens full of trees and fruits. 


Once again the people started to live happily and the children played 
under the shade of trees. From the next day and everyday at sunset the 
sound of Nasir's flute could be heard in the village. 


This story teaches us that we should be happy with whatever we 
have and not to be greedy. 
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कक 5 7 


THE SIGNS ОЕ HAPPINESS 


There was a young couple who led a very happy life together. The 
only thing that they worriedabout was, whether their happiness would 
last forever or would they too would have to face problems. One day, 
they heard that a wise old man had come to town; he could solve all 
kinds ofproblems and guide people. So the couple decided to visit the 
wise old man and tell him theirsource of worry. 


The wise old man told them; "Travel around the world and seek a 
man and a woman who are perfectly happy as a couple. When you find 
such a couple, ask them for a piece of cloth from theman's shirt, then 
keep that piece of cloth with you, and you always remain happy." 


The young couple began their journey, to find the happiest couple in 
their world. In one place they heard that the governor and his wife were 
the happiest people, so they went to their palace and asked them, "Are 
you the happiest couple?" 


The governor and his wife replied, "Yes, we are happy in every way 
except for one thing; we do not have any children." 


Well that didn't make the governor and his wife the happiest couple. 
So they continued their journey. They arrived in one city where they had 
heard that the happiest couple lived. They went to their house and asked 
them, "Are you the happiest couple?" 


The couple replied, "Yes, we are really happy in every way except that 
we have too many children which make our life a bit uncomfortable." 
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No, this couple did not sound to be the happiest. And, so they contin- 
ued their journey. They visitedmany countries, cities, towns and villages 
asking the same question but they did not find what they were looking 
for. 


One Day the young couple came across a shepherd in the desert.The 
shepherd was grazing his sheep when his wife and childcame along. The 
shepherd greeted his wife and gently patted the child she was carrying. 
She laid the mat and started to eatcontentedly. The young couple came 
to them and asked them," Are you the happiest couple?" 


The shepherd and his wife replied, "Nobody is unhappier thanthe 
king." The young couple immediately realized that they werethe happi- 
est couple and asked them for a piece of the shepherd'sshirt, so that their 
happiness too would last throughout.The shepherd said, "If I give you a 
piece of cloth from my shirtthen I will be left without any clothes since I 
own just one shirt." 


The young couple at once understood that it is very difficult to find 
perfect happiness anywhere in the world. The couple decided to return 
to their own country. 
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They went to the wise old man and related all that had taken place. 
They also complained that hisguidance was difficult to abide by. 


The wise old man laughed and said, "Was your journey useless or did 
you learn something from it?" 


The young man replied,"Yes, after this trip I have learnt that in this 
world, nobody is perfectlyhappy, only that person is happy who does 
everything to please God. 


"Holy Quran (2:38) says: 
“Апа whosever follows My (Allah's) guidance, on them shall be no fear nor 
shall they grieve.” 


4 


he wife said, “I have learnt that in order to be happy it is important 
to remember two things; first, all human beings should be thankful and 
contented with whatever they have. 
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"Holy Quran (14:7) says: 
"And your Lord declared publicly: if you are grateful, I will add more favors 
unto you." 


And secondly, for ultimate happiness one must always practice 
patience. 


Holy Quran (2:45) says: 
"Seek help through patient perseverance and prayers." 


After that, young couple thanked the wise old man for his guidance 
and returned home. The wiseman prayed for them and said, "Indeed the 
sign of happiness is in their heart and they have goodmanners and if the 
lifetime is spent in pleasure of God there would be no differences in the 
existence of mankind." 


Holy Quran (20:123-124) says: 

“Whosoever follows My (Allah's) guidance, will not loose his way 
or fallinto misery But whosoever turns away from My message, verily 
for him is a miserable life." 
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9 5 8 


HOPE AND GREED 


Caliph Haroon Rashid desired that any one who had seen the 
HolyProphet (SAW) in his lifetime be brought before him. After some 
time a very old woman was brought before the Caliph. The Caliph asked 
the old woman, “Did you see the Prophet yourself?” She said, “Yes! 
Sir.” The Caliph then asked her if she remembered any narration from 
him.She said yes and said, “When old age comes two things become 
young,one is hope and the other is greed.” The Caliph thanked her and 
gave herone hundred dinars. The woman thanked Caliph and she was 
taken back. 


Half the way some thought passed through her mind and she de- 
sired to be brought before the Caliph once more. When she was shown 
in, the Caliph asked, “Well, why have you come back?" She said. "I just 
came toinquire whether the monies you gave me were once for all or is it 
to continue every year?” 


The Caliph thought. “How true is the Prophet’s (SAW) word?” she has 
hope of life even now andshe has greed for money too. The Caliph said, 
“Don’t worry; you will be paid every year." She was taken back but on 
the way she breathed her last. 
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το, 8 9 


FOUR WIVES 


Once upon a time. There was a rich merchant who had 4 wives. He 
loved the 4th wife the most and adorned her with rich robes and treated 
her to delicacies.He took great care of her & gave hernothing but the 
best. 


He also loved the 3rd wife very much. He's very proud of her and al- 
ways wanted to show off her tohis friends. However, the merchant is al- 
ways in fear that she might run away with some other men. 


He too, loved his 2nd wife. She is a very considerate person, always 
patient & in fact is the merchant's confidante. Whenever the merchant 
faced some problems, he always turned to his 2nd wife and she would 
always help him out and tide him through difficult times. 


Now, the merchant's 1st wife is a very loyal partner and has made 
great contributions in maintaining his wealth and business as well as 
taking care of the household. However, the merchant did not love the 1st 
wife and although she loved him deeply, he hardly took notice of her. 


One day, the merchant fell ill. Before long, he knew that he was going 
to die soon. He thought of his luxurious life and told himself, "Now I 
have 4 wives with me. But when I die, ГИ be alone. Howlonely ГИ be!" 
Thus, he asked the 4th wife, "I loved you most, endowed you with the 
finest clothingand showered great care over you. Now that I'm dying, 
will you follow me and keep me company?" 


“No way!” replied the 4th wife and she walked away without another- 
word. Answer cut like a sharp knife right into the merchant's heart. 
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The sad merchant then asked Ше 3rd wife, "I have loved you so much- 
for all my Ше. Now that I'm dying, will you follow me and keep 
mecompany?" 


“No!” replied the 3rd wife. “Life is so good over here! I'm going tore- 
marry when you die!" The merchant's heart sank and turned cold. 


He then asked the 2nd wife, "I always turned to you for help and 
you've always helped me out. Now I need your help again. When I die, 
will you follow me and keep me company?" "I'm sorry, I can't help you 
out this time!" replied the 2nd wife." "At the very most, I can only send 
you to your grave." Answer came like a bolt of thunder & merchant was 
devastated. 


Then a voice called out: “ТЇЇ leave with you. I'll follow you no matter 
where you go." The merchant looked up and there was his 1st wife. She 
was so skinny, almost like she suffered from malnutrition. 


Greatly grieved, the merchant said, "I should have taken much better 
care of you while I couldhave!" 


Actually, we all have 4 wives in our lives. The 4th wife is our body. No 
matter how much time andeffort we lavish in making it look good, itll 
leave us when we die. 


Our 3rd wife is our possessions, status and wealth. When we die, they 
all go to others. 


The 2nd wife is our family and friends. No matter how close they had 
been there for us when we're alive, the furthest they can stay by us is up 
to the grave. 


The 1st wife is in fact our soul, often neglected in our pursuit of mater- 
ial wealth & sensual pleasure. 


Guess what? It is actually the only thing that follows us wherever 


we go. Perhaps it's a good idea to cultivate and strengthen it now 
rather than to wait until we're on our deathbed to lament. 
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Ὅν 6 0 


LION, RATS, SNAKE & THE НОМЕҮСОМВ 


Once a man saw in his dream, that a lion was chasing him. The man 
ran to a tree, climbed on to itand sat on a branch. He looked down and 
saw that the lion was still there waiting for him. 


The man then looked to his side where the branch he was sitting on 
wasattached to the tree and saw that two rats were circling around and 
eating thebranch. One rat was black and the other one was white. The 
branch would fallon the ground very soon. 


The man then looked below again with fear and discovered that a big 
blacksnake had come & settled directly under him. Snake opened its 
mouth rightunder the man so that he will fall into it. 


The man then looked up to see if there was anything that he could 
hold on to.He saw another branch with a honeycomb. Drops of honey 
falling from it. 


The man wanted to taste one of the drops. So, he put his tongue out 
and tastedone of the fallen drops of honey. The honey was amazing in 
taste. So, he wanted to taste another drop. As he did, he got lost into the 
honey sweetness. 


Meanwhile, he forgot about the two rats eating his branch away, the li- 
on onthe ground and the snake that is sitting right under him. After a 
while, hewoke up from his sleep. 


To get the meaning behind this dream, the man went to a pious schol- 
ar oflslam. The scholar said, the lion you saw is your death. It always 
chases youand goes wherever you go. 
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The two rats, one black and one white, are the night and the day. Black 
one is the night and thewhite one is the day. They circle around, coming 
one after another, to eat your time as they takeyou closer to death. The 
big black snake with a dark mouth is your grave. It's there, just waiting 
foryou to fall into it. The honeycomb is this world and the sweet honey is 
the luxuries of this world.We like to taste a drop of the luxuries of this 
world but it's very sweet. Then we taste another dropand yet another. 


Meanwhile, we get lost into it and we forget about our time, we forget about 
our death and we forget about our graves." 


This world is like a serpent, so soft to touch, but so full of lethal pois- 


on. Unwise people are alluredby it and drawn towards it, and wise men 
avoid it and keep away from its poisonous effects."Imam Ali (AS) 
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ІН 6 1 


THE MOST BEAUTIFUL HEART 


One day a young man was standing in the middle of the town pro- 
claiming that he had the mostbeautiful heart in the whole valley. 


A large crowd gathered and they all admired his heart for it was per- 
fect. There was not a mark or aflaw in it. Yes, they all agreed it truly was 
the most beautiful heart they had ever seen. 


The young man was very proud and boasted more loudly about his 
beautiful heart. 


Suddenly, an old man appeared at the front of the crowd and said, 
^Why your heart is not nearly asbeautiful as mine." 


The crowd and the young man looked at the old man's heart. It was 
beating strongly ... but full ofscars. It had places where pieces had been 
removed and other pieces put in... but they didn't fitquite right and 
there were several jagged edges. 


In fact, in some places there were deep gouges where whole pieces 
weremissing. The people starred ... how could he say his heart is more 
beautiful,they thought? 


The young man looked at the old man’s heart and saw its state and 
laughed."You must be joking,” he said. “Compare your heart with 
mine ... mine is perfect and yours is a mess of scars and tears.” 


“Yes,” said the old man, “Yours is perfect looking ... but I would nev- 


er trade with you. You see,every scar represents a person to whom I 
have given my love... .. I tear out a piece of my heart andgive it to 
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them ... and often they give me a piece of their heart which fits into the 
empty place in myheart ... but because the pieces aren't exact, I have 
some rough edges, which I cherish, because theyremind me of the love 
we shared. 


Sometimes I have given pieces of my heart away ... and the other per- 
son hasn't returned a piece ofhis heart to me. These are the empty 
gouges ... giving love is taking a chance. Although thesegouges are pain- 
ful, they stay open, reminding me of the love I have for these people 
too ... and Ihope someday they may return and fill the space I have wait- 
ing. So now do you see what true beauty is?" 


The young man stood silently with tears running down his cheeks. He 
walked up to the old man,reached into his perfect young and beautiful 
heart, and ripped a piece out. He offered it to the oldman with trembling 
hands. 


The old man took his offering, placed it in his heart and then took a 
piece from his old scarred heart and placed it in the wound in the young 
man's heart. It fit ... . but not perfectly, as there weresome jagged edges. 

The young man looked at his heart, not perfect anymore but more 
beautiful than ever, since lovefrom the old man's heart flowed into his. 


They embraced and walked away side by side. 


Physical perfection is not always beautiful. 
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ШЕ 6 2 


THE CLUB 99 


Some time ago, there lived a King. This King should have been conten- 
ted with his life, given all the riches and luxuries he had. However, this 
was not the case! The King always found himself wondering why he just 
never seemed content with his life. 


Sure, he had the attention of everyone wherever he went, attended 
fancy dinners and parties, but somehow, he still felt something was lack- 
ing and he couldn't put his finger on it. 


One day, the King had woken up earlier than usual to stroll around his 
palace. He entered his hugeliving room and came to a stop when he 
heard someone happily singing away... following thissinging... he saw 
that one of the servants was singing and had a very contented look on 
his face. 


This fascinated the King and he summoned this man to his chambers. 
The manentered the King's chambers as ordered. The King asked why he 
was so happy? 


To this the man replied: "Your Majesty, I am nothing but a servant, but 
I makeenough of a living to keep my wife and children happy. We don't 
need toomuch, a roof over our heads and warm food to fill our tummy. 
My wife and children are my inspiration; they are content with whatever 
little I bring home.I am happy because my family is happy.” 


Hearing this, the King dismissed the servant and summoned his Per- 
sonal Assistant to his chambers. 
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The King related his personal anguish about his feelings and then re- 
lated the story of the servant to his Personal Assistant, hoping that some- 
how, he will be able to come up with some reasoning that here was a 
King who could have anything he wished for at a snap of his fingers and 
yet was notcontented, whereas, his servant, having so little was ex- 
tremely contented. 


The Personal Assistant listened attentively and came to a conclusion. 
e said, "Your Majesty, I believe that the servant has not been made part 
The 99 Club." 


ош 


"The 99 Club? And what exactly is that?" the King inquired. 


To which the Assistant replied, "Your Majesty, to truly know what 
The 99 Club is, you will have todo the following... place 99 Gold coins in 
а bag and leave it at this servant's doorstep, you will thenunderstand 
what The 99 Club is." 


That very same evening, the King arranged for 99 Gold coins to be 
placed in a bag at the servant'sdoorstep. Although he was slightly hesit- 
ant and he thought he should have put 100 Gold coins intothe bag, but 
since his assistant had advised him to put 99 that is what he did. 


The servant was just stepping out of his house when he saw a bag at 
his doorstep. Wondering aboutits contents, he took it into his house and 
opened the bag. When he opened the bag, he let out a great big shout of 
joy... Gold Coins... so many of them. He could hardly believe it. He 
called his wifeto show her the coins. 


He then took the bag to a table and emptied it out and began to count 
the coins. Doing so, he realized that there were 99 coins and he thought it 
was an odd number so he counted again, andagain and again only to 
come to the same conclusion... 99 Gold Coins. 


He began to wonder, what could have happened to that last one coin? 
For no one would leave 99coins. He began to search his entire house, 
looked around his backyard for hours, not wanting tolose out on that 
one coin. Finally, exhausted, he decided that he was going to have to 
work harderthan ever to make up for that one Gold coin to make his en- 
tire collection an even 100 Gold Coins. 
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He got up the next morning, іп ап extremely horrible mood, shouting 
at the children and his wifefor his delay, not realizing that he had spent 
most of the night conjuring ways of working hard so that he had enough 
money to buy himself that gold coin. He went to work as usual - but not 
in hisusual best mood, singing happily - as he grumpily did his daily 
errands. 


Seeing the man's attitude change so drastically, the King was puzzled. 
He promptly summoned hisassistant to his chambers. The King related 
his thoughts about the servant and once again, his assistant listened. The 
King could not believe that the servant who until yesterday had been 
singingaway and was happy and content with his life had taken a sud- 
den change of attitude, even thoughhe should have been happier after 
receiving the gold coins. 


To this the assistant replied "Ah! But your Majesty, the servant has 
now officially joined The 99Club." He explained: “Тһе 99 Club is just a 
name given to those people who have everything but yet are never con- 
tented, therefore they are always working hard and striving for that ex- 
tra one toround it out to 100! 


We have so much to be thankful for and we can live with very little in 
our lives, but the minute weare given something bigger and better, we 
want even more! 


We are not the same happy contented person we used to be, we want 
more and more and by wanting more and more we don't realize the 
price we pay for it. We lose our sleep, our happiness;we hurt the people 
around us just as a price to pay for our growing needs and desires. That 
is whatjoining The 99 Club is all about." 


Hearing this King decided that from that day onwards, he was going 
to start appreciating all the little things in life. 


Striving for more is always good, but let's not strive so hard and for 


so much that we loses all thosenear and dear to our hearts, we 
shouldn't compromise our happiness for moments of luxuries! 


101 


ባጅ 6 3 


КЕРЕМТАМСЕ 


А person once heard a pious Muslim say that "For the last thirty 
years I am repenting for a sin and I don't know how Allah will deal with 
me regarding it?" 


The listener asked: “What was your sin?" 


The pious Muslim said: “I used to have a shop in the Bazaar. One day I 
heard that thewhole Bazaar was burning so I rushed to see my shop. 
When I reached there I saw thatexcept my shop all the shops were razed 
to the ground. 1 said ‘Al-Hamdo lillah’ (All praise to Allah);but immedi- 
ately I realized my mistake. How can I call myself a Muslim when I 
couldn’t feel the lossof my neighbors? That is why I am repenting for 
that lapse on my part for the last thirty years.” 
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ИЕ 6 4 


THE NEIGHBOR 


Sayyed Jawad Ameli, a great Mujtahid, was having his dinner when 
someone knocked at his door.A servant from his master, Ayatullah 
Sayyed Mehdi Bahrul Uloom, appeared and said: "Your master has sent 
for you to come immediately. He has just sat down for his dinner but re- 
fuses to eat until he sees you." 


There was no time to lose. Sayyed Jawad Ameli left his dinner and 
rushed to Ayatullah Bahrul Uloom's residence. Just as he entered, the 
master looked disapprovingly at him and said: "Sayyed Jawad! You 
have no fear of Allah!Don't you feel ashamed in front of Allah?" This 
came as a shock to him, as hecould not remember doing anything to in- 
cur the wrath of his master. He said: "My master may guide me where I 
have failed." 


Ayatullah Bahrul Uloom replied: "It is now a week that your neighbor 
and his family are withoutwheat and rice. He was trying to buy some 
dates from a shop on credit but the shopkeeper refusedto grant him any 
more credit. He returned home empty-handed and the family is without 
a morselof food." Sayed Jawad was taken by surprise. "By Allah," he 
said, "I have no knowledge about this." 


That is why I am displeased all the more. How can you be unaware of 
your own neighbor? Sevendays of difficulties have passed and you tell 
me you do not know about it. Well, If you had knownand ignored him 
despite your knowledge, then you would not even he a Muslim, Ayatul- 
lah Uloomadjoined. Then he instructed him to take all the dishes of food 
before him to his neighbor. "Sit withhim to eat, so that he does not feel 
ashamed. And take this sum for his future ration. Place it underhis pil- 
low or carpet so that he is not humiliated, and inform me when this 
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work is completed, fornot until then shall I eat." "That man is not from 
me who sleeps contentedly while hisneighbor sleeps hungry." Holy 
Prophet Muhammad (Peace be upon him) 
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ИНЕ 6 5 


A BOX FULL ОЕ KISSES 


The story goes back some time ago, a man punished his 3-year-old 
daughter for wasting a roll of gold wrapping paper. Money was tight 
and he became infuriatedwhen the child tried to decorate a box to put 
under the Christmas tree. Nevertheless the little girl brought the gift to 
her father the next morning and said, “This is foryou, Daddy." 


The man was embarrassed by his earlier over reaction, but his anger 
flared again when he foundout the box was empty. He yelled at her, stat- 
ing, "Don't you know, when you give someone a present, there is sup- 
posed to be something inside?" The little girl looked up at him with tears 
in her eyes and cried, "Oh, Daddy, it's not empty at all. I blew kisses into 
the box. They're all for you,Daddy.” The father was crushed. He put his 
arms around his little girl, and he begged for her forgiveness. 


Only a short time later, an accident took the life of the child. It is also 
told that her father kept thatgold box by his bed for many years and, 
whenever he was discouraged, he would take out an imaginary kiss and 
remember the love of the child who had put it there. 


In a very real sense, each one of us, as humans beings, have been 
given a gold container filled withunconditional love and kisses... from 
our children, family members, friends, and God. There is simply no 
other possession, anyone could hold, more precious than this. 
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ШЕ 6 6 


THE THREE COWS 


There was a green and fresh pasture, in which three cows lived, a 
white cow, a black cow and a reddish-brown one. The cows were kind to 
each other. They were nice to each other. They used tograze in the mead- 
ow together. and they used to sleep near each other. 


Till it happened one day, the reddish-brown colored lion of the forest 
happened to pass that way.The lion was unhappy. It was hungry, and 
was looking for a prey. On catching sight of the cows itbecame glad, but 
couldn't attack them, because they were together. So, the lion sat in a 
corner andwaited till the cows would separate from each other. 


The cows were together and wouldn't part away from each other, be- 
cause they knew that if theywere together, no predator could attack 
them. The lion lay in ambush nearby for two or three days.But the cows 
continued to remain together, and wouldn't separate from each other. 
The lion became unhappy. 


A plan occurred to it. It went towards the cows, greeted themand said: 
^How are you my friends?" Are you fine? I have been remembering you 
for a long time, but because I am toobusy, I can't come to you and ask 
about your health. 


Today I said to myself: "Anyhow I should come and see you from near 
and visit you." The reddish-brown cow said: "Sir, your coming has really 
pleased us and brightened our pasture." 


The lion said: "I have always remembered you, and have even ordered 


a better pasture made readyfor you." Reddish-brown cow said: "Sir, you 
have really obliged us and we are very thankful to you." 
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Both the white and the black cows were troubled by what their friend, 
the reddish-brown cow said,and were grieved at its thoughtlessness. 
They feared lest it should be deceived. 


They said to each other: Which forest has not got a better pasture? 
Why does the reddish-browncow believe what the lion says? Doesn’t it 
know that lions seek other animals only to prey on them? 


The reddish-brown cow became more and more a close friend of the li- 
on each day. The black cow and the white cow advised it as much as 
they could, but with no avail. 


One day the lion said to the reddish-brown cow: “You know that the 
color of our bodies is dark and that the color of the body of the white 
cow is light, and you also know that the light color is theopposite of the 
dark color. It would be very good if I eat the white cow, so that there will 
be no difference among us any longer and that we will be able to live to- 
gether well.” 


The reddish-brown cow accepted the saying of the selfish lion and 
started talking to the black cowto keep it busy, so that the lion could eat 
the white cow with more ease. The white cow was leftalone and was 
killed, while the black and the reddish-brown cows were busy with idle 
talks. 


Two or three days passed since the lion had devoured the white cow. 
The lion, angry and uneasy,was lying in a corner, and the reddish-brown 
cow was moving around the lion and grazing. The lioncalled the 
reddish-brown cow. The cow answered: “Yes sir!” 


The lion said: “The color of my body and the color of your body are 
reddish-brown, and black does not go with our color. It will be very 
good if I eat the black cow, so that in this forest we all will beof the same 
color.” The reddish-brown cow accepted and moved away from the 
black cow. 


The lion attacked and devoured the black cow, too. And as for the 


reddish-brown cow, it was sofilled with joy that it didn’t know what to 
do. It roamed and grazed and said to itself: “It is only me who has the 
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color of the Поп...” А few days passed since the black cow had been de- 
voured by the lion. The lion roared and said. "O the reddish-brown cow! 
Where are you?" 


d 


The reddish-brown cow, shaking with fear, went forward and said: 
"Yes sir!" The lion said: " is your turn, get yourself ready, I am going to 
eat you." The reddish-brown cow, with great fear & horror said: "Why 
sir, Гат your friend. 1 did whatever you said. So why do you want to eat 
me?" 


The lion roared and said: “Friend of a friendless!” How is it possible 
that a lion makes friendship with a cow? No matter how much the 
reddish-brown cow begged and entreated, the lion didn'taccept its 
words. The lion attacked the cow. 


The cow said: “Мг. Lion, please allow me to cry out three times before 
you eat me." The lion said:"Quickly, quickly!" The reddish-brown cow 
cried out: "I was eaten the very day the white cow waseaten. I was eaten 
the very day the black cow was eaten. I was eaten the very day I made... 
. withyou." The lion devoured the reddish-brown cow very quickly. 
Then it said to itself: "I have finishedmy job in this forest. Now I had bet- 
ter go to other forests." Divide and rule policy. 
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ІНЕ 6 7 


А WHITE HAS МО SUPERIORITY OVER A BLACK 


The following scene took place on a BA flight between Johannesburg 
andLondon. A white woman, about 50 years old, was seated next to a 
blackman. Obviously disturbed by this, she called the air Hostess. 
Madam, what is the matter, the hostess asked you obviously do not see it 
then? 


She responded. You placed me next to a black man. I do not agree to 
sit next to someone from sucha repugnant group. Give me an alternative 
seat. Be calm please, the hostess replied. 


Almost all the places on this flight are taken. I will go to see if another 
place is available. The Hostess went away and then came back a few 
minutes later. Madam, just as I thought, there are noother available seats 
in the economy class. I spoke to the captain and he informed me that 
there isalso no seat in the business class. All the same, we still have one 
place in the first class. 


Before the woman could say anything, the hostess continued. It is not 
usual for our company topermit someone from the economy class to sit 
in the first class However, given the circumstances;the captain feels that 
it would be scandalous to make someone sit next to someone so disgust- 
ing.She turned to the black guy, and said. Therefore, Sir, if you would 
like to, please take your handluggage because a seat awaits you in the 
first class. At the moment, the other passengers who wereshocked by 
what they had just witnessed stood up and applauded. 


This is a true story against racism, which is not usually told. АП 
mankind is from Adam and Eve; anArab has no superiority over a non- 
Arab, nor a non-Arab has any superiority over an Arab; also awhite has 
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no superiority over a black, nor does a black һауе any superiority over 
white except bypiety and good action. Learn that every Muslim is the 
brother of another Muslim, and that Muslimsconstitute one 
brotherhood. 


ШЕ 6 8 


GHULAMHUSSEIN AND THE GAME OF CHANCE 


Ghulamhusein was a popular social figure and a keen host of guests 
coming to him from distantlands. He lived in Moshi, a beautiful small 
town at the foot of Mt. Kilimanjaro in Tanzania. He wasgenerous and 
hospitable to one and all. One of his hobbies during leisure hours partic- 
ularly on Saturdays and Sundays was to play the game of cards with his 
friends. For hours they used to gettogether where they enjoyed the 
game. It was not with the aim of gambling but rather just forpleasure 
and pass time. 


Once in the midst of a lively game of cards, his servant came to inform 
him that a guest of his wasseriously ill at the guest house and needed his 
immediate attention. He sent the servant back sayinghe would come 
soon. But he was so much engrossed to withdraw from it. So he contin- 
ued to playwith keen interest. 


After a while, his servant came again to report that the condition of the 
guest wasdeteriorating and needed his urgent attention as there was no 
one else to attend.But Ghulam husein was so deeply engrossed in the 
game that he did not want to bedisturbed. As such, again he sent the ser- 
vant back promising to come soon. 


By the time he could be free from the very mind captivating game of 
cards, the servant came for the third time.But this time he reported that 
the guest of his apoor traveler from distant lands had already died. This 
news gave a shock of his life to Ghulamhusein. It convinced him of the 
evil and harmful effect of such an indoor game. There and then he 
vowed never to indulge himself in such a game. 
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Is this not an eye-opening example of an intoxicating and mentally dis- 
tracting game of cards, commonly played today either as a pass-time or 
for gambling purposes? Perhaps it also explainsthe philosophy behind 
absolute Islamic forbiddance to play or watch such a game, even 
without the chance of gaining or losing money. It is meant to be preven- 
tion than a cure, lest man is one day tempted to use the game for 
gambling purpose. 


"Abstention from sins is better than seeking help afterward." Imam 
Ali (AS) 
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Chapter 6 9 


FINDERS KEEPERS 


A wise woman who was traveling in themountains found a precious 
stone in a stream. The next day she met another travelerwho was 
hungry, and the wise woman opened her bag to share her food. 


The hungry traveler saw the precious stone & asked the woman to 
give it to him. She did so without hesitation.The traveler left, rejoicing 
his good fortune. He knew the stone was worth enough to give 
him security for a lifetime. But a few days later he came back to return 
the stone to the wise woman."T've been thinking," He said, "I know how 
valuable the stone is, but I give it back in the hope thatyou can give me 
something even more precious: Give me what you have within you that 
enabledyou to give me the stone." 
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а. 7 0 


BANDAGE ОЕ COMPLAINT! 


Once a saint saw a man with a bandage tied round his head. "Why 
have you tied the bandage?" heasked. "Because my head aches," the 
man replied. "How old are you?" he demanded. "Thirty," hereplied. 
“Have you been in pain and anguish the greater part of your life?" he en- 
quired. “No,” theman answered. “For thirty years you have enjoyed 
good health," he remarked, "and you never tiedthe bandage of thankful- 
ness. Now because of this one night head ache, that you have, you tie 
thebandage of complaint!" 
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INA 7 ] 


AN AGED STUDENT 


Sikaki was a skilled artist an artisan. With great expertise and interest, 
he made such a nice andbeautiful inkpot that it could be presented to the 
king. He expected that, appreciating his artisticskill, the king would en- 
courage him as far as possible. So, with countless hopes and thousand 
ofdesires, he presented that inkpot to the king. In the beginning the king 
was very impressed by his artistic skill but afterwards an unpleasant 
event occurred that caused an extraordinary change inSikaki' s Ше and 
way of thinking. 


When the king was observing the skilled artistry of the beautiful ink- 
pot and Sikaki was lost in theworld of thoughts, the people informed 
that a scholar-literary person or jury is about to enter thecourt. As soon 
as the scholar entered, the king got so much absorbed in welcoming and 
talking tohim that he forgot Sikaki and his skilled artistry. This incident 
caused an adverse and deep effecton the heart of Sikaki. 


He realized that now he would not receive the encouragement he had 
expected and all his desiresand hopes are useless now. But Sikaki's high 
spirited mind did not allow him to be in peace, so he started thinking as 
to what should he do. He decided to do what the others have done and 
go on the same way that the others have gone (uptill now). Therefore, he 
decided to search for his lost hopes in the world of knowledge, literature 
and books. Although for a wise man who has passed the daysof his 
young age, it was not easy to study with young children and to start 
right from the preliminary stage. But he did not have a choice . After all 
whenever the fish is taken out of water, it is fresh. 


Worse than that, in the beginning he did not find any sort of interest in 
himself regarding readingand writing. Perhaps spending a long time in 
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artistic works and handicraft was the reason for stagnancy in his scientif- 
ic and literary talent. But neither his advanced age nor lack of capabil- 
ity,none of these could change his decision. With great enthusiasm and 
zeal for attaining knowledge,he strictly got busy with his studies, until 
another incident occurred: 


The teacher who was teaching him Shafi'e jurisprudence (fiqh Shafi'e), 
taught him this lesson: "The teacher believes that the skin of a dog be- 
comes clean (tahir) after tanning." Sikaki repeatedthis sentence a lot of 
times so that at the time of examination he should be able to succeed. 
Butwhen he was asked to answer this question, he said: "The dog be- 
lieves that the skin of a teacherbecomes clean after tanning." 


The audience upon hearing this answer started laughing. It was clear 
for everybody that this oldman is absolutely incapable of reading and 
writing. After this incident Sikaki not only left the school , but he left the 
town and went towards the Jungle. By chance, he reached thefoot of a 
mountain, where he saw that the water is falling drop by drop from the 
topand due to the continuous falling of water, a hole had been formed in 
that hard stone.He reflected for sometime, a good idea crossed his mind 
like lightning. And he said:“Maybe my heart is not ready to accept 
(knowledge) but it is not harder than thisstone. It is impossible that con- 
tinuous studying and hard work would be ineffective." 


Therefore, he came back and with hard work, he got busy in the attain- 
ment of knowledge. As a result he was reckoned as one of the popular 
scholars of his time. 


You never be too old to learn something new. 


ባስ 7 2 


WEALTH - LOVE - SUCCESS 


A woman came out of her house and saw 3 old men with long white 
beards sitting in her front yard.She did not recognize them. She said "T 
don't think I know you, but you must be hungry. Please come in and 
have something to eat." 

"Is the man of the house home?”, they asked. 

“No,” she replied. "He's out." 


"Then we cannot come in," they replied. 


In the evening when her husband came home, she told him what had 
happened. 


“Go tell them I am home and invite them in! 

"The woman went out and invited the men in. 

^We do not go into a House together," they replied. 

“Why is that?" she asked. 

One of the old men explained: “His name is Wealth,” he said pointing 
to one of his friends, and saidpointing to another one, "He is Success, 


and I am Love." Then he added, "Now go in and discusswith your hus- 
band which one of us you want in your home." 


Тһе woman went іп апа told her husband what was said. Her hus- 
band was overjoyed. “How nice!,”he said. “Since that is the case, let us 
invite Wealth. Let him come and fill our home with wealth! 


"His wife disagreed. “My dear, why don't we invite Success? 


"Their daughter-in-law was listening from the other corner of the 
house. She jumped in with herown suggestion: “Would it not be better to 
invite Love? Our home will then be filled with love!” 


“Let us heed our daughter-in-law’s advice,” said the husband to his 
wife. 


“Go out and invite Love to be our guest.” 


The woman went out and asked the 3 old men, “Which one of you is 
Love? Please come in and be our guest.” 


Love got up and started walking toward the house. The other 2 also 
got up and followed him.Surprised, the lady asked Wealth and Success: 
“Tonly invited Love, Why are you coming in?” 


The old men replied together: “If you had invited Wealth or Success, 
the other two of us would’vestayed out, but since you invited Love, 
wherever He goes, we go with him. Wherever there is Love,there is 
also Wealth and Success!!!” 
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Ὅν 7 3 


LOVE AND TIME 


Once upon a time, there was an island where all the feelings lived: 
Happiness, Sadness, Knowledge,and all of the others, including Love. 
One day it was announced to the feelings that the islandwould sink, so 
all constructed boats and left. Except for Love. 


Love was the only one who stayed. Love wanted to hold out until the 
last possible moment. When the island had almost sunk, Love decided to 
ask for help. 


Richness was passing by Love in a grand boat. Love said, "Richness, 
can you take me with you?” 

Richness answered, "No, I can't. There is a lot of gold and silver in my 
boat. There is no place herefor you." 


Love decided to ask Vanity who was also passing by in a beautiful 
vessel. "Vanity, please help me!""I can't help you, Love. You are all wet 
and might damage my boat," Vanity answered. 


Sadness was close by so Love asked, "Sadness, let me go with you." 
“Oh ... Love, I am so sad that I need to be by myself!" Happiness passed 
by Love, too, but she was so happy that she did not evenhear when Love 
called her. 


Suddenly, there was a voice, "Come, Love, I will take you." 
It was an elder. So blessed and overjoyed, Love even forgot to ask the 
elder where they weregoing. When they arrived at dry land, the elder 


went his own way. Realizinghow much was owed the elder, Love asked 
Knowledge, another elder, "Who Helped me?" 
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"It was Time," Knowledge answered. 
"Time?" asked Love. "But why did Time help me?" Knowledge 


smiled with deep wisdom andanswered, "Because only Time is cap- 
able of understanding how valuable Love is." 
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И 7 4 


ALWAYS THANKFUL TO GOD 


Arthur Ashe, the legendary Wimbledon player was dying of AIDS. 
From world over, he received letters from his fans, one of which con- 
veyed: “Why does GOD have to select you for such a bad disease? 


"To this Arthur Ashe replied: The world over 

5 Crore children start playing tennis, 

50 Lakh learn to play tennis, 

5 Lakh learn professional tennis, 

50,000 come to the circuit, 

5000 reach the grand slam, 

50 reach Wimbledon, 

4 to semi final, 

2 to the finals, 

When I was holding a cup I never asked GOD"Why me?”. 
And today in pain I should not be asking GOD "Why me? 


"Be thankful to GOD for 98% of good things in life. 
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ети, 7 5 


THE MAYONNAISE AND THE COFFEE 


When things in your life seem almost too much to handle, when 24 
hours in a day arenot enough, remember the mayonnaise Jar... and the 
Coffee... 


A professor stood before his philosophy class and had some itemsin 
front of him. When the class began, wordlessly, he picked up avery large 
and empty mayonnaise Jar and proceeded to fill it withgolf balls. 


He then asked the students if the Jar was full. They agreed that it was. 
So the professor then pickedup a box of pebbles and poured them into 
the Jar.He shook the Jar lightly. The pebbles rolled intothe open areas 
between the golf balls. He then asked the students again if the Jar was 
full. They agreed it was. 


The professor next picked up a box of sand and poured it into the Jar. 
Of course, the sand filled upeverything else. He asked once more if the 
Jar was full. The students responded unanimous "yes." 


The professor then produced two cups of Coffee from under the table 
and poured the entire contents into the Jar, effectively filling the empty 
space between the sand. The students laughed.^ 


Now,” said the professor, as the laughter subsided, "I want you to re- 
cognize that this Jar represents your life. The golf balls are the important 
things, your God, family, your children, yourhealth, your friends, and 
your favorite passions things that if everything else was lost and only 
theyremained, your life would still be full." The pebbles are the other 
things that matter like your job,your house, and your car. The sand is 
everything else the small stuff."If you put the sand into the Jar first," he 
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continued, "there is no room for Ше pebbles or the golfballs." The same 
goes for life. 


If you spend all your time and energy on the small stuff, you willnever 
have room for the things that are important. Pay attention to the things 
that are critical toyour happiness. Play with your children. Take care of 
the golf balls first, the things that really matter. Set your priorities. The 
rest is just sand. 


One of the students raised her hand and inquired what the Coffee rep- 
resented. The professorsmiled. “I’m glad you asked. It just goes to show 
you that no matter how full your life may seem,there’s always room for a 
couple of cups of Coffee with a friends." 
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ИН 7 6 


ТНЕ ВАК 


А tale is told about a small town that had historically been "dry," (по 
alcohol sold) but then a local businessman decided to build a tavern. A 
group of Christians from a local church were concerned and planned an 
all-night prayer meeting to ask God to intervene. 


It just so happened that shortly thereafter lightning struck the bar and 
it burned to the ground. The owner of the bar sued the church, claiming 
that the prayers of the congregation were responsible, but the church 
hired a lawyer to argue in court that they were not responsible. 


The presiding judge, after his initial review of the case, stated that 


“Ко matter how this case comesout, one thing is clear. The tavern own- 
er believes in prayer and the Christians do not." 
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NA 7 7 


LESSONS ON LIFE 


There was a man who had four sons. He wanted his sons to learn not 
tojudge things too quickly. So he sent them each on a quest, in turn, to 
goand look at a pear tree that was a great distance away. The first son- 
went in the winter, the second in the spring, the third in summer, andthe 
youngest son in the fall. 


When they had all gone and come back, he called them together to- 
describe what they had seen. The first son said that the tree was 
ugly,bent, and twisted. The second son said no it was covered with 
greenbuds and full of promise. The third son disagreed; he said it was 
laden with blossoms that smelledso sweet and looked so beautiful, it was 
the most graceful thing he had ever seen. The last son disagreed with all 
of them; he said it was ripe and drooping with fruit, full of life and 
fulfillment. 


The man then explained to his sons that they were all right, because 
they had each seen but onlyone season in the tree's Ше. He told them 
that you cannot judge a tree, or a person, by only oneseason, and that the 
essence of who they are and the pleasure, joy, and love that come from 
that Ше can only be measured at the end, when all the seasons are up. 


If you give up when it's winter, you will miss the promise of your 
spring, the beauty of your summer, fulfillment of your fall. Don't let 
the pain of one season destroy the joy of all the rest.Don't judge life by 
one difficult season. Persevere through the difficult patches and better 
times aresure to come some time or later. 
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A 7 8 


THE ROSE WITHIN 


A certain man planted a rose and watered it faithfully and before it 
blossomed, he examined it. He saw the bud that would soon blossom, 
but noticed thornsupon the stem and he thought, “How can any beauti- 
ful flower come from aplant burdened with so many sharp thorns?” 
Saddened by this thought, he neglected to water the rose, and just before 
it was ready to bloom... it died. 


So it is with many people. Within every soul there is a rose. The good 
qualities planted in us atbirth, grow amid the thorns of our faults. Many 
of us look at ourselves and see only the thorns, the defects. 


We despair, thinking that nothing good can possibly come from us. 
We neglect to water the goodwithin us, and eventually it dies. We never 
realize our potential. 


Some people do not see the rose within themselves; someone else must 
show it to them. One of the greatest gifts a person can possess is to be 
able to reach past the thorns of another, and find therose within them. 


This is one of the characteristic of love... to look at a person, know 
their true faults and acceptingthat person into your life... all the while 
recognizing the nobility in their soul. Help others to realizethey can 
overcome their faults. If we show them the “rose” within themselves, 
they will conquertheir thorns. Only then will they blossom many times 
over. 


LESSONS ON LIFE The most favorable friend to me is that who 
shows me my flaws. Imam Sadiq (AS) 
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ር 7 9 


РОТ THE GLASS DOWN! 


A professor began his class by holding up a glass with some water in 
it. He held it up for all to see and asked the students, "How much do you 
think this glass weighs?" 

“50 gms"... . '100 gms"... ... 125 gms’... ... the students answered. 

“Т really don't know unless I weigh it,” said the professor, “but, my 
questionis: What would happen if I held it up like this for a few 


minutes?" “Nothing” the students said. 


“Ok! What would happen if I held it up like this for an hour?" the pro- 
fessorasked. "Your arm would begin to ache," said one of the students. 


"You're right, now what would happen if I held it for a day?" 
"Your arm could go numb, you might have severe muscle stress and 
paralysis and have to go tohospital for sure!" ventured another student; 


and all the students laughed. 


"Very good. But during all this, did the weight of the glass change?" 
asked the professor. 


“No” the students said.” 


Then what caused the arm ache and the muscle stress?" The students 
were puzzled. 


“Put the glass down!” said one of the students. 
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"Exactly!" said the professor. "Life's problems are something like this. 
Hold it for a few minutes inyour head and they seem okay. Think of 
them for a long time and they begin to ache. Hold it evenlonger and they 
begin to paralyze you. You will not be able to do anything." 


“It's important to think of the challenges (problems) in your life, but 
EVEN MORE IMPORTANT isto have trust in Allah (swt) and to ‘put 
them down' at the end of every day before you go to sleep.That way, you 
are not stressed, you wake up every day fresh and strong and can handle 
any issue,any challenge that comes your way!” 


So, as it becomes time for you to leave office today, Remember friend 
to "PUT THE GLASS DOWNTODAY” and have tranquility by putting 
trust in Almighty Allah (swt). 


Holy Quran (48:4) says: "He it is who sent down tranquility into the 
hearts of the believers thatthey might have more faith added to their 
faith." Tranquility is sign of strong faith while worriesand stress is sign 
of weak faith. Tell to your mind every day before you go to sleep: 
“YAA AYYATUHAN NAFSUL MUTMAINNAH, ТЕП ILAA RABBIKI 
RADHIYATAN MARDHIYYAH,FADKHULII ЕП IBAADII 
WADKHULII JANNATII”. (Al-Fajr 89:27-30)“ 


O soul that is at rest satisfied. Return to your Lord well-pleased (with 
Him), well-pleasing (Him).So, enter among My servants, and enter into 


my Paradise." 


By worrying so much, do not turn your life to hell. Good luck. 
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8 8 0 


MAY I NEVER GET TOO BUSY IN MY OWN 
AFFAIRS! 


It was a bitter, cold evening. The old man's beard was glazed by 
winter's frost while he waited fora ride across the river. The wait 
seemed endless. His body became numb and stiff from the frigidnorth 
wind. He heard the faint, steady rhythm of approaching hooves gallop- 
ing along the frozenpath. 


Anxiously, he watched as several horsemen rounded the bend. He let 
the first one pass by withoutan effort to get his attention. Then another 
passed by... and another.Finally, the last rider neared the spot where the 
old man sat like asnow statue. 


As this one drew near, the old man caught the rider's eye and 
said,“Sir, would you mind giving an old man a ride to the other 
side?There doesn't appear to be a passageway by foot." 


Reining his horse, the rider replied, "Sure thing. Hop aboard." 


Seeing the old man was unable to lift his half-frozen body from the 
ground, the horseman dismounted and helped the old man onto the 
horse. The horseman took the old man not just acrossthe river, but to his 
destination, which was just a few miles away. 


As they neared the tiny but cozy cottage, the horseman's curiosity 
caused him to inquire, "Sir, Inotice that you let several other riders pass 
by without making an effort to secure a ride. Then Icame up and you im- 
mediately asked me for a ride. I’m curious why, on such a bitter winter 
nightyou would wait and ask the last rider. What if I had refused and 
left you there?" 
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The old man lowered himself slowly down from Ше horse, looked Ше 
rider straight in the eyes, andreplied, "I've been around here for some 
time. І reckon I know people pretty good." 


The old-timer continued, "I looked into the eyes of the other riders and 
immediately saw there wasno concern for my situation. It would have 
been useless even to ask them for a ride. But when I looked into your 
eyes, kindness and compassion were evident. I knew, then and there, 
that yourgentle spirit would welcome the opportunity to give me assist- 
ance in my time of need." 


Those heart warming comments touched the horseman deeply. 

"I'm most grateful for what you have said,” he told the old man. "May 
I never get too busy in myown affairs that I fail to respond to the needs 
of others with kindness and compassion. 

"Ya Allah, Make me among those about whom the Holy Quran 


(Hashr 59:9) has said: "And they givethem preference over their own 
selves even though they are in need." 
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ው ኮ 1 


DON'T WE ALL 


I was parked in front of the mall wiping off my car. I had just come 
from the car wash and waswaiting for my wife to get out of work. Com- 
ing my way from across the parking lot was what societywould consider 
a bum. From the looks of him, he had no car, no home, no clean clothes, 
and no money. 


There are times when you feel generous but there are other times that 
youjust don't want to be bothered. This was one of those "don't want to 
be bothered times." 

"I hope he doesn't ask me for any money," I thought. He didn't. 

He came and sat on the curb in front of the busstop but he didn't look 

like he could have enoughmoney to even ride the bus. After a few 


minutes hespoke. "That's a very pretty car," he said. 


He was ragged but he had an air of dignity aroundhim. His scraggly 
blond beard keeps more than his face warm. 


Isaid, "Thanks," and continued wiping off my car. 


He sat there quietly as I worked. The expected plea for money never 
came. 


As the silence between us widened something inside said, "Ask him if 
he needs any help." I was sure that he would say "yes" but I held true to 


the inner voice." 


Do you need any help?" I asked. 
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Не answered in three simple but profound words that I shall never 
forget. We often look for wisdom in great men and women. We expect it 
from those of higher learning and accomplishments. 


expected nothing but an outstretched grimy hand. He spoke the three 
words that shook me."Don't we all?" he said. 


was feeling high and mighty, successful and important, above a bum 
in the street, until thosethree words hit me like a twelve gauge shotgun. 
Don't we all? 


needed help. Maybe not for bus fare or a place to sleep, but I needed 
help. I reached in my walletand gave him not only enough for bus fare, 
but enough to get a warm meal and shelter for the day.Those three little 
words still ring true. No matter how much you have, no matter how 
much youhave accomplished, you need help too. No matter how little 
you have, no matter how loaded youare with problems, even without 
money or a place to sleep, you can give help. 


Even if it's just a compliment, you can give that. You never know 
when you may see someone thatappears to have it all. They are waiting 
on you to give them what they don't have. A different perspective on 
life, a glimpse at something beautiful, a respite from daily chaos, that 
only youthrough a torn world can see. 


Maybe the man was just a homeless stranger wandering the streets. 
Maybe he was more than that.maybe he was sent by a power that is 
great and wise, to messenger to a soul too comfortable inthemselves. 
Maybe God looked down, called an Angel, dressed him like a bum, and 
then said, "Go messenger to that man cleaning the car, that man needs 
help." Don't we all? 


^... „Even a smile can be charity... ..” Holy Prophet Muhammad 
(Peace be upon him) 
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ШҚ 8 2 


THE STRANGER IN THE GARDEN 


Once upon a time there was a man who had a big garden. He had 
planted many fruit trees andcared for them till they bear fruits. Now he 
wanted to pick up the fruits and sell them to makemoney for his family. 


One fine day while picking fruits with his son, the man saw a 
stranger sitting on the branch of a tree and picking the fruits. This man 
becomeangry and shouted, “Hey you! What are you doing on my tree? 
Aren't youashamed of stealing fruits in the day time?" The stranger on 
the branch just looked at the gardener but didn't reply, and continued 
picking thefruits. The gardener was very angry and shouted again, "For 
a whole year I have taken care of these trees, you have no right to take 
the fruits withoutmy permission so come down at once!" 


The stranger on the tree answered, "Why should I come down? This is 
the garden of God and I amthe servant of God, so I have the right to pick 
these fruits and you should not interfere between thework of God and 
his servant." 


The gardener was very surprised at this answer and thought of aplan. 
He called his son and said, "go bring a rope and get this man down from 
the tree." His sonbrought the rope and the gardener ordered him to tie 
the stranger to the tree. The gardener thentook a stick and started to beat 
the stranger. The stranger began to scream. "Why are you beatingme? 
You have no right to do this."The gardener paid no attention and contin- 
ued beating him. The stranger screamed, "Don't you fear God, you are 
beating an innocent man? The gardener answered, "Why should I fear? 
Thiswood in my hand belongs to God and I am too the servant of God, 
so I have nothing to fear, andyou shouldn't interfere with the work of 
God and his servant." The stranger hesitated and thenspoke, "Wait don't 
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beat me, I am sorry for taking the fruits. This is your garden and I should 
seekyour permission before taking the fruits. So, please forgive and set 
me free." 


The gardener smiled and said, "Since you have now realized your mis- 
take, I will forgive you butremember that God has given all his servants 
brains so every person's deeds are in his own hands."Then the gardener 
untied him and let him go free. 
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ው 8 3 


TO TELL THE TRUTH 


“Who did this?” asked my teacher. Thirty children tried to think 
aboutnot only what they had done, but also what our teacher may have 
foundout. “Who did this?" asked my teacher once more. She wasn't 
really asking, she was demanding an answer. She seldom became angry, 
butshe was this time. She held up a piece of broken glass and asked, 
^Who broke this window?" 


“Oh, oh,” I thought. I was the one who broke the window. I had not 
done it intentionally. It wascaused by an errant throw of a baseball. I was 
working on my knuckleball. It needed more work.Why did it have to be 
me? It wasn't really my fault. If I admitted guilt, I would be in a lot of 
trouble.How would I be able to pay for a big window like that? I didn't 
even get an allowance. "My father isgoing to have a fit,” I thought. I 
didn't want to raise my hand, but some force much stronger than Iwas 
pulled it skyward. I told the truth. “I did it.” I said no more. It was hard 
enough saying what Ihad. 


My teacher went to one of our library shelvesand took down a book. 
She then began walkingtowards my desk. I had never seen my teacherto 
strike a student, but I feared she was going tostart with me and she was 
going to use a bookfor the swatting. 


Iknow how you like birds," she said as she stood looking down at my 
guilt-ridden face. "Here isthat field guide about birds that you are con- 
stantly checking out. It is yours. It's time we got a newone for the school 
anyway. The book is yours and you will not be punished as long as 
you remember that I am not rewarding you for your misdeed, I am re- 
warding you for your truthfulness." 
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"Do not be like persons оп whom advice has пое ес; they require 
punishments to improve them.A sensible man acquires guidance 
throughadvice, while brutes and beasts always improvethrough punish- 
ments." Imam Ali (AS) 
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Men 8 4 


WHEN THE WINDS BLOW 


Years ago a farmer owned land along the Atlantic seacoast. He con- 
stantly advertised for hiredhands. Most people were reluctant to work 
on farms along the Atlantic. They dreaded the awfulstorms that raged 
across the ocean, wreaking havoc on the buildings and crops. As the 
farmer interviewed applicants for the job, he received a steady stream of 
refusals. 


Finally, a short, thin man, well past middle age, approached the farm- 
er. “Are you a good farmhand?” the farmer asked him. “Well, I can sleep 
when the wind blows,” answered the man. 


Although puzzled by this answer, the farmer, desperate for help, hired 
him. The little man workedwell around the farm, busy from dawn to 
dusk, and the farmer felt satisfied with the man's work. 


Then one night the wind howled loudly in from offshore. Jumping out 
of bed, the farmer grabbed a lantern and rushed next door to the hired 
hand's sleeping quarters. He shook the little man andyelled, "Get up! A 
storm is coming! Tie things down before they blow away!" 


The little man rolled over in bed and said firmly, "No sir. I told you, I 
can sleep when the wind blows. 


Enraged by the response, the farmer was tempted to firehim on the 
spot. Instead, he hurried outside to prepare forthe storm. To his 
amazement, he discovered that all of thehaystacks had been covered 
with tarpaulins. The cows werein the barn, the chickens were in the 
coops, and the doorswere barred. The shutters were tightly secured. 
Everything was tied down. Nothing could blowaway. 


137 


The farmer then understood what his hired hand meant, so he re- 
turned to his bed to also sleepwhile the wind blew. 


When you're prepared, spiritually, mentally, and physically, you have 
nothing to fear. Can you sleepwhen the wind blows through your life? 
The hired hand in the story was able to sleep because hehad secured the 
farm against the storm. 


We with faith secure ourselves against the storms of life by putting 
our trust іп theGod, Our Prophet (SAW) and his Ahlul Byat (AS),We 
don't need to understand, andwe just need to hold His hand to be se- 
cure in the midst of the storms. 
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КӨ 8 5 


THE ROPE 


The night fell heavy in the heights of the mountains and the man could 
not see anything. All wasblack. Zero visibility, and the moon and the 
stars were covered by the clouds. As he was climbingonly a few feet 
away from the top of the mountain, he slipped and fell in to the air, fall- 
ing at greatspeed. He could only see black spots as he went down, and 
the terrible sensation of being sucked bygravity. 


He kept falling, and in the moments of great fear, it came to his mind 
all the good and bad episodesof his life. He was thinking now about how 
close death was getting, when all of a sudden he felt therope tied to his 
waist pull him very hard. His body was hanging in the air. 


Only the rope was holding him and in that moment of stillness he had 
no other choice other toscream: “Help me God. 


"АП of a sudden a deep voice coming from the sky answered, "What 
do you want me to do?" 


“Save me God." 


“По you really think I can save you?" 
“Of course I believe You can.” 


"Then cut the rope tied to your waist." 
There was a moment of silence and the man decided to hold on to the 
rope with all his strength.The rescue team tells that the next day a 


climber was found dead and frozen, his body hangingfrom a rope. His 
hands holding tight to it. Only one foot away from the ground. 
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And We? How attached we are to our горе will we let go??? Don't 
ever doubt about the words of God. We should never say that He has 
forgotten us or abandoned us. 
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К 8 6 


THE SHIP 


A voyaging ship was wrecked during a storm at sea and only two of 
the men on it were able to swimto a small, desert like island. 


The two survivors, not knowing what else to do, agreed that they had 
no other recourse but to prayto God. However, to find out whose prayer 
was more powerful, they agreed to divide the territorybetween them and 
stay on opposite sides of the island. 


The first thing they prayed for was food. The next morning, the first 
man saw a fruit-bearing treeon his side of the land, and he was able to 
eat its fruit. The other man's parcel of land remainedbarren. 


After a week, the first man was lonely and he decided to pray for a 
wife. The next day, another shipwas wrecked, and the only survivor was 
a woman who swam to his side of the land. On the otherside of the is- 
land, there was nothing. 


Soon the first man prayed for a house, clothes, more food. The next 
day, like magic, all of these were given to him. However, the second 
man still had nothing. 


Finally, the first man prayed for a ship, so that he and his wifecould 
leave the island. In the morning, he found a ship docked athis side of the 
island. The first man boarded the ship with his wifeand decided to leave 
the second man on the island. 


He considered the other man unworthy to receive God's bless- 
ings,since none of his prayers had been answered. 
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As Ше ship was about to leave, the first man heard a voice from heav- 
en booming, "Why are youleaving your companion on the island?" 


^My blessings are mine alone, since I was the one who prayed for 
them," the first man answered." 

His prayers were all unanswered and so he does not deserve 
anything." 

"You are mistaken!" the voice rebuked him. “Не had only one prayer, 
which I answered. If not forthat, you would not have received any of my 
blessings." 


"Tell me,” the first man asked the voice, "What did he pray for that I 
should owe him anything?" 


^He prayed that all your prayers be answered." 


For all we know, our blessings are not the fruits of our prayers 
alone, but those of another praying for us. 
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ው 8 7 


THE CLEVER KING! 


There was a country long time ago where the people would change a 
king every year. The personwho would become the king had to agree to 
a contract that he would be sent to an island after hisone year of being a 
king. 


One king finished his term and it was time for him to go to the island 
and live there. The peopledressed him up in expensive clothes and put 
him on an elephant and took him around the cities tosay goodbye to all 
the people. This was the moment of sadness for all the kings who ruled 
for oneyear. After saying farewell, the people took the king with a boat 
to remote island and left him there. 


On their way back, they discovered a ship that had sunk just recently. 
They saw a young man whosurvived by holding on to a floating piece of 
wood. As they needed a new king, they picked up theyoung man and 
took him to their country. They requested him to be a king for a year. 
First herefused but later he agreed to be a king. People told him about all 
the rules and regulations andthat how he will be sent to an island after 
one year. 


After three days of being a king, he asked the ministers if they could 
show him the island where all the other kings were sent. They agreed 
and took him to the island. The island was covered withthick Jungles 
and sounds of vicious animals were heard coming out of them. 


The king went little bitinside to check. Soon he discovered the dead 
bodies of all the past kings. He understood that assoon as they were left 
in the island, the animals came and killed them.The king went back to 
the country and collected 100 strong workers. He took them to the 
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islandand instructed them to clean the Jungle, remove all the deadly an- 
imals & cut down all excess trees. 


He would visit the island every month to see how the work was pro- 
gressing. In the first month, allthe animals were removed and many trees 
were cut down. In the second month, the whole islandwas cleaned out. 
The king then told the workers to plant gardens in various parts of the is- 
land. He also took with himself useful animals like chickens, ducks, 
birds, goats, cows etc. In the thirdmonth, he ordered the workers to build 
big houses and docking stations for ships. Over the поп 5 Һе island 
turned into a beautiful place. 


The young king would wear simple clothes and spend very littlefrom 
his earnings as a king. He sent all the earnings to the islandfor storage. 
When nine months passed like this, the king called the ministers and told 
them: "I know that I have to go the island afterone year, but I would like 
to go there right now." But the ministers didn't agree to this and said 
that he has to wait for another 3months to complete the year. 


3 months passed and now it was a full year. The people dressed upthe 
young king and put him on an elephant to take him around thecountry 
to say goodbye to others. However, this king is unusually happy to leave 
the kingdom. 


People asked him, “АП the other kings would cry at this moment and 
why are you laughing?" 


He replied, "Don't you know what the wise people say? They say that 
when you came to this worldas a baby, you were crying and everyone 
was smiling. Live such a life that when you are die, youwill be smiling 
and everyone around you will be crying. I have lived that life. While all 
the otherkings were lost into the luxuries of the kingdom, I always 
thought about the future and planned forit. I turned the deadly island in- 
to a beautiful abode for me where I can stay peacefully." 


The moral lesson from this story is about how we should live our life. 
The life of this world is toprepare for the life hereafter. In this life, we 
shouldn't get lost into the deceiving and attractivethings of this world 
and forget about what is to come in the afterlife. Rather, even if we are 
kings,we should live a simple life like our beloved Prophet Muhammad 
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(SAW) and save all our enjoyments Юг Ше hereafter. May Allah make it 
easy for us all. Amin. 


Holy Quran (31:34) says: Verily the knowledge of the Hour is with Al- 
lah (alone). It is He Whosends down rain, and He Who knows what is in 
the wombs. Nor does any one know what it is thathe will earn on the 
morrow: Nor does any one know in what land he is to die. Verily with 
Allah isfull knowledge and He is acquainted (with all things). 


Holy Quran (59:18) urges us to prepare for tomorrow: O ye who be- 
lieve! Fear Allah, and let everysoul look to what (provision) He has sent 
forth for the morrow. Yea, fear Allah: for Allah is well-acquainted with 
(all) that ye do. 


Some body asked Imam Hassan (AS), Why are we reluctant to die, 
why don't we like death?" 


Because," replied the Imam Hassan (AS),"You ruined your next 


world and developed this one; naturally,you do not like to be trans- 
ferred from flourishing to decline." 
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59. 8 8 


THE ILLUSION OF REFLECTION 


Once there was a king who had presented his daughter, the princess, 
with a beautiful diamondnecklace. The necklace was stolen and his 
people in the kingdom searched everywhere but couldnot find it. Some 
said a bird might have stolen it. The king then asked them all to search 
for it andput a reward for $50,000 for anyone who found it. 


One day a clerk was walking home along a river next to an industrial 
area. This river was completely polluted, filthy and smelly. As he was 
walking, the clerk saw a shimmering in the riverand when he looked, he 
saw the diamond necklace. He decided to try and catch it so that he 
couldget the $50,000 reward. He put his hand in the filthy, dirty river 
and grabbed at the necklace, butsome how missed it and didn't catch it. 
He took his hand out and looked again and the necklacewas still there. 
He tried again, this time he walked in the river and dirtied his pants in 
the filthyriver and put his whole arm in to catch the necklace. But 
strangely, he still missed the necklace! He came out and started walking 
away, feeling depressed. 


Then again he saw the necklace, right there. This time he was determ- 
ined to get it, no matter what.He decided to plunge into the river, al- 
though it was a disgusting thing to do as the river was polluted, and his 
whole body would become filthy. He plunged in, and searched every- 
where for thenecklace and yet he failed. This time he was really be- 
wildered and came out feeling very depressedthat he could not get the 
necklace that would get him $50,000. 


Just then a saint who was walking by, saw him, and asked him what 


was the matter. The clerk didn't want to share the secret with the saint, 
thinking the saint might take the necklace for himself so he refused to tell 


146 


the saint anything. But the saint could see this man was troubled and be- 
ing compassionate, again asked the clerk to tell him the problem and 
promised that he would not tellanyone about it. The clerk mustered 
some courage and decided to put some faith in the saint. Hetold the saint 
about the necklace and how he tried and tried to catch it, but kept failing. 
The saint then told him that perhaps he should try looking upward, to- 
ward the branches of the tree, instead of in the filthy river. The clerk 
looked up and true enough, the necklace was dangling on the branch of 
a tree. He had been trying to capture a mere reflection of the real neck- 
lace all this time. 


Material happiness is just like the filthy, polluted river; because it is 
a mere reflection of the TRUE happiness in the spiritual world. 


We can never achieve the happiness we are looking for no matter 
how hard we endeavor in material life. Instead we should look up- 
wards, toward God, who is the source of real happiness, andstop chas- 
ing after the reflection of this happiness in the material world. This 
spiritual happiness isthe only thing that can satisfy us completely. 


"Happy is the man who always kept the afterlife in his view, who re- 
members the Day of Reckoning through his deeds,who led a contented 
life and who washappy with the lot that Allah hathdestined for him." 
Imam Ali (AS) 
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8 8 9 


BUILDING YOUR HOUSE 


An elderly carpenter was ready to retire. He told his employer-con- 
tractor of his plans to leave thehouse-building business to live a more 


leisurely life with his wife and enjoy 
the paycheck each week, but he want 


The contractor was sorry to see 


his extended family. He would miss 
ed to retire. They could get by. 


his good worker go & asked if he 


could build just one more house asa personal favor. The carpenter said 


yes, but over time it was easy to see t 


hat his heart was not inhis work. He 


resorted to shoddy workmanship and used inferior materials. It was an 
unfortunateway to end a dedicated career. 


When the carpenter finished his 
spectthe house. Then he handed the 
said, "This is your house... my gift to 

The carpenter was shocked! 


What a shame! If he had only 


work, his employer came to in- 
ront-door key to the carpenter and- 
you." 


known he was building his own 


house,he would have done it all so differently. 


So it is with us. We build our lives, a day at a time, often putting less 


than our best into the building. Then, 


with a shock, we realize we have to 


live in the house we have built. If we could do it over, we would do it 


much differently. 


But, you cannot go back. You are the carpenter, and every day you 
hammer a nail, place a board, orerect a wall. Someone once said, "Life 
is a do-it-yourself project." Your attitude, and the choices youmake 


148 


today, helps build Ше “house” you will live in tomorrow. Therefore, 
build wisely! 
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m 9 0 


SAND AND STONE 


A story tells that two friends were walking through the desert. During 
some point of the journeythey had an argument, and one friend slapped 
the other one in the face. The one who got slappedwas hurt, but without 
saying anything, wrote in the sand: "TODAY MY BEST FRIEND 
SLAPPEDME IN THE FACE." 


They kept on walking until they found an oasis, where they decided 
totake a bath. The one, who had been slapped, got stuck in the mire 
andstarted drowning, but the friend saved him. After the friend re- 
coveredfrom the near drowning, he wrote on a stone: "TODAY MY 
BESTFRIEND SAVED MY LIFE." 


The friend who had slapped and saved his best friend asked him, 
“After I hurt you, you wrote in the sand and now, you write on a stone, 
why?" 


The other friend replied: "When someone hurts us, we should write it 
down in sand where winds offorgiveness can erase it away. But, when 
someone does something good for us, we must engrave itin stone where 
no wind can ever erase it." 


Learn to write your hurts in the sand, and to carve your benefits in 
stone. 
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Chapter 9 1 


А TEACHER'S PROTEST! 


There was no timetable nor a room designated for PRAYERS in 
theSchool. The School was 'secular, hence prayers were not supposed 
tobe allowed.After being interviewed and accepted by the school admin- 
istration,the eager teaching prospect said in protest: "Let me see if I've 
got thisright." 


You want me to go into that room with all those kids and filltheir 
every waking moment with a love for learning. And I'm supposed to in- 
still a sense of pride in their ethnicity, modify theirdisruptive behavior, 
observe them for signs of abuse and even censortheir T-shirt messages 
and dress habits. 


You want me to wage a war on drugs and sexually transmitted dis- 
eases, check their backpacks forweapons of mass destruction, and raise 
their self-esteem.You want me to teach them firm belief in God, patriot- 
ism, good citizenship, sportsmanship, andfair play, how and where to 
register to vote, how to balance a checkbook, & how to apply for a job. 


Iam to check their heads for lice, maintain a safe environment, recog- 
nize signs of antisocial behavior, offer advice, write letters of recom- 
mendation for student employment and scholarships,and encourage re- 
spect for their elders and future employers. 


And I am to communicate regularly with the parents by letter, tele- 
phone, newsletter, & report card. 


АП of this I am to do with just a piece of chalk, a blackboard, a few 


books, a bulletin board, and a big smile AND on a starting salary that 
qualifies my family for food stamps! 
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You want me to do all of this, and you expect me NOT TO PRAY. 


You expect me not to pray when Holy Quran (Baqarah 2:45) says: 
“Nay, seek (Allah's) help withpatient perseverance and PRAYER: It is in- 
deed hard, except to those who bring a lowly spirit." 


^O my Lord! Make me and my children among those who establish 
prayers." (Ibrahim: 40) 


"Indeed it is the Prayers, which helps to refrain from indecent acts and 
evils." (Ankabut: 45) 


You want me to do all of this and you expect me not to pray when 
SUCCESS of every one dependson Prayers. Holy Quran (Al-Mu'minuun: 


9) says that successful believers are: ^... ... those who arepunctual in 
their prayers." 


Dear sir, since I am sure that I will not be able to fulfill your expecta- 
tions, nor I will be successful inmy career WITHOUT prayers, "I resign 
willingly from the post." 


The Administrator looked down for a while then suddenly declared: 
"Young man, go ahead withyour job. You have taught me a very import- 
ant lesson today: Without prayers and help from God,no work is a suc- 
cess. We shall make special arrangements for prayers from today." 
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9 9 2 


DO NOT DO EVIL TO ANYONE 


There was a man in Isfahan who used to beat his wife but unfortu- 
nately she succumbed to his beating though he had not intended to kill 
her. But when shewas dead he became fearful of her relatives. In a state 
of anxiety he came out ofhis house and met an acquaintance to whom he 
posed his problem. 


The friend told him to invite a young man to his house and behead 
him and putthe severed head next to the wife's corpse.Then he would 
tell the wife's relativesthat he had found them together in bed and was 
unable to control his ire. Andslew them both. The man liked the idea and 
sat at the doorway in anticipation ofa young man. After sometime a 
handsome youth passed by his house. He invited him inside andbe- 
headed him. 


Then he summoned the wife's relatives and told them the fictitious 
story. They were satisfied butthe person who had devised this plan had a 
teenage son who did not reach home that day. The manwas worried and 
when the son failed to turn up he came to the house of the one whom he 
hadoffered evil advice and asked him if he carried out the plan sugges- 
ted by him. Yes, said he and tookhim near the dead bodies. He was 
shocked when he saw that the youth he had killed was his ownson. His 
evil advice caused the death of his own son. 


The moral of this story is that one who digs a pit for others falls into 
it himself.History is replete with such incidents. 


According to Tafserul Mizan the following saying was common 
among the Arabs: One who digs ahole for his brother; Allah throws him 
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headlong into it. A similar proverb is present in Persian also:Do not do 
evil to anyone the sane evil will turn towards you. 


Reference: Greater Sins Vol. 3 (English) by Ayatullah Dastagaub 
Shirazi 
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не 9 3 


PUPPIES FOR SALE 


A farmer had some puppies he needed to sell. He painted a sign ad- 
vertising the pups and set aboutnailing it to a post on the edge of his 
yard. As he was driving the last nail into the post, he felt a tugon his 
overalls. He looked down into the Eyes of a little boy. 


“Mister,” he said, "I want to buy one of your puppies.” 


“Well,” said the farmer, as he rubbed the sweat off the back of his 
neck, "these puppies come fromfine parents and cost a good deal of 
money." 


The boy dropped his head for a moment. Then reaching deep into his 
pocket, he pulled out a handful of change and held it up to the farmer. 
"I've got thirty-nine cents. Is that enough to take alook?" "Sure," said the 
farmer. 


And with that he let out a whistle, "Here Dolly!" he called. 


Out from the doghouse and down the ramp ran Dolly followed by 
four little balls of fur. The little boy pressed his face against the chain link 
fence. His eyes danced with delight. 


As the dogs made their way to the fence, the little boy noticed 
something else stirring inside thedoghouse. Slowly another little ball ap- 
peared; this One noticeably smaller. Down the ramp it slid.Then in a 
somewhat awkward manner the little pup began hobbling toward the 
others, doing itsbest to catch up... . 


"I want that one," the little boy said, pointing to the runt. 
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The farmer knelt down at the boy's side and said, "Son, you don't 
want thatpuppy. He will never be able to run and play with you like 
these other dogswould." 


With that the little boy stepped back from the fence, reached down, an- 
dbegan rolling up one leg of his trousers. In doing so he revealed a steel- 
brace running down both sides of his leg attaching itself to a specially 
madeshoe. Looking back up at the farmer, he said, "You see sir, I don't 
run too well myself, and he willneed someone who understands." 


The world is full of people who need someone who understands. 
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Mm 0 4 


OFFFICE BOY 


A jobless man applied for the position of "office boy" at a very big 
firm. 


The HR manager interviewed him, then a test: clean the floor. "You 
are hired" he said, give me your email address, and ГП send you the ар- 
plication to fill, as well as when you will start. The man replied "I don't 
have a computer, neither an email." 


I'm sorry, said the HR manager, if you don't have an email that means 
you do not exist. And whodoesn't exist, cannot have the job. The man 
left with no hope at all. He didn't know what to do,with only $10 US in 
his pocket.He then decided to go to the supermarket and buy a 10 KG to- 
mato crate. 


He then sold the tomatoesin a door to door round. In less than two 
hours, he succeeded to double his capital. He repeated theoperation 3 
times, and returned home with $60 US. The man realized that he can sur- 
vive by thisway, and started to go everyday earlier, and return late. 
Thus, his money doubles or triples everyday. Shortly later, he bought a 
cart, then a truck, and then he had his own fleet of delivery vehicles. 


5 years later, the man is one of the biggest food retailers in the US. He 
started to plan his family'sfuture, and decided to have a life insurance. 


He called an insurance broker, and chooses a protection plan. When 
the conversation was concluded, the broker asked him his email.The 
man replied: "I don't have an email." The broker replied curiously, you 
don't have an email, and yet have succeeded to build an empire. Do you 
imagine what you could have been if you had an email? 
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Тһе man thought for a while, and replied: an office boy! 


The moral of this story: 

1: Internet is not the solution to your life. 

2: If you don't have internet and you work hard you can be a 
millionaire. 

3: If you received this message by email, you are closer to be an of- 
fice boy, rather than a MILLIONAIRE. 
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ке 9 5 


ONE BEDROOM FLAT 


As the dream of most parents I had acquired a MBBS degree and 
passed PLAB to enter UK, theland of braves and opportunity. When I ar- 
rived in the UK, it was as if a dream had come true. Hereat last I was in 
the place where I wanted to be. I decided I would be staying in this 
country forabout Five years (maximum Permit Free Period) in which 
time I would have earned enough moneyto settle down in India. 


My father was a government employee and after his retirement, the 
only asset he could acquire wasa decent one bedroom flat. I wanted to 
do some thing more than him. I started feeling homesickand lonely as 
the time passed. I used to call home and speak to my parents every week 
using cheapinternational phone cards. 


Two years passed, two years of Burgers at McDonald's and chicken 
legs in KFC and discos and 2years watching the foreign exchange rate 
getting happy whenever the Rupee value went down.Finally I decided to 
get married. Told my parents that I have only 10 days of holidays 
апа everything must be done within these 10 days. I got my ticket 
booked in the cheapest flight. Wasjubilant as I was actually enjoying 
shopping for gifts for all my relatives and friends back home. 


If I miss anyone then there will be talks. After reaching home I spent 
home one week going throughall the photographs of girls and as the 
time was getting shorter I was forced to select one candidate.In-laws told 
me, to my surprise, that I would have to get married in 2-3 days, as I will 
not get anymore holidays soon and they cannot wait for long. 
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After the marriage, it was time to return to UK, after giving some 
money to my parents and tellingthe neighbors to look after them, we (I 
was lucky and managed to get the visa of my wife early)returned to UK. 


My wife enjoyed this country for about two months and then she star- 
ted feeling lonely. The frequency of calling India increased to twice in a 
week sometimes 3 times a week as she also has tocall her parents. Our 
savings started diminishing. After two more years we started to have 
kids. 


Two lovely kids, a boy and a girl, were gifted to us by the almighty. 
Every time I spoke to my parents, they asked me to come to India so that 
they can see their grand-children. Every year Idecide to go to India. 


But part work, part monetary conditions prevented it. Years went by 
and visiting India was adistant dream. Then suddenly one day I got a 
message that my parents were seriously sick. I triedbut I couldn't get any 
holidays and was stuck up in the procedures and thus could not go to In- 
dia.The next message I got was my parents were passed away and as 
there was no one to do the lastrites the society members had done 
whatever they could. I was depressed. My parents passed awaywithout 
seeing their grand children. 


After couple more years passed away, much to my children's dislike 
(by now nearly cocos) and mywife's joy we returned to India to settle 
down. I started to look for a suitable property, but to mydismay my sav- 
ings were short and the property prices had gone up during all these 
years. I had toreturn to the UK. My wife refused to come back with me 
and my children refused to stay in India.My 2 children and I returned to 
UK after promising my wife I would be back for good after twoyears. 


Time passed by, my daughter decided to get married to a Scottish and 
my son was happy living inIreland. I decided that enough is enough and 
wound-up every thing and returned to India.I had just enough money to 
buy a decent Two-bed room flat in a well-developed locality. Now I am 
60years old and the only time I go out of the flat is for the routine visit to 
the nearby place of worship.My faithful wife has also left me and gone to 
the holy abode. 
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Sometimes I wondered was it worth all this? My father, even after 
staying in India, had a house tohis name and I too have the same, noth- 
ing more. 


Ilost my parents and children for just ONE EXTRA BEDROOM. Look- 
ing out from the window Isee a lot of children dancing. This damned 
cable TV has spoiled our new generation and these children are losing 
their values and culture because of it. I get occasional cards from my 
childrenasking I am alright. 


Well at least they remember me. Now perhaps after I die it will bethe 
neighbors again who will be performing my last rites, God Bless them. 


But the question still remains ‘was all this worth it?’ 


I am still searching for an answer... .There are no unansweredpray- 
ers... . At times the answer is NO. 
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ща: 9 6 


THEY ARE NOT IN NEED OF YOUR РКЕБЕМТО...! 


A'bdullah Ibn Masud had been one of the close companions of the 
Holy Prophet (SAW) and haddeveloped into being a distinguished and 
zealous personality of Islam. During the caliphate of Hazrat U'thman, he 
suffered a bout of illness, which eventually resulted in his death. 


Hazrat U'thman once came to pay him a visit and finding him dis- 
tressed, asked, what distressesyou so greatly? My sins, he answered. 


Tell me your wish so that I can fulfill it for you. 

desire God mercy, replied Ibn Masud. 

The caliph asked, if you permit, I could call for the doctor. 

t is the Doctor who has made me sick, replied Ibn Masud. 

f you want, I could present you with gifts from the Public Treasury. 
Ibn Masud retorted, at the time when I was in need, you did not give 


me a thing and now that I amnot in need, you wish to shower me with 
presents! 


Hazrat U'thman insisted, Let these gifts be for your daughters then. 


They are not in need of your presents, Ibn Masud replied tersely. I 
have instructed them to recitethe chapter Al-Waaqiah every night, for 
surely, I have heard the Holy Prophet (SAW) say: One, whorecites the 
chapter Al-Waaqiah every night, shall never be afflicted by poverty. 
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"The honor of а Ми тт lies in night worshipand his esteem lies in his 
being independent of the people." Imam Sadiq (AS) 


"Prayer reverts both what has been destined and what has not been 
destined." Imam Musa (AS) 


163 


99. 9 7 


YOU ARE BEAUTIFUL! 


It's a phrase that my mother uses a lot. I used to wonder, "How in the 
worldcan Mother call them beautiful?" I am a logical, statistical man. I 
call thingsas I see them. I didn't see beauty. 


My mother would tell people this with an enthusiasm they could feel. 
She was genuine. She wasn't telling them they were beautiful to get 
somethingfrom them. Most of the time, they were trying to get 
something from her. I wondered for years what was wrong with Moth- 
er's perception and vision.Couldn't she see that all of the people she 
called beautiful weren't beautiful? 


You were beautiful only if you had a certain figure and face that was 
classed as beautiful by the laws of the world and glamour. Yet when my 
mother spoke, people smiled as though Glamour magazinehad listed 
them as one of the beautiful people of the year. 


It took me years to finally understand my mother's vision and the 
phrase, "Beauty is in the eye ofthe beholder." My mother had a spirit 
that could see the beauty in a person. Most only look on theoutside and 
then compare what they see with the standards the world has given 
them. That waswhat I was doing. Today when you leave your house, 
carefully look at the first person whom you see and notice how beautiful 
they are. 


They may be balding, fat, wrinkled, pimply, or any of the other things 
the world frowns upon asbeauty. Look at them closely and look for the 
beauty. If you really look, you'll see it. 
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I didn't believe that at first until I tried it. Sure enough, as I stared and 
opened another set of eyes,I was able to see the beauty in every person. 
No matter how rough or worn a person looked, eachpain etched line 
held a glimpse of beauty. 


You just had to look for the beauty. It's there. When you leave your 
home this morning, look hardat each person. You will start to see the 
beauty of every human who you didn't know existed. Trust me and try 
this. If you sincerely look, you will see it. When you get home after see- 
ing the beauty infaces you see, look in the mirror. You are beautiful. 
Thank you mama for all of the beauty that youhave not only seen, but 
added. She used to tell me: "Be like a honey bee which always sits 
on beautiful flowers. 


"Prophet Muhammad (SAW) said: "Indeed Allah is Beautiful and He 
loves beauty." In other place he (SAW) says: "A believer is beautiful be- 
cause Allah has given him beautiful characters." 


Holy Quran emphasizes on remembering the beautiful things Allah 
(SWT) has created and praisethem profusely. "And as for the blessing of 
your Lord, do announce it." (93:11) 


Allah (SWT) Himself remembers and praises the good creations He 
has created; among them is Hisbeloved Prophet Muhammad (SAW): 
“And He exalted your praise (O Muhammad).” (94:4)" 


Indeed Allah and His Angels are sending blessings upon the Prophet. 
O you who believe, sendblessings upon him (you as well) and salute him 


with a (becoming) salutation." (33:56) 


Dear readers, you are beautiful. May Allah's beautiful blessings be 
upon you always. 
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Chapter 9 8 


BE PATIENT 


A man came out of his home to admire his new truck. 


To his puzzlement, his three-year-old son was happily hammer- 
ing dents into the shiny paint of the truck. 


The man ran to his son, knocked him away, and hammered the little- 
boy's hands into pulp as punishment. 


When the father calmed down, he rushed his son to the hospital. Al- 
though the doctor tried desperately to save the crushed bones, he finally 
had to amputate fingers from boy's both hands. 


When the boy woke up from the surgery and saw his bandaged stubs, 
he innocently said, "Daddy,I'm sorry about your truck.” Then he asked, 
“But when are my fingers going to grow back?" 


The father went home and committed suicide.Think about this story 
the next time someonesteps on your feet or you wish to take revenge. 


Think first before you lose your patience with someone u love. Trucks 
can be repaired. Brokenbones and hurt feelings often can't. 


Too often we fail to recognize the difference between the person and 
the performance. We forgetthat forgiveness is greater than revenge. 


People make mistakes. We are allowed to make mistakes. But the ac- 


tions we take while in a ragewill haunt us forever. Pause and ponder. 
Think before you act. Be patient. Forgive and forget. Love one and all. 
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“One who cannot benefit by patience will dieof grief and excitement.” 
Imam Ali (AS) 
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99. 9 9 


THE FATHER AND HIS SONS 


A father had a family of sons who were perpetually quarreling 
among themselves. When he failed to heal their disputes by his exhorta- 
tions, he determined to give them a practical illustration of the evils of 
disunion; and forthis purpose he one day told them to bring him a 
bundle of sticks. 


When they had done so, he placed the faggot intothe hands of each of 
them in succession, and ordered them to break it in pieces. They tried 
withall their strength, and were not able to do it. He next opened the fag- 
got, took the sticks separately, one by one, andagain put them into his 
sons' hands, upon which they broke themeasily. 


He then addressed them in these words: "My sons, if you are of one 
mind, and unite to assist eachother, you will be as this faggot, uninjured 
by all the attempts of your enemies; but if you are divided among 
yourselves, you will be broken as easily as these sticks. 


"In Union there is strength. Divided we fall; United we stand. 
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a». LOO 


А SENSE OF А GOOSE 


Next autumn, when you see geese heading south for the winter, flying 
in a "V" formation, youmight consider what science has discovered as to 
why they fly that way. As each bird flaps its wings,it creates uplift for 
the bird immediately following. By flying in a "V" formation, the whole 
flockadds at least 71 percent greater flying range than if each bird flew 
on its own. 


People who share a common direction and sense of community can 
getwhere they are going more quickly and easily, because they are trav- 
elingon the thrust of one another. 


When a goose falls out of formation, it suddenly feels the drag 
and resistance of trying to go it alone and quickly gets back into forma- 
tion totake advantage of the lifting power of the bird in front. If we have 
thesense of a goose, we will stay in formation with those people who are 
heading the same way we are. 


When the head goose gets tired, it rotates back in the wing and anoth- 
er goose flies point. It is sensible to take turns doing demanding jobs, 
whether with people or with geese flying south. 


Geese honk from behind to encourage those up front to keep up their 
speed. What message do we give when we honk from behind? 


Finally - and this is important - when a goose gets sick or is wounded 
by gunshot, and falls out ofthe formation, two other geese fall out with 
that goose and follow it down to lend help and protection. They stay 
with the fallen goose until it is able to fly or until it dies; and only then 
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dothey launch out on their own, or with another formation to catch up 
with their own group. 


If we have the sense of a goose, we will stand by each other like that. 
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a». 101 


MAKING А DIFFERENCE 


My friend was walking down a deserted Mexican beach at sunset. As 
he walked along, he began tosee another man in the distance. As he grew 
nearer, he noticed that the local native kept leaningdown, picking 
something up and throwing it out into the water. Time and again he kept 
hurling things out into the ocean. As my friend approached even closer, 
he noticed that the man was picking up starfish that had washed up on 
the beach, and, one at a time, he was throwing them back into the water. 
My friend was puzzled. 


He approached the man and said. "Good evening, friend. I was won- 
dering whatyou are doing." 

"I'm throwing these starfish back into the ocean. You see its low tide 
right nowand all of these starfish have been washed up onto the shore. If 
I don't throw them back into the sea, they'll die up here from lack of 
oxygen." 


understand," my friend replied, “but there must be thousands of 
starfish on this beach. You can'tpossibly get to all of them. There are 
simply too many. And don't you realize this is probably happening on 
hundreds of beaches all up and down this coast. Can't you see that you 
can't possiblymake a difference?" 


The local native smiled, bent down and picked up yet another starfish, 
and as he threw it back intothe sea, he replied, "Made a difference to that 


ү” 
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Where in the World 
Do These Tales Come From? 


The Frog Prince, 
Part I 


Once there was a princess who liked to sit under 
an old tree next to a well. She had a small golden ball 
that she loved to play with. She would toss the ball in 
the air. Then, she would catch it in her hands. 


One day she dropped the ball. It rolled into the 
well and sank. 


The princess looked down into the well. The water 
was so deep that she could not see the bottom. She 
began to weep for her lost ball. 


ችን 77. 7 
A princess tossed her golden ball. 


While she was weeping, a voice called out, "What 
is wrong, fair princess? Why are you crying?" 


The princess looked up and saw a frog sitting next 
to the well. She was surprised that the frog could talk, 
but she said, "I am crying for my ball. It fell into the 
well." 


“Dont be sad,” said the frog. “I can get your ball, 
but what will you give me as a reward if I help you?" 


"Oh, I will give you whatever you wish!" said the 
princess. "You may have my dresses, my gems—even 


my golden crown!" 


The frog replied, "I do not care for those things. 
But, if you will love me and be my playmate, if you 
will let me sit at your little table, eat from your little 
plate, and sleep in your little bed—if you will do these 
things—then I will fetch your ball from the bottom of 
the well." 


"Oh, yes, yes!" said the princess. "I will do what 
you say! I swear I will!" But even as she spoke these 
words, she was thinking to herself: "What nonsense 
this silly frog babbles! He sits in the water with the 
other frogs and croaks. He cannot be my playmate!" 


The frog agreed to get the ball. 


The frog jumped into Ше well. Не swam down to 
the bottom. Then, he came back up with the ball. He 
plopped it on the grass. 


The princess was thrilled. She picked up the ball 
and skipped away with it. 


“Wait! Wait!” cried the frog, as he hopped after the 
princess. "Take me with you! I can't run as quickly as 
you!” 


It was no use. The princess ran away. 


The princess soon forgot about the promise she 
had made to the frog, but the frog did not forget. 


The frog got tbe golden ball. 


The next day, while Ше princess was sitting at 
dinner with the king, there was the sound of something 
wet creeping up the marble staircase. It went plop, plop, 
plop. When it got to the top, it called out, “Princess! 
Do not forget me!” 


The princess ran to see who it was. When she saw 
that it was the frog, she shivered with disgust and ran 
back to the table. 


The king saw that the princess was upset. “What is 
the matter?” he asked. “Has some giant come to carry 
you off?” 


“Oh, no!” she said. “It is no giant. It is only a nasty 
frog. Yesterday my ball fell into the well. The frog 
went and got it for me. I told him if he did, he could 
be my playmate. I did not think he could come out of 
his well, but he is here. He wants to come and sit with 


» 


me. 


The king spoke with a stern voice. “My child,” he 
said, “you must keep your word. Go and let the frog 


» 


in. 
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The king told the princess to keep her word. 


The Frog Prince, 
Part II 


The princess let the frog in. The frog hopped over 
to her and cried out, "Lift me up next to you!" 


The princess did not want to touch the frog, but 
the king looked at her sternly. So she leaned over and 
picked the frog up with two fingers. 


When the frog was on the table, he spoke to the 
princess. "Slide your plate over here so that we can eat 
side by side, like real playmates." 


Тһе princess shuddered, but she slid the plate over. 
She was so sad that she could not swallow a bite of her 
dinner. The food seemed to stick in her throat. 


хо 
The frog on the table eating with the princess 
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After a bit, the frog said, "I am tired. Carry me to 
your bedroom, and I will sleep in your bed." 


The princess began to weep. She had found it hard 
to touch the frog and harder still to eat with him. The 
prospect of sharing her bed with the frog was just too 
much. 


“I want to go to bed,” said the frog. “Carry me 


there and tuck me in!" 


The princess looked at her father. The king did not 
speak, but his face said, "You must keep your word." 


The princess picked up the frog and set off for her 
bedroom. When she got there, she dropped the frog 
on the floor. Then, she jumped up onto her bed. 


The frog would not sleep on the floor. He hopped 
over to the bed and said, "Lift me up and let me sleep 
with you in the bed. Lift me up, or I will tell your 
father!" 


k - EX 
‘Lift me up,” said the frog. 
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The princess was angry. But she picked the frog 
up and set him on the far end of the bed, near her 
feet. There he stayed all night. In the morning, as the 
darkness was giving way to day, he hopped away. 


The next night, the frog came back. He sat next 
to the princess at dinner and ate from her plate. This 
time, the frog would not sleep at the foot of her bed. 


"Let me sleep under your pillow;" said the frog. 
The princess grumbled, but in the end she let the frog 
slip under the pillow. 


In the morning the frog hopped out of the bed. 
This time, when his legs hit the ground, something 
happened to him. He was changed from an ugly frog 


into a handsome, young prince. 


The frog changed to a handsome, young prince. 
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The prince spoke to Ше princess: "You see, I am 
not what I seemed to be! I am a prince. A wicked 
witch cast a spell on me and turned me into a frog. 
No one but you could undo that spell, Princess. I 
waited and waited by the well in the hope that you 
would help me." 


The princess was speechless, but her eyes sparkled. 


“Will you let me be your playmate?” said the 
prince. “Do not forget the words you spoke at the old 
well!” 


The princess smiled and took the prince by the 
hand. The two of them went out to play. 


For years the prince and princess were playmates 
and best friends. Then, when they were grown up, 
they fell in love and got married. 


A happy ending 
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The Fisherman 
and His Wife, 
Part I 


Once there was a poor fisherman who lived with 
his wife in a little, old run-down hut by the sea. Every 
day, the man went down to the seashore to fish. 


One day, as he sat looking into the clear, blue 
water, the man felt a tug on his line. He pulled and 
pulled with all his might. At last, out flopped a great 
big fish. 


"Let me go, I beg of you,” said the fish. “I am not 
an ordinary fish. I am an enchanted prince. Toss me 
back in the water and let me live!" 
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“Swim away!" said the fisherman. “I would not eat 
a fish that can talk!” 


\ 3 ЗЕ 
እ = 


The fisherman caught a big fish. 
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Тһе fisherman went back to his wife in the little, 
old run-down hut. He told her about the talking fish. 


The wife said, “You fool! That was a magic fish! 
Go back and ask him to change this old hut into a 
nice, new house." 


The fisherman did not want to go, but his wife 
insisted. So, he walked slowly back to the seashore. 


The water was no longer clear and blue. It was dull 
and green. 


Тһе fisherman called: 
"Hear me, if you will, you magic fish. 
My wife has sent me with a wish.” 


The fish swam up and asked, “What do you 


2” 
want: 


“My wife wishes to live in а nice, new house,” said 
the fisherman. 


“Go home,” said the fish. “She has her house.” 


The fisherman asked the fish for а пісе, new house. 
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The fisherman went home and found his wife 
standing in front of a lovely, new house. 


» 


"Now you will be happy!" said the fisherman. 


She was—for about a week. 


Then, she said, “Husband, I am sick and tired of 
this tiny, little house. I want to live in a much bigger 


house. Go ask the fish for a bigger house." 


The fisherman saw their lovely, new bouse. 
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Тһе fisherman walked to the seashore. The water 
had changed from dull green to dark gray. 


Тһе fisherman called: 
"Hear me, if you will, you magic fish. 
My wife has sent me with a wish.” 


The fish swam up and asked, “What do you 


2” 
want: 


The fisherman said, "My wife wants an even bigger 
house." 


“Go home,” said the fish. “You will find her in a 
bigger house." 
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"What do you want?" asked the fish. 
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When the fisherman got back, he could hardly 
believe his eyes. There stood a much bigger house. 


"Now, indeed, you will be happy," said the 


fisherman to his wife. 


She was—until the next morning. 


The fisherman saw а much bigger house. 
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The Fisherman 
and His Wife, 
Part II 


When the sun rose the next day, the fisherman's 
wife poked him and said, *Husband, get up. I am 
so bored with life in this tiny house. I can’t stand it 
anymore. Go to the fish at once. Tell him that I wish 
to be queen of all the land." 


“But wife,” cried the fisherman, “how much more 
can we ask the fish to do for us?” 


“Go and ask him!” said his wife. 


So, the poor fisherman walked to the seashore. 
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"Go апа ask him!” said his wife. 
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Тһе water was brown. The waves moaned and 


splashed on the shore. 
Тһе fisherman called: 
"Hear me, if you will, you magic fish. 
My wife has sent me with a wish.” 


The fish swam up and asked, "What does she want 


this time?" 


With his head hung low, the fisherman said, "She 
wishes to be queen of all the land." 


“Go home,” said the fish. “She is already queen.” 


“She is already queen,” said the fish. 
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Тһе fisherman went home and found that his 
wife was the queen. She was sitting on a high throne 
studded with gold and gems. She wore a long, silk 
dress and gold jewelry. Servants were scrubbing the 
floor and bringing her food. A doorman stood by the 
door. 


“Now,” said the fisherman, “you must be truly 
happy.” 


She was—until that evening. 
As the sun began to set, the wife said, “Husband, I 


order you to go to the fish. Tell him he must give me 


the power to make the sun rise and set when I wish.” 
Р 


The wife was queen of all the land. 


Тһе fisherman walked back to the seashore. The 
water was black. Thunder boomed and lightning 
flashed. Huge dark waves crashed around him. 


Тһе fisherman shouted: 
"Hear me, if you will, you magic fish. 
My wife has sent me with a wish.” 


The fish swam up and asked, “Now, what does she 
want?” 


The fisherman replied, “My wife wants the power 
to make the sun rise and set whenever she chooses.” 


The fish only said, “Go home.” 
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"Go home,” said the fish. 
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Тһе man went home. There, he found his wife 
standing next to the little, old run-down hut. There 
they live to this very day. 


The fisherman and his wife with their little hut. 


Rumpelstiltskin, 
Part I 


Once there was a miller who had a beautiful 
daughter. She was so beautiful and so clever that he 
could not help bragging about her. 


One day, the miller found himself in front of the 
king. He began bragging about his daughter. He said 
that she was so clever that she could even spin straw 
into gold. 


"Can she?" said the king. “Well, then. Leave her 
with us. We will see if she can do what you say." 
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The miller’ beautiful daughter. 
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That night, the king led the miller's daughter to 
a room filled with straw. He pointed to a spinning 
wheel and said, "Now, you must prove that you can 
do what your father claims you can do. You must spin 
this straw into gold. If it is not done by morning, you 
will be put to death." 


The miller’s daughter had a problem. She could 
not really spin straw into gold. She did not know what 
to do. So she sat down and began to cry. 


As she sat crying, an odd-looking, little man 
appeared. 


"Good evening, madam," said the little man. 


“Why are you crying?” 
The young woman looked up. 


"The king says that I must spin this straw into 
gold by morning, and I don’t know how!” she said. 


Ап odd-looking, little man appeared. 
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Тһе 


her ear, * 


you?" 


“I wi 


said. 


Тһе 


іше man came close to her апа whispered іп 


Madam, what will you give me if I spin it for 


| give you my bracelet,” the young woman 


іше man held out his hands. The miller's 


daughter took off her bracelet and handed it to the 


little man. 


The 


little man put the bracelet in his pocket. 


Then, he grabbed a handful of straw and sat down at 
the spinning wheel. 


"What will you give me?" asked the little man. 
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The little man put his foot on Ше pedal and gave 
it a push. The wheel began to spin, and amazingly, a 
thin ribbon of golden thread began to emerge. 


As he spun, the little man sang a little song: 
"Round about, round about, 

Lo and behold! 

Reel away, reel away, 

Straw into gold!” 


He spun and he spun, and, by sunrise, he had spun 
all the straw into gold. 


The little man spun straw into gold. 
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At sunrise, Ше king came in. Не smiled when he 
saw the room full of gold, but he was not finished 
with the miller's daughter. 


The next night, he led her to an even larger room 
full of straw. He told her that she must spin all of the 
straw into gold by morning. If she failed, she would 
be put to death. 


The kings second demand 
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Again, the woman did not know what to do. Once 
again, she sat down to cry. 


Then, in walked the little man. 


"Crying again?" said the little man. "I suppose you 
have to spin all of this into gold, too. Well, Madam, 
what will you give me if I spin it for you?" 


I will give you my ring," answered the woman. 


The little man held out his hands. The miller's 
daughter took off her ring and gave it to the little 
man. 


The little man put the ring on his finger. Then, he 
sat down and began to spin. 


"What will you give те?” asked the little man. 
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As һе spun, the little man sang his song: 
"Round about, round about, 

Lo and behold! 

Reel away, reel away, 

Straw into gold!” 


He spun and he spun, and by sunrise, he had spun 
all the straw into gold. 


The little man sang as he spun straw into gold. 
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Rumpelstiltskin, 
Part II 


At sunrise, the king came again. When he saw the 
room filled with golden thread, he smiled. But still he 
refused to let the young woman go. That night, he led 
her to the largest room in the palace. It was filled from 
wall to wall with straw. 


"Spin all of this into gold in one night,” said the 
king. “If you do this, you shall be my wife.” 


The kings third demand 
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The king had hardly left the room when the little 
man appeared. 


He spoke to the young woman, saying, "Madam, 
what will you give me if I spin it for you?" The little 
man held out his hands, as he had done each of the 
past two nights. 


But this time, the miller’s daughter had nothing 
left to give the little man. 


"I have nothing left,” she said with a sigh. 
Тһе little man stroked his chin. 


“Well,” he said, "if you cannot рау me now, you 
will have to pay me later. When you are queen and 
you have a baby, you must give me the child." 


The miller’s daughter did not think that she would 
ever be queen. So, she agreed. 


"What will you give me?" asked the little man. 
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The little man sat down at once. He began 
spinning and singing his song: 


"Round about, round about, 
Lo and behold! 
Reel away, reel away, 


Straw into gold!" 


The little man sang and spun straw into gold. 
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By morning, the little man had spun all of the 
straw into gold. 


When the king arrived, he was overjoyed. Now, he 
had all the gold he could ever want. 


The king kept his word to the miller's daughter. 
He married her and made her his queen. 


The king and the millers daughter got married. 
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А year after she was crowned, Ше queen had a 
baby boy. One day, as she sat rocking the baby, the 
little man appeared. 


“О, Queen,” said the little man, “I have come for 
the newborn child. Give him to me. Keep your word!" 


The queen clutched her baby to her breast. “I beg 
you," she said, "do not take the child. I will give you 
gold and jewels. I will give you all the wealth of the 
kingdom. But let me keep my child." 


"No, no!" said the little man. "You must give me 
the child! I would rather have a living child than all 
the jewels and wealth in the kingdom!" 


The queen began to weep. 


Тһе little man seemed to be moved by her tears. 
He said, “I will give you a chance. If, in the next three 
days, you can find out my name, you may keep the 
child." Saying this, he vanished. 


"You must give me the child!" said the little man. 
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Rumpelstiltskin, 
Part III 


To keep her child, the queen had to find out the 


little man's name. 


She made a long list of names. When the little man 
came the next day, she began reading the names on 
her list: 


“15 your name Andrew?" 

"No, madam. That is not my name." 
"Is it Boyd?" 

“No, madam. That is not my name.” 
"Is it Conroy?" 


“No, madam. That is not my name.” 


The queen asked the little man about names оп her list. 
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Тһе Queen tried all the names she could think of. 
She tried Louie and Dewey. She tried Luke and Duke. 
She tried Bruno and Juno—and many others. After 
each one, the little man said, *No, madam. That is not 


my name." 


When the queen had tried all the names on her 
list, she sighed and the little man went away. 


The queen ordered the servants in the royal 
household to ride through the land and collect all che 
names they could find. They brought her a long list 
with hundreds of names. 


When the little man came back the next day, the 
queen read from her list. After each one, the little man 


said, “No, madam. That is not my name." 


The queen and her list of names 


More Classic 


By this point, the queen was scared. She would 
have done anything to keep her child. But what could 
she do? She had tried all the names she knew—and all 
the names her subjects knew. She was on the verge of 
crying. 

Then, one of her servants came to her. 

“My lady,” said the man with a bow, “I have news 
for you. As I was riding through the forest last night, I 
saw a campfire. I drew near. Then, I saw a funny little 


man dancing around the fire. As he danced, he sang a 
little song: 


"Today I brew, tomorrow I bake, 
And then the fair queens child ГИ take, 


And no one can deny my claim, 


> 


For Rumpelstiltskin is ту name.’ 


The queen jumped for joy. She hugged the servant 
and pressed a bag of coins into his hand. Then, she 
put on her crown and waited for the little man to 


come. 
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The little man danced around the fire and sang. 


Soon, the little man appeared. 


"Now, madam," he said, "three days have passed. 
You must tell me my name. If you cannot, you must 


"m 


give me the child. 


The little man began to chuckle at the thought of 
having the boy to take home with him. 


The queen acted as if she did not know the little 
man’s name. She took off her crown and rubbed her 


brow as if she were deep in thought. 
“Is your name Bandy-legs?” she asked. 


“No, madam!” said the little man as he looked at 
the sleeping boy. 


“Is your name Knobby-knees?” the queen asked. 
“No, madam!” 


“Ts it Sheep-shanks?” 
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The queen asked the little man about more names. 


76 


“Tt is not,” said the little man with a smile. 


"Then perhaps," the queen said with a shrewd 
look, "perhaps, your name is—Rumpelstiltskin?" 


The little man howled. “How did you know that? 
Some witch told you that! Some witch told you that!" 


The little man got red in the face. He stomped 
his foot so hard that it went right through one of 
the wooden planks. His leg got stuck in the hole. 
He had to pull on his leg with both hands to get 
himself unstuck. All of the queen's servants smiled and 
giggled. 


So, the little man had to go away without the 
child, and the queen never feared him again. 


The little man howled, “How did you know that?" 
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The Queen Bee, 
Part I 


Once upon a time, there was a king who had three 
sons. The two older sons were handsome lads. But 
they were selfish, proud, and cruel. They made fun of 
the youngest son. They said he was not smart. They 
called him a dimwit. 


When the older sons were grown up, they set off 
on a trip. Alas, they soon fell into a wild and reckless 
way of living. It was not long until they had used up 
all their money and had no way to get home. 


The king and his three sons 
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The youngest son had stayed at home. Now, һе set 
out to find his brothers. 


Find them he did, but his brothers were cruel to 
him. When he said he wished to join them on their 


travels, they jeered at him and made fun of him. 


“Why would we take you with us?" asked the 
oldest brother. *What could a baby like you do for us, 


who are so much older than you?" 


“Why would we take you with us?" asked the 
second brother. “What could a dimwit like you do for 


us who are so much smarter than you?" 


The youngest brother answered, "I will do what I 


» 


can. 


The two older brothers made fun of the youngest brother. 
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The next day, Ше two older brothers set off. The 
youngest brother followed a few steps behind them. 
They walked until they came upon a large anthill. 


"Let's get some sticks," said the oldest brother. *We 
can use them to destroy that anthill!" 


“Yes!” said the second brother. “It will be good 
sport for us to watch the ants running here and there, 


trying to save their eggs!" 


The older brothers plucked branches from a tree, 
but the youngest brother would not allow them to 
destroy the anthill. "Leave the ants in peace!" he said. 
"I will not let you harm them." 


"Leave the ants in peace,” said the youngest brother. 
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So, the three brothers walked on. They went 
on until they came to a lake where two ducks were 
swimming. 


"Let us catch those ducks and roast them!" said the 
oldest brother. 


“Yes!” said the second brother. “They will make a 
tasty snack!" 


But the youngest brother would not allow his 
brothers to kill the ducks. "Let the ducks be!" he said. 
"I will not let you harm them." 
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More Classic Tale 85 
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So, the three brothers walked оп. They went оп 
until they came upon a beehive іп an old, hollow tree. 
The beehive was full of honey. It was so full that the 
honey trickled down the trunk of the tree. 


"Let us make a fire and smoke out the bees!" said 
the oldest brother. 


“Yes!” said the second brother. “Once we have 
smoked them out, we will eat up their honey.” 


But the youngest brother would not allow his 
brothers to build a fire. "Leave the bees alone!" he 
said. ^I will not let you harm them." 


"Leave the bees alone,” said the youngest brother. 
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So, the three brothers walked on until they came 
to an enchanted palace. A witch had cast a spell on the 
palace. She had transformed every living thing in it 
into a statue. The stables were filled with stone horses. 


Тһе rooms were filled with stone men. 


The brothers made their way through the palace. 
They peeked into a few rooms. For a long time, they 
saw nothing but men and ladies of stone. At last, they 
came to a room with three locks and a small window. 


The brothers peeped in the window. They saw 
a little old man sitting at a table. They spoke to the 
man. The man did not respond. The brothers spoke to 
the old man a second time. Still, he did not respond. 
They called one last time. This time, the old man 
seemed to hear them. He did not speak, but he stood 
up and walked over to them. His face was gray and 
stony, like a statue. 


The brothers saw rooms filled with statues. 
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Without speaking, the old man unlocked the 
three locks and led the brothers to a table. The table 
was loaded with good things to eat. The old man 
motioned for the brothers to sit and eat. When they 
had eaten, he showed each of them to a bed chamber. 
The brothers soon fell asleep. 


The brothers slept soundly. The next morning, 
the old man came and woke up the oldest brother. 
Without saying a word, he led him to a table. On the 
table were three stone tablets. The tablets listed three 
tasks that would have to be performed to break the 
spell. 


The old man pointed at the tablet on the left. It 
said, "In the forest, under some moss, lie a thousand 
rubies. The rubies belong to a princess. You must find 
these rubies. But beware: you must find all of them. 
If even one of them is missing when the sun sets, you 
will be transformed into a statue." 


The old тап showed the oldest brother the three tablets. 
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The Queen Bee, 
Part II 


Тһе oldest brother set out to find the rubies. He 
found a mossy patch in the forest and began digging. 
He found a few of the rubies, but, when the sun set, 
he had only a hundred of the thousand rubies. So he 


was transformed into a statue. 


Тһе next morning, the old man woke up the 
second brother and showed him the tablet. 


The second brother went to look for the rubies, 
but he fared little better than his brother. He found 
only two hundred rubies, and he too was transformed 
into a statue. 


The next morning, the old man woke up the 
youngest brother and showed him the tablet. The 
youngest brother went to look for the rubies. He 
began to dig around under the moss. He found some 
rubies, but he soon saw that he would never be able 
to find all one thousand of them. They were just too 
small. He sat down and began to weep. 


The youngest brother sat down and began to weep. 
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As he sat crying, he saw something small crawling 
on the ground near his feet. It was the Ant King, and 
there were five thousand ants marching behind him. 


"You were kind to us,” said the Ant King. "You 
saved our anthill when your brothers wanted to 
destroy it. Since you were kind to us, we wish to help 


» 


you. 


So, the five thousand ants marched under the moss 
and began dragging out the rubies, one by one. The 
ants found the rubies—all one thousand of them— 
and stacked them up in a neat pile. 


The ants found the rubies. 
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The youngest brother thanked the ants. Then, he 
took the rubies back to the palace and handed them to 
the old man. 


The old man took the rubies. Then, he pointed at 
the tablet in the middle of the table. The tablet said, 
"At the bottom of the lake lies a key to the bedroom 
of the princess. You must find this key. But beware: 
if you fail to find the key by sunset, you will be 


transformed into a statue." 


The youngest brother went and stared at the lake. 
He could not swim. He waded into the water. He 
went in until the water was up to his chin. He felt 
around with his feet. Still, he could not find the key. 


The youngest brother felt around with his feet for the key. 


More Clas: 
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The youngest brother was about to give up when 
two ducks swam up. They were the two ducks he had 
saved on the way to the palace. 


"You were kind to us,” said one of the ducks. “You 
saved us when your brothers wanted to roast us for 
dinner. Since you were kind to us, we wish to help 


» 


you. 


Then, the ducks began diving to the bottom of the 
lake. They bobbed up and down. After a few minutes, 
one of the ducks came up with the key in its mouth. 


The youngest brother thanked the ducks. Then, he 
went back to the palace. He tried to hand the key to 
the old man, but the old man would not take it. 


One of the ducks found the key. 
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The old man pointed at the tablet on the right side 
of the table. It said, “Тһе key that you have found 
will unlock a bedroom in the palace. In the bedroom, 
three princesses lie fast asleep. Two of them ate candy 
after dinner. One of them ate honey. You must pick 
the one who ate honey. But beware: if you pick the 
wrong princess, you will be transformed into a statue." 


The youngest brother took the key and used it 
to open the bedroom. He saw the three sleeping 
princesses. All three were beautiful, and none of them 
had been transformed into a statue. The youngest 
brother could hear them breathing as they slept. 


Which one had eaten honey after dinner? The 
youngest brother knelt by each princess and sniffed, 
but it was no use. One smelled as sweet as the next. 
There was no way to tell which one had eaten honey 
and which ones had eaten candy. 


Which princess ate the boney? 
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As the youngest brother was trying to make up his 
mind, a bee appeared. It was the queen of the hive he 
had saved. 


"You were kind to us,” said the Queen Bee. “You 
saved us when your brothers wanted to smoke us out. 
Since you were kind to us, I wish to help you." 


Тһе Queen Bee buzzed from one sleeping princess 
to the next until she came to the one who had eaten 
honey. "This is the one!" she said. 


“This is the опе,” said the Queen Bee. 
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The youngest brother thanked the Queen Bee. As 
the bee fluttered away, the three sleeping princesses 
awoke. At the same time, all of the men and ladies 
who had been transformed into statues came back to 
life. The two older brothers came back to life, as well. 
The spell had been broken! 


The youngest brother married the youngest and 
sweetest of the three princesses, the one who had 
eaten the honey. His older brothers married the other 
two princesses, the ones who had eaten the candy. 
When the old king died, the youngest brother and his 
princess were crowned king and queen of the land. 
The two of them lived happily ever after. 


The youngest brother married the princess who bad eaten the honey. 


Rapunzel, 
Part I 


Once upon a time, there was a woman who 
wished to have a child. Her husband shared this wish. 
However, for a long time the woman could not have 
children. She and her husband wished and hoped and 
prayed for a child. But, for some reason, the child 
never came. 
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The husband and wife wished for a child. 
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Now, іп the back of their house, there was а 
window. From the window, the man and his wife 
could see a lovely garden. It was filled with beautiful 
flowers and lush green plants. There were tomatoes 
and peppers in the garden. There were clumps of 
lettuce and another leafy plant called rapunzel. 


Around the garden was a tall stone wall, and no 
one dared to enter the garden, for it belonged to a 
wicked witch with evil powers. 


One day, the wife stood at the window and looked 
down into the garden. She saw the rapunzel. It looked 
so fresh and green. She felt that she simply must have 
some. 


Day after day, she looked out the window. She 
longed for the rapunzel. She became sadder and 


sadder. 


The wife looked out her window at a garden. 
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Тһе woman's husband saw her sadness. 
“Dear wife,” he asked, “what is the matter?" 


“O, husband,” said the woman, “I simply must 
have some rapunzel to eat! It grows in the garden 


behind our house. If I can't get some, I fear I will die!” 


The man frowned. He was not a thief, but he 
loved his wife. He thought, “I can’t let her die. I will 
get her some rapunzel. The old witch has so much of 
it, she will not know if I take just a little.” 


That night, the man crept over the stone wall. He 
slid down into the garden. Then, he picked a bunch of 
rapunzel and took it back to his wife. 


The husband crept into the garden. 
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The wife was delighted when she saw the rapunzel. 
She ate a big bowl of it. She said it was the best food 
she had ever eaten. 


The husband was happy. 


“Well,” he said, “that’s the end of that!” 


A bowl of rapunzel 
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Rapunzel, 
Part II 


Тһе next day, the wife found that she was still 
craving rapunzel. In fact, she was craving it three 
times as much. 


“Husband,” she said, “I enjoyed that rapunzel 
so much! It was so good! Will you get some for me 
again?" 


The husband was annoyed. He did not like 
stealing, but it gave him joy to make his wife happy. 
He stood and thought. 


At last, the man said, "I am glad that the rapunzel 
brings you joy. I will go to the garden again, but this is 
the last time." 


The wife begged for more rapunzel. 
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So, Ше man sneaked into Ше garden again. Не 
picked some rapunzel and started to leave. Just then, 
he saw the blazing eyes of the witch. 


"How dare you steal my rapunzel!” the witch 
growled. "You will pay dearly for this, you thief!" 


The man dropped the rapunzel. He fell to his 
knees. 


"I beg you,” he called out, “have mercy on me!” 
The witch just frowned. 


"I beg you,” the man said. “I had to do it. You see, 
my wife was looking out our window and saw your 
rapunzel. She told me that she would die unless I got 
her some. So, I had to get her some." 


The man begged for mercy. 


117 


118 


“Well then,” the witch said, “I will make a deal 
with you. I will allow you to pick as much rapunzel as 
you want—on one condition! When your wife has a 
child, you must give the child to me. I will take care 
of the child like its very own mother." 


The man was scared. Also, he was starting to think 
his wife might never have a child. So, he said yes. 
After that, he tried not to think about it. However, 
some months later, his wife had a lovely baby. Not 
long after, the witch appeared and took the child 


away. 


The witch arrived to take the child ашау. 
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The witch named the child Rapunzel. When 
Rapunzel was twelve years old, she was very beautiful. 
The witch took her deep into a forest and locked her 
in a tall tower. The tower had no steps and no gate. 
The only way to get in was a small window near the 


top of the tower. 


When the witch wanted to be let in, she would call 
out, "Rapunzel! Rapunzel! Let down your hair!" 


Rapunzel had long, beautiful hair that shone like 
gold. When the witch called up to her, she would 
open the window. She would let her hair fall down, 
down, down to the ground far below. Then, the witch 
would take hold of the hair and lift herself up to the 


window. 


Rapunzel let down her hair. 
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Rapunzel, 
Part III 


Rapunzel spent years locked away in the tower. In 
all that time, no one came to see her—no one except 
the witch. 


Then one day, a prince was riding through the 
forest. As he rode, he could hear a voice singing. It 
sang so sweetly that he stopped his horse so he could 
hear it better. It was Rapunzel up in her tower. She 
was trying to drive away her loneliness with sweet 


songs. 


The prince wanted to see who sang so well. He 
rode to the tower. He looked for a way to get in, but 
he could find none. 


The prince looked for а way to get in the tower. 
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The prince rode home, but һе was never quite 
the same after that day. Rapunzel's song had entered 
his heart. He was haunted by it. He could not stop 
thinking about it. Day after day, week after week, he 
went back to the tower to hear Rapunzel singing. 


Once, the prince was standing behind some trees 
when the witch appeared. The prince watched as the 
witch called out, "Rapunzel! Rapunzel! Let down your 
hair!" He saw how the maiden in the tower let down 
her long, golden hair and how the witch lifted herself 


up and went into the tower. 


"So that is the ladder!" the prince said to himself. 
"Well, then, I will go up the ladder, too!" 
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The next day, Ше prince came back. He called 
out, "Rapunzel! Rapunzel! Let down your hair!" The 
maiden let down her hair. The prince took hold of it 
with both hands and made his way up the tower. 


Rapunzel was frightened when she saw the prince. 
She had never seen a man, or even a boy. But the 
prince was kind to her. He told her how her singing 
had entered his heart and brought him such joy. He 
told her that he felt he could have no peace until he 
had seen her. Then, Rapunzel was not afraid. 
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The prince made his шау up the tower. 
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The prince asked if he could visit Rapunzel again. 
Rapunzel agreed. The prince came again and again. 


He and Rapunzel fell in love. 


One day, the prince got down on one knee. He 


asked Rapunzel to run away with him and be his wife. 
Rapunzel took his hand in hers and spoke to him. 


"I will gladly go with you,” she said, “but I must 
get out of this tower. Do this for me: each time you 
come, bring a bundle of silk. I will make a ladder of 
the silk. When the ladder is finished, I will use it to 
get down from this tower. Then, you can carry me 
away from here on your horse!” 


The prince asked Rapunzel to бе his wife. 
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Rapunzel, 


Part IV 


The prince came to visit Rapunzel again and 
again. Each time he came, he brought a bundle of silk. 
Rapunzel began to weave a ladder. 


Things went on this way for two weeks. Then, 
Rapunzel made a mistake. 


One day, the witch was tugging on Rapunzel’s hair 
and making her way up the side of the tower. Without 
thinking about what she was saying, Rapunzel called 
out, "Why do you come up so slowly? The prince 
takes only a moment!” 


"The prince?" howled the witch. *O, you wicked, 
disloyal child! I thought I had hidden you away in 
this tower. Now, I see that you have betrayed me for a 


тап!” 


ірек ~ 
The prince visited Rapunzel again and again. 
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The witch grabbed Rapunzel and cut off her hair. 
Then, she drove Rapunzel out of the tower. She left 
her to wander in the forest, sad and alone. 


Later that day, the prince came. He called out, 
"Rapunzel! Rapunzel! Let down your hair!" 


Тһе witch let down the hair she had cut off. The 
prince went up. But at the top, he did not see his dear 
Rapunzel. Instead, he saw the frowning witch. 
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The witch cut off Rapunzel hair. 
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“A-ha!” the witch сас е. “You came to see your 
darling, but the sweet maiden is no longer in her 
ጾ 8 
tower. You will never see her again!” 


Then, the witch let go of the hair. The prince fell 
and crashed into a patch of thorns below. The fall 
did not kill him, but it left him wounded. The sharp 
thorns cut his eyes and left him blind. 


The prince wandered for years, blind and alone. 
He ate only roots and berries, and he wept over the 
loss of his dear Rapunzel. 


The prince fell from the tower. 
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At last, after years of wandering, Ше prince came 
to a meadow where Rapunzel herself was wandering. 
He could not see her, but he could hear her singing. 
He let his ears lead him to her. He followed her voice. 


At last, Rapunzel saw the prince. She ran to him. 
She fell on his neck and wept. When her tears touched 
his eyes, his wounds were healed. He found that he 
could see as well as ever. 


The prince took Rapunzel to his kingdom. There, 
she was welcomed with great joy, and there, the two of 
them lived happily ever after. 


The prince and Rapunzel found each other. 
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Hansel and Gretel, 
Part I 


Once upon a time, there was a woodcutter. He 
lived in a tiny house in a vast forest. He had a wife 
and two children. The older child was a boy named 
Hansel. Напзе! little sister was named Gretel. 


The family never had much to eat. Then, one year 
the crops failed. There was so little food that even the 
rats were starving. 


The woodcutter and his tiny house 
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One night, the man said to his wife, “We sold the 
cow. We ate up the pig. Now, the wheat is almost used 
up. What is going to happen to us? How will we live? 
Where will we get food to feed the children when we 
have none for ourselves?" 


The man’s wife was not the children's real mother. 
She was their stepmother. She had never cared much 
for children or wanted any of her own. She found 
them annoying. 


“There is only one solution,” said the stepmother. 
“In the morning, we will take the children deep into 
the woods. We will make a fire. We will give each of 
them a crust of bread. Then, we will leave them there 
to fend for themselves. They will never find their way 
home, and we will be rid of them.” 


“No!” said the man. “I can’t do that. I can’t leave 
my children alone in the woods! The wild beasts 
might gobble them up!” 


The stepmother told the woodcutter her plan. 
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“Then, you are а fool!" the cruel woman said. "You 
might as well make coffins for all of us, including 
yourself, for we shall all starve." 


The cold-hearted woman kept nagging at her 
husband. She scolded him. She growled at him. She 
jabbed him with her finger. She told him he was 


foolish. She was rude to him in a dozen ways. 


At last, he gave in. “I will do it,” he mumbled. 
"But truly, it breaks my heart." 


Hansel and Gretel were so hungry that they could 
not sleep. They were awake most of the night, and 
they could hear the things their stepmother said. 


Gretel began to cry, but Hansel hugged her. “Don’t 
be afraid,” he whispered. “I will think of something.” 


The stepmother nagged her husband, while the children listened. 
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Hansel waited until his father and stepmother were 
both asleep. Then he got up, grabbed his little coat, 
and sneaked outside. 


The moon was shining brightly. The white pebbles 
that lay in front of the house glittered like silver coins. 
Hansel bent over and filled his pockets with pebbles. 
Then, he tiptoed back inside. 


"Go to sleep, little sister," Hansel said. "All will be 


well." 


Hansel showed Gretel the white pebbles. 


Hansel and Gretel, 
Part II 


At sunrise, the stepmother came and woke Hansel 
and Gretel. 


"Get up, you lazy bones!” she shouted. “We are 
yt y 
going to the forest to get some wood." 


She gave them each a crust of bread. "This is for 
lunch,” she said. “And you had better not lose it, for 
that is all you are going to get!” 
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They set off. Gretel carried both crusts of bread 
in her apron since Hansel's pockets were stuffed with 


pebbles. 


Hansel knew what his parents were planning to do, 
but he had a plan. 


As they walked, Hansel stayed a few steps behind. 
He took a pebble from his pocket and dropped it on 
the ground. As they went on, he dropped pebbles 
behind him to mark the path back home. 


Hansel dropped pebbles to mark the path. 
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When they were deep in the forest, the father said, 
"Gather some firewood, children. I will start a fire so 
you wont get cold." 


Hansel and Gretel gathered a few twigs and sticks. 
Their father started a fire. 


When the fire was lit, the stepmother said, “Stay 
by the fire, you two, and don’t move. Your father and 
I have to go and cut wood. When we are finished, we 
will come back to get you.” Then, she grabbed her 
husband by his arm and led him away. 


Hansel and Gretel sat by the fire. They chewed on 
their stale bread. After a while, they got drowsy. They 
closed their eyes and fell asleep. 


The children stayed by the fire. 
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When they awoke, it was dark, and they were all 
alone. The fire had died down. A cold wind blew 
through the forest. The trees creaked in the wind. An 
owl hooted. 


Gretel was scared. She began to cry. Hansel hugged 
her. 


“Wait a few minutes until the moon rises,” he said. 


It was dark when the children awoke. 
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When the moon had risen, Hansel took his little 
sister by the hand. Then, they set off. As they walked, 
they looked for the pebbles Hansel had dropped. The 
pebbles glittered like silver coins and showed them the 
way. They walked on through the night. At last, just at 
the break of day, they came to their father's house. 


When the stepmother saw them, she was shocked. 
She frowned, for they had ruined her plan. But all she 
said was, "You naughty children! Why did you stay so 
long in the forest? We had begun to think you were 


never coming back." 


Their father was glad to see them, for it had 
broken his heart to leave them alone in the forest. 


Father hugged Gretel. 
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Hansel and Gretel, 
Part III 


After Hansel and Gretel found their way back, 
things got a little better. But it was not long until hard 
times came again. As the children lay awake in bed 
one night, the stepmother spoke to their father. 


"There is nothing left to eat but a few bits of 
bread," she said. "After that is finished, we are done 
for! We must get rid of the children. This time, we 
will take them so deep in the forest that they will 
never find their way back." 


"But wife," he said, "it would be better to share 
our last few bites of food with the children." 


The man and his wife fought again. He tried to 
hold out, but when you have said yes once, it is hard 
to say 7:0 the next time. In the end, he gave in. 


The parents fought. 
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Hansel and Gretel were able to hear all of this. 
When their parents were asleep, Hansel got up to 
collect pebbles, but he could not get out of the house. 
The stepmother had locked the house up tight! 


Hansel got back in bed and tried to think of a new 
plan. 


Hansel got up to collect pebbles. 
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The next morning, Ше stepmother yanked the 
children out of bed. She gave each of them a little 
crust of bread. Then, they all set off for the woods. 


As they walked into the woods, Hansel stayed 
a few steps behind. He broke up the bread in his 
pocket. From time to time, he threw a bit of it on the 
ground to mark the path. 


Hansel dropped bits of bread to mark the path. 
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The cruel stepmother led the children deep into 
the forest. Hansel and Gretel gathered sticks for a fire. 
The father lit the fire. 


The stepmother said, "Stay here, children, and 
don't move. When you are tired, go to sleep. Your 
father and I are going to cut wood. When we are 


finished, we will come and get you." 


Gretel shared her bread with Hansel, since he had 
left his in little bits along the road. Night came, but 
no one came to get them. At last, the children fell 
asleep. When they awoke, it was dark and they were 
alone. 


When the moon rose, they started for home. 
Hansel looked for the bits of bread he had dropped, 
but they were nowhere to be seen. The crows had 
eaten them all up! 


Hansel looked for the bits of bread he had dropped. 
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“Come, Gretel,” said Hansel. “I know we can find 


our way." 


The children set off, looking for the way back. 
They walked all night. The next day, they walked from 
morning until the sun went down. But they could not 
find their way out of the dark woods. 


They were terribly hungry, for they had eaten 
nothing but a few blueberries. At last, they were so 
tired that they could drag themselves no farther. They 
lay down under a tree and fell asleep. 


Hansel апа Gretel looked for a way out of the forest. 
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Hansel and Gretel, 
Part IV 


Hansel and Gretel awoke in the woods. They were 
scared and hungry, but they kept moving, always 
looking for the way home. As they went along, they 
looked for fruit and nuts and other things to eat, but 
they found little. 


About noon, they saw a cuckoo sitting on a branch 
and singing. The cuckoo sang a beautiful song. Then, 
it flapped its wings in front of the children as if to say, 


"Follow me!" 


The cuckoo flew up into the air. The children 
followed it. 


The children followed the cuckoo. 
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Hansel and Gretel followed the cuckoo until 
they came to a wonderful little house. This was no 
ordinary house. It was a gingerbread house! The walls 
were made of gingerbread cookies and brownies. The 
windows were made of candy. All of the parts were 
glued together with icing. 


The children were so hungry that they began to 
eat at once. Hansel broke off a piece of the house 
and began chewing on it. Gretel grabbed one of the 
lollipop flowers that grew beside the house. 


The gingerbread bouse 
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The children sat down to enjoy their food. But 
while they were eating, a thin, scratchy voice called 
out from inside the house: 


"Nibble, nibble, like a mouse, 

Who is munching on my house?” 
Hansel answered: 

"It is only the air heaving a sigh. 


It is only the wind passing by.” 


The children enjoyed their food. 
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Then, ап old woman hobbled out of the house. 
She was leaning on a crutch. Her hair was gray. Her 
face was all folds and wrinkles. There were only three 
teeth in her mouth, all of them yellow and stained. 


Hansel and Gretel were so frightened by the old 
woman that they dropped their food. But the old 
woman smiled and said, "My dear little children, what 
brings you here? Are you lost in the forest? Well, never 
mind. You are safe now. Come inside! I will take good 


care of you." 


Тһе old woman took Hansel and Gretel by the 
hand and led them into her house. 


The old woman led Hansel and Gretel into her house. 
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Тһе old woman served Hansel and Gretel 
a wonderful meal. She brought out a tall stack 
of pancakes. She gave them crisp apples, fresh 
blueberries, and juicy plums. The children ate all that 
was set in front of them. 


After the meal, Hansel and Gretel were drowsy. 
The old woman showed them two little, white beds. 
The children lay down to sleep, feeling as happy as 
could be. 


The old woman fed Hansel апа Gretel. 


175 


176 


Hansel and Gretel, 
Part V 


As soon as Hansel and Gretel fell asleep, the old 
woman came over and looked at them. 


“Mmmmm!” she said. "They are mine!” 


You see, the old woman seemed kind, but in truth 
she was a wicked witch. She would trap little children. 
Then, she would cook them and eat them! 


The next morning, the witch dragged Hansel out 
of bed and locked him in a cage. Then, she went back 
and woke Gretel. 


"Get up, lazy bones!" she shouted. *Get up and 
cook something nice for your brother. He is just skin 
and bones, but we will feed him well. Then, when he 
is nice and fat, I shall eat him!" 


The witch locked Hansel іп a cage. 


178 


Gretel screamed and cried, but it was по use. She 
had to do what the cruel witch said. Day after day, she 
cooked pots of rich food for Hansel, while she herself 
ate nothing but scraps. 


Each morning, the wicked witch would creep to 
the cage to check on Hansel. 


“Boy!” she cackled. “Stick out your finger so that 
I can tell if you are fat and good to cook." But Hansel 
was clever. He held out a skinny bone instead. The old 
witch had bad eyes. She could not tell that it was not 
Hansel’s finger. She felt the bone and wondered why 


her little prisoner was still so thin. 


“Drat!” said the witch, with a frown. “He ought to 
be plump and ready to eat, but he is just as puny and 
thin as ever!” 


Five weeks passed. Each day, Gretel cooked and 
Hansel ate. Each day, the witch ordered Hansel to 
stick out his finger and each day, he stuck out the 
bone instead. 


Hansel stuck out a skinny bone instead of his finger. 
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At last, the witch decided that she could wait no 


longer. 


"Run and get the kettle!" she snarled at Gretel. “Ве 
he fat or thin, I’m going to cook him and eat him." 


Gretel began to cry. The witch smacked her on the 
head. 


"Stop your moaning,” she croaked. “It will do you 
no good. Fill the kettle and light the fire in the oven.” 


Gretel did as she was told. 


The witch made some pastry and slid it into the 
oven. After a few minutes, she called to Gretel. “Stick 
your head in the oven and see if the pastry for my 


Hansel-pie is nice and brown!” 


"Stop your moaning, " the witch croaked. 
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But Gretel was too clever for that. She knew the 
witch was planning to shut her in the oven and bake 
her. So she said, "The hole is too small. I can't fit my 
head in." 


“You foolish child!" cried the old witch. “The hole 
is not too small. Why, I could fit in myself. Look, I 
will show you!” 


To prove that the hole was not too small, the 
witch bent over and stuck her head in the oven. Then, 
Gretel rushed at her and shoved her as hard as she 
could. She stuffed the witch in the oven and locked it 
tight. 


Gretel ran to Hansel and let him out of his cage. 


“Come, Hansel!” she cried. “We are free! The old 
witch is trapped in the oven!” 


Hansel sprang out and hugged Gretel. Then, the 
two of them danced for joy. 


Hansel апа Gretel danced for joy. 
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Hansel and Gretel, 
Part VI 


When there was nothing to fear, Hansel and Gretel 
went back into the old woman’s house. There, they 
found chests filled with golden coins. The witch had 
kept the money she had stolen from her victims. 


"These are better than pebbles!" chuckled Hansel 
as he filled his pockets with coins. Gretel smiled and 
stuffed coins in her apron pocket. 


When their pockets were filled, the children set 
off. 
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The children left the witch’ house. 


186 


The children went on until they came to а wide 


river. 


"There are no stepping stones," said Hansel. "And 


we have no boat. How will we get across?" 


Then Gretel saw something. “Look!” she said. “It’s 
a swan. I will ask her for help." So she called out: 


“Swan, swan, here we stand, 

Hansel and Gretel on the land. 
Stepping stones and boat we lack, 
Carry us over on your nice soft back.” 


Lo and behold, the swan came over. Hansel sat on 
the swan’s back. He told Gretel to sit behind him. 


“No,” said Gretel, “that would be too hard on 
the swan. Let us go across one at a time.” And that is 
what they did. Hansel went across. Then, Gretel went 


across. 


Hansel rode on the swans back to get across the river. 
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After crossing the river, the children went оп for 
a long while. They walked and walked. At last, they 
came upon a path they knew. They started to run. 


In a few minutes, they saw their house. They ran as 
fast as they could. They sprinted through the clearing 


next to the house and cried out, "Father!" 


Since he had left the children in the woods, the 
man had felt sick at heart. As for his wife, well, he had 
grown disgusted with her cruelty and had kicked her 
out of the house. 


When he saw Hansel and Gretel, his face lit up. 
He ran to them and called out, “Му dear children! 
Thank God you are alive! How I have missed you!" 


The children cried out, “ 
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Hansel and Gretel hugged their father. He hugged 
them back. There was something about the way he 
hugged them. The hug seemed to say that he would 
never let them go again. As he held Gretel close to 
him, some of the golden coins fell from her apron. 
Then, Hansel reached into his pockets and removed 


his coins, as well. 
“What are these?” said the man. 
“Coins!” said Hansel. “We are rich!” 


So, in spite of the wicked stepmother, and in 
spite of the wicked witch, Hansel and Gretel made 
it back to their home. They lived with their father 
again. Their troubles were over. They lived in perfect 
happiness for a long, long time. 


Hansel and Gretel showed the gold coins to Father. 
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Beauty and Ше 
Beast, Part I 


Once upon a time, there was a merchant who lived 
with his three daughters. He was rich and he lived in 
a big house. But, all at once, he lost his riches. He had 
to sell his big house and move to a little cottage in 
the woods, far from town. He told his girls that they 
would have to move there and work hard to survive. 
The older girls whined. But the youngest daughter, 
who was called Beauty, tried to make the best of 
things. 


One day, a few months later, a man came to the 
cottage with a letter. The letter said that one of the 
merchant's ships, which he thought had been lost 
at sea, had landed and was full of fine things. The 
merchant packed his things to make the long trip to 
claim his goods. Before he left, he asked his girls what 
he might bring them as a gift. 


The merchant packed his things to make the long trip. 
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The two older girls asked for fancy clothing and 
gems. But Beauty said, "Dear father, just bring mea 
rose. I have not seen one since we came here, and I 
love them so much." 


When the merchant finally reached his ship, he 
found that someone had stolen all his goods. So, he 
turned around and set off for home, as poor as when 


he started his trip. 


On his way home, a snowstorm blew in. Snow fell 
faster and faster. The storm turned into a blizzard. The 
wind blew so hard that it almost knocked the man off 
his horse. 


The man began looking for shelter. At last, he 
came upon a large house. He knocked on the door. 
There was no answer. He tried the doorknob and 
found that the door was open. He turned the knob 
and went in. 


The snowstorm turned into a blizzard. 


195 


196 


"Hello!" the man called ош. "Is anyone home?" 
But still there was no reply. 


He went into the house. He came to a large dining 
hall. There was a warm fire burning in the fireplace. 
Next to the fireplace was a little table with a tasty meal 
just right for one person. The man warmed himself by 
the fire. He called out over and over, but still no one 
came. At last, he sat down and ate the food. 


After eating, the merchant explored the house. He 
soon came upon a lush garden with an orchard and 
flowers. He was shocked to see that the garden was 
blooming even in the depths of winter. He saw a rose 
bush and thought of Beauty's wish. He reached out 
to pluck a single rose. But just as the stem broke, he 
heard a loud roar behind him. 


The merchant found a lush garden with roses. 
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Тһе startled merchant turned around and saw а 


terrible monster. It was part man and part beast. 


"How dare you!” snarled the Beast, charging 
forward and grabbing the rose. 


Тһе merchant was scared. He stumbled backward. 
Then, he fell to his knees. “Have mercy оп me!” he 
said. ^I only wanted a rose for one of my daughters." 


"I will have mercy on you,” said the Beast, “оп one 
condition. You must give me one of your daughters. 
Go and see if any one of them loves you so much that 
she will give her life to save yours!" 


The Beast snarled, "How dare you!" 
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Тһе sad father returned home and told his 
daughters what had happened. 


Beauty did not hesitate. “I will go,” she said 
quietly. 


“No, Beauty,” said her father. "I am old. I have 
only a few years left to live. I shall go back to the 
Beast." 


"I will not let you return without me,” said Beauty. 
Her father tried to change her mind, but he could not. 


Beauty said, "I will go." 
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Beauty and Ше 
Beast, Part II 


Beauty and her father returned to the palace. 
When she first saw the Beast, Beauty could not help 
shaking, but she tried to hide her fear. 


The Beast filled a trunk with gold. Then, he 
loaded it onto a horse and sent Beauty's father away. 
As Beauty watched her father ride away, she began to 
cry. The old man was crying, too. 


“Beauty,” said the Beast, “don’t cry. Things аге not 
as bad as you think. You have given yourself for your 
father's sake, and your goodness will be rewarded. 
Only take this advice: Do not be fooled by my looks. 
Trust your heart, not your eyes.” 


Beauty stayed with the Beast as Father left. 
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Days turned into weeks. Beauty strolled in the 
lovely garden, where the birds sang to her. She found a 
huge library filled with books she wanted to read. 


At first, the Beast's looks scared Beauty, but she 
soon grew used to them. The Beast treated her with 
kindness. He would talk to her during dinner and 
keep her company. Soon, she looked forward to meals. 


When the meal was over and it was time to say 
good night, the Beast always turned to her and asked, 
"Beauty, will you marry me?" While she cared for him 
more every day, Beauty's reply was always "no." 


Beauty and the Beast enjoyed meals together. 
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One night, Ше Beast saw а sad look on Beauty’s 
face. 


“Beauty,” he said, “I cannot bear to see you so sad. 
У, y! 
What is the matter?" 


She told him that she missed her family, and that 
she longed to see her father. 
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"But Beauty,” said the Beast, “if you leave me, I 


fear I will die of sadness.” 


“Dear Beast,” said Beauty softly, “I do not want to 
leave you, but I long to see my father. Only let me go 
for four weeks. Then, I will come back and stay with 
you for the rest of my life.” 


“Very well,” sighed the Beast, “but remember your 
promise. Take this magic ring. When you want to 
come back, turn the ring round upon your finger and 


2 


say, 'I wish to go back to my Beast." 


The Beast gave Beauty a magic ring. 
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When Beauty awoke early the next morning, she 
found herself in her father's home. It was not the old 
country cottage. It was a fine new house in town that 
he had bought with the riches the Beast had given 
him. Her father hugged her and wept for joy. 


Soon, her sisters and their new husbands came 
to visit. They pretended to be happy, but they were 
not. One sister had married a very handsome man. 
He was so in love with his own face that he thought 
of nothing else. The other sister had married a clever 
man. He liked to make fun of other people, even his 


wife. 


Beauty awoke to find herself in her fathers home. 
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Day after day, Beauty enjoyed being with her 
father. She did all that she could to help him. When 
the time came for her to return to the Beast, she 
found that she could not bring herself to say farewell 
to her father. Every day she told herself, “Today I will 
go back." But every night, she put it off again. 


Then, one night, she had a dream. She dreamed 
that she was wandering in the garden around the 
Beast's house, when suddenly she heard painful 
groans. She looked down and saw the Beast lying on 
the ground. He seemed to be dying. 


Beauty awoke with a start. ^Oh, how could I 
do this to my poor Beast?" she cried. “Is it his fault 
he is ugly? Why did I refuse to marry him? I would 
be happier with him than my sisters are with their 
husbands. The Beast is kind and good, and that 


matters more than anything else." 


She turned the ring round on her finger and said 
firmly, “1 wish to go back to my Beast." 


Beauty turned the ring around on her finger. 
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In an instant, she found herself at the Beast's 
house. She ran around calling aloud for the Beast. 
There was no reply. Then, she remembered her dream. 
She ran to the garden, and there she found the Beast 
stretched on the ground. 


"Oh, he is dead!" she cried. “Не is dead, and it is 
all my fault!” 


She fell to the ground and took him in her arms. 
The Beast slowly opened his eyes. 


Beauty cried, “Oh, Beast, thank goodness you 
are alive! How you frightened me! I never knew how 
much I loved you until now, when I feared it was too 
late.” 


In a faint voice, the Beast said, “Beauty, I was 
dying because I thought you had forgotten your 
promise, but you have come back. What does this 
mean? Can you really love such an ugly monster as I 


am?” 


“Yes!” said Beauty. 


Beauty found the Beast іп his garden. 
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Then once again, the Beast asked, “Beauty, will 
you marry me?" 


She replied, "Yes, dear Beast! I will! I never want to 
be away from you again!" 


As she spoke, a blaze of light flashed around her. 
Beauty gasped and covered her eyes. When she opened 
them again, she no longer saw the Beast. Instead, lying 
at her feet, was a handsome prince. 


“What has happened to my Beast?” she asked. 


“Т was the Beast,” said the prince. “A wizard cast 
a spell on me and changed me into a monster. I was 
cursed to live as a monster until a maiden would agree 
to marry me. You are the only one who could see past 


my looks to the real me.” 


Beauty gave the young prince her hand to help 
him rise. Side by side, they went into the house. The 
very next day, with Beauty’s father looking on, they 
went to the church and got married. And they lived 
happily ever after. 


Beauty and her prince were married. 
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The Magic 
Paintbrush 


Once upon a time, long ago in the land of China, 
there was a poor boy named Ma Liang. He had no 
parents—no one to care for him or protect him. So, 
to make a living, he gathered bundles of firewood 
to sell. But what he really wanted to do, more than 
anything else in the world, was paint. Ma Liang was so 
poor, however, that he could not afford even a single 
paintbrush. 


One day, as Ma Liang passed through a village, 
he saw a class of children standing outdoors. The 
children were painting. Ma Liang went to the teacher 
and politely said, “Will you help me, sir? I would like 
to learn to paint, but I have no brush. Will you loan 
me one?” 


The teacher just laughed at him. “You are only a 


» 


little beggar boy,” he said. “Со away! 


Ma Liang asked the teacher for a paintbrush. 


218 


“I may be poor,” said Ма Liang, “but I will learn 
to paint!” 


The next time he went to gather firewood, Ma 
Liang used a twig to draw birds in the dirt. When he 
came to a stream, he dipped his hand in the water 
and used his wet finger to draw fish on the rocks. 
One night, he used a piece of burned wood to draw 
animals and flowers. 


Every day, Ma Liang found time to draw. People 
began to see that he could draw well. “How real the 
boy’s drawings look!” they said. “Look at that bird he 
has drawn. It looks like it’s ready to fly away. You can 
almost hear it sing!” 


Ma Liang enjoyed hearing these kind words, but 
still he thought, “If only I had a paintbrush!” 


ΤΕΙ ἡ 


Ma Liang used his wet finger to draw fish on the rocks. 
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One night, after Ma Liang had worked hard all 
day, he fell into a deep sleep. In a dream, he saw an 
old man with a long white beard and a kind face. The 
old man held something in his hand. “Take this,” he 
said to Ma Liang. "It is a magic paintbrush. Use it 
with care." 


When Ma Liang awoke, he found his fingers 
wrapped around a paintbrush. "Am I still dreaming?" 
he wondered. He got up and painted a bird. The 
painted bird chirped. Then, it flapped its wings and 


flew away! 


He painted a deer. As soon as he had put the last 
spot on the animal's coat, it brushed its nose against 
Ma Liang and ran into the woods. 


"It truly is a magic brush!" said Ma Liang. He ran 
to see his poor neighbors. He painted toys for girls 
and boys. He painted cows and tools for the farmers. 
He painted bowls full of food for the hungry and wells 
for the thirsty. 
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No good thing can remain a secret forever. Soon, 
news of Ma Liang and his magic paintbrush reached 
the ears of the greedy emperor. 


"Bring me that boy and his brush!" the emperor 
yelled. His men found Ma Liang and brought him 
back to the palace. 


With a scowl, the emperor looked at Ma Liang. 
"Paint me a dragon!" he yelled. 


Ma Liang began to paint. But instead of painting 
a dragon, he painted a slimy toad. The toad hopped 
out of the painting and landed right on the emperor's 
head! 


"Foolish boy!" said the emperor. "You will regret 
that!" He grabbed the magic paintbrush. Then, he 


ordered his men to throw Ma Liang in jail. 


The toad hopped out of the painting and landed right on the emperor’ head. 
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The emperor called for his royal painter. "Take this 
brush and paint me a huge pile of gold and pearls,” he 
ordered. 


The royal painter set to work. He painted gold 
and pearls. But when he finished, the gold and pearls 
turned to worthless rocks. 


“So,” said the emperor, “the brush will only work 
for the boy. Bring him to me!” 


Ma Liang was brought to the emperor. 


"If you will paint for me,” said the emperor, “you 
may have all of this gold and all of these gems. I will 
also give you fine clothing, a new house, and all the 


food and drink you want." 


Ma Liang pretended to agree. "What do you want 
me to paint?" he asked. 


"Paint me a tree that has gold coins for leaves!" 
said the emperor. Greed shone in his eyes. 


The emperor offered Ma Liang gold and gems. 
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Ma Liang took the magic paintbrush and began to 
paint. He painted blue waves, and soon the emperor 
saw a sea before him. 


"That is not what I told you to paint!" he barked. 


But Ma Liang just kept painting. In the sea he 
painted an island. Then, on the shore of the island, he 


painted a tree with gold coins for leaves. 


"Yes, yes!" said the emperor. “Thats more like it! 
Now, paint me a boat so that I can get to the island! 


Quickly!” 
Ma Liang painted a sailboat. The emperor went on 


board with his officers and advisors. 


Ma Liang painted more lines and a gentle wind 
began to blow. The sailboat moved slowly toward the 
island. 


Ma Liang painted a boat for the emperor. 
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"Faster! Faster!" shouted the emperor. Ma Liang 
painted a big curving stroke, and a strong wind began 


to blow. 


“Thats plenty of wind!” shouted the emperor. 
But Ma Liang ignored him and went on painting. 
He painted more wind. He painted more waves. 

He painted a huge storm. The waves got higher and 
higher. Rain poured down. The winds howled and 
roared. 


The sailboat was tossed like a little cork on the 
water. At last, the waves tore the boat to pieces. The 
emperor and his men had to jump overboard. They 
were washed up on the shore of the island, with no 
way to get back to the palace. 


As for Ma Liang, people say that for years after 
that, he went from village to village using his magic 
paintbrush to help the poor wherever he went. 


The waves tore the boat to pieces. 
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The Tiger, the 
Brahman, and the 
Jackal 


Once upon a time, a tiger was caught in a trap. He 
tried to get out. He rolled from side to side. He tore at 
the bars of the cage and bit them with his teeth. But it 
was all in vain. He could not get out. 


By chance, a poor holy man called a Brahman 
came by. 


"Let me out of this cage!" roared the tiger. 


“Nay,” replied the Brahman mildly. “You would 
probably eat me if I did.” 


“Not at all!” said the tiger. “On the contrary, I 
swear I would be forever grateful and serve you as a 


12 


slave 


The tiger sobbed and sighed. He wailed and wept. 
At last, the Brahman agreed to open the door of the 
cage. 


The tiger begged the Brahman to let him out of the cage. 
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The tiger popped out and pounced оп Ше 
Brahman. "What a fool you are!" the tiger said. "What 


is to keep me from eating you now?" 
M 


The poor Brahman pleaded for his life, but the 


tiger would not give in. 


"Before you eat me;" said the Brahman, "grant me 
one thing. Let me ask the next four things I see what 
they think of my case. I would like to know whether 
they think it is fair chat I should be eaten up after 
letting you out of the cage." 


"Very well," said the tiger. "You may ask them 
what they think, but in the end I will eat you just the 
same." 
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Тһе Brahman went a few steps and spotted a tree. 
He spoke to the tree. 


“Tree,” said the Brahman, “tell me what you think. 
I found a tiger in a cage. He begged me to let him out 
and swore he would do me no harm. Now that he is 
out, he swears he will eat me. I ask you, is this fair? 
Do I not have reason to complain?” 


The tree replied coldly, “What have you got to 
complain about? Dont I offer shade and shelter to 
everyone who passes by? How do they thank me for 
this? They tear off my branches and feed them to 
cows! Stop your whining. Accept your fate. Be a man!” 


The Brahman asked a tree if it was fair for the tiger to eat him. 
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Next, the Brahman spotted a buffalo tied to a 
wheel. He spoke to the buffalo. 


"Buffalo," said the Brahman, "tell me what you 
think. I found a tiger in a cage. He begged me to let 
him out and swore he would do me no harm. Now 
that he is out, he swears he will eat me. I ask you, is 
this fair? Do I not have reason to complain?" 


The buffalo answered, "You are a fool if you expect 
gratitude! Look at me! For years, I gave milk for my 
master. He used my milk to feed his children. Now 
that I am old and my milk has run out, what does he 
do? He ties me to this wheel and feeds me nothing but 


1” 
Scraps: 


The Brahman asked the buffalo if it was fair for the tiger to eat him. 
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Next, the Brahman spoke to the road. 


“Road,” said the Brahman, “tell me what you 
think. I found a tiger in a cage. He begged me to let 
him out and swore he would do me no harm. Now 
that he is out, he swears he will eat me. I ask you, is 
this fair? Do I not have reason to complain?" 


The road replied, "You are a fool if you expect 
anything else. Look at me! I am a road. I am useful to 
all men. How do they repay me? АШ of them, rich and 
poor, great and small, trample on me and throw their 
trash upon me. Go away! Leave me alone!" 
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The fourth thing Ше Brahman saw was а jackal. 
He spoke to the jackal. 


“Jackal,” said the Brahman, “you are my last hope. 
Tell me what you think. I found a tiger in a cage. He 
begged me to let him out and swore he would do me 
no harm. Now that he is out, he swears he will eat 
me. I ask you, is this fair? Do I not have reason to 


complain?" 
р 


"Goodness!" said the jackal. "I am confused. 
Would you mind explaining what happened once 


more?" 
So the Brahman told the story again. 


The jackal shook his head. “Т am still confused,” 
he said. “Could you take me to the cage? Perhaps if 
I could see it, I could understand what happened. 
Then, I may be able to tell you what I think." 


The Brahman asked the jackal if it was fair for the tiger to eat him. 
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So, the Brahman led the jackal back to the cage. 
The tiger was waiting, and he was starting to feel 
hungry. 

“Tiger,” said the Brahman, “Т told this jackal what 
happened, but he can’t quite understand it. Could I 


just have five minutes to explain it to him again?” 
“Very well,” said the tiger. 


So the Brahman told the story once more, from 


start to finish. 


“ fear my wits аге slow,” said the jackal. “Т still 
can't make heads or tails of this thing. How did you 
say it all started? The Brahman was in the cage?” 


The jackal was still confused. 


“Poo!” said the tiger. “What а fool you аге! I was 
the one in the cage. 


"Of course!” cried the jackal. “Now it makes sense. 
I was in the cage, and the tiger was in the Brahman. 
Then, the cage came walking by—no, wait, that’s not 


right.” 


“Fool!” roared the tiger. “What nonsense you talk! 
I will make you understand. Look here! I am the tiger. 


See?” 
“Yes, my lord.” 
“That is the Brahman.” 
“Yes, my lord.” 
“That is the cage.” 
“Yes, my lord!” 
"I was in the cage. Do you understand?" 


"Um, not really,” said the jackal. “How did you get 


in? Perhaps you could show me?" 
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“Perhaps you could show me,” said the jackal. 
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“Arg!” cried the tiger. “This is how I got in!” һе 
added, as he ran back into the cage. 


"The cage was locked?" asked the jackal. 

"Yes!" said the tiger. 

Тһе jackal reached over and locked the cage. 
"Like this?" he asked. 

“Yes,” said the tiger. “Now do you understand?" 


"Indeed I do," said the jackal. "If you will permit 
me to say so, I think this is how things should 


"m 


remain! 


== 5 


he jackal locked the cage. 
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А Christmas 
Carol, Part I 


Once there was a tight-fisted, grasping, greedy 
man named Ebenezer Scrooge. His heart was as hard 
as an old flint and as cold as ice. 


Nobody ever stopped old Scrooge on the street 
to say hello. No neighbor ever called out, “Му dear 
Scrooge, how are you? When will you come to see 
me?" Even the beggars steered clear of him. They 
knew there was no point in begging from Ebenezer 
Scrooge. 


On a cold, bleak, foggy Christmas Eve, old 
Scrooge was at work, as always. His poor clerk, Bob 
Cratchit, shivered in the next room, for Scrooge was 
too cheap to pay for more coal for the fire. 


No one spoke to old Scrooge. 
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Late іп the afternoon, two men came into the 


shop. 


“Good afternoon, sir!" said one of them. “It is the 
holiday season! Won't you give some money to help 
provide for the poor?" 


"Are there no prisons for them?" asked Scrooge. 


"Yes, of course,” said the man, “but, you see, sir, 
we are raising money so that the poor may have meat 
and drink. A little charity for Christmas! How much 


will you give, sir?" 


"Not a penny!” said Scrooge. “Good afternoon, 
gentlemen!" 


Two men asked Scrooge for money for the poor. 
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When closing time came, Scrooge went in and 
frowned at his clerk, Bob Cratchit. 


"I suppose you'll be wanting the entire day off on 
Christmas," he growled. 


"Yes, sir,” Cratchit replied meekly. “If it is 
agreeable.” 


"It is not agreeable!” said Scrooge. “Why should I 
pay wages and get no work in return?” 


"Its only once a year,” noted the clerk. 


“Very well,” said Scrooge at last. “You may have 
your day off. But you had better come in even earlier 
the next morning to make up for it!” 


“T will, sir. Thank you, sir,” said Bob Cratchit. 
“And a merry Christmas to you, sir.” 


“Christmas! Bah, humbug!” grumbled Scrooge as 
he left. 


ШТИП TNT 
И ШШШ 


| 


grumbled Scrooge. 


“Bah humbug!” 
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Through the frost and fog, Scrooge made his way 
home. As he approached his front door, he stopped 
and stared. In the middle of the door, where he 
expected to see a doorknob, he saw a face! It looked 
like the face of his old partner, Jacob Marley. But 
Marley had been dead for seven years! 


Scrooge blinked his eyes and the face vanished. 


"Bah, humbug!” said Scrooge. He unlocked the 
door and walked in. 


Scrooge lit a candle. He changed into his robe and 
slippers. He was about to fix his dinner when he heard 
something. It was a clanking sound. It sounded like 
someone was dragging heavy chains over the floor. 


The doorknob looked like Jacob Marley. 
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Then, something amazing happened. A spirit 
walked in. It passed right through the door! The spirit 
was dragging a large chain that was wrapped around 


his body. 
“Who are you?" called Scrooge. 
“Ask me who I was,” replied the ghost. 
“Who were you, then?” said Scrooge. 
"In life, I was your partner, Jacob Marley.” 


“Jacob, is it really you?" asked Scrooge. “How сап 
this be? Why are you in chains?” 


“Hear me!” cried the ghost. “I wear the chain I 
forged in life. I made it link by link. I cared only about 
money. I did not care for my fellow man. You are 
making your own chain now, Ebenezer. You care too 
much for money and too little for your fellow man. I 
have come to warn you. You must change—before it 
is too late! There is still a chance for you to escape my 
fate.” 


Scrooge shivered in terror. 


The spirit in chains appeared to Scrooge. 
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"Tonight, you will be haunted by three spirits," the 
ghost said. Then, it vanished. 


Scrooge got into bed and waited nervously. When 
the clock struck one, a pale hand drew back the drapes 
that hung around his bed. It was the first spirit. 


The spirit looked like a child, but, at the same 
time, it looked like an old man. It had white hair, like 
an old man, but there were no wrinkles on its face. It 
was dressed all in white. 


“Who are you?" said Scrooge. 


“Tam the Ghost of Christmas Past,” said the spirit. 
"Rise and walk with me!" 


The spirit took Scrooge by the hand. The two of 
them seemed to rise up and pass right through the 
wall. 


“ат the ghost of Christmas Past,” said the spirit. 
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Suddenly, Scrooge found himself in an old 
classroom. 


He knew the place. 
"I was a boy here!" he called. 


The classroom was almost empty. All of the 
children were at home for the holidays—all but one. 
One neglected child sat at his desk. 


“Why, that’s me!” Scrooge blurted out. He sobbed 
as he recalled his sad, lonely childhood. 


The spirit showed Scrooge other moments from 
his past. Scrooge saw himself as a young man and then 
as an older man. He saw things he had done that were 
unkind. He saw people he had known and treated 
poorly. Then, the spirit vanished. 


Scrooge saw himself as a lonely child. 
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А Christmas 
Carol, Part II 


Scrooge found himself back in his bed again. He 
heard the clock striking. He saw a bright light. It 
seemed to be coming from the parlor. He got out of 
bed and put on his slippers. Then, he walked to the 
parlor door. 


A voice called his name. “Come in!” said the voice, 
with a laugh. “Come in and know me better, man!” 


Scrooge went into the parlor. He saw a large, 
bearded man wearing a loose, green robe and a crown 
of holly. This jolly giant was seated near a great heap 
of roasted turkeys, apples, oranges, pies, cakes, and 
puddings. 


"I am the Ghost of Christmas Present,” said the 
man. "Come closer! Touch my robe!" 


"I am the Ghost of Christmas Present,” said the man. 
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When Scrooge touched the robe, he found himself 
moving through the crowded city streets. 


It was Christmas morning. Scrooge saw smiling 
faces. He heard people wishing each other a merry 
Christmas. Children were singing songs. Adults were 
hanging holly branches. As the spirit took him from 
house to house, Scrooge could see people making their 
Christmas dinners. 


The spirit showed Scrooge many people. Scrooge 
saw miners huddled around a fire. He saw sailors on 
a ship. He saw sick men lying in the hospital and 
prisoners locked up in jail. Scrooge saw that their lives 
were hard, but he saw something else, as well. He saw 
that, somehow, the spirit of Christmas made all of 
these people happier. It made them cheerful. It made 
them smile. 


Scrooge saw smiling faces of happy people. 
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The spirit led Scrooge to Ше home of his clerk, 
Bob Cratchit. The family was sitting down to a 
meager dinner, with only a tiny, roasted goose and 
some potatoes to eat. Yet, they seemed as happy as if 
they had a great feast before them. The happiest of all 
was the youngest child, a small, frail boy called Tiny 


Tim, who walked with a crutch. 


Scrooge saw Bob Cratchit lift his glass and say, “А 
merry Christmas to us all, my dears!" 


"Merry Christmas!" they all called. 
"God bless us, every one!" said Tiny Tim. 


Tiny Tim sat next to his father. Scrooge saw how 
Bob Cratchit held his little son close Бу his side, as if 
he feared he might lose him. 


268 


Scrooge felt a surge of interest in the boy. 
"Spirit," he said, "tell me if Tiny Tim will live." 
"I see an empty seat,” said the spirit, “and a crutch 


without an owner. If things remain as they are, the 


child will die." 


"No, no, kind spirit!" said Scrooge. "Say he will be 
spared!" 


The spirit did not reply. Instead, it vanished. In its 
place came a tall, dark spirit, draped and hooded. 


"Am Lin the presence of the Ghost of Christmas 
Yet to Come?" asked Scrooge. 


The spirit did not answer. It pointed onward with 


its hand. 


"I see an empty seat,” said the spirit. 


Scrooge found himself in a dark house. Оп the 
bed, beneath a sheet, lay something cold, still, and 
lifeless. Scrooge heard four men talking outside. 


“When did he die?" asked the first man. 
"Last night,” said the second. 


“Тез likely to be a very cheap funeral!" said the 
third. 


"Indeed!" added the fourth, “and not well 


attended. For who will mourn for that man?" 


Then, all four of the men laughed. 
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The Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come showed Scrooge a still, lifeless body. 
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The spirit waved its dark robe. Suddenly, Scrooge 
was back at Bob Cratchit's house. 


It was quiet. Very quiet. No one spoke. The 
Cratchit children sat still as stones around the table. 
Tiny Tims chair was empty. His crutch was lying on 


the table. 
At last, Scrooge heard Bob Cratchit’s voice. 


“፲ am sure that we shall never forget poor Tiny 
Tim,” Bob Cratchit said softly. “Oh, my dear little 
child!” 


Scrooge was back at Bob Cratchits house. 


А Christmas 
Carol, Part III 


The spirit waved its dark robe again. Scrooge 
found himself in a graveyard. 


The spirit pointed to one of the graves. Scrooge 
crept toward the grave. Then, he stopped. 


"Tell me, spirit," Scrooge said. "The things you 
have shown me. Are they things that will be? Or are 
they only things that may be?" 


The ghost did not speak. He pointed at the 


gravestone. 


Scrooge looked at the gravestone, and there he 
read his own name, Ebenezer Scrooge. 


274 


The spirit took Scrooge to a graveyard. 
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Scrooge fell to his knees. 


"Am I that man who was lying on the bed, in the 
dark house?" he cried. 


The finger pointed, first at the grave and then at 
Scrooge. 


"No, Spirit! No!" cried Scrooge. 
The finger was still there, pointing at Scrooge. 


"Spirit!" Scrooge cried. "Hear me! I am not the 
man I was before. I will be better. Surely, there is still 
time? Surely, you would not show me these things 
unless there is still a chance to change my life?" 


For the first time, the hand began to shake. 


“Good spirit!” called Scrooge. “Have pity оп me! 
Tell me that these things are not carved in stone. Tell 
me that they will change if I change my life!” 


The hand trembled. 


The spirits finger pointed at the grave. 
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"I will honor Christmas іп my heart and try to 
keep it all the year!" cried Scrooge. "I will heed the 
lessons you and the other ghosts have taught me!" 


Scrooge reached out for the spirit with both hands, 
but the spirit vanished. Scrooge found himself sitting 
in his own bed with his arms around the bedpost. 


Yes, the bed was his own. The room was his room, 
as well. Best of all, the rest of his life was his own. 
There was still time to make himself a better man! 


Scrooge felt as giddy as a little boy and as light as 
a feather. He ran to the window. It was a bright, clear 
morning. The fog had lifted. The sun shone down. 


Scrooge saw a boy passing in the street. He called 
out, “Whats today, my fine fellow?" 


“It's Christmas Day, of course!" said the boy. 


Scrooge found himself in his own bed. 
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"Christmas!" said Scrooge. "Thank goodness! I 
haven't missed it!” 


Scrooge called down to the boy again. 


"Do you know that big prize turkey theyre selling 
in the store on the next street?" 


"You mean the one as big as me?" said the boy. 


"Yes, that's the one;" cried Scrooge. "Run to the 
store. Tell them to take the turkey to Bob Cratchit’s 
house." He tossed the boy a coin as a reward. 


Scrooge dressed quickly and rushed into the street. 


“Merry Christmas!” he cried warmly to the people 
he met. He patted children on the head and talked 
with beggars. He found that everything he did gave 
him happiness. 


Christmas!” Scrooge cried warmly. 
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Scrooge went on, calling out, “Меггу Christmas!" 


Before long, he ran into the two men who had 
visited him the day before, collecting for the poor. 


Scrooge grabbed one of the men and whispered a 
few words in his ear. 


"Bless me!" said the man. "Are you sure, Mr. 
Scrooge? Are you really willing to give such a sum of 


›” 
топеу? 


"Yes, yes!” cried Scrooge. “Not a penny less! Come 
y y 
and see me!" 


"Indeed I will!" said the man. 


"Not a penny less!" cried Scrooge. 
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The next morning, Scrooge arrived at work early, 
before Bob Cratchit. When Cratchit entered, Scrooge 
tried very hard to put on his old voice. He growled, 
"Well, what do you mean by coming in at this time of 
day?" 


"I apologize, sir," said Bob Cratchit. 


“፲ am not going to stand for this sort of thing any 
longer!” barked Scrooge. “Therefore,” he said, "I am 
raising your salary! A merry Christmas to you, Bob 
Cratchit!” 


Scrooge was as good as his word. From then on, he 
helped Bob Cratchit and his family. To Tiny Tim, who 
did not die, Scrooge became like a second father. 


Scrooge shared his wealth with other people in 
need, as well. He became as good a man as the good, 
old city knew. From that day onward, it was always 
said of him, that he knew how to keep Christmas well. 
May that be truly said of all of us. And, as Tiny Tim 


m 


observed, “God bless us, every опе 


"God bless us, every one!" observed Tiny Tim. 
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Author Bio 


Brandon Green is the host of the Let's Go Brandon 
Green podcast. Іп early 2020 he was infected by а 
devastating virus that he never truly recovered from. 
Brandon lives in Los Angeles, California, where he 
lives with his wife and son. He has always enjoyed 
writing short-stories and sharing his unique 
perspective about topics that might not be widely 
known. 
For his book Think Like a Scientist, it was inspired by 
the sudden and dramatic symptoms that Post-viral 
Syndrome had bought on. He uses his unique 
Real-life experiences and goes about re-telling 
them in the way of a Children's Book. Retaining 
accuracy, while also trying to give a valuable and 
long-lasting life-Lesson to any child, Green knows 
that the best way to learn is through discovery and 
interest, and honesty. 


One day, Jack was sitting in the back of 
the car playing a video game. Outside 
the sun was shining warm and bright. 


Jack's father commented on Ше heat, "That 
sun is awfully powerful today, or this new 
sun cream is burning me like Acid!" 


The weeks following, Jack's Dad was getting 
more and more sensitive to the sun and even 
lights in the house. 


"Dad, аге you OK?" Jack asked. “Have you gone 
to the Doctor?" 


| 


“Of course, I’ve asked Ше experts son, but ГИ 

make another appointment with another one" 

"that's great Dad, I'm really worried about you! 

But my teachers always say to TRUST THE 
EXPERTS" 


"Brandon Green," said the Doctor, calling 
Jack's dad into his office. 


"We've run all the tests possible on you, everything 
is normal, Are you sure it's not in your head?" The 
doctor says with a laugh. Jack's dad is puzzled, as 
he really is experiencing hypersensitivity to light. 


Summer nights are hot, great for a swim at 
the pool. Jack loves to play with his dad in 
the pool of a night. 


After playing in the pool with Jack for 10 

minutes, Jack's dad has to get out. "The 

water is burning me! | can feel the Chlorine 
in the water burning me!" 


“Dad аге you ok? You have also lost a lot of 

weight recently." “I want you to see another 

Doctor, there must be another expert that 
can help you" 


ሯ 


"Brandon Green - The Dermatologist will see 
you now" said the skin Specialist Doctor's 
receptionist, escorting Jacks dad to. his 
p ge office 


۳ I'm ultra-sensitive to light, | can prove it to 
you, is there any test | can do to prove this, people 
think I'm nuts!” 


The Doctor looks over all of Jack's father's 

most recent blood tests. "Hmm, it appears you 

are in great health, and there is nothing wrong 

with you. | doubt we will find anything, but 

there is one test | can do for you. This projector 
mimics sunlight." 
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"We will shine It at your back, if you are truly 

light sensitive you will feel it, and tell me 

where abouts on your back | am aiming the 
light at.” Says the Doctor 


“Well the light sensitivity pain is only in my 
face, but let's give it a go!” Jacks dad says 
unenthusiastically. 


መ me know if you feel anything on you back" The 

Dermatologist asks, as 10 minutes has passed. 
. “nothing at all. | doubt | will" Jacks dad says 
unsurprised. 


"AHHH!! Ouch! Ooh! That's burning" Jack's dad 
screamed to the Doctor "Turn it off!" 

"What does it feel like? The Doctor asked looking at 
Jacks fathers back, the machine, and his face 
inquisitively. 

“kind of like a hot drill, drilling into my skin!” Jack's 
dad said whilst fighting the pain. 

"hmm, yes, you've reacted" says the Doctor 
Puzzled. "just what is it though?" he muttered 
confusingly. 

But it was Jack's dad who was more confused. His 
back had burnt for the first time! 
However, it was nothing for his body to do 
something strange recently. 


"| hope the doctors сап fix you dad! At least you 
have proof you're not crazy now dad!” 
"| hope so too mate, everything | read on the 
internet points to mold toxictiy" 
“16 there a test for that Dad? You should do a mold 
test? 
"there is son, I'm going to do it" 


А month later 


"Hey Jack, remember that mold test | did? Well it 
came back sky high positive for Black Mold. | have 
Mold Toxicity and Candida overgrowth, one test 
indicated a possible Lyme Disease infection. I’m 
low on a heap of vitamins too" 
"Well we expected that dad, as since doing the test 
we have found online communities full of people 
who have the EXACT SAME symptoms as you have, 
with the exact same gene mutations!" 
"That's right son, and the good news is that when 
people treat these issues they get better!" 


P 


“Pm so happy and relieved I’ve finally found what's 
been going on with me!" 


'Me too Dad! | want you to call one of those Chronic 
Illness Doctors recommended by others battling 
the same chronic illness, they will get you better! 
"Already one step ahead of you Jacky boy, l've 
made an appointment with one next week 


үз” 
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Nan and Pop heard about these test results. They 
could not believe their son was entertaining such a 

wild thought, 

"Mold toxicity, sensitivity to the smallest amount of 
chemicals and light, now he's claiming to FEEL 
‚ PHONES and COMPUTERS! He's lost the plot!” 
"That's it, l'm calling a Psychiatrist! He needs to be 
admitted to the FUNNY FARM! ASAP" screams Nan. 


"Relax nan, we discovered a doctor who has seen other 
patients like this, who understands what is happening. 
He is helping dad! Others who have similar health 
issues in the past, have gotten better. We understand 
now, and have answers now!” Jack protests “look here!” 


P T$ | 

Later that day 2 x Psychiatrists, 2 x Paramedics, and a 
Policeman came to the door demanding to take dad 
away. Nan had called the local mental-health team, 
headed by a Psychiatrist, who deemed Jack's father to 
be suffering from Schizophrenia. The Psychiatrist said 


he was having delusions. 
$< 


Jack was amazed. Не heard Ше Psychiatrist tell 
dad that Mycotoxins are everywhere in our 
environment and atmosphere, which of course is 
true, yet he didn't seem to grasp the concept of 
concentration. 
Surely he doesn't think that Carbon Dioxide is safe 
too, but by his logic ‘we breathe it everywhere’ also 
applies - Jack was scared of the lack of 
intelligence that such a powerful man possessed. 


Jack's father arrives at hospital, he pleads запйу 
to all the new faces of Doctors and Nurses he 
sees. 

He soon gives up, as it only seems to be making 
things worse for him. He realizes he's dealing with 
people who аге incapable of thinking for 
themselves. One Doctor at the hospital said to him, 
"What you are saying makes no sense whatsoever, 
l've been a Doctor for 13 years, and if | don't know 
about it, it doesn't exist!" 

"You are most likely experiencing tactile 
hallucinations, a trait of many Schizophrenics. 
Now we must medicate you, in order to move you 
to your private cell. 

We have secured a room in the Psyche ward for 
you, but you MUST TAKE either the Anti-Psychotic, 
or the Anti-Anxiety drug. 


3 days pass, and Jack is allowed to visit his dad. 


Jack can't believe what they've diagnosed his 
father with, and how the hospital hadn't even 
reached out to his fathers Doctor, who 
understands his dad's illness, and had just started 
treating him. 
As the Doctor is explaining the situation to Jack, 
and nan, and pop, Jack interjects, 
"if this is the case, why isn't dad saying he feels the 
sun, chemicals, and EMF's all the time? He only 
says he feels these things when they are 
ACTUALLY AROUND!" 
The Doctor was stunned, that thought obviously 
hadn't crossed his mind. He ummed and ahhed, 
searching for an answer that he couldn't deliver. 


‘Hmm, you do raise а good point young Jack. I'll 
tell you what, l'll keep a close eye on your father, 
if he seems to be doing well, I'll release him." 


Jack couldn't believe it took such a simple 
question to provoke some kind of sensible 
resolution to all this. 


His teachers had always told him to 'Trust the 

Experts’, maybe they were wrong about his 

classmates who were in transition from M2F and 
F2M as well? 


ж 

2 days had passed, and Jack's father was finally 

released. The hospital had sent him home with 
very little explanation, nor apology. 

"Dad, I'm glad you are home but l'm scared of 

Doctors now!" 

“Jack, | understand, but please understand they 

are very good at what they've been taught, which is 

helping sick people with heart attacks, a broken 
arm, and bacterial infections, etc." 

"But they couldn't put 2 and 2 together? Even I 

could, it's so obvious!" 

"Jack, you thought like a scientist, not everyone 

has the ability to do that. Some are just good at 

following instructions, others at memory 

retention. You thought like a scientist though, and 

it got me out of there, I’m so proud of you!” 


x 


A month had passed since Jack's father being 

released from the Psychiatric institution, and the 

medication prescribed from his Chronic-lllness 

doctor had kicked in. Jacks dad was able to go 

outside and play with Jack in the park, for the first 
. time in 16 months! 

ሣከ so happy we can do this dad, those pills work 

like a miracle!” 
‘They sure do, can you believe there’s people who 
think the pills aren't doing a thing?" 

"Not everyone can think like a scientist dad, think 

about all my teachers who still think the jabs are 
safe and effective! Haha" 


HOSPITAL 


HAVE YOU EVER WONDERED WHAT IT TAKES TO BE A SCIENTIST? 


JACK HADN'T, BUT AFTER HIS FATHER CONTRACTED COVID19, HE 
DEVELOPED LONG COVID, WHICH INVOLVED A VARIETY OF CHRONIC 
HEALTH ISSUES - MOLD TOXICITY, LYME DISEASE, CANDIDA 
OVERGROWTH, 5.1.8.0, MAST CELL ACTIVATION SYNDROME, 
E 


MULTIPLE CHEMICAL SENSITIVITY. ELECTROMAGNETIC SENSITIVITY, 
CHRONIC FATIGUE SYNDROME, AND LIGHT SENSITIVITY. 


HIS DETERIORATING HEALTH WAS SOMETHING MOST DOCTORS HAD 
NEVER SEEN BEFORE AND COULDN'T UNDERSTAND. JACK'S FATHER 
WENT ON QUITE A ROUGH JOURNEY THAT ENDED WITH HIM BEING 
SENT TO THE PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL! 


кь WITH THE HELP OF DATA, HIS FATHER, AND THE OPINION ОҒ = 
EXPERTS THAT MADE THE MOST SENSE TO HIM, JACK APPLIED 
CRITICAL THINKING, THINKING. LIKE A SCIENTIST, TO SAVE THE DAY! 
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With a giving spirit 
one сай achieve 


great things. 


One autumn, in а small town 
surrounded by vibrant colourful 
leaves, there lived a group of young 
children who adored Thanksgiving. 


They loved the delicious food, the 
family get togethers, but most of all 
they loved the spirit of giving that 
Thanksgiving inspired. 


The children were known far апа 
wide for their kind hearts and 
willingness to help others in need. 


One year, as Thanksgiving 
approached, these compassionate 
children decided to use their holiday 
spirit to lend a helping hand to those 
less fortunate. 


They came up with a brilliant plan to 
gather all the children in their town 
and organize a special event called 
"Thanksgiving Children Helping 
Children." 


With infectious enthusiasm, the 
children set out to collect donations 
of food and warm clothing from 
their friends, neighbours, and local 


businesses. 


Together, they filled grocery bags 
with vegetables, fruits, and hearty 
meals, knowing that hunger should 
never exist on such a joyous 


occasion. 


On the day of the event, the 
children crossed paths with families 
struggling to make ends meet. 


With smiles оп their faces and love 
in their hearts, they distributed the 
collected items and brought hope to 
those in need. 


They shared stories, laughter, and 
genuine appreciation, transforming 
their town into a place filled with 
warmth and compassion. 


As the sun set оп that memorable 
Thanksgiving, the children felt an 
overwhelming sense of gratitude for 
the opportunity to make a 
difference. 


They knew that giving back was not 
only about the material possessions 
they had shared, but about the love 
and unity they had cultivated within 


their community. 


And so, year after year, the 
tradition of "Thanksgiving Children 
Helping Children" continued, 
reminding everyone that no matter 
how small or young, it is possible to 
create a world where kindness 
reigns and all children can find joy. 
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Winter came and snow covered the valley home of the small fox, Bubu. All the animals 
hid in their houses. Bubu didn't like the winter much, but there was one day for which 
he was anxiously awaiting . . . 


Tomorrow was Christmas and Bubu was so excited that he could not fall asleep. What 
gift would Santa Claus have for him? A new ball? Or skates? Or maybe a bicycle? Or 
maybe— suddenly something flashed in the sky. 


What was it? А falling star? A plane? Or тау be а giant bird? Whatever it was it 
dropped beyond the Dark Forest. Bubu jumped from the bed and put on his scarf. 


Вт... it was really cold outside. Earlier in the day, Bubu and his father had cleared 
the snow from around the house, but the valley was still deeply covered in it. 


The road ahead would be difficult and frightful . . . 


He finally crossed the Dark Forest and started sniffing and looking around. Although he 
sniffled a bit, his nose could still smell everything—and there was a smell of something 
unknown. 


A 
%) Sj 
And finally he found it! It was a big red sack. 


Very strange, thought Bubu. How is it possible for a sack to fall from the sky? 
Sacks cannot Пу... 
Then he opened it and everything became clear. . . 


ee i чац 


This was Santa Claus's sack! Here is the gift for the hedgehog, for the ducklings, for LI 
the squirrel—for everyone. Evidently the sack had fallen from the sled when Santa жасы 
Claus flew above the valley. 


"This is great!" said Bubu. Не picked up as many presents as һе could and hurried up 
back to the valley. 


He first stopped at mole's house and looked through the window. It wa so ің and inviting 
inside: the fire was burning in the fireplace and the Christmas tree glittered. Bubu wanted to go 
home, but there was no way—these gifts must make it to their intended recipients—and so, he 
placed the gift for mole near the door and left quickly. 
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Then went to the house of the two rabbits and left their-gifts. There was a laugh апа 


scuffle inside the hóuse. Bubu enjoyed playing with the rabbits so very much, but this 
night he had an important task to do. 


Then he stopped оО ШӘ p tree. It was already late, and a quiet snore was heard 
from inside. Bubu Ї РМЕЕ РЕ Пе pinched his tail, and then jumped up and hung the 


gift in front of the | 


-- መ ` "~ тоў ° 
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£ Bubu défivered gifts the whole night. It was becoming һагаеқапа harder to move 


forward, for a strong wind began to howl and push against him, and soon a heavy 
Snowstorm started. ^ 
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It ттн | 


nose helped him tc ar s 


But then the snow storm become a blizzard, and Bubu, scared, frozen and weakened, 
hid in the sack. He wanted so much to be at home with mommy and daddy. Bubu rolled 
into a ball, wrapped himself with his tail and fell asleep. 
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The wind continued to blow even stronger. The snow was covering Вири 5 footprints == 
_ and Santa Claus’ sack መ 
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Bubu stretched ще x legs and anket and was toasty warm. 
He looked around surprised—he was at home, near the fireplace in the living room. 

"Am | dreaming?" wondered Bubu out loud. 

"No, it is not a dream." he heard a familiar voice. 


"Mommy! Daddy!" exclaimed Bubu, filled with joy. 

"You scared us so much, Bubu," said his mommy. "All the animals were looking for you, but there were по 
footprints. We were lucky that your father's big nose finally sensed your smell and, together with the moles, 
we dug up the sack. The important thing is that you are safe and everyone got their Christmas gifts." 

"Not everybody," said his father. "When we found you, there was one gift left in the sack: your gift. Come on, 
open it. Let us see what Santa brought you." 


Bubu smiled and said, 
"| already got the best Christmas gift. This night | found ou 
Christmas is to be home with you and Mommy. This is better than a sack full of gifts." 


Check for more illustrated stories at www.BubuTales.com 


Don't miss Bubu and his adventures in "Hero of the Mountain" 


м. 


This book is shared online by Free Kids Books а! https://www freekidsbooks.org in terms of the 
creative commons license provided by the publisher or author. 


want to find more books Like this? 


/ 
Simply great free books - 
Preschool, early grades, picture books, learning to read, 
early chapter books, middle grade, young adult, 


Pratham, Book Dash, Mustardseed, Open Equal Free, and many more! 


Legal Note: This book is in CREATIVE COMMONS - Амезоте! That means you 
can share, reuse it, and in some cases republish it, but only in accordance with thi 
terms of the applicable license (not all CCs are equall), attribution must be 
provided, and any resulting work must be released in the same manner. 
Please reach out and contact us if you want more information: 
https://www.freekidsbooks.org/about Image Attribution: Annika Brandow, from You! Yes 
You! CC-BY-SA. This page is added for identification. 


е С) Helen Keller 
| The World 
I Live In 


THE WORLD I LIVE IN 


HELEN KELLER 


"The autobiography of Helen Keller is 
unquestionably one of the most remarkable 
records ever published."— British Weekly. 


"This book is a human document of intense 
interest, and without a parallel, we suppose, in 
the history of literature." — Yorkshire Post. 


"Miss Keller's autobiography, well written 
and full of practical interest in all sides of life, 
literary, artistic and social, records an 
extraordinary victory over physical 
disabilities."— Times. 


"This book is a record of the miraculous. 
No one can read it without being profoundly 
touched by the patience and devotion which 
brought the blind, deaf-mute child into touch 
with human life, without being filled with 
wonder at the quick intelligence which made 
such communication with the outside world 
possible."—Queen. 


Illustrated, price 7s. 6d. 
РоригАв EDITION, net, 18. 
The Story of My Life 
By HELEN KELLER 
The Practice of Optimism 
Cloth, net, 18. 6d.; paper, net, 18. 


LONDON: Hopper & STOUGHTON, Е.С. 


ІШ 


[ii] 


Helen Keller in Her Study | 


Tae Whi 


THE WORLD I LIVE IN 


BY 


HELEN KELLER 


AUTHOR OF "THE STORY OF MY LIFE," ETC. 


ILLUSTRATED 


HODDER AND STOUGHTON 
LONDON NEW YORK TORONTO 


liv] 


Copyright 1904, 1908, by The Century Co. 


TO 
HENRY H. ROGERS 
MY DEAR FRIEND OF 


MANY YEARS 


PREFACE 


Т HE essays and Ше poem in this book appeared originally in the "Century Magazine," the 
essays under the titles "A Chat About the Hand," "Sense and Sensibility," and "Му 
Dreams." Mr. Gilder suggested the articles, and I thank him for his kind interest and 
encouragement. But he must also accept the responsibility which goes with my gratitude. For it is 
owing to his wish and that of other editors that I talk so much about myself. 


Every book is in a sense autobiographical. But while other self-recording creatures are 
permitted at least to seem to change the subject, apparently nobody cares what I think of the 
tariff, the conservation of our natural resources, or the conflicts which revolve about the name of 
Dreyfus. If I offer to reform the education system of the world, my editorial friends say, "That is 
interesting. But will you please tell us what idea you had of goodness and beauty when you were 
six years old?" First they ask me to tell the life of the child who is mother to the woman. Then 
they make me my own daughter and ask for an account of grown-up sensations. Finally I am 
requested to write about my dreams, and thus I become an anachronical grandmother; for it is the 
special privilege of old age to relate dreams. The editors are so kind that they are no doubt right 
in thinking that nothing I have to say about the affairs of the universe would be interesting. But 
until they give me opportunity to write about matters that are not-me, the world must go on 
uninstructed and unreformed, and I can only do my best with the one small subject upon which I 
am allowed to discourse. 


In "The Chant of Darkness" I did not intend to set up as a poet. I thought I was writing prose, 
except for the magnificent passage from Job which I was paraphrasing. But this part seemed to 
my friends to separate itself from the exposition, and I made it into a kind of poem. 
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EING HAND 


I 


THE SEEING HAND 


HAVE just touched my dog. He was rolling on the grass, with pleasure in every muscle and 
limb. I wanted to catch a picture of him in my fingers, and I touched him as lightly as I 
would cobwebs; but lo, his fat body revolved, stiffened and solidified into an upright position, 
and his tongue gave my hand a lick! He pressed close to me, as if he were fain to crowd himself 
into my hand. He loved it with his tail, with his paw, with his tongue. If he could speak, I believe 
he would say with me that paradise is attained by touch; for in touch is all love and intelligence. 


This small incident started me on a chat about hands, and if my chat is fortunate I have to 
thank my dog-star. In any case, it is pleasant to have something to talk about that no one else has 
monopolized; it is like making a new path in the trackless woods, blazing the trail where no foot 
has pressed before. I am glad to take you by the hand and lead you along an untrodden way into a 
world where the hand is supreme. But at the very outset we encounter a difficulty. You are so 
accustomed to light, I fear you will stumble when I try to guide you through the land of darkness 
and silence. The blind are not supposed to be the best of guides. Still, though I cannot warrant 
not to lose you, I promise that you shall not be led into fire or water, or fall into a deep pit. If you 
will follow me patiently, you will find that "there's a sound so fine, nothing lives 'twixt it and 
silence," and that there is more meant in things than meets the eye. 


My hand is to me what your hearing and sight together are to you. In large measure we travel 
the same highways, read the same books, speak the same language, yet our experiences are 
different. АП my comings and goings turn on the hand as on a pivot. It is the hand that binds me 
to the world of men and women. The hand is my feeler with which I reach through isolation and 
darkness and seize every pleasure, every activity that my fingers encounter. With the dropping of 
a little word from another's hand into mine, a slight flutter of the fingers, began the intelligence, 
the joy, the fullness of my life. Like Job, I feel as if a hand had made me, fashioned me together 
round about and moulded my very soul. 


In all my experiences and thoughts I am conscious of a hand. Whatever moves me, whatever 
thrills me, is as a hand that touches me in the dark, and that touch is my reality. You might as 
well say that a sight which makes you glad, or a blow which brings the stinging tears to your 
eyes, is unreal as to say that those impressions are unreal which I have accumulated by means of 
touch. The delicate tremble of a butterfly's wings in my hand, the soft petals of violets curling in 
the cool folds of their leaves or lifting sweetly out of the meadow-grass, the clear, firm outline of 
face and limb, the smooth arch of a horse's neck and the velvety touch of his nose—all these, 
and a thousand resultant combinations, which take shape in my mind, constitute my world. 


Ideas make the world we live in, and impressions furnish ideas. My world is built of touch- 
sensations, devoid of physical colour and sound; but without colour and sound it breathes and 
throbs with life. Every object is associated in my mind with tactual qualities which, combined in 
countless ways, give me a sense of power, of beauty, or of incongruity: for with my hands I can 
feel the comic as well as the beautiful in the outward appearance of things. Remember that you, 
dependent on your sight, do not realize how many things are tangible. All palpable things are 
mobile or rigid, solid or liquid, big or small, warm or cold, and these qualities are variously 
modified. The coolness of a water-lily rounding into bloom is different from the coolness of an 
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evening wind in summer, and different again from Ше coolness of the rain that soaks into Ше 
hearts of growing things and gives them life and body. The velvet of the rose is not that of a ripe 
peach or of a baby's dimpled cheek. The hardness of the rock is to the hardness of wood what a 
man's deep bass is to a woman's voice when it is low. What I call beauty I find in certain 
combinations of all these qualities, and is largely derived from the flow of curved and straight 
lines which is over all things. 


"What does the straight line mean to you?" I think you will ask. 


It means several things. It symbolizes duty. It seems to have the quality of inexorableness that 
duty has. When I have something to do that must not be set aside, I feel as if I were going 
forward in a straight line, bound to arrive somewhere, or go on forever without swerving to the 
right or to the left. 


That is what it means. To escape this moralizing you should ask, "How does the straight line 
feel?" It feels, as I suppose it looks, straight—a dull thought drawn out endlessly. Eloquence to 
the touch resides not in straight lines, but in unstraight lines, or in many curved and straight lines 
together. They appear and disappear, are now deep, now shallow, now broken off or lengthened 
or swelling. They rise and sink beneath my fingers, they are full of sudden starts and pauses, and 
their variety is inexhaustible and wonderful. So you see I am not shut out from the region of the 
beautiful, though my hand cannot perceive the brilliant colours in the sunset or on the mountain, 
or reach into the blue depths of the sky. 


Physics tells me that I am well off in a world which, I am told, knows neither cold nor sound, 
but is made in terms of size, shape, and inherent qualities; for at least every object appears to my 
fingers standing solidly right side up, and is not an inverted image on the retina which, I 
understand, your brain is at infinite though unconscious labour to set back on its feet. A tangible 
object passes complete into my brain with the warmth of life upon it, and occupies the same place 
that it does in space; for, without egotism, the mind is as large as the universe. When I think of 
hills, I think of the upward strength I tread upon. When water is the object of my thought, I feel 
the cool shock of the plunge and the quick yielding of the waves that crisp and curl and ripple 
about my body. The pleasing changes of rough and smooth, pliant and rigid, curved and straight 
in the bark and branches of a tree give the truth to my hand. The immovable rock, with its juts 
and warped surface, bends beneath my fingers into all manner of grooves and hollows. The bulge 
of a watermelon and the puffed-up rotundities of squashes that sprout, bud, and ripen in that 
strange garden planted somewhere behind my finger-tips are the ludicrous in my tactual memory 
and imagination. My fingers are tickled to delight by the soft ripple of a baby's laugh, and find 
amusement in the lusty crow of the barnyard autocrat. Once I had a pet rooster that used to perch 
on my knee and stretch his neck and crow. A bird in my hand was then worth two inthe— 
barnyard. 


My fingers cannot, of course, get the impression of a large whole at a glance; but I feel the 
parts, and my mind puts them together. I move around my house, touching object after object in 
order, before I can form an idea of the entire house. In other people's houses I can touch only 
what is shown to me—the chief objects of interest, carvings on the wall, or a curious 
architectural feature, exhibited like the family album. Therefore a house with which I am not 
familiar has for me, at first, no general effect or harmony of detail. It is not a complete 
conception, but a collection of object-impressions which, as they come to me, are disconnected 
and isolated. But my mind is full of associations, sensations, theories, and with them it constructs 
the house. The process reminds me of the building of Solomon's temple, where was neither saw, 
nor hammer, nor any tool heard while the stones were being laid one upon another. The silent 
worker is imagination which decrees reality out of chaos. 


Without imagination what a poor thing my world would be! My garden would be a silent 
patch of earth strewn with sticks of a variety of shapes and smells. But when the eye of my mind 
is opened to its beauty, the bare ground brightens beneath my feet, and the hedge-row bursts into 
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leaf, and Ше rose-tree shakes its fragrance everywhere. I know how budding trees look, and I 
enter into the amorous joy of the mating birds, and this is the miracle of imagination. 


Twofold is the miracle when, through my fingers, my imagination reaches forth and meets the 
imagination of an artist which he has embodied in a sculptured form. Although, compared with 
the life-warm, mobile face of a friend, the marble is cold and pulseless and unresponsive, yet it is 
beautiful to my hand. Its flowing curves and bendings are a real pleasure; only breath is wanting; 
but under the spell of the imagination the marble thrills and becomes the divine reality of the 
ideal. Imagination puts a sentiment into every line and curve, and the statue in my touch is [15] 
indeed Ше goddess herself who breathes and moves and enchants. 


It is true, however, that some sculptures, even recognized masterpieces, do not please my 
hand. When I touch what there is of the Winged Victory, it reminds me at first of a headless, 
limbless dream that flies towards me in an unrestful sleep. The garments of the Victory thrust 
stiffly out behind, and do not resemble garments that I have felt flying, fluttering, folding, 
spreading in the wind. But imagination fulfils these imperfections, and straightway the Victory 
becomes a powerful and spirited figure with the sweep of sea-winds in her robes and the 
splendour of conquest in her wings. [16] 


I find in a beautiful statue perfection of bodily form, the qualities of balance and 
completeness. The Minerva, hung with a web of poetical allusion, gives me a sense of 
exhilaration that is almost physical; and I like the luxuriant, wavy hair of Bacchus and Apollo, 
and the wreath of ivy, so suggestive of pagan holidays. 


So imagination crowns the experience of my hands. And they learned their cunning from the 
wise hand of another, which, itself guided by imagination, led me safely in paths that I knew not, 
made darkness light before me, and made crooked ways straight. 
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Т НЕ warmth and protectiveness of Ше hand аге most homefelt to me who have always 
looked to it for aid and joy. I understand perfectly how the Psalmist can lift up his voice 
with strength and gladness, singing, "I put my trust in the Lord at all times, and his hand shall 
uphold me, and I shall dwell in safety." In the strength of the human hand, too, there is 
something divine. I am told that the glance of a beloved eye thrills one from a distance; but there 
is no distance in the touch of a beloved hand. Even the letters I receive are— [20] 
Kind letters that betray Ше heart's deep history, 
In which we feel the presence of a hand. 


It is interesting to observe the differences in the hands of people. They show all kinds of 
vitality, energy, stillness, and cordiality. I never realized how living the hand is until I saw those 
chill plaster images in Mr. Hutton's collection of casts. The hand I know in life has the fullness 
of blood in its veins, and is elastic with spirit. How different dear Mr. Hutton's hand was from its 
dull, insensate image! To me the cast lacks the very form of the hand. Of the many casts in Mr. 
Hutton's collection I did not recognize any, not even my own. But a loving hand I never forget. I [21] 


remember in my fingers Ше large hands of Bishop Brooks, brimful of tenderness and a strong 
man's joy. If you were deaf and blind, and could have held Mr. Jefferson's hand, you would have 
seen in it a face and heard a kind voice unlike any other you have known. Mark Twain's hand is 
full of whimsies and the drollest humours, and while you hold it the drollery changes to 
sympathy and championship. 


I am told that the words I have just written do 
not "describe" the hands of my friends, but merely 
endow them with the kindly human qualities which 
I know they possess, and which language conveys 
in abstract words. The criticism implies that I am 
not giving the primary truth of what I feel; but 
how otherwise do descriptions in books I read, 
written by men who can see, render the visible 
look of a face? I read that a face is strong, gentle; 
that it is full of patience, of intellect; that it is fine, 
sweet, noble, beautiful. Have I not the same right 
to use these words in describing what I feel as you 
have in describing what you see? They express 
truly what I feel in the hand. I am seldom 
conscious of physical qualities, and I do not 
remember whether the fingers of a hand are short 
or long, or the skin is moist or dry. No more can 
you, without conscious effort, recall the details of 
a face, even when you have seen it many times. If 
you do recall the features, and say that an eye is 
blue, a chin sharp, a nose short, or a cheek sunken, 
I fancy that you do not succeed well in giving the 
impression of the person,—not so well as when 
you interpret at once to the heart the essential 
moral qualities of the face—its humour, gravity, 
sadness, spirituality. If I should tell you in physical 
terms how a hand feels, you would be no wiser for 
my account than a blind man to whom you 
describe a face in detail. Remember that when a 
blind man recovers his sight, he does not 
recognize the commonest thing that has been 
familiar to his touch, the dearest face intimate to 
his fingers, and it does not help him at all that 
things and people have been described to him 
again and again. So you, who are untrained of 
touch, do not recognize a hand by the grasp; and so, too, any description I might give would fail 
to make you acquainted with a friendly hand which my fingers have often folded about, and 
which my affection translates to my memory. 


The Medallion 
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I cannot describe hands under any class or type; there is no democracy of hands. Some hands 
tell me that they do everything with the maximum of bustle and noise. Other hands are fidgety 
and unadvised, with nervous, fussy fingers which indicate a nature sensitive to the little pricks of 
daily life. Sometimes I recognize with foreboding the kindly but stupid hand of one who tells 
with many words news that is no news. I have met a bishop with a jocose hand, a humourist with 
a hand of leaden gravity, a man of pretentious valour with a timorous hand, and a quiet, 
apologetic man with a fist of iron. When I was a little girl I was taken to se^] a woman who 
was blind and paralysed. I shall never forget how she held out her small, trembling hand and 
pressed sympathy into mine. My eyes fill with tears as I think of her. The weariness, pain, 
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darkness, and sweet patience were all to be felt in her thin, wasted, groping, loving hand. 


Few people who do not know me will understand, I think, how much I get of the mood of a 
friend who is engaged in oral conversation with somebody else. My hand follows his motions; I 
touch his hand, his arm, his face. I can tell when he is full of glee over a good joke which has not 
been repeated to me, or when he is telling a lively story. One of my friends is rather aggressive, 
and his hand always announces the coming of a dispute. By his impatient jerk I know he has 
argument ready for some one. I have felt him start as a sudden recollection or a new idea shot 
through his mind. I have felt grief in his hand. I have felt his soul wrap itself in darkness 
majestically as in a garment. Another friend has positive, emphatic hands which show great 
pertinacity of opinion. She is the only person I know who emphasizes her spelled words and 
accents them as she emphasizes and accents her spoken words when I read her lips. I like this 
varied emphasis better than the monotonous pound of unmodulated people who hammer their 
meaning into my palm. 


Some hands, when they clasp yours, beam and bubble over with gladness. They throb and 
expand with life. Strangers have clasped my hand like that of a longlost sister. Other people 
shake hands with me as if with the fear that I may do them mischief. Such persons hold out civil 
finger-tips which they permit you to touch, and in the moment of contract they retreat, and 
inwardly you hope that you will not be called upon again to take that hand of "dormouse valour." 
It betokens a prudish mind, ungracious pride, and not seldom mistrust. It is the antipode to the 
hand of those who have large, lovable natures. 


The handshake of some people makes you think of accident and sudden death. Contrast this 
ill-boding hand with the quick, skilful, quiet hand of a nurse whom I remember with affection 
because she took the best care of my teacher. I have clasped the hands of some rich people that 
spin not and toil not, and yet are not beautiful. Beneath their soft, smooth roundness what a 
chaos of undeveloped character! 


I am sure there is no hand comparable to the physician's in patient skill, merciful gentleness 
and splendid certainty. No wonder that Ruskin finds in the sure strokes of the surgeon the 
perfection of control and delicate precision for the artist to emulate. If the physician is a man of 
great nature, there will be healing for the spirit in his touch. This magic touch of well-being was 
in the hand of a dear friend of mine who was our doctor in sickness and health. His happy 
cordial spirit did his patients good whether they needed medicine or not. 


As there are many beauties of the face, so the beauties of the hand are many. Touch has its 
ecstasies. The hands of people of strong individuality and sensitiveness are wonderfully mobile. 
In a glance of their finger-tips they express many shades of thought. Now and again I touch a 
fine, graceful, supple-wristed hand which spells with the same beauty and distinction that you 
must see in the handwriting of some highly cultivated people. I wish you could see how prettily 
little children spell in my hand. They are wild flowers of humanity, and their finger motions wild 
flowers of speech. 


AII this is my private science of palmistry, and when I tell your fortune it is by no mysterious 
intuition or gipsy witchcraft, but by natural, explicable recognition of the embossed character in 
your hand. Not only is the hand as easy to recognize as the face, but it reveals its secrets more 
openly and unconsciously. People control their countenances, but the hand is under no such 
restraint. It relaxes and becomes listless when the spirit is low and dejected; the muscles tighten 
when the mind is excited or the heart glad; and permanent qualities stand written on it all the 
time. 
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THE HAND OF THE RACE 


OOK in your "Century Dictionary," or if you are blind, ask your teacher to do itfor you, 

and learn how many idioms are made on the idea of hand, and how many words are formed 
from the Latin root manus—enough words to name all the essential affairs of life. "Hand," with 
quotations and compounds, occupies twenty-four columns, eight pages of this dictionary. The 
hand is defined as "the organ of apprehension." How perfectly the definition fits my case in both 
senses of the word "apprehend"! With my hand I seize and hold all that I find in the three worlds 
—physical, intellectual, and spiritual. 


Think how man has regarded the world in terms of the hand. All life is divided between what 
lies on one hand and on the other. The products of skill are manufactures. The conduct of affairs 
is management. History seems to be the record—alas for our chronicles of war!—of the 
manceuvres of armies. But the history of peace, too, the narrative of labour in the field, the forest, 
and the vineyard, is written in the victorious sign manual—the sign of the hand that has 
conquered the wilderness. The labourer himself is called а hand. Іп manacle and manumission 
we read the story of human slavery and freedom. 


The minor idioms are myriad; but I will not recall too many, lest you cry, "Hands off!" I 
cannot desist, however, from this word-game until I have set down a few. Whatever is not one's 
own by first possession is second-hand. That is what I am told my knowledge is. But my well- 
meaning friends come to my defence, and, not content with endowing me with natural first-hand 
knowledge which is rightfully mine, ascribe to me a preternatural sixth sense and credit to 
miracles and heaven-sent compensations all that I have won and discovered with my good right 
hand. And with my left hand too; for with that I read, and it is as true and honourable as the 
other. By what half-development of human power has the left hand been neglected? When we 
arrive at the acme of civilization shall we not all be ambidextrous, and in our hand-to-hand 
contests against difficulties shall we not be doubly triumphant? It occurs to me, by the way, that 
when my teacher was training my unreclaimed spirit, her struggle against the powers of darkness, 
with the stout arm of discipline and the light of the manual alphabet, was in two senses a hand- 
to-hand conflict. 


No essay would be complete without quotations from Shakspere. In the field which, in the 
presumption of my youth, I thought was my own he has reaped before me. In almost every play 
there are passages where the hand plays a part. Lady Macbeth's heart-broken soliloquy over her 
little hand, from which all the perfumes of Arabia will not wash the stain, is the most pitiful 
moment in the tragedy. Mark Antony rewards Scarus, the bravest of his soldiers, by asking 
Cleopatra to give him her hand: "Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand." In a different 
mood he is enraged because Thyreus, whom he despises, has presumed to kiss the hand of the 
queen, "my playfellow, the kingly seal of high hearts." When Cleopatra is threatened with the 
humiliation of gracing Caesar's triumph, she snatches a dagger, exclaiming, "I will trust my 
resolution and my good hands." With the same swift instinct, Cassius trusts to his hands when he 
stabs Caesar: "Speak, hands, for me!" "Let me kiss your hand," says the blind Gloster to Lear. 
"Let me wipe it first," replies the broken old king smells of mortality." How charged is this 
single touch with sad meaning! How it opens our eyes to the fearful purging Lear has undergone, 
to learn that royalty is no defence against ingratitude and cruelty! Gloster's exclamation about his 
son, "Did I but live to see thee in my touch, I'd say I had eyes again," is as true to a pulse within 
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me as the grief he feels. Тһе ghost in "Hamlet" recites the wrongs from which springs the 
tragedy: 


Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand. 
At once of life, of crown, of queen dispatch'd. 


How that passage in "Othello" stops your breath—that passage full of bitter double intention 
in which Othello's suspicion tips with evil what he says about Desdemona's hand; and she in 
innocence answers only the innocent meaning of his words: "For 'twas that hand that gave away 
my heart." 


Not all Shakspere's great passages about the hand are tragic. Remember the light play of 
words in "Romeo and Juliet" where the dialogue, flying nimbly back and forth, weaves a pretty 
sonnet about the hand. And who knows the hand, if not the lover? 


The touch of the hand is in every chapter of the Bible. Why, you could almost rewrite Exodus 
as the story of the hand. Everything is done by the hand of the Lord and of Moses. The 
oppression of the Hebrews is translated thus: "The hand of Pharaoh was heavy upon the 
Hebrews." Their departure out of the land is told in these vivid words: "The Lord brought the 
children of Israel out of the house of bondage with a strong hand and a stretched-out arm." At 
the stretching out of the hand of Moses the waters of the Red Sea part and stand all on a heap. 
When the Lord lifts his hand in anger, thousands perish in the wilderness. Every act, every 
decree in the history of Israel, as indeed in the history of the human race, is sanctioned by the 
hand. Is it not used in the great moments of swearing, blessing, cursing, smiting, agreeing, 
marrying, building, destroying? Its sacredness is in the law that no sacrifice is valid unless the 
sacrificer lay his hand upon the head of the victim. The congregation lay their hands on the heads 
of those who are sentenced to death. How terrible the dumb condemnation of their hands must be 
to the condemned! When Moses builds the altar on Mount Sinai, he is commanded to use no tool, 
but rear it with his own hands. Earth, sea, sky, man, and all lower animals are holy unto the Lord 
because he has formed them with his hand. When the Psalmist considers the heavens and the 
earth, he exclaims: "What is man, O Lord, that thou art mindful of him? For thou hast made him. 
to have dominion over the works of thy hands." The supplicating gesture of the hand always 
accompanies the spoken prayer, and with clean hands goes the pure heart. 


Christ comforted and blessed and healed and wrought many miracles with his hands. He 
touched the eyes of the blind, and they were opened. When Jairus sought him, overwhelmed with 
grief, Jesus went and laid his hands on the ruler's daughter, and she awoke from the sleep of 
death to her father's love. You also remember how he healed the crooked woman. He said to her, 
"Woman, thou art loosed from thine infirmity," and he laid his hands on her, and immediately 
she was made straight, and she glorified God. 


Look where we will, we find the hand in time and history, working, building, inventing, 
bringing civilization out of barbarism. The hand symbolizes power and the excellence of work. 
The mechanic's hand, that minister of elemental forces, the hand that hews, saws, cuts, builds, is 
useful in the world equally with the delicate hand that paints a wild flower or moulds a Grecian 
urn, or the hand of a statesman that writes a law. The eye cannot say to the hand, "I have no 
need of thee." Blessed be the hand! Thrice blessed be the hands that work! 


THE POWER OF TOUCH 
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IV 


THE POWER OF TOUCH 


OME months ago, in a newspaper which announced the publication of the "Matilda Ziegler 
Magazine for the Blind," appeared the following paragraph: 


"Many poems and stories must be omitted because they deal with sight. Allusion to 
moonbeams, rainbows, starlight, clouds, and beautiful scenery may not be printed, because they 
serve to emphasize the blind man's sense of his affliction." 


That is to say, I may not talk about beautiful mansions and gardens because I am poor. I may 
not read about Paris and the West Indies because I cannot visit them in their territorial reality. I 
may not dream of heaven because it is possible that I may never go there. Yet a venturesome 
spirit impels me to use words of sight and sound whose meaning I can guess only from analogy 
and fancy. This hazardous game is half the delight, the frolic, of daily life. I glow 85 1 read of 
splendours which the eye alone can survey. Allusions to moonbeams and clouds do not 
emphasize the sense of my affliction: they carry my soul beyond affliction's narrow actuality. 


Critics delight to tell us what we cannot do. They assume that blindness and deafness sever us 
completely from the things which the seeing and the hearing enjoy, and hence they assert we 
have no moral right to talk about beauty, the skies, mountains, the song of birds, and colours. 
They declare that the very sensations we have from the sense of touch are "Vicarious," as though 
our friends felt the sun for us! They deny a priori what they have not seen and I have felt. Some 
brave doubters have gone so far even as to deny my existence. In order, therefore, that I may 
know that I exist, I resort to Descartes's method: "I think, therefore Г am." ThusI am 
metaphysically established, and I throw upon the doubters the burden of proving my non- 
existence. When we consider how little has been found out about the mind, is it not amazing that 
any one should presume to define what one can know or cannot know? I admit that there are 
innumerable marvels in the visible universe unguessed by me. Likewise, O confident critic, there 
are a myriad sensations perceived by me of which you do not dream. 


Necessity gives to the eye a precious power of seeing, and in the same way it gives a precious 
power of feeling to the whole body. Sometimes it seems as if the very substance of my flesh 
were so many eyes looking out at will upon a world new created every day. The silence and 
darkness which are said to shut me in, open my door most hospitably to countless sensations that 
distract, inform, admonish, and amuse. With my three trusty guides, touch, smell, and taste, I 
make many excursions into the borderland of experience which is in sight of the city of Light. 
Nature accommodates itself to every man's necessity. If the eye is maimed, so that it does not see 
the beauteous face of day, the touch becomes more poignant and discriminating. Nature proceeds 
through practice to strengthen and augment the remaining senses. For this reason the blind often 
hear with greater ease and distinctness than other people. The sense of smell becomes almost a 
new faculty to penetrate the tangle and vagueness of things. Thus, according to an immutable 
law, the senses assist and reinforce one another. 


It is not for me to say whether we see best with the hand or the eye. I only know that the 
world I see with my fingers is alive, ruddy, and satisfying. Touch brings theblind many sweet 
certainties which our more fortunate fellows miss, because their sense of touch is uncultivated. 
When they look at things, they put their hands in their pockets. No doubt that is one reason why 
their knowledge is often so vague, inaccurate, and useless. It is probable, too, that our knowledge 
of phenomena beyond the reach of the hand is equally imperfect. But, at all events, we behold 
them through a golden mist of fantasy. 


There is nothing, however, misty or uncertain about what we can touch. Through the sense of 
touch I know the faces of friends, the illimitable variety of straight and curved lines, all surfaces, 
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Ше exuberance of Ше soil, the delicate shapes of flowers, the noble forms of trees, and Ше range 
of mighty winds. Besides objects, surfaces, and atmospherical changes, I perceive countless 
vibrations. I derive much knowledge of everyday matter from the jars and jolts which are to be 
felt everywhere in the house. 


Footsteps, I discover, vary tactually according to the age, the sex, and the manners of the 
walker. It is impossible to mistake a child's patter for the tread of a grown person. The step of the 
young man, strong and free, differs from the heavy, sedate tread of the middle-aged, and from 
the step of the old man, whose feet drag along the floor, or beat it with slow, faltering accents. 
On a bare floor a girl walks with a rapid, elastic rhythm which is quite distinct from the graver 
step of the elderly woman. I have laughed over the creak of new shoes and the clatter of a stout 
maid performing a jig in the kitchen. One day, in the dining-room of an hotel,a tactual 
dissonance arrested my attention. I sat still and listened with my feet. I found that two waiters 
were walking back and forth, but not with the same gait. A band was playing, and I could feel 
the music-waves along the floor. One of the waiters walked in time to the band, graceful and 
light, while the other disregarded the music and rushed from table to table to the beat of some 
discord in his own mind. Their steps reminded me of a spirited war-steed harnessed with a cart- 
horse. 


Often footsteps reveal in some measure the character and the mood of the walker. I feel in 
them firmness and indecision, hurry and deliberation, activity and laziness, fatigue, carelessness, 
timidity, anger, and sorrow. I am most conscious of these moods and traits in persons with whom 
Tam familiar. 


Footsteps are frequently interrupted by certain jars and jerks, so that I know when one kneels, 
kicks, shakes something, sits down, or gets up. Thus I follow to some extent the actions of people 
about me and the changes of their postures. Just now a thick, soft patter of bare, padded feet and 
a slight jolt told me that my dog had jumped on the chair to look out of the window. I do not, 
however, allow him to go uninvestigated; for occasionally I feel the same motion, and find him, 
not on the chair, but trespassing on the sofa. 


When a carpenter works in the house or in the barn near by, I know by the slanting, up-and- 
down, toothed vibration, and the ringing concussion of blow upon blow, that he is sawing or 
hammering. If I am near enough, a certain vibration, travelling back and forth along a wooden 
surface, brings me the information that he is using a plane. 


A slight flutter on the rug tells me that a breeze has blown my papers off the table. A round 
thump is a signal that a pencil has rolled on the floor. If a book falls, it gives a flat thud. А 
wooden rap on the balustrade announces that dinner is ready. Many of these vibrations are 
obliterated out of doors. On a lawn or the road, I can feel only running, stamping, and the rumble 
of wheels. 


By placing my hand on a person's lips and throat, I gain an idea of many specific vibrations, 
and interpret them: a boy's chuckle, a man's "Whew!" of surprise, the "Hem!" of annoyance or 
perplexity, the moan of pain, a scream, a whisper, a rasp, a sob, a choke, and a gasp. The 
utterances of animals, though wordless, are eloquent to me—the cat's purr, its mew, its angry, 
jerky, scolding spit; the dog's bow-wow of warning or of joyous welcome, its yelp of despair, 
and its contented snore; the cow's moo; a monkey's chatter; the snort ofa horse; the lion's roar, 
and the terrible snarl of the tiger. Perhaps I ought to add, for the benefit of the critics and 
doubters who may peruse this essay, that with my own hands I have felt all these sounds. From 
my childhood to the present day I have availed myself of every opportunity to visit zoological 
gardens, menageries, and the circus, and all the animals, except the tiger, have talked into my 
hand. I have touched the tiger only in a museum, where he is as harmless as a lamb. I have, 
however, heard him talk by putting my hand on the bars of his cage. I have touched several lions 
in the flesh, and felt them roar royally, like a cataract over rocks. 
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To continue, I know the p/op of liquid in a pitcher. So if I spill my milk, I have not Ше excuse 
of ignorance. I am also familiar with the pop of a cork, the sputter of a flame, the tick-tack of the 
clock, the metallic swing of the windmill, the laboured rise and fall of the pump, the voluminous 
spurt of the hose, the deceptive tap of the breeze at door and window, and many other vibrations 
past computing. 


There are tactual vibrations which do not belong to skin-touch. They penetrate the skin, the 
nerves, the bones, like pain, heat, and cold. The beat of a drum smites me through from the chest 
to the shoulder-blades. The din of the train, the bridge, and grinding machinery retains its "old- 
man-of-the-sea" grip upon me long after its cause has been left behind. If vibration and motion 
combine in my touch for any length of time, the earth seems to run away while I stand still. 
When I step off the train, the platform whirls round, and I find it difficult to walk steadily. 


Every atom of my body is a vibroscope. But my sensations are not infallible. I reach out, and 
my fingers meet something furry, which jumps about, gathers itself together as if to spring, and 
acts like an animal. I pause a moment for caution. I touch it again more firmly, and find it is a fur 
coat fluttering and flapping in the wind. To me, as to you, the earth seems motionless, and the 
sun appears to move; for the rays of the afternoon withdraw more and more, as they touch my 
face, until the air becomes cool. From this I understand how it is that the shore seems to recede 
as you sail away from it. Hence I feel no incredulity when you say that parallel lines appear to 
converge, and the earth and sky to meet. My few senses long ago revealed to me their 
imperfections and deceptivity. 


Not only are the senses deceptive, but numerous usages in our language indicate that people 
who have five senses find it difficult to keep their functions distinct. I understand that we hear 
views, see tones, taste music. I am told that voices have colour. Tact, which I have supposed to 
be a matter of nice perception, turns out to be a matter of taste. Judging from the large use of the 
word, taste appears to be the most important of all the senses. Taste governs the great and small 
conventions of life. Certainly the language of the senses is full of contradictions, and my fellows 
who have five doors to their house are not more surely at home in themselves than I. May I not, 
then, be excused if this account of my sensations lacks precision? 


THE FINER VIBRATIONS 


У 


THE FINER VIBRATIONS 


HAVE spoken of the numerous jars and jolts which daily minister to my faculties. The 
loftier and grander vibrations which appeal to my emotions are varied and abundant. I listen 
with awe to the roll of the thunder and the muffled avalanche of sound when the sea flings itself 
upon the shore. And I love the instrument by which all the diapasons of the ocean are caught and 
released in surging floods—the many-voiced organ. If music could be seen, I could point where 
the organ-notes go, as they rise and fall, climb up and up, rock and sway, now loud and deep, 
now high and stormy, anon soft and solemn, with lighter vibrations interspersed between and 
running across them. I should say that organ-music fills to an ecstasy the act of feeling. 


There is tangible delight in other instruments, too. The violin seems beautifully alive as it 
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responds to Ше lightest wish of the master. The distinction between its notes is more delicate than 
between the notes of the piano. 


I enjoy the music of the piano most when I touch the instrument. If I keep my hand on the 
piano-case, I detect tiny quavers, returns of melody, and the hush that follows. This explains to 
me how sound can die away to the listening ear: 


... How thin and clear, 
And thinner, clearer, farther going! 
O sweet and far from cliff and scar 
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing! 


I am able to follow the dominant spirit and mood of the music. I catch the joyous dance as it 
bounds over the keys, the slow dirge, the reverie. I thrill to the fiery sweep of notes crossed by 
thunderous tones in the "Walküre," where Wotan kindles the dread flames that guard the sleeping 
Brunhild. How wonderful is the instrument on which a great musician sings with his hands! I 
have never succeeded in distinguishing one composition from another. I think this is impossible; 
but the concentration and strain upon my attention would be so great that I doubt if the pleasure 
derived would be commensurate to the effort. 


Nor can I distinguish easily a tune that is sung. But by placing my hand on another's throat 
and cheek, I enjoy the changes of the voice. I know when it is low or high, clear or muffled, sad 
or cheery. The thin, quavering sensation of an old voice differs in my touch from the sensation of 
a young voice. A Southerner's drawl is quite unlike the Yankee twang. Sometimes the flow and 
ebb of a voice is so enchanting that my fingers quiver with exquisite pleasure, even if I do not 
understand a word that is spoken. 


On the other hand, I am exceedingly sensitive to the harshness of noises like grinding, 
scraping, and the hoarse creak of rusty locks. Fog-whistles are my vibratory nightmares. I have 
stood near a bridge in process of construction, and felt the tactual din, the rattle of heavy masses 
of stone, the roll of loosened earth, the rumble of engines, the dumping of dirt-cars, the triple 
blows of vulcan hammers. I can also smell the fire-pots, the tar and cement. So I have a vivid 
idea of mighty labours in steel and stone, and I believe that I am acquainted with all the fiendish 
noises which can be made by man or machinery. The whack of heavy falling bodies, the sudden 
shivering splinter of chopped logs, the crystal shatter of pounded ice, the crash of a tree hurled to 
the earth by a hurricane, the irrational, persistent chaos of noise made by switching freight-trains, 
the explosion of gas, the blasting of stone, and the terrific grinding of rock upon rock which 
precedes the collapse—all these have been in my touch-experience, and contribute to my idea of 
Bedlam, of a battle, a waterspout, an earthquake, and other enormous accumulations of sound. 


Touch brings me into contact with the traffic and manifold activity of the city. Besides the 
bustle and crowding of people and the nondescript grating and electric howling of street-cars, I 
am conscious of exhalations from many different kinds of shops; from automobiles, drays, 
horses, fruit stands, and many varieties of smoke. 


Odours strange and musty, 
The air sharp and dusty 
With lime and with sand, 
That no one can stand, 
Make the street impassable, 
The people irascible, 

Until every one cries, 

As he trembling goes 

With the sight of his eyes 
And the scent of his nose 
Quite stopped—or at least much diminished— 
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"Gracious! when will this city be finished?"[B] 


The city is interesting; but the tactual 
silence of the country is always most 
welcome after the din of town and the 
irritating concussions of the train. How 
noiseless and undisturbing are the demolition, 
the repairs and the alterations, of nature! With 
no sound of hammer or saw or stone severed 
from stone, but a music of rustles and ripe 
thumps on the grass come the fluttering 
leaves and mellow fruits which the wind 
tumbles all day from the branches. Silently all 
droops, all withers, all is poured back into the 
earth that it may recreate; all sleeps while the 
busy architects of day and night ply their 
silent work elsewhere. The same serenity 
reigns when all at once the soil yields up a 
newly wrought creation. Softly the ocean of 
grass, moss, and flowers rolls surge upon 
surge across the earth. Curtains of foliage 
drape the bare branches. Great trees make 
ready in their sturdy hearts to receive again 
birds which occupy their spacious chambers 
to the south and west. Nay, there is no place 
so lowly that it may not lodge some happy 
creature. The meadow brook undoes its icy 
fetters with rippling notes, gurgles, and runs 
free. And all this is wrought in less thantwo 
months to the music of nature's orchestra, in 
the midst of balmy incense. 


"Listening" to the Trees 
The thousand soft voices of the earth have To face page 70 

truly found their way to me—the small rustle 

in tufts of grass, the silky swish of leaves, the buzz of insects, the hum of bees in blossoms I 

have plucked, the flutter of a bird's wings after his bath, and the slender rippling vibration of 

water running over pebbles. Once having been felt, these loved voices rustle, buzz, hum, flutter, 

and ripple in my thought forever, an undying part of happy memories. 


Between my experiences and the experiences of others there is no gulf of mute space which I 
may not bridge. For I have endlessly varied, instructive contacts with all the world, with life, 
with the atmosphere whose radiant activity enfolds us all. The thrilling energy of the all-encasing 
air is warm and rapturous. Heat-waves and sound-waves play upon my face in infinite variety 
and combination, until I am able to surmise what must be the myriad sounds that my senseless 
ears have not heard. 


The air varies in different regions, at different seasons of the year, and even different hours of 
the day. The odorous, fresh sea-breezes are distinct from the fitful breezes along river banks, 
which are humid and freighted with inland smells. The bracing, light, dry air of the mountains 
can never be mistaken for the pungent salt air of the ocean. The air of winter is dense, hard, 
compressed. In the spring it has new vitality. It is light, mobile, and laden with a thousand 
palpitating odours from earth, grass, and sprouting leaves. The air of midsummer is dense, 
saturated, or dry and burning, as if it came from a furnace. When a cool breeze brushes the sultry 
stillness, it brings fewer odours than in May, and frequently the odour of a coming tempest. The 
avalanche of coolness which sweeps through the low-hanging air bears little resemblance to the 
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stinging coolness of winter. 


The rain of winter is raw, without odour, and dismal. The rain of spring is brisk, fragrant, 
charged with life-giving warmth. Г welcome it delightedly as it visits the earth, enriches the 
streams, waters the hills abundantly, makes the furrows soft with showers for the seed, elicits a 
perfume which I cannot breathe deep enough. Spring rain is beautiful, impartial, lovable. With 
pearly drops it washes every leaf on tree and bush, ministers equally to salutary herbs and 
noxious growths, searches out every living thing that needs its beneficence. 


The senses assist and reinforce each other to such an extent that I am not sure whether touch 
or smell tells me the most about the world. Everywhere the river of touch is joined by the brooks 
of odour-perception. Each season has its distinctive odours. The spring is earthy and full of sap. 
July is rich with the odour of ripening grain and hay. As the season advances, a crisp, dry, 
mature odour predominates, and golden-rod, tansy, and everlastings mark the onward march of 
the year. In autumn, soft, alluring scents fill the air, floating from thicket, grass, flower, and tree, 
and they tell me of time and change, of death and life's renewal, desire and its fulfilment. 


SMELL, THE FALLEN ANGEL 


VI 


SMELL, THE FALLEN ANGEL 


Е OR some inexplicable reason Ше sense of smell does not hold the high position it deserves 
among its sisters. There is something of the fallen angel about it. When it woos us with 
woodland scents and beguiles us with the fragrance of lovely gardens, it is admitted frankly to 
our discourse. But when it gives us warning of something noxious in our vicinity, it is treated as 
if the demon had got the upper hand of the angel, and is relegated to outer darkness, punished for 
its faithful service. It is most difficult to keep the true significance of words when one discusses 
the prejudices of mankind, and I find it hard to give an account of odour-perceptions which shall 
be at once dignified and truthful. 


In my experience smell is most important, and I find that there is high authority for the 
nobility of the sense which we have neglected and disparaged. It is recorded that the Lord 
commanded that incense be burnt before him continually with a sweet savour. I doubt if there is 
any sensation arising from sight more delightful than the odours which filter through sun- 
warmed, wind-tossed branches, or the tide of scents which swells, subsides, rises again wave on 
wave, filling the wide world with invisible sweetness. A whiff of the universe makes us dream of 
worlds we have never seen, recalls in a flash entire epochs of our dearest experience. I never 
smell daisies without living over again the ecstatic mornings that my teacher and I spent 
wandering in the fields, while I learned new words and the names of things. Smell is a potent 
wizard that transports us across a thousand miles and all the years we have lived. The odour of 
fruits wafts me to my Southern home, to my childish frolics in the peach orchard. Other odours, 
instantaneous and fleeting, cause my heart to dilate joyously or contract with remembered grief. 
Even as I think of smells, my nose is full of scents that start awake sweet memories of summers 
gone and ripening grain fields far away. 


The faintest whiff from a meadow where the new-mown hay lies in the hot sun displaces the 
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here and Ше now. I am back again іп Ше old red barn. My little friends and I are playing in the 
haymow. A huge mow it is, packed with crisp, sweet hay, from the top of which the smallest 
child can reach the straining rafters. In their stalls beneath are the farm animals. Here is Jerry, 
unresponsive, unbeautiful Jerry, crunching his oats like a true pessimist, resolved to find his feed 
not good—at least not so good as it ought to be. Again I touch Brownie, eager, grateful little 
Brownie, ready to leave the juiciest fodder for a pat, straining his beautiful, slender neck for a 
caress. Near by stands Lady Belle, with sweet, moist mouth, lazily extracting the sealedup 
cordial from timothy and clover, and dreaming of deep June pastures and murmurous streams. 


The sense of smell has told me of a coming storm hours before there was any sign of it 
visible. I notice first a throb of expectancy, a slight quiver, a concentration in my nostrils. As the 
storm draws nearer, my nostrils dilate the better to receive the flood of earth-odours which seem 
to multiply and extend, until I feel the splash of rain against my cheek. As the tempest departs, 
receding farther and farther, the odours fade, become fainter and fainter, and die away beyond 
the bar of space. 


I know by smell the kind of house we enter. I have recognized an old-fashioned country 
house because it has several layers of odours, left by a succession of families, of plants, 
perfumes, and draperies. 


In the evening quiet there are fewer vibrations than in the daytime, and then I rely more 
largely upon smell. The sulphuric scent of a match tells me that the lamps are being lighted. Later 
I note the wavering trail of odour that flits about and disappears. It is the curfew signal; the lights 
are out for the night. 


Out of doors I am aware by smell and touch of the ground we tread and the places we pass. 
Sometimes, when there is no wind, the odours are so grouped that I know the character of the 
country, and can place a hayfield, a country store, a garden, a barn, a grove of pines, a 
farmhouse with the windows open. 


The other day I went to walk toward a familiar wood. Suddenly a disturbing odour made me 
pause in dismay. Then followed a peculiar, measured jar, followed by dull, heavy thunder. I 
understood the odour and the jar only too well. The trees were being cut down. We climbed the 
stone wall to the left. It borders the wood which I have loved so long that it seems to be my 
peculiar possession. But to-day an unfamiliar rush of air and an unwonted outburst of sun told 
me that my tree friends were gone. The place was empty, like a deserted dwelling. I stretched out 
my hand. Where once stood the steadfast pines, great, beautiful, sweet, my hand touched raw, 
moist stumps. All about lay broken branches, like the antlers of stricken deer. The fragrant, piled- 
up sawdust swirled and tumbled about me. An unreasoning resentment flashed through me at this 
ruthless destruction of the beauty that I love. But there is no anger, no resentment in nature. The 
air is equally charged with the odours of life and of destruction, for death equally with growth 
forever ministers to all-conquering life. The sun shines as ever, and the winds riot through the 
newly opened spaces. I know that a new forest will spring where the old one stood, as beautiful, 
as beneficent. 


Touch sensations are permanent and definite. Odours deviate and are fugitive, changing in 
their shades, degrees, and location. There is something else in odour which gives me a sense of 
distance. I should call it horizon—the line where odour and fancy meet at the farthest limit of 
scent. 


Smell gives me more idea than touch or taste of the manner in which sight and hearing 
probably discharge their functions. Touch seems to reside in the object touched, because there is 
a contact of surfaces. In smell there is no notion of relievo, and odour seems to reside not in the 
object smelt, but in the organ. Since I smell a tree at a distance, it is comprehensible to me that a 
person sees it without touching it. I am not puzzled over the fact that he receives it as an image 
on his retina without relievo, since my smell perceives the tree as a thin sphere with no fullness 
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or content. By themselves, odours suggest nothing. I must learn by association to judge from 
them of distance, of place, and of the actions or the surroundings which are the usual occasions 
for them, just as I am told people judge from colour, light, and sound. 


From exhalations I learn much about people. I often know the work they are engaged in. The 
odours of wood, iron, paint, and drugs cling to the garments of those that work in them. Thus I 
can distinguish the carpenter from the ironworker, the artist from the mason or the chemist. 
When a person passes quickly from one place to another I get a scent impression of where he has 
been—the kitchen, the garden, or the sick-room. I gain pleasurable ideas of freshness and good 
taste from the odours of soap, toilet water, clean garments, woollen and silk stuffs, and gloves. 


I have not, indeed, the all-knowing scent of the hound or the wild animal. None but the halt 
and the blind need fear my skill in pursuit; for there are other things besides water, stale trails, 
confusing cross tracks to put me at fault. Nevertheless, human odours are as varied and capable 
of recognition as hands and faces. The dear odours of those I love are so definite, so 
unmistakable, that nothing can quite obliterate them. If many years should elapse before I saw an 
intimate friend again, I think I should recognize his odour instantly in the heart of Africa, as 
promptly as would my brother that barks. 


Once, long ago, in a crowded railway station, a lady kissed me as she hurried by. I had not 
touched even her dress. But she left a scent with her kiss which gave me a glimpse of her. The 
years are many since she kissed me. Yet her odour is fresh in my memory. 


It is difficult to put into words the thing itself, the elusive person-odour. There seems to be no 
adequate vocabulary of smells, and I must fall back on approximate phrase and metaphor. 


Some people have a vague, unsubstantial odour that floats about, mocking every effort to 
identify it. It is the will-o'-the-wisp of my olfactive experience. Sometimes I meet one who lacks 
a distinctive person-scent, and I seldom find such a one lively or entertaining. On the other hand, 
one who has a pungent odour often possesses great vitality, energy, and vigour of mind. 


Masculine exhalations are as a rule stronger, more vivid, more widely differentiated than those 
of women. In the odour of young men there is something elemental, as of fire, storm, and salt 
sea. It pulsates with buoyancy and desire. It suggests all things strong and beautiful and joyous, 
and gives me a sense of physical happiness. I wonder if others observe that all infants have the 
same scent—pure, simple, undecipherable as their dormant personality. It is not until the age of 
six or seven that they begin to have perceptible individual odours. These develop and mature 
along with their mental and bodily powers. 


What I have written about smell, especially person-smell, will perhaps be regarded as the 
abnormal sentiment of one who can have no idea of the "world of reality and beauty which the 
eye perceives." There are people who are colour-blind, people who are tone-deaf. Most people 
are smell-blind-and-deaf. We should not condemn a musical composition on the testimony of an 
ear which cannot distinguish one chord from another, or judge a picture by the verdict of a 
colour-blind critic. The sensations of smell which cheer, inform, and broaden my life are not less 
pleasant merely because some critic who treads the wide, bright pathway of the eye has not 
cultivated his olfactive sense. Without the shy, fugitive, often unobserved sensations and the 
certainties which taste, smell, and touch give me, I should be obliged to take my conception of 
the universe wholly from others. I should lack the alchemy by which I now infuse into my world 
light, colour, and the Protean spark. The sensuous reality which interthreads and supports all the 
gropings of my imagination would be shattered. The solid earth would melt from under my feet 
and disperse itself in space. The objects dear to my hands would become formless, dead things, 
and I should walk among them as among invisible ghosts. 
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RELATIVE VALUES ОЕ THE SENSES 


ҮП 


RELATIVE VALUES OF THE SENSES 


WAS once without the sense of smell and taste for several days. It seemed incredible, this 
utter detachment from odours, to breathe the air in and observe never a single scent. The 
feeling was probably similar, though less in degree, to that of one who first loses sight and cannot 
but expect to see the light again any day, any minute. I knew I should smell again some time. 
Still, after the wonder had passed off, a loneliness crept over me as vast as the air whose myriad 
odours I missed. The multitudinous subtle delights that smell makes mine became for a time 
wistful memories. When I recovered the lost sense, my heart bounded with gladness. It is a fine 
dramatic touch that Hans Andersen gives to the story of Kay and Gerda in the passage about 
flowers. Kay, whom the wicked magician's glass has blinded to human love, rushes away fiercely 
from home when he discovers that the roses have lost their sweetness. 


The loss of smell for a few days gave me a clearer idea than I had ever had what it is to be 
blinded suddenly, helplessly. With a little stretch of the imagination I knew then what it must be 
when the great curtain shuts out suddenly the light of day, the stars, and the firmament itself. I 
see the blind man's eyes strain for the light, as he fearfully tries to walk his old rounds, until the 
unchanging blank that everywhere spreads before him stamps the reality of the dark upon his 
consciousness. 


My temporary loss of smell proved to me, too, that the absence of a sense need not dull the 
mental faculties and does not distort one's view of the world, and so I reason that blindness and 
deafness need not pervert the inner order of the intellect. I know that if there were no odours for 
me I should still possess a considerable part of the world. Novelties and surprises would abound, 
adventures would thicken in the dark. 


In my classification of the senses, smell is a little the ear's inferior, and touch is a great deal 
the eye's superior. I find that great artists and philosophers agree with me in this. Diderot says: 


Je trouvais que de tous les sens, l'œil était le plus superficiel; l'oreille, le plus 
orgueilleux; l'odorat, le plus voluptueux; le goût, le plus superstitieux et le plus 
inconstant; le toucher, le plus profond et le plus philosophe.[C] 


A friend whom I have never seen sends me a quotation from Symonds's "Renaissance in 
Italy": 


Lorenzo Ghiberti, after describing a piece of antique sculpture he saw in Rome 
adds, "To express the perfection of learning, mastery, and art displayed in it is 
beyond the power of language. Its more exquisite beauties could not be discovered 
by the sight, but only by the touch of the hand passed over it." Of another classic 
marble at Padua he says, "This statue, when the Christian faith triumphed, was 
hidden in that place by some gentle soul, who, seeing it so perfect, fashioned with 
art so wonderful, and with such power of genius, and being moved to reverent 
pity, caused a sepulchre of bricks to be built, and there within buried the statue, 
and covered it with a broad slab of stone, that it might not in any way be injured. 
It has very many sweet beauties which the eyes alone can comprehend not, either 
by strong or tempered light; only the hand by touching them finds them out." 
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Hold out your hands to feel the luxury of Ше sunbeams. Press the soft blossoms against your 
cheek, and finger their graces of form, their delicate mutability of shape, their pliancy and 
freshness. Expose your face to the aerial floods that sweep the heavens, "inhale great draughts of 
space," wonder, wonder at the wind's unwearied activity. Pile note on note the infinite music that 
flows increasingly to your soul from the tactual sonorities of a thousand branches and tumbling 
waters. How can the world be shrivelled when this most profound, emotional sense, touch, is 
faithful to its service? I am sure that if a fairy bade me choose between the sense of light and 
that of touch, I would not part with the warm, endearing contact of human hands or the wealth of 
form, the nobility and fullness that press into my palms. 


THE FIVE-SENSED WORLD 


VIII 


THE FIVE-SENSED WORLD 


Т НЕ poets have taught us how full of wonders is the night; and the night of blindness has its 

wonders, too. The only lightless dark is the night of ignorance and insensibility. We differ, 
blind and seeing, one from another, not in our senses, but in the use we make of them, in the 
imagination and courage with which we seek wisdom beyond our senses. 


It is more difficult to teach ignorance to think than to teach an intelligent blind man to see the 
grandeur of Niagara. I have walked with people whose eyes are full of light, but who see nothing 
in wood, sea, or sky, nothing in city streets, nothing in books. What a witless masquerade is this 
seeing! It were better far to sail forever in the night of blindness, with sense and feeling and 
mind, than to be thus content with the mere act of seeing. They have the sunset, the morning 
skies, the purple of distant hills, yet their souls voyage through this enchanted world with а 
barren stare. 


The calamity of the blind is immense, irreparable. But it does not take away our share of the 
things that count—service, friendship, humour, imagination, wisdom. It is the secret inner will 
that controls one's fate. We are capable of willing to be good, of loving and being loved, of 
thinking to the end that we may be wiser. We possess these spirit-born forces equally with all 
God's children. Therefore we, too, see the lightnings and hear the thunders of Sinai. We, too, 
march through the wilderness and the solitary place that shall be glad for us, and as we pass, God 
maketh the desert to blossom like the rose. We, too, go in unto the Promised Land to possess the 
treasures of the spirit, the unseen permanence of life and nature. 


The blind man of spirit faces the unknown and grapples with it, and what else does the world 
of seeing men do? He has imagination, sympathy, humanity, and these ineradicable existences 
compel him to share by a sort of proxy in a sense he has not. When he meets terms of colour, 
light, physiognomy, he guesses, divines, puzzles out their meaning by analogies drawn from the 
senses he has. I naturally tend to think, reason, draw inferences as if I had five senses instead of 
three. This tendency is beyond my control; it is involuntary, habitual, instinctive. I cannot compel 
my mind to say "I feel" instead of "I see" or "I hear." The word "feel" proves on examination to 
be no less a convention than "see" and "hear" when I seek for words accurately to describe the 
outward things that affect my three bodily senses. When а man loses a leg, his brain persists in 
impelling him to use what he has not and yet feels to be there. Can it be that the brain is so 


[100] 


[101] 


[103] 


[104] 


[105] 


[106] 


constituted that it will continue the activity which animates the sight and Ше hearing, after the 
eye and the ear have been destroyed? 


It might seem that the five senses would work intelligently together only when resident in the 
same body. Yet when two or three are left unaided, they reach out for their complements in 
another body, and find that they yoke easily with the borrowed team. When my hand aches from 
overtouching, I find relief in the sight of another. When my mind lags, wearied with the strain of 
forcing out thoughts about dark, musicless, colourless, detached substance, it recovers its 
elasticity as soon as I resort to the powers of another mind which commands light, harmony, 
colour. Now, if the five senses will not remain disassociated, the life of the deaf-blind cannot be 
severed from the life of the seeing, hearing race. 


The deaf-blind person may be plunged and replunged like Schiller's diver into seas of the 
unknown. But, unlike the doomed hero, he returns triumphant, grasping the priceless truth that 
his mind is not crippled, not limited to the infirmity of his senses. The world of the eye and the 
ear becomes to him a subject of fateful interest. He seizes every word of sight and hearing 
because his sensations compel it. Light and colour, of which he has no tactual evidence, he 
studies fearlessly, believing that all humanly knowable truth is open to him. He is in a position 
similar to that of the astronomer who, firm, patient, watches a star night after night for many 
years and feels rewarded if he discovers a single fact about it. The man deafblind to ordinary 
outward things, and the man deaf-blind to the immeasurable universe, are both limited by time 
and space; but they have made a compact to wring service from their limitations. 


The bulk of the world's knowledge is an imaginary construction. History is but a mode of 
imagining, of making us see civilizations that no longer appear upon the earth. Some of the most 
significant discoveries in modern science owe their origin to the imagination of men who had 
neither accurate knowledge nor exact instruments to demonstrate their beliefs. If astronomy had 
not kept always in advance of the telescope, no one would everhave thought a telescope worth 
making. What great invention has not existed in the inventor's mind long before he gave it 
tangible shape? 


A more splendid example of imaginative knowledge is the unity with which philosophers start 
their study of the world. They can never perceive the world in its entire reality. Yet their 
imagination, with its magnificent allowance for error, its power of treating uncertainty as 
negligible, has pointed the way for empirical knowledge. 


In their highest creative moments the great poet, the great musician cease to use the crude 
instruments of sight and hearing. They break away from their sense-moorings, rise on strong, 
compelling wings of spirit far above our misty hills and darkened valleys into the region of light, 
music, intellect. 


What eye hath seen the glories of the New Jerusalem? What ear hath heard the music of the 
spheres, the steps of time, the strokes of chance, the blows of death? Men have not heard with 
their physical sense the tumult of sweet voices above the hills of Judea nor seen the heavenly 
vision; but millions have listened to that spiritual message through many ages. 


Our blindness changes not a whit the course of inner realities. Of us it is as true as it is of the 
seeing that the most beautiful world is always entered through the imagination. If you wish to be 
something that you аге not,—something fine, noble, good,—you shut your eyes, and for one 
dreamy moment you are that which you long to be. 


INWARD VISIONS 
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ІХ 


INWARD VISIONS 


CCORDING to all art, all nature, all coherent human thought, we know that order, 

proportion, form, are essential elements of beauty. Now order, proportion, and form, are 
palpable to the touch. But beauty and rhythm are deeper than sense. They are like love and faith. 
They spring out of a spiritual process only slightly dependent upon sensations. Order, proportion, 
form, cannot generate in the mind the abstract idea of beauty, unless there is already a soul 
intelligence to breathe life into the elements. Many persons, having perfect eyes, are blind in their 
perceptions. Many persons, having perfect ears, are emotionally deaf. Yet these are the very ones 
who dare to set limits to the vision of those who, lacking a sense or two, have will, soul, passion, 
imagination. Faith is a mockery if it teaches us not that we may construct a world unspeakably 
more complete and beautiful than the material world. And I, too, may construct my better world, 
for I am a child of God, an inheritor of a fragment of the Mind that created all worlds. 


There is a consonance of all things, a blending of all that we know about the material world 
and the spiritual. It consists for me of all the impressions, vibrations, heat, cold, taste, smell, and 
the sensations which these convey to the mind, infinitely combined, interwoven with associated 
ideas and acquired knowledge. No thoughtful person will believe that what I said about the 
meaning of footsteps is strictly true of mere jolts and jars. It is an array of the spiritual in certain 
natural elements, tactual beats, and an acquired knowledge of physical habits and moral traits of 
highly organized human beings. What would odours signify if they were not associated with the 
time of the year, the place I live in, and the people I know? 


The result of such a blending is sometimes a discordant trying of strings far removed from a 
melody, very far from a symphony. (For the benefit of those who must be reassured, I will say 
that I have felt a musician tuning his violin, that I have read about a symphony, and so have a 
fair intellectual perception of my metaphor.) But with training and experience the faculties gather 
up the stray notes and combine them into a full, harmonious whole. If the person who 
accomplishes this task is peculiarly gifted, we call him a poet. The blind and the deaf are not 
great poets, it is true. Yet now and again you find one deaf and blind who has attained to his 
royal kingdom of beauty. 


I have a little volume of poems by a deaf-blind lady, Madame Bertha Galeron. Her poetry has 
versatility of thought. Now it is tender and sweet, now full of tragic passion and the sternness of 
destiny. Victor Hugo called her "La Grande Voyante." She has written several plays, two of 
which have been acted in Paris. The French Academy has crowned her work. 


The infinite wonders of the universe are revealed to us in exact measure as we are capable of 
receiving them. The keenness of our vision depends not on how much we can see, but on how 
much we feel. Nor yet does mere knowledge create beauty. Nature sings her most exquisite songs 
to those who love her. She does not unfold her secrets to those who come only to gratify their 
desire of analysis, to gather facts, but to those who see in her manifold phenomena suggestions of 
lofty, delicate sentiments. 


Am I to be denied the use of such 
adjectives as "freshness" and "sparkle," 
"dark" and "gloomy"? I have walked іп 
the fields at early morning. I have felt a 
rose-bush laden with dew and fragrance. I 
have felt the curves and graces of my 
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kitten at play. I have known the sweet, shy 
ways of little children. I have known the 
sad opposites of all these, a ghastly touch 
picture. Remember, I have sometimes 
travelled over a dusty road as far as my 
feet could go. At a sudden turn I have 
stepped upon starved, ignoble weeds, and 
reaching out my hands, I have touched a 
fair tree out of which a parasite had taken 
the life like a vampire. I have touched a 
pretty bird whose soft wings hung limp, 
whose little heart beat no more. I have 
wept over the feebleness and deformity of 
a child, lame, or born blind, or, worse still, 
mindless. If I had the genius of Thomson, 
I, too, could depict a "City of Dreadful 
Night" from mere touch sensations. From 
contrasts so irreconcilable can we fail to 
form an idea of beauty and know surely [121] 
when we meet with loveliness? 


Here is a sonnet eloquent of a blind 
man's power of vision: 


"Cat Y, ty Tis гету 
The Little Boy Next Door 
To face page 120 


THE MOUNTAIN TO THE PINE 


Thou tall, majestic monarch of the wood, 
That standest where no wild vines dare to creep, 
Men call thee old, and say that thou hast stood 
A century upon my rugged steep; 
Yet unto me thy life is but a day, 
When I recall the things that I have seen,— 
The forest monarchs that have passed away 
Upon the spot where first I saw thy green; 
For I am older than the age of man, 
Or all the living things that crawl or creep, 
Or birds of air, or creatures of the deep; 
I was the first dim outline of God's plan: 
Only the waters of the restless sea 
And the infinite stars in heaven are old to me. 


I am glad my friend Mr. Stedman knew that poem while he was making his Anthology, for [122] 
knowing it, so fine a poet and critic could not fail to give it a place in his treasurehouse of 
American poetry. The poet, Mr. Clarence Hawkes, has been blind since childhood; yet he finds in 
nature hints of combinations for his mental pictures. Out of the knowledge and impressions that 
come to him he constructs a masterpiece which hangs upon the walls of his thought. And into the 
poet's house come all the true spirits of the world. 


It was a rare poet who thought of the mountain as "the first dim outline of God's plan." That is 
the real wonder of the poem, and not that a blind man should speak so confidently of sky and 
sea. Our ideas of the sky are an accumulation of touch-glimpses, literary allusions, and the 
observations of others, with an emotional blending of all. My face feels only a tiny portion of the 
atmosphere; but I go through continuous space and feel the air at every point, every instant. I 
have been told about the distances from our earth to the sun, to the other planets, and to the fixed 
stars. I multiply a thousand times the utmost height and width that my touch compasses, and thus 
I gain a deep sense of the sky's immensity. 


Move me along constantly over water, water, nothing but water, and you give me the solitude, 
the vastness of ocean which fills the eye. I have been in a little sail-boat on thesea, when the 
rising tide swept it toward the shore. May I not understand the poet's figure: "The green of spring 
overflows the earth like a tide"? I have felt the flame of a candle blow and flutter in the breeze. 
May I not, then, say: "Myriads of fireflies flit hither and thither in the dew-wet grass like little 
fluttering tapers"? 


Combine the endless space of air, the sun's warmth, the clouds that are described to my 
understanding spirit, the frequent breaking through the soil of a brook or the expanse of the 
wind-ruffled lake, the tactual undulation of the hills, which I recall when I am far away from 
them, the towering trees upon trees as I walk by them, the bearings that I try to keep while others 
tell me the directions of the various points of the scenery, and you will begin to feel surer of my 
mental landscape. The utmost bound to which my thought will go with clearness is the horizon of 
my mind. From this horizon I imagine the one which the eye marks. 


Touch cannot bridge distance,—it is fit only for the contact of surfaces,—but thought leaps 
the chasm. For this reason I am able to use words descriptive of objects distant from my senses. I 
have felt the rondure of the infant's tender form. I can apply this perception to the landscape and 
to the far-off hills. 


ANALOGIES IN SENSE PERCEPTION 
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ANALOGIES IN SENSE PERCEPTION 


HAVE not touched the outline of a star nor the glory of the moon, but I believe that God 
has set two lights in mind, the greater to rule by day and the lesser by night, and by them] 
know that I am able to navigate my life-bark, as certain of reaching the haven as he who steers 
by the North Star. Perhaps my sun shines not as yours. The colours that glorify my world, the 
blue of the sky, the green of the fields, may not correspond exactly with those you delight in; but 
they are none the less colour to me. The sun does not shine for my physical eyes, nor does the 
lightning flash, nor do the trees turn green in the spring; but they have not therefore ceased to 
exist, any more than the landscape is annihilated when you turn your back on it. 


I understand how scarlet can differ from crimson because I know that the smell of an orange 
is not the smell of a grape-fruit. I can also conceive that colours have shades, and guess what 
shades are. In smell and taste there are varieties not broad enough to be fundamental; so I call 
them shades. There are half a dozen roses near me. They all have the unmistakable rose scent; yet 
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my nose tells me that they are not the same. The American Beauty is distinct from Ше 
Jacqueminot and La France. Odours in certain grasses fade as really to my sense as certain 
colours do to yours in the sun. The freshness of a flower in my hand is analogous to the freshness 
I taste in an apple newly picked. I make use of analogies like these to enlarge my conceptions of 
colours. Some analogies which I draw between qualities in surface and vibration, taste and smell, 
are drawn by others between sight, hearing, and touch. This fact encourages me to persevere, to 
try and bridge the gap between the eye and the hand. 


Certainly I get far enough to sympathize with the delight that my kind feel in beauty they see 
and harmony they hear. This bond between humanity and me is worth keeping, even if the idea 
on which I base it prove erroneous. 


Sweet, beautiful vibrations exist for my touch, even though they travel through other 
substances than air to reach me. So I imagine sweet, delightful sounds, and the artistic 
arrangement of them which is called music, and I remember that they travel through the air to the 
ear, conveying impressions somewhat like mine. I also know what tones are, since they are 
perceptible tactually in a voice. Now, heat varies greatly in the sun, in the fire, in hands, and in 
the fur of animals; indeed, there is such a thing for me as a cold sun. So I think of the varieties of 
light that touch the eye, cold and warm, vivid and dim, soft and glaring, but always light, and I 
imagine their passage through the air to an extensive sense, instead of to a narrow one like touch. 
From the experience I have had with voices I guess how the eye distinguishes shades in the midst 
of light. While I read the lips of a woman whose voice is soprano, I note a low toneor a glad 
tone in the midst of a high, flowing voice. When I feel my cheeks hot, I know that I am red. I 
have talked so much and read so much about colours that through no will of my own I attach 
meanings to them, just as all people attach certain meanings to abstract terms like hope, idealism, 
monotheism, intellect, which cannot be represented truly by visible objects, but which are 
understood from analogies between immaterial concepts and the ideas they awaken of external 
things. The force of association drives me to say that white is exalted and pure, green is 
exuberant, red suggests love or shame or strength. Without the colour or its equivalent, life to me 
would be dark, barren, a vast blackness. 


Thus through an inner law of completeness my thoughts are not permitted to remain 
colourless. It strains my mind to separate colour and sound from objects. Since my education 
began I have always had things described to me with their colours and sounds by one with keen 
senses and a fine feeling for the significant. Therefore I habitually think of things as coloured and 
resonant. Habit accounts for part. The soul sense accounts for another part. The brain with its 
five-sensed construction asserts its right and accounts for the rest. Inclusive of all, the unity of 
the world demands that colour be kept in it, whether I have cognizance of it or not. Rather than 
be shut out, I take part in it by discussingit, imagining it, happy in the happiness of those near 
me who gaze at the lovely hues of the sunset or the rainbow. 


My hand has its share in this multiple knowledge, but it must never be forgotten that with the 
fingers I see only a very small portion of a surface, and that I must pass my hand continually 
over it before my touch grasps the whole. It is still more important, however, to remember that 
my imagination is not tethered to certain points, locations, and distances. It puts all the parts 
together simultaneously as if it saw or knew instead of feeling them. Though I feel only a small 
part of my horse at a time,—my horse is nervous and does not submit to manual explorations,— 
yet, because I have many times felt hock, nose, hoof and mane, I can see the steeds of Phoebus 
Apollo coursing the heavens. 


With such a power active it is impossible that my thought should be vague, indistinct. It must 
needs be potent, definite. This is really a corollary of the philosophical truth that the real world 
exists only for the mind. That is to say, I can never touch the world in its entirety; indeed, I touch 
less of it than the portion that others see or hear. But all creatures, all objects, pass into my brain 
entire, and occupy the same extent there that they do in material space. I declare that for me 
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branched thoughts, instead of pines, wave, sway, rustle, make musical the ridges of mountains 
rising summit upon summit. Mention a rose too far away for me to smell it. Straightway a scent 
steals into my nostril, a form presses against my palm in all its dilating softness, with rounded 
petals, slightly curled edges, curving stem, leaves drooping. When I would fain view the world as 
a whole, it rushes into vision—man, beast, bird, reptile, fly, sky, ocean, mountains, plain, rock, 
pebble. The warmth of life, the reality of creation is over all—the throb of human hands, 
glossiness of fur, lithe windings of long bodies, poignant buzzing of insects, the ruggedness of 
the steeps as I climb them, the liquid mobility and boom of waves upon the rocks. Strange to say, 
try as I may, I cannot force my touch to pervade this universe in all directions. The moment I try, 
the whole vanishes; only small objects or narrow portions of a surface, mere touch-signs, a chaos 
of things scattered at random, remain. No thrill, no delight is excited thereby. Restore to the 
artistic, comprehensive internal sense its rightful domain, and you give me joy which best proves 
the reality. 


BEFORE THE SOUL DAWN 


XI 


BEFORE THE SOUL DAWN 


EFORE my teacher came to me, I did not know that I am. I lived in a world that was a no- 

world. I cannot hope to describe adequately that unconscious, yet conscious time of 
nothingness. I did not know that I knew aught, or that I lived or acted or desired. I had neither 
will nor intellect. I was carried along to objects and acts by a certain blind natural impetus. I had 
a mind which caused me to feel anger, satisfaction, desire. These two facts led those about me to 
suppose that I willed and thought. I can remember all this, not because I knew that it was so, but 
because I have tactual memory. It enables me to remember that I never contracted my forehead in 
the act of thinking. I never viewed anything beforehand or chose it. I also recall tactually the fact 
that never in a start of the body or a heart-beat did I feel that I loved or cared for anything. My 
inner life, then, was a blank without past, present, or future, without hope or anticipation, without 
wonder or joy or faith. 


It was not night—it was not day. 


But vacancy absorbing space, 

And fixedness, without a place; 

There were no stars—no earth—no time— 
No check—no change—no good—no crime. 


My dormant being had no idea of God or immortality, no fear of death. 


I remember, also through touch, that I had a power of association. I felt tactual jars like the 
stamp of a foot, the opening of a window or its closing, the slam of a door. After repeatedly 
smelling rain and feeling the discomfort of wetness, I acted like those about me: I ran to shut the 
window. But that was not thought in any sense. It was the same kind of association that makes 
animals take shelter from the rain. From the same instinct of aping others, I folded the clothes 
that came from the laundry, and put mine away, fed the turkeys, sewed bead-eyes on my doll's 
face, and did many other things of which I have the tactual remembrance. When I wanted 
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anything I liked,—ice-cream, for instance, of which I was very fond,—I had a delicious taste on 
my tongue (which, by the way, I never have now), and in my hand I felt the turning of the 
freezer. I made the sign, and my mother knew I wanted ice-cream. I "thought" and desired in my 
fingers. If I had made a man, I should certainly have put the brain and soul in his finger-tips. 
From reminiscences like these I conclude that it is the opening of the two faculties, freedom of 
will, or choice, and rationality, or the power of thinking from one thing to another, which makes 
it possible to come into being first as a child, afterwards as a man. 


Since I had no power of thought, I did not compare one mental state with another. So I was 
not conscious of any change or process going on in my brain when my teacher began to instruct 
me. I merely felt keen delight in obtaining more easily what I wanted by means of the finger 
motions she taught me. I thought only of objects, and only objects I wanted. It was the turning of 
the freezer on a larger scale. When I learned the meaning of "I" and "me" and found that I was 
something, I began to think. Then consciousness first existed for me. Thus it was not the sense of 
touch that brought me knowledge. It was the awakening of my soul that first rendered my senses 
their value, their cognizance of objects, names, qualities, and properties. Thought made me 
conscious of love, joy, and all the emotions. I was eager to know, then to understand, afterward 
to reflect on what I knew and understood, and the blind impetus, which had before driven me 
hither and thither at the dictates of my sensations, vanished forever. 


I cannot represent more clearly than any one else the gradual and subtle changes from first 
impressions to abstract ideas. But I know that my physical ideas, that is, ideas derived from 
material objects, appear to me first an idea similar to those of touch. Instantly they pass into 
intellectual meanings. Afterward the meaning finds expression in what is called "inner speech." 
When I was a child, my inner speech was inner spelling. Although I am even now frequently 
caught spelling to myself on my fingers, yet I talk to myself, too, with my lips, and it is true that 
when I first learned to speak, my mind discarded the finger-symbols and began to articulate. 
However, when I try to recall what some one has said to me, I am conscious of a hand spelling 
into mine. 


It has often been asked what were my earliest impressions of the world in which I found 
myself. But one who thinks at all of his first impressions knows what a riddle this is. Our 
impressions grow and change unnoticed, so that what we suppose we thought as children may be 
quite different from what we actually experienced in our childhood. I only know that after my 
education began the world which came within my reach was all alive. I spelled to my blocks and 
my dogs. I sympathized with plants when the flowers were picked, because I thought it hurt 
them, and that they grieved for their lost blossoms. It was two years before I could be made to 
believe that my dogs did not understand what I said, and I always apologized to them when I ran 
into or stepped on them. 


As my experiences broadened and deepened, the indeterminate, poetic feelings of childhood 
began to fix themselves in definite thoughts. Nature—the world I could touch—was folded and 
filled with myself. I am inclined to believe those philosophers who declare that we know nothing 
but our own feelings and ideas. With a little ingenious reasoning one may see in the material 
world simply a mirror, an image of permanent mental sensations. In either sphere self-knowledge 
is the condition and the limit of our consciousness. That is why, perhaps, many people know so 
little about what is beyond their short range of experience. They look within themselves—and 
find nothing! Therefore they conclude that there is nothing outside themselves, either. 


However that may be, I came later to look for an image of my emotions and sensations in 
others. I had to learn the outward signs of inward feelings. The start of fear, the suppressed, 
controlled tensity of pain, the beat of happy muscles in others, had to be perceived and compared 
with my own experiences before I could trace them back to the intangible soul of another. 
Groping, uncertain, I at last found my identity, and after seeing my thoughts and feelings 
repeated in others, I gradually constructed my world of men and of God. As I read and study, I 
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find that this is what the rest of the race has done. Man looks within himself and in time finds the 
measure and the meaning of the universe. 


THE LARGER SANCTIONS 


XII 


THE LARGER SANCTIONS 


O, in the midst of life, eager, imperious life, the deaf-blind child, fettered to the bare rock of 

circumstance, spider-like, sends out gossamer threads of thought into the measureless void 
that surrounds him. Patiently he explores the dark, until he builds up a knowledge of the world 
he lives in, and his soul meets the beauty of the world, where the sun shines always, and the 
birds sing. To the blind child the dark is kindly. In it he finds nothing extraordinary or terrible. It 
is his familiar world; even the groping from place to place, the halting steps, the dependence 
upon others, do not seem strange to him. He does not know how many countless pleasures the 
dark shuts out from him. Not until he weighs his life in the scale of others' experience does he 
realize what it is to live forever in the dark. But the knowledge that teaches him this bitterness 
also brings its consolation—spiritual light, the promise of the day that shall be. 


The blind child—the deaf-blind child—has inherited the mind of seeing and hearing ancestors 
—a mind measured to five senses. Therefore he must be influenced, even if it be unknown to 
himself, by the light, colour, song which have been transmitted through the language he is taught, 
for the chambers of the mind are ready to receive that language. The brain of the race is so 
permeated with colour that it dyes even the speech of the blind. Every object I think of is stained 
with the hue that belongs to it by association and memory. The experience of the deafblind 
person, in a world of seeing, hearing people, is like that of a sailor on an island where the 
inhabitants speak a language unknown to him, whose life is unlike that he has lived. He is one, 
they are many; there is no chance of compromise. He must learn to see with their eyes, to hear 
with their ears, to think their thoughts, to follow their ideals. 


If the dark, silent world which surrounds him were essentially different from the sunlit, 
resonant world, it would be incomprehensible to his kind, and could never be discussed. If his 
feelings and sensations were fundamentally different from those of others, they would be 
inconceivable except to those who had similar sensations and feelings. If the mental 
consciousness of the deaf-blind person were absolutely dissimilar to that of his fellows, he would 
have no means of imagining what they think. Since the mind of the sightless is essentially the 
same as that of the seeing in that it admits of no lack, it must supply some sort of equivalent for 
missing physical sensations. It must perceive a likeness between things outward and things 
inward, a correspondence between the seen and the unseen. I make use of such a correspondence 
in many relations, and no matter how far I pursue it to things I cannot see, it does not break 
under the test. 


As a working hypothesis, correspondence is adequate to all life, through the whole range of 
phenomena. The flash of thought and its swiftness explain the lightning flash and the sweep of a 
comet through the heavens. My mental sky opens to me the vast celestial spaces, and I proceed 
to fill them with the images of my spiritual stars. I recognize truth by the clearness and guidance 
that it gives my thought, and, knowing what that clearness is, I can imagine what light is to the 
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eye. It is not a convention of language, but a forcible feeling of the reality, that at times makes 
me start when I say, "Oh, I see my mistake!" or "How dark, cheerless is his life!" I know these 
are metaphors. Still, I must prove with them, since there is nothing in our language to replace 
them. Deaf-blind metaphors to correspond do not exist and are not necessary. Because I can 
understand the word "reflect" figuratively, a mirror has never perplexed me. The manner in 
which my imagination perceives absent things enables me to see how glasses can magnify things, 
bring them nearer, or remove them farther. 


Deny me this correspondence, this internal sense, confine me to the fragmentary, incoherent 
touch-world, and lo, I become as a bat which wanders about on the wing. Suppose I omitted all 
words of seeing, hearing, colour, light, landscape, the thousand phenomena, instruments and 
beauties connected with them. I should suffer a great diminution of the wonder and delight in 
attaining knowledge; also—more dreadful loss—my emotions would be blunted, so that I could 
not be touched by things unseen. 


Has anything arisen to disprove the adequacy of correspondence? Has any chamber of the 
blind man's brain been opened and found empty? Has any psychologist explored the mind of the 
sightless and been able to say, "There is no sensation here"? 


I tread the solid earth; I breathe the scented air. Out of these two experiences I form 
numberless associations and correspondences. I observe, I feel, I think, I imagine. I associate the 
countless varied impressions, experiences, concepts. Out of these materials Fancy, the cunning 
artisan of the brain, welds an image which the sceptic would deny me, because I cannot see with 
my physical eyes the changeful, lovely face of my thought-child. He would break the mind's 
mirror. This spirit-vandal would humble my soul and force me to bite the dust of material things. 
While I champ the bit of circumstance, he scourges and goads me with the spur of fact. If I 
heeded him, the sweet-visaged earth would vanish into nothing, and I should hold in my hand 
nought but an aimless, soulless lump of dead matter. But although the body physical is rooted 
alive to the Promethean rock, the spirit-proud huntress of the air will still pursue the shining, 
open highways of the universe. 


Blindness has no limiting effect upon mental vision. My intellectual horizon is infinitely wide. 
The universe it encircles is immeasurable. Would they who bid me keep within the narrow bound 
of my meagre senses demand of Herschel that he roof his stellar universe and give us back 
Plato's solid firmament of glassy spheres? Would they command Darwin from the grave and bid 
him blot out his geological time, give us back a paltry few thousand years? Oh, the supercilious 
doubters! They ever strive to clip the upward daring wings of the spirit. 


A person deprived of one or more senses is not, as many seem to think, turned out into a 
trackless wilderness without landmark or guide. The blind man carries with him into his dark 
environment all the faculties essential to the apprehension of the visible world whose door is 
closed behind him. He finds his surroundings everywhere homogeneous with those of the sunlit 
world; for there is an inexhaustible ocean of likenesses between the world within, and the world 
without, and these likenesses, these correspondences, he finds equal to every exigency his life 
offers. 


The necessity of some such thing as correspondence or symbolism appears more and more 
urgent as we consider the duties that religion and philosophy enjoin upon us. 


The blind are expected to read the Bible as a means of attaining spiritual happiness. Now, the 
Bible is filled throughout with references to clouds, stars, colours, and beauty, and often the 
mention of these is essential to the meaning of the parable or the message in which they occur. 
Here one must needs see the inconsistency of people who believe in the Bible, and yet deny us a 
right to talk about what we do not see, and for that matter what they do not see, either. Who shall 
forbid my heart to sing: "Yea, he did fly upon the wings of the wind. He made darkness his 
secret place; his pavilion round about him were dark waters and thick clouds of the skies"? 
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Philosophy constantly points out Ше untrustworthiness of the five senses and Ше important 
work of reason which corrects the errors of sight and reveals its illusions. If we cannot depend on 
five senses, how much less may we rely on three! What ground have we for discarding light, 
sound, and colour as an integral part of our world? How are we to know that they have ceased to 
exist for us? We must take their reality for granted, even as the philosopher assumes the reality 
of the world without being able to see it physically as a whole. 


Ancient philosophy offers an argument which seems still valid. There is in the blind as in the 
seeing an Absolute which gives truth to what we know to be true, order to what is orderly, 
beauty to the beautiful, touchableness to what is tangible. If this is granted, it follows that this 
Absolute is not imperfect, incomplete, partial. It must needs go beyond the limited evidence of 
our sensations, and also give light to what is invisible, music to the musical that silence dulls. 
Thus mind itself compels us to acknowledge that we are in a world of intellectual order, beauty, 
and harmony. The essences, or absolutes of these ideas, necessarily dispel their opposites which 
belong with evil, disorder and discord. Thus deafness and blindness do not exist in the 
immaterial mind, which is philosophically the real world, but are banished with the perishable 
material senses. Reality, of which visible things are the symbol, shines before my mind. While I 
walk about my chamber with unsteady steps, my spirit sweeps skyward on eagle wings and looks 
out with unquenchable vision upon the world of eternal beauty. 


THE DREAM WORLD 


XIII 


THE DREAM WORLD 


VERYBODY takes his own dreams seriously, but yawns at the breakfast-table when 

somebody else begins to tell the adventures of the night before. I hesitate, therefore, to enter 
upon an account of my dreams; for it is a literary sin to bore the reader, and a scientific sin to 
report the facts of a far country with more regard to point and brevity than to complete and literal 
truth. The psychologists have trained a pack of theories and facts which they keep in leash, like 
so many bulldogs, and which they let loose upon us whenever we depart from the straight and 
narrow path of dream probability. One may not even tell an entertaining dream without being 
suspected of having liberally edited it,—as if editing were one of the seven deadly sins, instead 
of a useful and honourable occupation! Be it understood, then, that I am discoursing at my own 
breakfast-table, and that no scientific man is present to trip the autocrat. 


I used to wonder why scientific men and others were always asking me about my dreams. But 
I am not surprised now, since I have discovered what some of them believe to be the ordinary 
waking experience of one who is both deaf and blind. They think that I can know very little 
about objects even a few feet beyond the reach of my arms. Everything outside of myself, 
according to them, is a hazy blur. Trees, mountains, cities, the ocean, even the house I live in are 
but fairy fabrications, misty unrealities. Therefore it is assumed that my dreams should have 
peculiar interest for the man of science. In some undefined way it is expected that they should 
reveal the world I dwell in to be flat, formless, colourless, without perspective, with little 
thickness and less solidity—a vast solitude of soundless space. But who shall put into words 
limitless, visionless, silent void? One should be a disembodied spirit indeed to make anything out 
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of such insubstantial experiences. А world, or а dream for that matter, to be comprehensible to 
us, must, I should think, have a warp of substance woven into the woof of fantasy. We cannot 
imagine even in dreams an object which has no counterpart in reality. Ghosts always resemble 
somebody, and if they do not appear themselves, their presence is indicated by circumstances 
with which we are perfectly familiar. 


During sleep we enter a strange, mysterious realm which science has thus far not explored. 
Beyond the border-line of slumber the investigator may not pass with his common-sense rule and 
test. Sleep with softest touch locks all the gates of our physical senses and lulls to rest the 
conscious will—the disciplinarian of our waking thoughts. Then the spirit wrenches itself free 
from the sinewy arms of reason and like a winged courser spurns the firm green earth and speeds 
away upon wind and cloud, leaving neither trace nor footprint by which science may track its 
flight and bring us knowledge of the distant, shadowy country that we nightly visit. When we 
come back from the dream-realm, we can give no reasonable report of what we met there. But 
once across the border, we feel at home as if we had always lived there and had never made any 
excursions into this rational daylight world. 


My dreams do not seem to differ very much from the dreams of other people. Some of them 
are coherent and safely hitched to an event or a conclusion. Others are inconsequent and 
fantastic. АП attest that in Dreamland there is no such thing as repose. We are always up and 
doing with a mind for any adventure. We act, strive, think, suffer and are glad to no purpose. We 
leave outside the portals of Sleep all troublesome incredulities and vexatious speculations as to 
probability. I float wraith-like upon clouds in and out among the winds, without the faintest 
notion that I am doing anything unusual. In Dreamland I find little that is altogether strange or 
wholly new to my experience. No matter what happens, Г am not astonished, however 
extraordinary the circumstances may be. I visit a foreign land where I have not been in reality, 
and I converse with peoples whose language I have never heard. Yet we manage to understand 
each other perfectly. Into whatsoever situation or society my wanderings bring me, there is the 
same homogeneity. If I happen into Vagabondia, I make merry with the jolly folk of the road or 
the tavern. 


I do not remember ever to have met persons with whom I could not at once communicate, or 
to have been shocked or surprised at the doings of my dream-companions. In its strange 
wanderings in those dusky groves of Slumberland my soul takes everything for granted and 
adapts itself to the wildest phantoms. I am seldom confused. Everything is as clear as day. I 
know events the instant they take place, and wherever I turn my steps, Mind is my faithful guide 
and interpreter. 


I suppose every one has had in a dream the exasperating, profitless experience of seeking 
something urgently desired at the moment, and the aching, weary sensation that follows each 
failure to track the thing to its hiding-place. Sometimes with a singing dizziness in my head I 
climb and climb, I know not where or why. Yet I cannot quit the torturing, passionate endeavour, 
though again and again I reach out blindly for an object to hold to. Of course according to the 
perversity of dreams there is no object near. I clutch empty air, and then I fall downward, and 
still downward, and in the midst of the fall I dissolve into the atmosphere upon which I have 
been floating so precariously. 


Some of my dreams seem to be traced one within another like a series of concentric circles. In 
sleep I think I cannot sleep. I toss about in the toils of tasks unfinished. I decide to get up and 
read for a while. I know the shelf in my library where I keep the book I want. The book has no 
name, but I find it without difficulty. I settle myself comfortably in the morris-chair, the great 
book open on my knee. Not a word can I make out, the pages are utterly blank. I am not 
surprised, but keenly disappointed. I finger the pages, I bend over them lovingly, the tears fall on 
my hands. I shut the book quickly as the thought passes through my mind, "The print will be all 
rubbed out if I get it wet." Yet there is no print tangible on the page! 


[172] 


[173] 


[174] 


[175] 


[176] 


[177] 


This morning I thought that I awoke. I was certain that I had overslept. I seized my watch, and 
sure enough, it pointed to an hour after my rising time. I sprang up in the greatest hurry, knowing 
that breakfast was ready. I called my mother, who declared that my watch must be wrong. She 
was positive it could not be so late. I looked at my watch again, and lo! the hands wiggled, 
whirled, buzzed and disappeared. I awoke more fully as my dismay grew, until I was at the 
antipodes of sleep. Finally my eyes opened actually, and I knew that I had been dreaming. I had 
only waked into sleep. What is still more bewildering, there is no difference between the 
consciousness of the sham waking and that of the real one. 


It is fearful to think that all that we have ever seen, felt, read, and done may suddenly rise to 
our dream-vision, as the sea casts up objects it has swallowed. I have held a little child in my 
arms in the midst of a riot and spoken vehemently, imploring the Russian soldiers not to 
massacre the Jews. I have re-lived the agonizing scenes of the Sepoy Rebellion and the French 
Revolution. Cities have burned before my eyes, and I have fought the flames until I fell 
exhausted. Holocausts overtake the world, and I struggle in vain to save my friends. 


Once in a dream a message came speeding over land and sea that winter was descending upon 
the world from the North Pole, that the Arctic zone was shifting to our mild climate. Far and 
wide the message flew. The ocean was congealed in midsummer. Ships were held fast in the ice 
by thousands, the ships with large, white sails were held fast. Riches of the Orient and the 
plenteous harvests of the Golden West might no more pass between nation and nation. For some 
time the trees and flowers grew on, despite the intense cold. Birds flew into the houses for safety, 
and those which winter had overtaken lay on the snow with wings spread in vain flight. At last 
the foliage and blossoms fell at the feet of Winter. The petals of the flowers were turned to rubies 
and sapphires. The leaves froze into emeralds. The trees moaned and tossed their branches as the 
frost pierced them through bark and sap, pierced into their very roots. 1 shivered myself awake, 
and with a tumult of joy I breathed the many sweet morning odours wakened by the summer sun. 


One need not visit an African jungle or an Indian forest to hunt the tiger. One can lie in bed 
amid downy pillows and dream tigers as terrible as any in the pathless wild. I was a little girl 
when one night I tried to cross the garden in front of my aunt's house in Alabama. I was in 
pursuit of a large cat with a great bushy tail. A few hours before he had clawed my little canary 
out of its cage and crunched it between his cruel teeth. I could not see the cat. But the thought in 
my mind was distinct: "Не is making for the high grass at the end of the garden. I'll get there 
first!" I put my hand on the box border and ran swiftly along the path. When I reached the high 
grass, there was the cat gliding into the wavy tangle. I rushed forward and tried to seize him and 
take the bird from between his teeth. To my horror a huge beast, not the cat at all, sprang out 
from the grass, and his sinewy shoulder rubbed against me with palpitating strength! His ears 
stood up and quivered with anger. His eyes were hot. His nostrils were large and wet. His lips 
moved horribly. I knew it was a tiger, a real live tiger, and that I should be devoured—umy little 
bird and I. I do not know what happened after that. The next important thing seldom happens in 
dreams. 


Some time earlier I had a dream which made a vivid impression upon me. My aunt was 
weeping because she could not find me. But I took an impish pleasure in the thought that she and 
others were searching for me, and making great noise which I felt through my feet. Suddenly the 
spirit of mischief gave way to uncertainty and fear. I felt cold. The air smelt like ice and salt. I 
tried to run; but the long grass tripped me, and I fell forward on my face. I lay very still, feeling 
with all my body. After a while my sensations seemed to be concentrated in my fingers, and I 
perceived that the grass blades were sharp as knives, and hurt my hands cruelly. I tried to get up 
cautiously, so as not to cut myself on the sharp grass. I put down a tentative foot, much as my 
kitten treads for the first time the primeval forest іп the backyard. АП at once I felt the stealthy 
patter of something creeping, creeping, creeping purposefully toward me. I do not know how at 
that time the idea was in my mind; I had no words for intention or purpose. Yet it was precisely 
the evil intent, and not the creeping animal that terrified me. I had no fear of living creatures. I 
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loved my father's dogs, the frisky little calf, Ше gentle cows, the horses and mules that ate apples 
from my hand, and none of them had ever harmed me. I lay low, waiting in breathless terror for 
the creature to spring and bury its long claws in my flesh. I thought, "They will feel like turkey- 
claws." Something warm and wet touched my face. I shrieked, struck out frantically, and awoke. 
Something was still struggling in my arms. I held on with might and main until I was exhausted, 
then I loosed my hold. I found dear old Belle, the setter, shaking herself and looking at me 
reproachfully. She and I had gone to sleep together on the rug, and had naturally wandered to the 
dream-forest where dogs and little girls hunt wild game and have strange adventures. We 
encountered hosts of elfin foes, and it required all the dog tactics at Belle's command to acquit 
herself like the lady and huntress that she was. Belle had her dreams too. We used to lie under 
the trees and flowers in the old garden, and I used to laugh with delight when the magnolia 
leaves fell with little thuds, and Belle jumped up, thinking she had heard a partridge. She would 
pursue the leaf, point it, bring it back to me and lay it at my feet with a humorous wag of her tail 
as much as to say, "This is the kind of bird that waked me." I made a chain for her neck out of 
the lovely blue Paulownia flowers and covered her with great heart-shaped leaves. 


Dear old Belle, she has long been dreaming among the lotus-flowers and poppies of the dogs" 
paradise. 


Certain dreams have haunted me since my childhood. One which recurs often proceeds after 
this wise: A spirit seems to pass before my face. I feel an extreme heat like the blast from an 
engine. It is the embodiment of evil. I must have had it first after the day that I nearly got burnt. 


Another spirit which visits me often brings a sensation of cool dampness, such as one feels on 
a chill November night when the window is open. The spirit stops just beyond my reach, sways 
back and forth like a creature in grief. My blood is chilled, and seems to freeze in my veins. I try 
to move, but my body is still, and I cannot even cry out. After a while the spirit passes on, and I 
say to myself shudderingly, "That was Death. I wonder if he has taken her." The pronoun stands 
for my Teacher. 


In my dreams I have sensations, odours, tastes and ideas which I do not remember to have 
had in reality. Perhaps they are the glimpses which my mind catches through the veil of sleep of 
my earliest babyhood. I have heard "the trampling of many waters." Sometimes a wonderful 
light visits me in sleep. Such a flash and glory as it is! I gaze and gaze until it vanishes. I smell 
and taste much as in my waking hours; but the sense of touch plays a less important part. In sleep 
I almost never grope. No one guides me. Even in a crowded street I am self-sufficient, and I 
enjoy an independence quite foreign to my physical life. Now I seldom spell on my fingers, and 
it is still rarer for others to spell into my hand. My mind acts independent of my physical organs. 
I am delighted to be thus endowed, if only in sleep; for then my soul dons its winged sandals and 
joyfully joins the throng of happy beings who dwell beyond the reaches of bodily sense. 


The moral inconsistency of dreams is glaring. Mine grow less and less accordant with my 
proper principles. I am nightly hurled into an unethical medley of extremes. I must either defend 
another to the last drop of my blood or condemn him past all repenting. I commit murder, 
sleeping, to save the lives of others. I ascribe to those I love best acts and words which it 
mortifies me to remember, and I cast reproach after reproach upon them. It is fortunate for our 
peace of mind that most wicked dreams are soon forgotten. Death, sudden and awful, strange 
loves and hates remorselessly pursued, cunningly plotted revenge, are seldom more than dim 
haunting recollections in the morning, and during the day they are erased by the normal activities 
of the mind. Sometimes immediately on waking, I am so vexed at the memory of a dream-fracas, 
I wish I may dream no more. With this wish distinctly before me I drop off again into a new 
turmoil of dreams. 


Oh, dreams, what opprobrium I heap upon you—you, the most pointless things imaginable, 
saucy apes, brewers of odious contrasts, haunting birds of ill omen, mocking echoes, 
unseasonable reminders, oft-returning vexations, skeletons in my morris-chair, jesters in the 
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tomb, death's-heads at the wedding feast, outlaws of Ше brain that every night defy Ше mind's 
police service, thieves of my Hesperidean apples, breakers of my domestic peace, murderers of 
sleep. "Oh, dreadful dreams that do fright my spirit from her propriety!" No wonder that Hamlet 
preferred the ills he knew rather than run the risk of one dream-vision. 


Yet remove the dream-world, and the loss is inconceivable. The magic spell which binds 
poetry together is broken. The splendour of art and the soaring might of imagination are lessened 
because no phantom of fadeless sunsets and flowers urges onward to a goal. Gone is the mute 
permission or connivance which emboldens the soul to mock the limits of time and space, 
forecast and gather in harvests of achievement for ages yet unborn. Blot out dreams, and the 
blind lose one of their chief comforts; for in the visions of sleep they behold their belief in the 
seeing mind and their expectation of light beyond the blank, narrow night justified. Nay, our 
conception of immortality is shaken. Faith, the motive-power of human life, flickers out. Before 
such vacancy and bareness the shocks of wrecked worlds were indeed welcome. In truth, dreams 
bring us the thought independently of us and in spite of us that the soul 


"may right 
Her nature, shoot large sail on lengthening cord, 
And rush exultant on the Infinite." 


DREAMS AND REALITY 


XIV 


DREAMS AND REALITY 


T is astonishing to think how our real wide-awake world revolves around the shadowy 

unrealities of Dreamland. Despite all that we say about the inconsequence of dreams, we 
often reason by them. We stake our greatest hopes upon them. Nay, we build upon them the 
fabric of an ideal world. I can recall few fine, thoughtful poems, few noble works of art or any 
system of philosophy in which there is not evidence that dream-fantasies symbolize truths 
concealed by phenomena. 


The fact that in dreams confusion reigns, and illogical connections occur gives plausibility to 
the theory which Sir Arthur Mitchell and other scientific men hold, that our dream-thinking is 
uncontrolled and undirected by the will. The will—the inhibiting and guiding power—finds rest 
and refreshment in sleep, while the mind, like a barque without rudder or compass, drifts 
aimlessly upon an uncharted sea. But curiously enough, these fantasies and intertwistings of 
thought are to be found in great imaginative poems like Spenser's "Faerie Queene." Lamb was 
impressed by the analogy between our dream-thinking and the work of the imagination. Speaking 
of the episode in the cave of Mammon, Lamb wrote: 


"It is not enough to say that the whole episode is а copy of the mind's conceptions in sleep; it 
is—in some sort, but what a copy! Let the most romantic of us that has been entertained all night 
with the spectacle of some wild and magnificent vision, re-combine it in the morning and try it 
by his waking judgment. That which appeared so shifting and yet so coherent, when it came 
under cool examination, shall appear so reasonless and so unlinked, that we are ashamed to have 
been so deluded, and to have taken, though but in sleep, a monster for a god. The transitions in 
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this episode are every whit as violent as іп Ше most extravagant dream, and yet Ше waking 
judgment ratifies them." 


Perhaps I feel more than others the analogy between the world of our waking life and the 
world of dreams because before I was taught, I lived in a sort of perpetual dream. The testimony 
of parents and friends who watched me day after day is the only means that I have of knowing 
the actuality of those early, obscure years of my childhood. The physical acts of going to bed and 
waking in the morning alone mark the transition from reality to Dreamland. As near as I can tell, 
asleep or awake I only felt with my body. I can recollect no process which I should now dignify 
with the term of thought. It is true that my bodily sensations were extremely acute; but beyond a 
crude connection with physical wants they are not associated or directed. They had little relation 
to each other, to me or the experience of others. Idea—that which gives identity and continuity to 
experience—came into my sleeping and waking existence at the same moment with the 
awakening of self-consciousness. Before that moment my mind was in a state of anarchy in 
which meaningless sensations rioted, and if thought existed, it was so vague and inconsequent, it 
cannot be made a part of discourse. Yet before my education began, I dreamed. I know that I 
must have dreamed because I recall no break in my tactual experiences. Things fell suddenly, 
heavily. I felt my clothing afire, or I fell into a tub of cold water. Once I smelt bananas, and the 
odour in my nostrils was so vivid that in the morning, before I was dressed, I went to the 
sideboard to look for the bananas. There were no bananas, and no odour of bananas anywhere! 
My life was in fact a dream throughout. 


The likeness between my waking state and the sleeping one is still marked. In both states I 
see, but not with my eyes. I hear, but not with my ears. I speak, and am spoken to, without the 
sound of a voice. I am moved to pleasure by visions of ineffable beauty which I have never 
beheld in the physical world. Once in a dream I held in my hand a pearl. The one I saw in my 
dreams must, therefore, have been a creation of my imagination. It was a smooth, exquisitely 
moulded crystal. As I gazed into its shimmering deeps, my soul was flooded with an ecstasy of 
tenderness, and I was filled with wonder as one who should for the first time look into the cool, 
sweet heart of a rose. My pearl was dew and fire, the velvety green of moss, the soft whiteness of 
lilies, and the distilled hues and sweetness of a thousand roses. It seemed to me, the soul of 
beauty was dissolved in its crystal bosom. This beauteous vision strengthens my conviction that 
the world which the mind builds up out of countless subtle experiences and suggestions is fairer 
than the world of the senses. The splendour of the sunset my friends gaze at across the purpling 
hills is wonderful. But the sunset of the inner vision brings purer delight because it is the 
worshipful blending of all the beauty that we have known and desired. 


I believe that I am more fortunate in my dreams than most people; for as I think back over my 
dreams, the pleasant ones seem to predominate, although we naturally recall most vividly and tell 
most eagerly the grotesque and fantastic adventures in Slumberland. I have friends, however, 
whose dreams are always troubled and disturbed. They wake fatigued and bruised, and they tell 
me that they would give a kingdom for one dreamless night. There is one friend who declares 
that she has never had a felicitous dream in her life. The grind and worry of the day invade the 
sweet domain of sleep and weary her with incessant, profitless effort. I feel very sorry for this 
friend, and perhaps it is hardly fair to insist upon the pleasure of dreaming in the presence of one 
whose dream-experience is so unhappy. Still, it is true that my dreams have uses as many and 
sweet as those of adversity. АП my yearning for the strange, the weird, the ghostlike is gratified 
in dreams. They carry me out of the accustomed and commonplace. In a flash, in the winking of 
an eye they snatch the burden from my shoulder, the trivial task from my hand and the pain and 
disappointment from my heart, and I behold the lovely face of my dream. It dances round me 
with merry measure and darts hither and thither in happy abandon. Sudden, sweet fancies spring 
forth from every nook and corner, and delightful surprises meet me at every turn. A happy dream 
is more precious than gold and rubies. 


Ilike to think that in dreams we catch glimpses of a life larger than our own. We see it as a 
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little child, or as а savage who visits а civilized nation. Thoughts аге imparted to us far above our 

ordinary thinking. Feelings nobler and wiser than any we have known thrill us between heart- 

beats. For one fleeting night a princelier nature captures us, and we become as great as our 
aspirations. I daresay we return to the little world of our daily activities with as distorted a half- 

memory of what we have seen as that of the African who visited England, and afterwards said he 

had been in a huge hill which carried him over great waters. The comprehensiveness of our 
thought, whether we are asleep or awake, no doubt depends largely upon our idiosyncrasies, 
constitution, habits, and mental capacity. But whatever may be the nature of our dreams, the [205] 
mental processes that characterize them are analogous to those which go on when the mind is not 

held to attention by the will. 


A WAKING DREAM a 


XV [209] 


A WAKING DREAM 


HAVE sat for hours in a sort of reverie, letting my mind have its way without inhibition and 
direction, and idly noted down the incessant beat of thought upon thought, image upon image. 
I have observed that my thoughts make all kinds of connections, wind in and out, trace 
concentric circles, and break up in eddies of fantasy, just as in dreams. One day I had a literary 
frolic with a certain set of thoughts which dropped in for an afternoon call. I wrote for three or 
four hours as they arrived, and the resulting record is much like a dream. I found that the most |2101 
disconnected, dissimilar thoughts came in arm-in-arm—I dreamed a wide-awake dream. The 
difference is that in waking dreams I can look back upon the endless succession of thoughts, 
while in the dreams of sleep I can recall but few ideas and images. I catch broken threads from 
the warp and woof of a pattern I cannot see, or glowing leaves which have floated on a slumber- 
wind from a tree that I cannot identify. In this reverie I held the key to the company of ideas. I 
give my record of them to show what analogies exist between thoughts when they are not 
directed and the behaviour of real dream-thinking. 


1 had an essay to write. I wanted my mind fresh and obedient, and all its handmaidens ready [211] 
to hold up my hands іп the task. I intended to discourse learnedly upon my educational 
experiences, and I was unusually anxious to do my best. I had a working plan in my head for the 
essay, which was to be grave, wise, and abounding in ideas. Moreover, it was to have an 
academic flavour suggestive of sheepskin, and the reader was to be duly impressed with the 
austere dignity of cap and gown. I shut myself up in the study, resolved to beat out on the keys 
of my typewriter this immortal chapter of my life-history. Alexander was no moreconfident of 
conquering Asia with the splendid army which his father Philip had disciplined than I was of 
finding my mental house in order and my thoughts obedient. My mind had had a long vacation, 
and I was now coming back to it in an hour that it looked not for me. My situation was similar to І2121 
that of Ше master who went into a far country and expected оп his home coming to find 
everything as he left it. But returning he found his servants giving a party. Confusion was 
rampant. There was fiddling and dancing and the babble of many tongues, so that the voice of the 
master could not be heard. Though he shouted and beat upon the gate, it remained closed. 


So it was with me. I sounded the trumpet loud and long; but the vassals of thought would not 
rally to my standard. Each had his arm round the waist of a fair partner, and I know not what 


wild tunes "put Ше and mettle into their heels." There was nothing to do. I looked about 
helplessly upon my great retinue, and realized that it is not the possession of a thing but the 
ability to use it which is of value. I settled back in my chair to watch the pageant. It was rather 
pleasant sitting there, "idle as a painted ship upon a painted ocean," watching my own thoughts 
at play. It was like thinking fine things to say without taking the trouble to write them. I felt like 
Alice in Wonderland when she ran at full speed with the red queen and never passed anything or 
got anywhere. 


The merry frolic went on madly. The dancers were all manner of thoughts. There were sad 
thoughts and happy thoughts, thoughts suited to every clime and weather, thoughts bearing the 
mark of every age and nation, silly thoughts and wise thoughts, thoughts of people, of things, 
and of nothing, good thoughts, impish thoughts, and large, gracious thoughts. There they went 
swinging hand-in-hand in corkscrew fashion. An antic jester in green and gold led the dance. 
The guests followed no order or precedent. No two thoughts were related to each other even by 
the fortieth cousinship. There was not so much as an international alliance between them. Each 
thought behaved like a newly created poet. 


"His mouth he could not ope, 
But there flew out a trope." 


Magical lyrics—oh, if I only had written them down! Pell-mell they came down the sequestered 
avenues of my mind, this merry throng. With bacchanal song and shout they came, and eye hath 
not since beheld confusion worse confounded. 


Shut your eyes, and see them come—the knights and ladies of my revel. Plumed and turbaned 
they come, clad in mail and silken broideries, gentle maids in Quaker gray, gay princes in scarlet 
cloaks, coquettes with roses in their hair, monks in cowls that might have covered the tall Minster 
Tower, demure little girls hugging paper dolls, and rollicking school-boys with ruddy morning 
faces, an absent-minded professor carrying his shoes under his arms and looking wise, followed 
by cronies, fairies, goblins, and all the troops just loosed from Noah's storm-tossed ark. They 
walked, they strutted, they soared, they swam, and some came in through fire. One sprite climbed 
up to the moon on a ladder made of leaves and frozen dew-drops. A peacock with a great hooked 
bill flew in and out among the branches of a pomegranate-tree pecking the rosy fruit. He 
screamed so loud that Apollo turned in his chariot of flame and from his burnished bow shot 
golden arrows at him. This did not disturb the peacock in the least; for he spread his gem-like 
wings and flourished his wonderful, fire-tipped tail in the very face of the sun-god! Then came 
Venus—an exact copy of my own plaster cast—serene, calm-eyed, dancing "high and 
disposedly" like Queen Elizabeth, surrounded by a troop of lovely Cupids mounted on rose-tinted 
clouds, blown hither and thither by sweet winds, while all around danced flowers and streams 
and queer little Japanese cherry-trees in pots! They were followed by jovial Pan with green hair 
and jewelled sandals, and by his side—I could scarcely believe my eyes!—walked a modest nun 
counting her beads. At a little distance were seen three dancers arm-in-arm, a lean, starved 
platitude, a rosy, dimpled joke, and a steel-ribbed sermon on predestination. Close upon them 
came a whole string of Nights with wind-blown hair and Days with faggots on their backs. АП at 
once I saw the ample figure of Life rise above the whirling mass holding a naked child in one 
hand and in the other a gleaming sword. A bear crouched at her feet, and all about her swirled 
and glowed a multitudinous host of tiny atoms which sang all together, "We are the will of God." 
Atom wedded atom, and chemical married chemical, and the cosmic dance went on in changing, 
changeless measure, until my head sang like a buzz-saw. 


Just as I was thinking I would leave this scene of phantoms and take a stroll in the quiet 
groves of Slumber I noticed a commotion near one of the entrances to my enchanted palace. It 
was evident from the whispering and buzzing that went round that more celebrities had arrived. 
The first personage I saw was Homer, blind no more, leading by a golden chain the white-beaked 
ships of the Achaians bobbing their heads and squawking like so many white swans. Plato and 
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Mother Goose with Ше numerous children of Ше shoe came next. Simple Simon, Jill, and Jack 
who had had his head mended, and the cat that fell into the cream—all these danced in a giddy 
reel, while Plato solemnly discoursed on the laws of Topsyturvy Land. Then followed grim- 
visaged Calvin and "violet-crowned, sweet-smiling Sappho" who danced a Schottische. 
Aristophanes and Moliére joined for a measure, both talking at once, Moliére in Greek and 
Aristophanes in German. I thought this odd, because it occurred to me that German was a dead 
language before Aristophanes was born. Bright-eyed Shelley brought in a fluttering lark which 
burst into the song of Chaucer's chanticleer. Henry Esmond gave his hand in a stately minuet to 
Diana of the Crossways. He evidently did not understand her nineteenth century wit; for he did 
not laugh. Perhaps he had lost his taste for clever women. Anon Dante and Swedenborg came 
together conversing earnestly about things remote and mystical. Swedenborg said it was very 
warm. Dante replied that it might rain in the night. 


Suddenly there was a great clamour, and I found that "The Battle of the Books" had begun 
raging anew. Two figures entered in lively dispute. One was dressed in plain homespun and the 
other wore a scholar's gown over a suit of motley. I gathered from their conversation that they 
were Cotton Mather and William Shakspere. Mather insisted that the witches in "Macbeth" 
should be caught and hanged. Shakspere replied that the witches had already suffered enough at 
the hands of commentators. They were pushed aside by the twelve knights of the Round Table, 
who marched in bearing on a salver the goose that laid golden eggs. "The Pope's Mule" and "The 
Golden Bull" had a combat of history and fiction such as I had read of in books, but never 
before witnessed. These little animals were put to rout by a huge elephant which lumbered in 
with Rudyard Kipling riding high on its trunk. The elephant changed suddenly to "a rakish craft." 
(I do not know what a rakish craft is; but this was very rakish and very crafty.) It must have been 
abandoned long ago by wild pirates of the southern seas; for clinging to the rigging, and jovially 
cheering as the ship went down, I made out a man with blazing eyes, clad in a velveteen jacket. 
As the ship disappeared from sight, Falstaff rushed to the rescue of the lonely navigator—and 
stole his purse! But Miranda persuaded him to give it back. Stevenson said, "Who steals my 
purse steals trash." Falstaff laughed and called this a good joke, as good as any he had heard in 
his day. 


This was the signal for a rushing swarm of quotations. They surged to and fro, an inchoate 
throng of half finished phrases, mutilated sentences, parodied sentiments, and brilliant metaphors. 
I could not distinguish any phrases or ideas of my own making. I saw a poor, ragged, shrunken 
sentence that might have been mine own catch the wings of a fair idea with the light of genius 
shining like a halo about its head. 


Ever and anon the dancers changed partners without invitation or permission. Thoughts fell in 
love at sight, married in a measure, and joined hands without previous courtship. An incongruity 
is the wedding of two thoughts which have had no reasonable courtship, and marriages without 
wooing are apt to lead to domestic discord, even to the breaking up of an ancient, time-honoured 
family. Among the wedded couples were certain similes hitherto inviolable in their bachelorhood 
and spinsterhood, and held in great respect. Their extraordinary proceedings nearly broke up the 
dance. But the fatuity of their union was evident to them, and they parted. Other sii s seemed 
to have the habit of living in discord. They had been many times married and divorced. They 
belonged to the notorious society of Mixed Metaphors. 


A company of phantoms floated in and out wearing tantalizing garments of oblivion. They 
seemed about to dance, then vanished. They reappeared half a dozen times, but never unveiled 
their faces. The imp Curiosity pulled Memory by the sleeve and said, "Why do they run away? 
"Tis strange knavery!" Out ran Memory to capture them. After a great deal of racing and puffing 
and collision it apprehended some of the fugitives and brought them in. But when it tore off their 
masks, lo! some were disappointingly commonplace, and others were gipsy quotations trying to 
conceal the punctuation marks that belonged to them. Memory was much chagrined to have had 
such a hard chase only to catch this sorry lot of graceless rogues. 
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Into the rabble strode four stately giants who called themselves History, Philosophy, Law, and [225] 
Medicine. They seemed too solemn and imposing to join in a masque. But even as I gazed at 
these formidable guests, they all split into fragments which went whirling, dancing in divisions, 
subdivisions, re-subdivisions of scientific nonsense! History split into philology, ethnology, 
anthropology, and mythology, and these again split finer than the splitting of hairs. Each 
speciality hugged its bit of knowledge and waltzed it round and round. The rest of the company 
began to nod, and I felt drowsy myself. To put an end to the solemn gyrations, a troop of fairies 
mercifully waved poppies over us all, the masque faded, my head fell, and I started. Sleep had 
wakened me. At my elbow I found my old friend Bottom. [226] 


"Bottom," I said, "I have had a dream past the wit of man to say what dream it was. 
Methought I was—there is no man can tell what. The eye of man hath not heard, the ear of man 
hath not seen, his hand is not able to taste, his tongue to conceive, nor his heart to report what 
my dream was." 


A CHANT OF DARKNESS pen 


A CHANT OF DARKNESS Em 


"My wings are folded o'er mine ears, 
My wings are crosséd o'er mine eyes, 
Yet through their silver shade appears, 
And through their lulling plumes arise, 
A Shape, a throng of sounds." 
Shelley's "Prometheus Unbound." 


DARE not ask why we are reft of light, 

Banished to our solitary isles amid the unmeasured seas, 
Or how our sight was nurtured to glorious vision, 
To fade and vanish and leave us in the dark alone. 
The secret of God is upon our tabernacle; 
Into His mystery I dare not pry. Only this I know: [230] 
With Him is strength, with Him is wisdom, 
And His wisdom hath set darkness in our paths. 
Out of the uncharted, unthinkable dark we came, 
And in a little time we shall return again 
Into the vast, unanswering dark. 


O Dark! thou awful, sweet, and holy Dark! 

In thy solemn spaces, beyond the human eye, 

God fashioned His universe; laid the foundations of the earth, 
Laid the measure thereof, and stretched the line upon it; 

Shut up the sea with doors, and made the glory 

Of the clouds a covering for it; 

Commanded His morning, and, behold! chaos fled 

Before the uplifted face of the sun; 

Divided a water-course for the overflowing of waters; 


Sent rain upon Ше earth— [231] 
Upon Ше wilderness wherein there was по man, 

Upon the desert where grew no tender herb, 

And, lo! there was greenness upon the plains, 

And the hills were clothed with beauty! 

Out of the uncharted, unthinkable dark we came, 

And in a little time we shall return again 

Into the vast, unanswering dark. 


O Dark! thou secret and inscrutable Dark! 

In thy silent depths, the springs whereof man hath not fathomed, 
God wrought the soul of man. 

O Dark! compassionate, all-knowing Dark! 

Tenderly, as shadows to the evening, comes thy message to man. 
Softly thou layest thy hand on his tired eyelids, 

And his soul, weary and homesick, returns 

Unto thy soothing embrace. 

Out of the uncharted, unthinkable dark we came, 

And in a little time we shall return again 

Into the vast, unanswering dark. 1232] 


О Dark! wise, vital, thought-quickening Dark! 

In thy mystery thou hidest the light 

That is the soul's life. 

Upon thy solitary shores I walk unafraid; 

I dread no evil; though I walk in the valley of the shadow, 
I shall not know the ecstasy of fear 

When gentle Death leads me through life's open door, 
When the bands of night are sundered, 

And the day outpours its light. 

Out of the uncharted, unthinkable dark we came, 

And in a little time we shall return again 

Into the vast, unanswering dark. 


The timid soul, fear-driven, shuns the dark; 

But upon the cheeks of him who must abide in shadow 
Breathes the wind of rushing angel-wings, 

And round him falls a light from unseen fires. [233] 
Magical beams glow athwart the darkness; 

Paths of beauty wind through his black world 

To another world of light, 

Where no veil of sense shuts him out from Paradise. 
Out of the uncharted, unthinkable dark we came, 

And in a little time we shall return again 

Into the vast, unanswering dark. 


O Dark! thou blesséd, quiet Dark! 

To the lone exile who must dwell with thee 

Thou art benign and friendly; 

From the harsh world thou dost shut him in; 

To him thou whisperest the secrets of the wondrous night; 

Upon him thou bestowest regions wide and boundless as his spirit; 
Thou givest a glory to all humble things; 

With thy hovering pinions thou coverest all unlovely objects; 


Under thy brooding wings there is peace. 

Out of the uncharted, unthinkable dark we came, 
And in a little time we shall return again 

Into the vast, unanswering dark. 


П 


Once in regions void of light I wandered; 

In blank darkness I stumbled, 

And fear led me by the hand; 

My feet pressed earthward, 

Afraid of pitfalls. 

By many shapeless terrors of the night affrighted, 
To the wakeful day 

I held out beseeching arms. 


Then came Love, bearing in her hand 

The torch that is the light unto my feet, 

And softly spoke Love: "Hast thou 

Entered into the treasures of darkness? 

Hast thou entered into the treasures of the night? 
Search out thy blindness. It holdeth 

Riches past computing." 


The words of Love set my spirit aflame. 

My eager fingers searched out the mysteries, 
The splendours, the inmost sacredness, of things, 
And in the vacancies discerned 

With spiritual sense the fullness of life; 

And the gates of Day stood wide. 


I am shaken with gladness; 
My limbs tremble with joy; 
My heart and the earth 
Tremble with happiness; 
The ecstasy of life 

15 abroad in the world. 


Knowledge hath uncurtained heaven; 

On the uttermost shores of darkness there is light; 
Midnight hath sent forth a beam! 

The blind that stumbled in darkness without light 
Behold a new day! 

In the obscurity gleams the star of Thought; 
Imagination hath a luminous eye, 

And the mind hath a glorious vision. 


HI 


“Tue man is blind. What is life to him? 

A closed book held up against a sightless face. 
Would that he could see 

Yon beauteous star, and know 
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For опе transcendent moment 
The palpitating joy of sight!" 


АП sight is of the soul. 

Behold it in the upward flight 

Of the unfettered spirit! Hast thou seen 

Thought bloom in the blind child's face? p37] 
Hast thou seen his mind grow, 

Like the running dawn, to grasp 

The vision of the Master? 

It was the miracle of inward sight. 


In the realms of wonderment where I dwell 
I explore life with my hands; 

I recognize, and am happy; 

My fingers are ever athirst for the earth, 
And drink up its wonders with delight, 
Draw out earth's dear delights; 

My feet are charged with the murmur, 

The throb, of all things that grow. 


This is touch, this quivering, 

This flame, this ether, 

This glad rush of blood, 

This daylight in my heart, 

This glow of sympathy in my palms! 

Thou blind, loving, all-prying touch, 

Thou openest the book of life to me. [238] 


The noiseless little noises of the earth 

Come with softest rustle; 

The shy, sweet feet of life; 

The silky mutter of moth-wings 

Against my restraining palm; 

The strident beat of insect-wings, 

The silvery trickle of water; 

Little breezes busy in the summer grass; 

The music of crisp, whisking, scurrying leaves, 
The swirling, wind-swept, frost-tinted leaves; 
The crystal splash of summer rain, 

Saturate with the odours of the sod. 


With alert fingers I listen 

To the showers of sound 

That the wind shakes from the forest. 

I bathe in the liquid shade 

Under the pines, where the air hangs cool 
After the shower is done. [239] 
My saucy little friend the squirrel 

Flips my shoulder with his tail, 

Leaps from leafy billow to leafy billow, 
Returns to eat his breakfast from my hand. 
Between us there is glad sympathy; 

He gambols; my pulses dance; 


Tam exultingly full of the joy of life! 


Have not my fingers split the sand 

On the sun-flooded beach? 

Hath not my naked body felt the water sing 
When the sea hath enveloped it 

With rippling music? 

Have I not felt 

The lilt of waves beneath my boat, 

The flap of sail, 

The strain of mast, 

The wild rush 

Of the lightning-charged winds? 

Have I not smelt the swift, keen flight 

Of winged odours before the tempest? [240] 
Here is joy awake, aglow; 

Here is the tumult of the heart. 


My hands evoke sight and sound out of feeling, 
Intershifting the senses endlessly; 

Linking motion with sight, odour with sound 
They give colour to the honeyed breeze, 

The measure and passion of a symphony 

To the beat and quiver of unseen wings. 

Іп the secrets of earth and sun and air 

My fingers are wise; 

They snatch light out of darkness, 

They thrill to harmonies breathed in silence. 


I walked in Ше stillness of the night, 

And my soul uttered her gladness. 

O Night, still, odorous Night, I love thee! 

O wide, spacious Night, I love thee! 

O steadfast, glorious Night! [241] 
I touch thee with my hands; 

I lean against thy strength; 

I am comforted. 


O fathomless, soothing Night! 

Thou art a balm to my restless spirit, 

I nestle gratefully in thy bosom, 

Dark, gracious mother! 

Like a dove, I rest in thy bosom. 

Out of the uncharted, unthinkable dark we came, 
And in a little time we shall return again 

Into the vast, unanswering dark. 
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FOOTNOTES: 


[A] The excellent proof-reader has put a query to my use of the word "see." If I had 
said "visit" he would have asked no questions, yet what does "visit" mean but "see" 
(visitare)? Later I will try to defend myself for using as much of the English language 
as I have succeeded in learning. 


[B] George Arnold. 


[C] I found that of the senses, the eye is the most superficial, the ear the most 
arrogant, smell the most voluptuous, taste the most superstitious and fickle, touch the 
most profound and the most philosophical. 
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Chapter 1 


Preparations 


‘Idiot!’ said Jason. He made his hand into a pistol shape and 
fired an imaginary bullet into the car's radio. 

‘Keep your hands on the wheel,’ said his father, staring 
through the windscreen with eyes wide open. 

“Well, he is an idiot.’ Jason skidded the car slightly as it 
rounded a corner on the dusty track. 

"That's the Prime Minister you're talking about.’ 

“Тһеп he should know better." 

“You just worry about your driving. And be careful. This 
isn’t our car, you know.” 

Jason kicked it up into third gear, this time without eliciting 
any crunching sounds from the gearbox. How dumb that he still 
had to wait for years before he could get his license, when he 
could drive perfectly well right now. 

The radio continued on with its story: 


‘So, Prime Minister, does that mean you won't be signing up 
to the emission control targets at the Rotterdam 
Environmental Conference next month?’ 


1 didn't say that. I'll be announcing the government's position 
on the Rotterdam targets in a few days time. My point is 
simply that last month was the coldest November we've had іп 
over a decade, so global warming isn't obvious." 


“Не” got you there,’ said Jason's father. 

*No, he hasn't. Just because one month was cold means stuff 
all. You can't just look at one month—’ 

“Watch out for that tree!’ Jason's father gripped the 
dashboard in front of him with both hands. 

‘I can see it. I do have my glasses on, Dad.’ Jason deftly 
manoeuvred the four-wheel-drive around the gum, secretly 
enjoying giving his passenger a scare. Two magpies thought it 
was a bit close for comfort, and abandoned the tree in favour of 
peace and quiet elsewhere. 

‘Anyway,’ said Jason's father, ‘you should be glad it's so 
dry. If Mr McKenzie could get anything to grow on his land, 
you couldn't practice driving on it." 

Jason waved a hand at the radio. “Тһе Prime Minister's just 
being selfish! He keeps talking about how much it'd cost to fix 
the environment, and he won't cough up.” 

‘It’s not really his money. He gets it from taxpayers like 
те.” 

“You and mum always tell me off when I’m selfish. Not that 
I ever am, of course,' said Jason, managing to keep a straight 
face. 

‘I guess you're entitled to your opinion, but so is he. And so 
am I, for that matter." 

Jason nodded slowly. He had to keep reminding himself of 
that. Sometimes it wasn't easy. 

‘I’m getting a bit sick of this environmental stuff,’ his father 
went on. Maybe he was entitled to his opinion, but he was also 
entitled to another little thrill, so Jason steered towards the dry 
creek bed. It was almost two metres deep in places; not 
something you'd want to drive into. 


*Careful of Ше creek Бед,” said Jason's father, with forced 
calmness. 

‘Pardon?’ 

“Creek Бед!” 

‘I can't hear you over the radio." 

‘STOP! 

Jason spun the steering wheel hard, spraying a shower of 
rubble from the back wheels into the gully. Jason’s father was 
thrown against the car door. 

“Sorry about that, Dad. There's a dry creek bed just there.” 

‘I think Гуе had about as much of this as I can hack. 
Anyway, we've got to get ready for that church picnic your 
mother wants us to go to." 

“Оп yeah. Bummer. Anyway, thanks for the lesson, Dad.” 

‘If you really want to thank me, you can lug that tanbark 
around the back sometime. There’s a ton of it, though.’ 

‘No, ГП do that.’ 

After Jason parked the four-wheel-drive in the shed, he and 
his father trudged across the stubbly paddock back home, which 
was just next door. A cloud of dust, kicked up by Jason’s 
driving, hung over the whole field; it was so thick that it made 
their teeth gritty. 

‘Don’t forget to thank Mr McKenzie for letting you use his 
car and field,’ said Jason’s father. 

“Why don’t уои get a four-wheel-drive, Dad? Then I could 
hoon around here whenever I wanted. School holidays are 
coming up, you know.” 


"They're expensive, is why. We won't be getting another car 
for yonks, I'm afraid. Maybe never, if the government does all 
those environmental things you want them to." 


Jason bounded up the steps to the broad wooden verandah that 
surrounded his home and went inside. As usual, the house smelt 
of an unpleasant mixture of fish from his father's work clothes, 
and scented candles from his mother's optimistic attempts to get 
rid of the fish smell. Jason was pretty much used to the aroma, 
and didn't notice it after a few minutes. 

He headed straight for his room and turned on his computer. 
Someone had put five or six copies of Science Adviser magazine 
on top of the keyboard. His mother must have scooped up some 
more back issues from work for him to read. ‘Thanks, Mum!’ he 
yelled in the direction of the kitchen, and moved the mags onto 
his desk. 

Once his computer had finished booting up, he opened the 
file containing his notes for the debate at school tomorrow. 
Since the Prime Minister was talking about global warming on 
the radio, he really ought to mention that. He googled for 
‘Amsterdam conference’ to get more info, but surprisingly 
nothing came up. 

Jason's mother walked in. *Ready for the picnic?" 

*Do I really have to go?' said Jason, screwing up his face 
like a prune. 

His mother looked a bit hurt. ‘Come on, it'll be fun! I think 
David's family is going." 

‘Nah; too many people. ГП catch David at school 
tomorrow.” 

“Тоо many people? In Sapphire Вау?” 


‘Anyway, I need to work on my speech for the debate 
tomorrow.” 

“You weren’t too busy to go driving earlier.” 

Jason’s father walked in and came to his rescue. ‘Anne, 
don’t try to talk him into coming. Someone’s got to get that 
tanbark off the nature strip.’ He gave Jason a wink. 

"Sounds like a conspiracy to me,’ muttered Jason’s mother, 
and walked out. 

‘Thanks, Dad.’ 

So Jason’s parents took themselves off to the picnic. Jason 
got stuck into moving the mountain of tanbark, which was pretty 
unpleasant work in the heat of the day. But at least it wasn’t as 
unpleasant as a church picnic, surrounded by heaps of nosey 
busy-bodies. 

Although Jason didn’t find the activity to be particularly 
entertaining, that view wasn’t shared by his dog, Tangles. 
Nobody really knew what kind of dog Tangles was. ‘Most of 
them, Jason’s father reckoned. Tangles orbited the 
wheelbarrow’s every trip with frenzied excitement. Jason 
contemplated trying to harness some of that energy by hooking 
him up to the barrow, but couldn’t quite work out how. 

At last, the chore was finished. Jason retreated inside and 
helped himself to a large glass of milk, then went to look at his 
debate notes again. 


Some while later, Jason’s parents arrived home. ‘Haven’t you 
moved all day?’ asked his mother. She handed over a sausage 
sandwich wrapped in a serviette. 

“Yum! Lunch!’ 


‘Lunch? It’s four o'clock! Didn't you get yourself 
something?" 

‘Been busy,’ said Jason, through a mouthful of cold sausage. 

His mother cleared a space on the bed and sat down. ‘So 
how are the preparations coming?" 

“Okay, I guess. I’m still not sure I want to do this, though." 

*Why not? This debate is on your favourite topic!" 

*Yeah, but the whole school will be watching." 

"You'll be fine. That's why I suggested you should join the 
debating club in the first place." 

“То be nervous?’ 

‘I thought it would give you a bit of extra confidence in 
speaking to people, and working with other people as a team. 
Not to mention looking at issues from both sides, of course." 

“ГІ just be glad when it's over.” 

Jason’s mother nodded. ‘That’s natural. Don’t worry about 
it. Just think of it as an opportunity to convince them about 
global warming.’ 

“Yeah, that'll be good at least.’ 

“Just don’t take it too seriously. You can't save the planet all 
by yourself, you know.’ 

‘I guess. Wish I could, though.” 


Chapter 2 
The Great Debate 


Monday mornings were bad. It was the longest possible time 
until the next weekend. 

What made things worse was that the school week started 
with Mr Szabo's English class. You'd think Mr Szabo would 
have slacked off, with this being the last week of school for the 
year, but no. He was trying to drag comments out of the class 
about some short story they were supposed to have read. Jason 
had actually looked at the story, but didn't think it was worth 
commenting on. Hardly anything in class ever was. 

Mr Szabo wasn't having much luck. Even the class's 
attention-seekers had nothing to say. With an exasperated look, 
the teacher turned to Jason. 

*Mr Saunders, you haven't said anything all year. This is 
your last chance!’ 

Jason just smiled. 

Mr Szabo shrugged his shoulders and tried his luck 
elsewhere. In an attempt to at least /ook interested, Jason 
commenced a study of the graffiti on the brickwork behind Mr 
Szabo's head. 

After English came geography, which was normally just as 
boring. At least today's topic was good, though: Ms McWilliam 
was talking about global warming. She was attempting a similar 
strategy to Mr Szabo, and was trying to construct a list of issues 


based on class input. Jason just let them go for it, even though 
some of the comments were pretty stupid. Some were very 
stupid. /ntolerably stupid. 

"Idiot he muttered. Unfortunately, he said it a bit more 
loudly than he intended. 

Ms McWilliam looked at him in surprise. ‘Jason, that's no 
way to talk to your fellow students! 

Jason looked down, hoping that the teacher would drop it. 
But she didn't. 

*Well? I think you owe us an explanation." 

‘I’m sorry." 

*Good. But if you disagree, please tell us why. Just do it 
nicely." 

“Мо, that's okay.' Jason cursed his instinctive reaction to 
Ralph’s comment. 

‘It’s about time you contributed to class discussions. Go оп.” 

*Well, we're supposed to be talking about global warming, 
and Ralph just keeps talking about money.” 

‘So tell us about global warming." 

Jason drew a deep breath. ‘Okay, look, it's like this. It's 
simple. Global warming is happening because of things people 
are doing, like pollution and stuff. If we don't stop, we'll have 
totally trashed the planet. People will be dying all over the place 
because there won't be enough water or food. Ralph doesn't 
seem to care about that." 

"That's crap, Jason,’ replied Ralph. ‘I never said that. I just 
said people need jobs and petrol and things right now, so you 
can't just—’ 

"What's the point of having those things now if it's going to 
kill the planet? That's just selfish and greedy!" 


Ms McWilliam stood up. ‘Jason, I said to keep it nice. If 
you can't, you'd better just listen." 

‘I am keeping it nice! Ralph's the one who's saying we 
should all be selfish. Is that nice?" 

“Га say it's selfish to stop other people from expressing 
their opinions. You'll get your chance at the debate this 
afternoon, won't you? Aren't you on the pro-environment 
team?" 

*Of course! 

‘Not “of course". You're just lucky you're on that side. If 
the coin had come down the other way, you'd have had to argue 
that we don’t need to do anything about global warming!” 

‘I would've refused." 

“Уев, I know. It would have done you some good, though. 
Now, does anyone else have an opinion on global warming?" 

After an awkward silence, someone dared to speak up. “1 
think it's really sad. I mean, we won't be able to live like our 
parents are. Everything will cost more, so we'll be poorer." 

Some of the other students agreed. This is more like it, 
thought Jason. He relaxed slightly, relieved that he didn't have 
to correct his classmates again. 

But then Jane jumped into the conversation. “ don't reckon 
it’s for real. My dad says it’s all just a big beat-up so the 
government can put up taxes." 

“What rubbish!’ Jason made a motion like he was cocking a 
pistol, and fired off an imaginary round into the back of Jane’s 
head. Bugger! he thought, even before he’d finished. 

‘Jason, Tm not going to tell you again,’ said Ms 
MeWilliam. ‘Play nice, or don’t play at all.” 


‘I know. I’m sorry. But it is rubbish! I've seen graphs іп 
science magazines showing how much hotter—’ 

‘Just cool it, Jason. Actually, you're both right.’ She turned 
and wrote some more on the board: ‘Higher tax. Some evidence 
of warming." 

The discussion continued, and Jason did his best to tune it 
out. The list of issues grew to fill the whole board, but Jason had 
taken off his glasses so that he couldn't read it. 

Finally, the classroom fell silent. Jason dared to put on his 
glasses again and looked at his watch. If J can just ignore this 
for another fifteen minutes... 

“Okay, people, that’s a pretty good list of issues,’ said Ms 
McWilliam. ‘Аз you can see, some points suggest that global 
warming could be really serious, but there's also some points 
suggesting the opposite. Since there's points on each side, what 
should we do?’ 

Jason remained silent. He'd had quite enough attention 
already. And with a reputation as a borderline geek, it wouldn't 
do to show everyone just how much he knew about the subject. 

But that concern didn't stop Emma. How come girls never 
got classified as geeks? It didn't seem fair. 

'Since warming isn't obvious yet, we don't need to do 
anything at all yet. We should just keep going like we are now, 
and wait and see what happens. When it's obvious that we need 
to do something, then we can. That way, people can keep their 
jobs and use their cars and boats, at least for a while.’ 

Jason boiled. ‘That’s stupid! The longer we wait, the harder 
it'll be to fix!’ 

Did he just call Emma stupid? Damn it! She was cute, too. 
How come he couldn’t just shut up? 


‘Jason!’ snapped Ms McWilliam. ‘Other people are entitled 
to their opinions, and if you can't tolerate that, you'd better 
leave.’ 

Jason shook his head in disgust. He wanted to walk out, but 
didn’t have the courage. With a superhuman effort, he managed 
to bite his tongue for the rest of the lesson. 


As Jason was packing up his books, Emma swept past his desk 
on her way out of the room. ‘Um, Emma?’ he said, without 
really looking up. 

‘Yes? 

‘Um, sorry about what I said. I didn’t mean to... 1 couldn’t 
help it. It just slipped ош.” He was sure that Emma could feel 
the radiation from his beetroot-red face. 

Emma shrugged her shoulders and smiled. ‘That’s cool. 
You're all right, Jason.' She continued on her way, leaving 
Jason exhausted from the brief exchange. 

Okay, lunch time. One hour until the debate. Jason headed 
for the school library and sat down at his usual carrel. He fished 
his debate notes out of his back pocket and carefully unfolded 
the page, which was starting to show signs of wear. For the 
millionth time he ran his eyes over it, muttering the words out 
loud without realising it. 

Then he remembered the Prime Minister saying something 
about a climate conference coming up, and got a newspaper to 
see if there was any mention of it. But just as he found what he 
wanted, he was interrupted by David. ‘So here you are! I might 
have guessed..." 

“You did guess.’ 


“Well, that was a pretty entertaining geography class,’ said 
David, plonking his solid frame down next to Jason. 

‘I didn’t think so.” 

"You've got to admit, it’s pretty funny, you nearly getting 
thrown out for talking too much!’ 

“Ура в funny about that?’ asked Jason, half indignant and 
half hurt. 

“Because that was basically the first time you’ve opened 
your mouth in class all year!” 

‘I guess so. I still don’t reckon people should be allowed to 
say whatever they want when they’re wrong.’ 

David shrugged. ‘Who knows what’s right? Even the 
experts say different things. I mean, they can’t all be right.” He 
paused to take a bite out of the sandwich he'd smuggled into the 
library. ‘But I guess we don’t need them all to be right; we’ve 
got you to tell us what’s right, eh?” 

“Yeah, I know, I know,” said Jason, with а half-glum 
expression on his face. ‘And on that subject, just let me finish 
this.” He scrawled down something from the newspaper onto his 
debate notes. 

‘There, that'll do.’ He took off his glasses and put them on 
the table, then went to return the newspaper. As soon as his back 
was turned, David slipped Jason’s glasses into their case and 
zipped them into a pocket inside Jason’s bag. 

‘I really don’t know why you want to do this,’ said David, 
when Jason returned. * Aren't you nervous?’ 

‘Big time! But at least, when we've finished, everyone in 
school will know about global warming. Then there won't be 
any more idiotic discussions like in class this morning.” 

‘—if you win!” 


Jason looked slightly surprised, as though the possibility of 
losing had never actually occurred to him. ‘We can’t lose, 
because we're right." 

‘Oh, of course. I forgot already,’ said David, slapping his 
forehead. ‘How stupid of те.” 


This was it: the moment he'd been looking forward to—and 
dreading—for weeks. The assembly hall was crammed. Jason 
sat beside the other members of the debating club on the stage, 
and looked down at the sea of faces before him. Fortunately, 
without his glasses on, he couldn't see quite where the faces 
were looking, so it was easy to imagine that they weren't 
looking directly at him. 

In front of the mass of students sat a row of adults, most of 
whom were unknown to Jason. However, he recognised the man 
in the middle of the row: it was Mr Brunskill, the teacher who 
ran the debating club. The school principal, the terrifying Ms 
Ferguson, sat beside him. 

Mr Brunskill stood up, faced the audience, and held up his 
arms until there was silence. 

"Thank you, and welcome to Sapphire Bay High School's 
"great debate", on the topic of whether we need to do more 
about global warming. I'd especially like to welcome our guest 
judges from the local community.’ He briefly introduced each 
guest: a fisherman, a hotel owner, a retired scientist, and the 
editor of the local newspaper. One by one, the guests 
acknowledged the polite applause, yet all seemed distinctly 
uncomfortable. Jason wondered why they'd agreed to come, if 
they didn't enjoy being there. 


‘Before we begin,’ continued Mr Brunskill, ‘let me remind 
you of the rules. As you can see, there are two teams. The first 
team will argue in the affirmative, meaning that we need to do 
more about global warming. The second team will argue in the 
negative, meaning that we don’t need to do more about global 
warming. Speakers from each team will take it in turns to speak, 
and can talk for a maximum of four minutes. 

‘Judging will work like this. ГП invite each of our guests to 
comment on the debate and say which team they found to be 
most convincing. You’ll then have the opportunity to indicate 
which team you thought was best by the, um, “enthusiasm” of 
your applause. Finally, Ms Ferguson will adjudicate and 
announce the winner.’ 

Jason was perspiring a bit by now, partly because the big 
fans on the ceiling didn’t really make much difference, and 
partly because of nerves. His stomach felt fuzzy and he felt like 
he needed to go to the toilet again, even though he only went ten 
minutes ago. 

Finally, the debate got under way. Jason quietly got out his 
notes, which were by now almost falling apart at the creases, 
and undid the button on his shirt pocket so he could take out his 
glasses. 

But they weren’t there! 

They had to be there. That’s where he always put them. 

He groped at his chest. Nope, nothing. Not there. 

With some urgency, he scrabbled around in his bag. Phew! 
How did they get in here? Never mind that now. 

Compared to the wait beforehand, time seemed to fly by 
during the debate itself. Jason’s opponents trotted out all the 
usual arguments, just as he’d anticipated. Got you, he thought. 


After what seemed like only a minute or two, Mr Brunskill 
got to his feet once again and announced that it was Jason's turn 
to talk. Jason stood up, hoping desperately that nobody could 
see how much his legs were shaking. He gripped his notes in a 
sweaty hand. Fortunately he didn't need to refer to them, as a 
tear was advancing down the page, threatening to rip his 
arguments in half. 

“Ms Ferguson, guests, teachers, students. The speakers for 
the negative have claimed that we're better off not doing 
anything more about global warming. They've said we can't 
afford to reduce our transport and industries because that would 
cost people money and jobs. They've said that climate change 
mightn't be serious and mightn’t even happen at all. I’m going 
to explain to you how climate change wi// happen, and how 
things will be even worse for us if we don't do anything about 
it^ 

And so he launched into his well-rehearsed routine. He 
explained how pollution was filling the air with gases that 
trapped more of the sun's radiation. He explained how that 
radiation would heat up the air, the land and the oceans. He 
explained how the extra heat would reduce rainfall, causing 
more droughts. He explained how the polar ice caps would melt, 
raising the sea level and flooding low-lying areas. He explained 
how these things would impact on crops and cause damage and 
disease. He explained that the only way to stop all this was to 
cut back on pollution, such as by adopting strict emission 
control targets. 

‘Is this for real, or is it just a big beat-up, as my opponents 
have suggested? АП we need to do is look around Sapphire Bay 
to see that climate change is already happening. Why won't 


anything grow on Mr McKenzie's land? Why has Sullivans 
Creek been dry for so long?’ Jason paused for effect; surely this 
evidence alone would win the debate. 

“ЕшаПу, what about Sapphire Bay's fishing industry? I 
agree with my opponents that it's really important for Sapphire 
Bay, since so many of our parents work in it. My own dad does. 

*But I don't agree that we can't do anything about global 
warming just because it might hurt our fishing businesses. If we 
keep putting heaps of carbon dioxide into the air, more of it will 
go into the ocean. That'll make the ocean like an acid. The acid 
water will kill the stuff that the fish eat. And, of course, the 
water will be hotter, too. The fish will starve, or not reproduce, 
or just go somewhere else. 

“So, global warming means that there won't be as many fish 
to catch. By the time we students want jobs, Sapphire Bay won't 
have a fishing industry. Not unless we do something to stop 
global warming right now! So my opponents' argument about 
fishing is just a red herring." 

Some muted chuckles rose up from the floor of the assembly 
hall. Jason wondered what he'd said that was funny, but then 
realised. If only he'd said that on purpose... 

The little bell under Mr Brunskill's hand emitted its now- 
familiar ting. Jason had timed it perfectly. The applause seemed 
generous, and he blushed a little as he returned to his seat. 
Relieved but high on adrenaline, he beamed down on the crowd 
like a king observing his subjects. 

The remaining speakers said their pieces, but Jason scarcely 
heard them. When the final round of applause had died away, 
Mr Brunskill invited the first of the guest judges to address the 
audience. 


The fisherman stood up nervously. He looked distinctly out 
of place in a suit; Jason found it easy to picture him wearing 
overalls and pulling nets onto the back of a fishing boat. 

"Thanks. Uh, well, l've got to say, that was all pretty 
impressive to a simple fisherman! I've never tried to follow the 
science of it all, although it sounds pretty convincing and, well, 
like bad news. But I could easily follow what the second team 
was saying, uh, what're you called? The case for the negative? 
You're right that if they stop me from using fuel, then I'm out of 
a job! Same deal if they put up the price of fuel much more, or 
bung on yet another bloody tax for using it. The whole fishing 
fleet along the coast would go bust. Like that team said, we 
can't let that happen. Everyone needs money, everyone needs a 
job. So I’ve got to say that the second team, the negative team, 
gets my vote." 

Jason rolled his eyes. How come people's opinions seem to 
be based on how they might benefit, rather than on what's 
actually true? The fisherman was only worried about his 
income; his own immediate future. The fact that there mightn't 
be any fish in a few decades time didn't seem to bother him. 
And of course, there was much more to it than fish. 

But the hotel owner saw it the same way as the fisherman. 
He talked about the need for a strong economy so that people 
would have lots of money to spend on holidays, which was 
essential for Sapphire Bay's tourist industry. It's as though he 
hadn't listened to the debate at all, and was just saying what 
he'd thought all along. Jason clenched his jaw. 

The third speaker was different, though. ‘Like the other 
guests, I was very impressed at the high quality of the debate. 
My congratulations to all of you. However, unlike the other 


guests, I'm а bit of an impostor in Sapphire Bay. I only moved 
here a couple of years ago, after I retired from my research job 
in Canberra, so I guess I’m not so much a part of the local scene 
as the others. Because of my background, I found the scientific 
arguments by the case for the affirmative to be most relevant, 
and well argued." 

At last, thought Jason. This lady's got some common sense. 

She continued: *But these are complex issues, and the very 
real and practical problems associated with setting strict 
emission goals just can't be ignored." 

Jason held his breath. 

“However, I think ГИ support the case for the affirmative, 
because it appealed more to the scientist in me. And since the 
issues need to be carefully balanced, it seems only right that 
each side should get some recognition." 

Finally, the newspaper editor got up to speak. If this bloke's 
not an idiot, thought Jason, at least we can end up with two 
votes each. 

“Гуе been the editor of the Sapphire Sentinel for a lot of 
years. I must have read literally hundreds of letters to the editor, 
so I know what's important to my readers. While we're all 
concerned about the environment and the future, it's clear that 
we can't go backwards by stopping people from earning a 
living. So like the first two judges, I have to go with the case for 
the negative." 

Jason was disgusted. The man wasn't thinking for himself; 
he was just echoing other people's thoughts. And they weren't 
thinking with their brains, but with their wallets. 


*Okay, that makes И three to опе in favour of Ше case for 
the negative,’ announced Mr Brunskill. ‘But it isn’t all over yet. 
ГІ now hand things over to Ms Ferguson." 

The principal stood up and faced the audience. ‘It falls to me 
to make the final decision about which team wins. We've 
already heard from our guest judges, but now I need to get your 
opinions to help me make my decision. 

“бо, to start with, if you want to vote for the affirmative 
team, who argued that we should do more about global 
warming, let's hear your applause! 

The hall reverberated with clapping and hooting. Normally, 
Ms Ferguson would have glared at any such behaviour, but this 
time she'd asked for it. 

*Okay, thank you. Now, if you preferred the case for the 
negative, that we shouldn't do more about global warming, let's 
hear from you." 

Jason fancied that the din was somewhat more subdued this 
time. Nevertheless, he saw some of his best friends 
enthusiastically clapping against him. For a second, he was 
stunned. He felt betrayed. Why were they against him? But then 
it dawned on him: like so many people in Sapphire Bay, their 
parents were having a hard time with work. The fisherman and 
hotel guy spoke for most of them. 

But that didn't apply to Ms Ferguson, of course. She was a 
professional educator; her job was safe. And it was up to her to 
make the final verdict. 

“Well, we've heard our invited guest panel supporting the 
case for the negative by three votes to one. And it seemed to me 
that the audience applause might also have favoured the case for 
the negative. I therefore adjudicate that the case for the negative 


has won Ше debate: Ше proposition that we need to do more 
about global warming is по! supported. Congratulations to team 
two!” 

More applause erupted. It almost hurt physically, as though 
every clap struck Jason on the body. He looked across at the 
members of the other team, who were lapping up the glory. 
They pumped the air with their arms; their smiles were во huge 
that their eyes seemed to sparkle. 

Once the applause had died down, Ms Ferguson dismissed 
the students, who streamed noisily out of the hall. Mr Brunskill 
climbed onto the stage and congratulated all of the debaters. 
Some of the winners shook Jason’s hand. But Jason hardly 
noticed these things: he was too stunned and disappointed. 


Chapter 3 


Politics 


It didn't take Jason long to trudge home from school, even 
though he lived on the outskirts of town. Sometimes he took the 
“scenic route’ down by the harbour and dropped into his father's 
fish processing factory. But not today. He did stop once to 
punch a tree, but instead of helping his mood, it just gave him a 
sore hand. 

As usual, Tangles was waiting enthusiastically at the gate. 
As Jason entered, Tangles leapt up and put his front paws on 
Jason's chest. But Jason just brushed him aside and thumped up 
the steps and went inside, banging the fly screen door behind 
him. 

‘Hello Jason,’ said his mother cheerily. She had either failed 
to detect his mood signals or was deliberately ignoring them. 
*How did the debate ро?” 

‘It was stupid. This town is full of idiots." 

His mother continued to sort out her beloved coin collection. 
She never seemed to actually finish doing that. ‘Oh. I guess that 
means you didn't win." 

‘No.’ 

‘I’m sorry to hear that, after all the hard work you put into 
it. But there's two sides to every coin, you know." 

“Yeah, there's a right side and a wrong side.’ 


‘It doesn't matter, Jason. Cheer up; it's nearly school 
holidays." 

Jason snapped. ‘It doesn’t matter to you! АП you care about 
it is your bloody coins!” 

‘Jason!’ exclaimed his mother, looking up at last. 

But Jason had already stormed off to his room. He flounced 
down onto the bed, causing the debate notes in his back pocket 
to crunch. He fished out the page, screwed it up and threw it into 
the bin in the far corner of his room. 

So nobody cares if everything gets destroyed, thought Jason. 
Well, I can play that game too! He went over to his desk and 
turned on his computer. His mother had put a couple more 
copies of Science Adviser on top of the keyboard, which he 
tossed over his shoulder onto the bed behind him. 

The computer took so long to boot up that there was enough 
time to get changed while waiting for it. When it was finally 
ready, Jason double-clicked on the Grand Theft Auto icon and 
the computer went back to work. The game took ages to load— 
and it wasn’t even the latest version. That one wouldn’t run on 
his computer at all, without a better graphics card. 

An image of a car’s dashboard appeared on the screen. 
Jason adjusted the car’s radio, and selected some music that he 
knew his mother didn’t like. He wound up his computer’s 
speakers as far as he thought he could get away with, and tapped 
the key that served as the accelerator. Time for some serious 
mayhem... 


Some while later, a series of clunks and rattles outside 
announced the arrival of Jason’s father’s truck. Footsteps 
hurried into the lounge room; the TV clicked on. 


Jason wandered out to see what the rush was, scooping up 
the topmost Science Adviser magazine from his bed on the way. 

*G'day matey,' greeted his father, who was standing in the 
middle of the room furiously poking at the remote control in his 
hand. How come parents could never figure out how to operate 
remote controls? 

His father finally found what he wanted on TV. He settled 
back into his preferred reclining chair, and put his feet up on a 
foot stool. 

“Ура в the big hurry?’ asked Jason, as he flopped onto the 
couch. 

"Apparently they're going to talk about the Jap fish board 
visit on the news. You might find it interesting." 

*Oh, okay." While it didn't sound the least bit interesting, 
Jason settled in to watch. Normally at this hour he'd volunteer to 
set the table for his mother so dinner would be that much earlier, 
but he was still pooey with her for not understanding about the 
debate. 

*So how was school, matey? Oh, just a sec, this might be it." 


"Welcome back to News at Five. Prime Minister Lindsay is in 
trouble for putting his foot in his mouth again, this time on the 
subject of global warming. Environmental groups are outraged 
at the PM's apparent denial of the reality of climate change. 
Mr Lindsay was forced to defend himself in front of Parliament 
House this morning: 


‘Okay, we all know / sometimes say things on the spur of the 
moment without picking my words perfectly. All | meant was 
that global warming isn't as drastic as some people are 
claiming. But let me be clear about this: my government and | 
will make up our own minds about what to do about the 


environment—if anything. Those lobby groups should 
remember that it's my job to run the country, not theirs." 


*What did that have to do with fish, Dad?' asked Jason. 
‘That wasn't it. Oh, here it is now.’ Mr Saunders raised his 
voice in the direction of the kitchen: ‘Anne, come and see this.” 


"The Minister for Trade, Don Blacklock, today signed off on the 
proposed visit to Australia by a delegation from the Japanese 
Fishery Board. Speaking at a meeting of—’ 


The TV picture collapsed into a mess of coloured dots 
accompanied by static. 

‘Anne! Turn off that bloody blender and watch this!” 

Jason's mother came in and sat down on the couch beside 
him. 

—the delegation will visit several companies in the Australian 


fishing industry, starting with Sapphire Bay Seafood. The 
company's owner, Mr Paul Saunders, had this to say: 


"The Australian fishing industry's been doing it tough for years 
now. It's hard for us to compete against cheap seafood 
produced in other countries. But this visit will let us show the 
quality of the Australian product." 


“Woo hoo! Dad, you're famous!’ 

‘It’s about bloody time. The Japs have owed us a visit for 
years, and that idiot Minister has been dragging his feet on it. 
And if he thinks we can survive without government support, 
he's got a screw loose.’ 

*Do you really think this could make a big difference to the 
industry?’ asked Jason's mother. 


“Вейег bloody hope so, else there won't be an Australian 
industry. We can't compete with foreign countries' overfishing 
and high-density farming. They'll always undercut us on price." 

Jason tried to be supportive. ‘And those unsustainable 
practices are bad for the environment." 

‘That doesn't come into it,’ said his father, giving Jason an 
exasperated glance. ‘It’s as simple as this: no industry means no 
money!' He kicked the volume of the TV up a few notches. 

Jason resisted the temptation to argue. Disagreeing with his 
father wasn't a good idea, these days. He used to be much cooler 
when he still owned his fishing boats. But ever since he'd sold 
them and bought the fish processing factory, he'd become all 
tense about money. 

The news segment that his father was watching came to an 
end. ‘Well, at least they had the sense to finally approve the 
visit,’ he said. ‘Maybe there's hope for us yet." 


"The government today formally announced its position on the 
emission control targets that will be proposed at the 
Rotterdam Environmental Conference next month. Prime 
Minister Lindsay made the announcement at a press 
conference this morning." 


OR, this will be more interesting, thought Jason. 

The Prime Minister strode across to a podium amid 
intermittent flashes from reporters’ cameras. Unlike the judges 
at the school debate that afternoon, the PM didn't look out of 
place in a suit, and seemed calm and confident as he prepared to 
speak. The man in charge of the whole country is sure to take а 
broader view of things, thought Jason. 


‘Ladies and gentlemen, | apologise for being a bit late. I'm 
going to have to keep this brief since I’m leaving shortly for a 


couple of days off, to celebrate Julie's and my thirtieth 
wedding anniversary. If we don't make it to our holiday house 
by dinner time, Julie won't be speaking to me, which wouldn't 
be a good start." 


Some polite laughter, and a few calls of ‘congratulations’, 
arose from the audience of reporters. 


‘Okay, to business. My colleagues апа | have just spent the 
last three hours in the Cabinet Room discussing whether the 
Rotterdam conference emission control targets would be good 
for our country. | can assure you that this was a "no holds 
barred" discussion, with all points of view seriously 
considered. However, it ultimately fell to me to weigh up the 
issues and determine the best course of action on behalf of 
the people of Australia. 


‘As you know, my government was elected on the promise of 
continuing economic prosperity for our great country. I 
therefore find myself unable to agree to any actions that would 
cost Australian jobs, incomes and profits. Accordingly, 
Australia will not be signing up to the emission control targets 
at the Rotterdam conference." 


Jason was flabbergasted. So the Prime Minister was no 
better than anybody else! 

“Ном stupid! What a bloody idiot!’ Jason cocked his 
imaginary pistol and fired a round at the PM's image on TV. 

‘Jason!’ snapped his mother. ‘You know I don't like that 
silly shooting thing you do. I don't think you really want to take 
Ше PM’s life. It would hardly help your cause.” 

Jason mentally kicked himself. “1 know. I didn't mean to do 
that. But he's just being selfish and greedy.’ 


‘I think he's actually got this one right,’ said Jason's father. 
‘It’s tough enough to make a living as it is. The last thing we 
need is to be told we can't put fuel in our boats." 

‘But Dad, what's the point of that, if the environment 
changes so much that there isn't any fish to catch?’ 

"That's not going to happen, Jason. That's just greenies 
scare-mongering." 

‘No it isn’t, Dad! Look, this is how it works—’ 

“Хо, Jason, you look. The Prime Minister’s got access to the 
best advice in the whole country, and he obviously doesn’t think 
it's a problem. And he knows we need our income. I think I've 
had about as much of your greenie crap as I can handle, so give 
ita rest, okay?" 

Jason got up and strode out of the house, slamming the fly 
screen door as hard as he could for the second time that day. He 
ran across the front yard and kept on going. Teachers were 
against him, friends were against him, townspeople were against 
him, parents were against him—even the Prime Minister of the 
whole country was against him! 


Chapter 4 
Be Careful What You Wish For 


Jason cut across Mr McKenzie's field and skidded down into the 
dry creek bed. Even though the creek bed was deep, it hadn't 
had an actual creek in it for years. It used to be possible to catch 
the occasional fish in it, but now all it was good for was a 
private short-cut. As he trudged along the creek bed, his thongs 
flicked up fine dust that glowed orange in the light of the 
afternoon sun. Some of it stuck to his perspiring body. 

After about a kilometre, he scrambled out of the creek bed 
and headed for a nearby gravel road. The top of the local surf 
lifesaving clubhouse was visible above the grassy embankment 
that ran beside the road. It reminded him of another battle he 
couldn't seem to win, so he looked away. He just wanted to get 
into the surf lifesaving club so he could help people but they 
wouldn't let him in. To qualify, there was a swimming test: you 
had to be able to swim half a kilometre or so in under nine 
minutes. He'd had tried it a few times, but he always failed. 
They told him that he wasn't trying; that he didn't seem to care. 
“You need to be passionate about saving lives,’ they said. 

They were idiots too. 

He followed the road away from the clubhouse. His thongs 
slid around on the loose stones that served as the road's surface, 
almost like they were cheap roller skates. After a short distance, 
the road curved away from the embankment, but Jason kept 


going straight ahead. The tall straw-coloured grasses that grew 
wild on the side of the embankment irritated his calves, but 
thinned out as the dirt became sandier towards the top. Kicking 
off his thongs, he felt the warm sand slide up between his toes. 
Не half-walked and half-slid down the other side of the ridge 
and onto the beach—his ‘thinking beach’, his favourite private 
spot. 

As usual, the small stretch of beach was deserted. Jason 
dropped his thongs on a log and walked towards the ocean. The 
dry sand gave way to moist sand, which caked onto the soles of 
his feet. The tide was out, and the waves were poor. 

He sloshed into the water up to his ankles. The water was 
pleasantly warm, and yet the warmth annoyed him. It was as 
though the ocean—his bit of ocean—was taunting him for 
having lost the debate. Had the ocean got warmer just because 
he'd lost the debate? Of course, that couldn't be; it just seemed 
like it. 

He paced up and down in the water, kicking at it angrily 
from time to time. ‘Idiots!’ he exclaimed out loud, to nobody. 
Clearly, his parents were more concerned about their pay 
packets than about the future—his future. Just like the people 
who judged the debate. Just like the Prime Minister. Just like 
every adult. And they'd even managed to convince a lot of kids. 

Although the sun was now setting, it was still hot. Then it 
occurred to Jason that he could go for a swim: he was wearing 
his board shorts. He wrapped his glasses inside his shirt and 
lobbed the bundle onto the sand. 

The water further out seemed cooler. He swam laps parallel 
to the shore, digging his arms furiously into the water. /f only 


the stupid surf lifesaving club people could see me now, he 
thought. Swim too slowly, do I? Lack passion, do I? Idiots! 

After a few more laps, Jason was worn out. He dragged 
himself out of the water, flopped backwards onto the sand with 
his arms outstretched, and panted until he regained his breath. 

Once more, his mind drifted back to the afternoon's epic 
fail. It couldn't help itself; it was like a tongue obsessively 
exploring a sliver of steak trapped between two teeth. The only 
thing the grown-ups seemed to be concerned about was their 
beloved money. Couldn't they see that there was a bigger 
picture here? Couldn't they see what was happening in their 
own back yards? Didn't they care about what future they were 
leaving for their children? 

Bugger it, thought Jason. / can't change anything by 
worrying about it. He sat up and looked out over the gently 
rolling waters. He fished his glasses out of his tangled shirt and 
put them on, and the waves snapped into focus. To his surprise, 
he saw the arm of a swimmer doing a lazy stroke out in the 
distance. What an idiot, swimming on his own at sunset, thought 
Jason, forgetting that he'd done the same thing only a few 
minutes earlier. The arm appeared a few times more, when the 
swells of the water were favourable. 

Rrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr, went Jason's stomach. Oh, that's right, I 
haven't had dinner yet. Maybe it's not too late... He went to get 
up, but for some reason, gazed out into the dusk to catch the 
swimming arm one last time. For a while, he couldn't see it. 
And then—was that a raised hand that bobbed briefly into view? 

He rooted his eyes on that spot, seeking confirmation. After 
a few seconds, he got it. It was a hand! 


Jason bolted into Ше water, tossing his glasses behind him. 
Spray shot up as he pounded in. He swam powerfully, trying to 
ignore the fact that he was still weary from his earlier dip. 
Between strokes, he looked for the hand again to make sure he 
was heading in the right direction. But the hand didn't reappear. 

He stopped and looked back towards the beach, trying to 
judge whether he was far enough out. He stared around for the 
hand, although the light was fading and his glasses were 
somewhere on the beach. *Hey! Is anybody here?" 

Just the gentle sounds of the water. 

‘Anybody here?" 

Then, a cough. Jason twisted around to the direction it had 
seemed to come from and breast-stroked ahead, straining his 
eyes like they were radars. 

Cough. ‘Help.’ 

It was a man’s voice, feeble but close. But Jason couldn’t 
see anything. ‘Where are you?’ he yelled. 

Then something brushed against his foot. He kicked his legs 
into the air and dived straight down. His eyes were useless in the 
black water. He groped and groped, but there was nothing. 

Damn, he needed more air. Then down again. 

Just as his lungs demanded another fill, his wrist struck 
something. He latched on to it. Was it hair? 

Whatever it was, he pulled it upwards, and made for the 
surface. 

Jason spluttered and breathed deeply. But the head he was 
holding above the water by its hair didn't do so. Had he been too 
late? Did he need to try to resuscitate the man? 

Then the man coughed, spat water and gasped in a few 
breaths. 


“Аге you alright?" 

No answer. Jason realised he was still holding the man up 
by his hair, so he lowered him down. But the man just sank back 
under the water, so Jason supported him by placing one of his 
arms across the man's chest. The man was breathing, but didn't 
move. 

“Аге you alright?" 

*Help,' said the man weakly. 

*Can you swim?" 

‘Help.’ 

So Jason rolled the man onto his back, hooked one of his 
hands under the man’s chin, and started side-stroking his way 
towards the beach. The man’s body remained completely limp. 

An exhausted Jason dragged the man onto the sand. He was 
still breathing, but just lay there. It was hard to see what he 
looked like in the failing light, but he seemed to be fairly old by 
Jason’s standards; somewhat older than his father. His hair was 
well оп its way to grey. Уои ге lucky you went grey instead of 
going bald, thought Jason wearily. 

‘Are you alright?’ he asked, for at least the third time. 

“Yes.” 

Relieved, Jason leaned back to concentrate on his own 
recovery. He vaguely detected lights and voices coming from 
the bushy headland at the northern end of the beach, but was too 
weary to pay much attention. 

The people moved from the headland onto the beach. Jason 
could now make out about half a dozen silhouettes. This is 
weird, he thought through his exhaustion. Where did these 
people come from? They ran along the beach towards him, and 
when they got closer, he could see that at least two of the men 


were carrying large cameras on their shoulders. Two figures 
wearing business suits dashed ahead of the rest and ran straight 
past Jason to the man he'd rescued. 

*You okay, Graham?' enquired one, with urgency. 

“Yes.” 

They sat Graham up and gave him a drink. After a few 
gulps, he spat it out. 

Graham was obviously feeling a bit better and stronger, and 
managed a little joke: ‘I think I’ve had enough water to drink 
already, this evening.’ 

“What happened?’ asked one of the other men. By now the 
cameras were pointed at Graham, and microphones held out 
towards him. But he seemed impervious to them, as though he 
didn’t even notice them. 

“Bloody rip. Got dragged out and down the coast. Tried to 
swim out of it but got worn out. Couldn’t even keep my head up. 
Must have bumped it on something; it hurts a БИ.” He massaged 
his scalp ruefully. 

Jason quietly rubbed his hands to make sure that no traces of 
grey hair remained on them. 

Only then did it occur to Graham that he was hugely in 
Jason’s debt. He rolled onto one elbow and faced Jason. ‘Young 
man, you saved my life! I want to repay you somehow. Ask me 
for anything, and ГП give it to you." 

Jason was too tired to think. ‘That’s okay,’ was all he could 
manage. 

Graham seemed much stronger now, having benefited from 
the attention of the suited people hovering around him. ‘There 
must be something you want! Name it, and you’ ve got it." 


Jason was still in а daze, and was feeling weak from hunger 
and fatigue. Plus, he had no idea where his glasses were. 

Then a man stuck a microphone near Jason's mouth and 
said, ‘Well, son, you've just been made an amazing offer! You 
can name your own reward. What do you want?’ 

Jason couldn't get his brain into gear. Did he hear right? Did 
the person thrusting a microphone into his face say he could 
have a reward? Anything he wanted? As though on autopilot, his 
mind reverted to what it had been festering on all afternoon. “1 
want Australia to have emission control targets." 

One of the other men poked another microphone in Jason's 
face. ‘Could you repeat that?" 

Jason repeated wearily, “1 want Australia to have emission 
control targets. The Amsterdam ones." 

Everyone's attention returned to Graham, who was being 
helped to his feet by the two suited men. They led him off the 
beach—and away from the cameras—as quickly as possible. But 
the people with the cameras and microphones followed. They all 
headed inland and were quickly out of earshot, leaving Jason 
alone on his beach again, in near darkness. Well, that was weird, 
he thought. 

His stomach rumbled again. Although he didn't really want 
to face his parents just yet, it was definitely time to try for some 
dinner, so he struggled wearily to his feet and headed off back 
over the sand hill. 

One of the microphone men trotted back onto the beach. 
“Hey kid!” 

But Jason was too far away to hear. 


“Неу mate! Want a lift home?' After hearing nothing but the 
gentle lapping of the waves on the beach, he turned and left 
again. 

Jason trudged back past the surf lifesaving club and along 
the dry creek bed. They could have at least offered me a lift 
home, he mused. 


Chapter 5 
Sprung! 


What a difference a good night's sleep made. Yesterday's 
dramas seemed somehow smaller now. As he prepared for 
school, Jason wondered if he'd ever see the mysterious 
*Graham' again. 

Things had still been tense when he got home yesterday 
evening. His mother had already gone to bed, even though it was 
still before nine o'clock. Jason had bounded into the house to 
proudly announce his rescue mission, but his father wasn't in a 
mood to listen. “Your mother's left your dinner on the stove." 

“Пад, I rescued someone at the beach this evening!” 

‘Look Jason, you can't go running out of the house 
whenever anyone disagrees with you. People have 
disagreements all the time, but still have to get on with it. 
You're going to have to learn that.’ 

*Yes, Dad." 

“Апа apparently you were very rude to your mother. That's 
not on, Jason. Га have just thrown your dinner away. You can't 
go disappearing to God-knows-where without letting us know 
where you're going—and you know better than to hang around 
the beach after dark." 

“Yes, Dad. Sorry.’ 


Clearly his father was іп lecture mode, so Jason withheld 
further mention of his news and went into the kitchen to try to 
resuscitate his dried-out dinner. 

Having delivered his sermon, Jason's father now tried to 
make peace. 'So you rescued somebody, did you? Who was it? 
Anyone we know?’ 

‘I dunno. Just some guy.’ Jason knew his father’s tactics and 
didn't want to be befriended straight away, just to get back at his 
father for lecturing him. So the details of the evening's 
excitement had gone uncommunicated. 


But now it was breakfast time. Jason's father was long gone; he 
usually left for work well before six. Jason thought that this 
alone was sufficient reason not to follow in his father's 
footsteps, job-wise. Anyway, he wanted to go to university— 
although preferably not the one where his mother worked. 

He got himself a large bowl of cereal and sat down opposite 
his mother. She made no mention of his antics of the day before, 
and seemed to be pretending they never happened. Jason 
apologised for being rude and running out, which seemed to 
clear the air, at least a bit. 

‘Did Dad tell you what I did at the beach yesterday?’ 
ventured Jason, still hoping that someone would take an interest 
in his achievement. 

‘Oh, so that’s where you went. It might be best if we put 
yesterday's events behind us, I think.’ She resumed her study of 
the morning newspaper. Jason finished his breakfast in silence, 
politely said goodbye to his mother, and left for school. 


As usual, a group of Jason's class-mates was hanging around 
one of the raised garden beds beside the school's main walkway. 
Actually, it was more like a tanbark bed, since there was nothing 
growing in it. Despite that, you weren't allowed to sit on the 
tanbark, but were permitted to sit on the brick edges. How 
generous. 

Everyone was huddled around in a circle, looking at 
something. Jason wandered over to see what was so interesting. 
It was Josh's new MP3 player. ‘Cool screen!’ said someone. 
“Yeah, and I can play videos on it too,’ said Josh proudly. 

Jason’s eyes lit up. ‘That’s exactly the one I’ve been 
hanging out for! Where did you get it from?’ 

‘Nowhere around here,’ replied Josh. ‘We went to Sydney 
last weekend.’ 

‘Figures. You can’t get anything decent around here.’ 

‘Nope. Boring place. There’s nothing to do. Nothing ever 
happens.” 

“Actually,” said David, ‘Sapphire Bay was on the news this 
morning!’ 

‘Really? Why?’ 

‘I didn’t hear it but my sister did. Apparently some guy 
nearly drowned in the ocean yesterday, and got rescued.’ 

‘I wonder why that was on the news. People get rescued on 
beaches all the time.” 

Jason piped up. ‘Hey, that was me! I did that!’ 

“You nearly drowned? I told you all that swimming you do 
was a waste of time!” 

“Хо, you idiot! I saved a guy.’ 

“Yeah, right." 

“Хо, really!” 


*Okay, who was it then? Why was И on the news, еп?” 

Josh was still fiddling with his new toy, and was somewhat 
displeased that it was no longer the centre of attention. “Неу, I 
can get the radio on this, too. Let's get the eight-thirty news and 
see if they say it again.” The miniscule speaker made a tinny but 
comprehensible sound: 


“ру a youth at about eight PM yesterday. Ней become 
fatigued after trying to swim out of a rip while bathing off the 
coast from his holiday house, near the town of Sapphire Bay. 
The Prime Minister was apparently no worse for wear, and will 
be returning to Canberra early next week." 


Jason jolted. Prime Minister? 

David stared at Jason, wide-eyed. ‘Did you save the Prime 
Minister?’ 

‘I dunno... I don’t think so...” 

How could it have been the Prime Minister? The man last 
night seemed so feeble, gasping for air on the beach in his 
outsized swimming trunks, when compared to the confident 
statesman on TV in his dark blue suit. In his mind, Jason tried to 
dress the man on the beach in a suit. 

‘If you saved the PM, you'd know.” 

*But it was dark and I didn't have my glasses оп...” 

“5ከከከከ!' 


*...emission control targets. The РМ has been unavailable for 
comment, and his office has yet to release a statement. The 
identity of the young man who rescued the Prime Minister is 
still unknown, further hampering efforts to confirm the story." 


“Well, was it you or not, eh?" 
‘I guess it could’ ve been.” 


*Must have been. That wouldn't happen twice іп Ше same 
day. Not around here." 

“Woo hoo, you're famous!’ Jason’s friends silently regarded 
him with newfound awe. But then the possible implications of 
the situation started to dawn on them. 

“So, is he going to cough up a big reward?" 

*Get one of those new GameBoxes! Then we can а// play on 
it" 

“Хо, get GameBoxes for all of us!” 

“Yeah, top idea! Then we can network them." 

*Nah, bugger that. Get them to build us a skate park." 

But Jason had tuned out. He was trying to remember what 
had been said on the beach last night. His recollections were 
vague; he'd been too exhausted to pay much attention to the 
discussion at the time. 

‘I think I might've already asked for something, һе 
confessed sheepishly. 

“You mean you asked for something before consulting with 
your bestest buddies? How did you know what we wanted?’ 

“ had better be good!’ warned David. 

‘I think I might have asked for emission control targets, or 
something like that." 

‘WHAT?’ Incredulous eyes bored into Jason. 

“Well, that was bloody selfish of you,’ said Josh, with an air 
of irony. 

‘бо, is this like revenge because you didn't win the debate 
yesterday?' asked David. *Talk about a sore loser, eh?" 

‘I reckon he's pulling our legs. Come on, honestly Jason, 
did you really ask for emission control... whatever-they-are?’ 

‘I might have. I’m not sure...” 


‘How come you don't know? Weren't you there at Ше 
time?’ 

“Yeah, but it was dark so I couldn’t hear very well.’ 

“Оһ, that makes a lot of sense!’ 

‘It doesn't matter anyway. The radio said they don’t know it 
was me.” 

“But we could tell them!’ 

“Мо!” begged Jason. ‘Please don’t do that!’ 

“Why not? Don’t you want to be famous?’ 

“Yeah, and how will they know where to send our 
GameBoxes unless we tell them?’ 

“Ме те not getting GameBoxes апу more, remember? We're 
getting emission control targets instead.” 

*Oh, that's right. Woo hoo. Not." 

Jason remembered the cameras and microphones from the 
beach last night, and shook his head. “Хо, I don't want to be 
famous. l've got a bad feeling about this. Please don't tell 
anyone!” 

“Maybe you don't want us to tell anyone it was you because 
it actually wasn’t,’ teased Josh. 

“Yeah, maybe it wasn't me, so don't tell anyone it was!” 


Jason found it hard to concentrate on the morning’s lessons— 
more difficult than usual, that is. He just sat perfectly still and 
quiet. Hopefully, if nobody noticed him, it would all blow over. 
At last, lunch time arrived. Jason headed down the corridor, 
trying to look as inconspicuous as possible. He avoided making 
eye contact with anyone, on the assumption that if he didn’t look 
at anyone else, they wouldn’t look at him. If he could just get to 


the stairs at Ше end of the corridor, he could disappear into the 
library. 

But he didn't make it. Someone tapped him on the shoulder. 
It was Emma, from his geography class. 

“Неу Jase. Congrats on saving the РМ!” 

Jason got that unpleasant sinking feeling in his stomach. 
‘Thanks Emma,’ he said reluctantly. ‘But who told you?" 

"They said you asked for “mission control". What's that? 
Are you going to run the next NASA space flight, or 
something?" 

Jason looked mystified. ‘No, I never said— Oh, “emission 
control targets”? 

“Ohhh. Yeah, that sounds more like the sort of thing you'd 
ask for.’ 

‘Emma, please don't tell anybody else about this." 

Emma looked surprised. ‘Why not?’ 

‘I just don’t want this to get too... big. So please don’t tell 
anybody!” 

‘Um, it might be too late..." 

Jason bit his lower lip, and spoke slowly. ‘Why? Who did 
you tell?’ 

‘I was listening to 2SB in my free period. They wanted to 
know who did it, so I texted them.” 

“You told them it was me?’ 

“Well it was you, wasn’t it?” 

“Yeah, probably, but I didn’t want everybody to know.’ 

“Well / didn’t know that! I was just trying to help." 

‘Bummer.’ Jason looked down at his dusty joggers. The cat 
had been let out of the bag. But where would it go? 


Chapter 6 
Publicity 


The afternoon's classes passed no faster than the morning ones. 
Wasn't it Einstein who worked out something about time 
slowing down? Maybe, like Jason, Einstein had had Mr Walters 
for history. 

How could anyone be expected to concentrate on history at 
a time like this? Now that everybody knew the identity of the 
mysterious lifesaver, maybe that would be the end of it. If only 
the man hadn't turned out to be the PM! Then nobody would 
have cared. And that didn't seem quite fair: aren't the lives of. 
ordinary people just as important? 

Eventually, Mr Walters’ lesson itself passed into history. 
After the final buzzer, Jason and David walked slowly across the 
asphalt basketball courts on their way home. 

“Аге you lot going away for Christmas?' asked Jason. 

*Nah, just hanging around here." 

“Same with us. Dad reckons he's got to work, although we 
might get to Sydney for a weekend or something. That'd be 
good." 

David nodded. *Woo hoo, shopping trip! And get away from 
all the tourists here, taking over the place." 

As they left the school property, a man and a woman 
sauntered up to them. The woman spoke to David: “Ехсиве me, 
I'm looking for Jason Saunders.” 


David pointed at Jason. 

“Jason, hi. Pm Marie Torelli, from the Sapphire Sentinel. 
Can I talk to you about last night, with the Prime Minister?” 

“Um, I guess so,’ said Jason. 

‘Tell me, in your own words, what happened.’ She thrust a 
small recorder in front of him. 

So Jason recounted the events of the previous afternoon. In 
retrospect, he didn't think they seemed all that exciting. The 
only reason they might be interesting to anyone else was 
because someone important was involved. The reporter's 
questions made that clear. 

*And you didn't know it was the Prime Minister?" 

‘No.’ 

‘So why did you ask for Australia to agree to emission 
control targets?" 

‘I don't know,’ said Jason wearily, hoping this would all go 
away. ‘It was just what was on my mind at the time, I guess." 

Jason heard his name being called out. He looked over his 
shoulder and saw his mother's beaten-up old station wagon, 
which she'd scored as a hand-me-down from the family 
business. 

"Excuse me; gotta go!' said Jason to the reporters as he 
strode to the car. He got in beside his mother; David got in the 
back. 

‘I was going to see if you wanted a lift,’ said his mother, 
“but I gather I don't need to ask!’ 

*Um, no. Thanks Mum! But why? You don't normally give 
me a lift." 

"They mentioned you on the radio. You're famous! I 
thought Га drop by and see how you were getting оп.” 


‘Thanks Mum,’ Jason said again. He fished out his mother's 
Coin Collector Monthly magazine from underneath him, and 
tossed it onto the vacant back seat. 

‘I wasn’t sure that a celebrity like you would want to be 
seen in this car." 

“Well, it is pretty sad. You ог Dad had better get a decent 
one before I get my license!” 

"Those reporters you were talking to, you don't have to 
answer their questions, you know." 

Jason paused. ‘Really? It's hard not to answer a question 
when someone asks you опе.” 

*Just watch what you say to them. We had trouble with them 
at the university, at one stage." 

‘Hmmm.’ Jason frowned. 

The whole way home, Jason’s mother quizzed him for 
details about his rescue mission, totally forgetting she’d 
previously said she didn't want to hear about what he'd got up 
to that afternoon. She seemed as proud as if she'd saved the 
Prime Minister herself. Jason was relieved to be in his mother's 
good books again, although he couldn't help but worry about the 
reporters. 


Jason was unusually glad to be home. However, Tangles didn't 
seem so enthusiastic about it. He just walked up to Jason and 
whimpered. He didn't even leave the ground. 

‘What’s up with Tangles?’ Jason asked. 

‘I don’t know,’ replied his mother. “Не” been mopey all 
day. Probably just the hot weather.’ 

‘If only we had emission control targets!’ said David. 


Jason shook his head. “1 really don't know why I hang 
around with you, sometimes." 

Unusually, Jason's father was already home. He came out 
the front door to greet them. ‘Well, here he is, the hero!" 

Jason smiled, with a mixture of pride and embarrassment. 

“You never told me it was the PM you rescued!” 

‘I didn't know it was him, at the time.” 

*Okay, that's all right, then. Just be more careful who you 
save in future!” 

Jason laughed. *I thought you liked the РМ.” 

His dad shrugged, smiling. ‘Well, he makes sense 
sometimes, but he's still a bloody politician. Next time, could 
you save the bank manager? I wouldn't complain if he felt like 
doing us a favour." 

“ГП see what I can до.” 


David hung around with Jason so they could watch the evening 
news together. At a few minutes to six, they wandered into the 
lounge room. Jason's father was crashed out on his reclining 
chair, watching a game show and cradling a mug of coffee. 
Jason could never understand why anyone would want to drink 
coffee on a hot day. 

*Going to watch the news, Dad?" 

‘Nah, think ГП give it a miss tonight.’ 

Jason hurled a cushion at his father. In retrospect, it wasn't 
such a good idea, since it caused his father to spill some of his 
coffee. But there was no retribution, and the channel was 
changed as required. Jason wondered how long he could ride the 
wave of his new-found reputation. Maybe a little media 


attention might be a reasonable price to pay for total control 
over his parents... 

‘This mightn't be all beer and skittles, you know, Jason,’ 
said his father. 

Jason looked puzzled. Was his father saying he could drink 
beer now? 

"There were some media dills hanging around the house 
earlier this arvo. I chased them off, and called the cops to see if 
we can get rid of them once and for all.’ 

‘Oh. Сап we?’ 

‘Apparently they’re not allowed on our property, or on your 
school, but they’re allowed to try to talk to you in the street. So 
you're going to have to be careful." 

Jason nodded slowly. 

And then, there it was on national television. There he was 
on national television! 


‘...The young man who saved the PM's life is a high school 
student, Jason Saunders..." 


“Woo hoo!’ whooped David. He was way more excited 
about it than Jason was—but then David didn't have to worry 
about the consequences. 

They showed the footage that had been captured by the 
cameras on the beach. The picture never shifted from the Prime 
Minister, but both sides of the conversation could be clearly 
heard: 


"Well, what do you want, young man? Name it, and you've got 
it^ 


1 want Australia to have emission control targets." 


‘So you did say that!’ exclaimed David. 

‘No point denying it now, I guess.” 

‘You shouldn't have asked for that,’ said Jason's father. 

‘Shouldn’t it be Jason’s choice?’ Jason's mother replied. 
“After all, he’s the one who saved the PM.” 

The TV crossed to more footage of the PM, but this time it 
was broad daylight and he was fully dressed. Jason could now 
see that this was indeed the man he saw gasping for air on the 
beach. 


Тт glad to report that I'm none the worse for wear after my 
little adventure. It was bloody scary, I've got to tell you! Га like 
to say thanks again to the young man who saved me. He’s a 
fine example of everything good about young people in this 
country today, and I'm looking forward to meeting him again 
50 / can thank him properly." 


‘Mr Lindsay, you promised Jason that you'd adopt emission 
control targets. Does that mean you're doing a backflip on 
your previous position regarding the Rotterdam conference?’ 


"Well, that's not quite how the conversation went. | never 
promised that Га adopt —" 


‘But you said you'd give him anything he wanted, and that's 
what he asked for." 


‘Well, yes, we've all heard the conversation. I'm just not sure 
that that's really what the young man wants." 


‘But that's what he asked for!’ 


"Yes, well, that's between him and me. 1 do think there'll need 
to be further discussions about it." 


“What does that mean?’ said Jason. 


“И means he's trying to wheedle out of it,’ replied his father. 
‘Which doesn't surprise me. Old Graham likes to get his own 


way. 
The TV newsreader continued: 


"There's been a range of responses to the Prime Minister's 
mishap and its possible implications. Despite the incident, 
business and consumer groups have urged the PM to 
maintain his current policy with regard to climate change..." 


‘Typical,’ said Jason. ‘Idiots!’ 

“Хо, that’s fair enough,’ replied his father. 

“бо you think the PM should break his promise to me?’ 

“You know, I hadn't really thought about that...” Mr 
Saunders stared at his feet for a few seconds. ‘Well, I still don’t 
think we should cut back on industry. But if he said he’d give 
you anything, and if that’s what you asked for... I don’t 
know...’ 

‘Hey, look at this guy!’ said David. ‘I want a shirt like that." 

The shirt was basically bright red, with large pink and 
yellow flowers. It would have been loud on anyone, but seemed 
especially wrong on the balding and podgy character wearing it. 

“Yeah, that's pretty intense. Dad, turn down the colour! 

‘Professor Ludwig van Dyne,' read David from the bottom 
of the TV screen. ‘I wonder if that's the school uniform at his 
university." 

“Just a вес,” said Jason, raising a hand. ‘I want to hear what 
he says.” 


‘Did you know | went to school with Graham Lindsay? Yes, | 
did. So I'm relieved that he's okay. 


‘But this is an interesting development. My department has 
been helping the government to work out the environmental 
and financial impacts of their emission control policy. Until 
now, we assumed the government would not support strict 
emission control targets, so we haven't studied them. But 
young Jason's involvement is something our computer didn't 
predict! Now that Graham might support the Rotterdam 
proposal, we need to do more work on this." 


"Professor, do you think the Prime Minister should support the 
Rotterdam proposal?’ 


"Since we haven't finished the analysis for that, how can we 
know? These things are not as simple as the government 
says! But my personal feeling is that it would be good, 
especially in the future. So І hope Graham has a good think 
about this opportunity." 


Jason nodded in approval. ‘That bloke makes sense.” 

*Doesn't really matter what he says,’ replied David. 
‘Anyone who'd wear a shirt like that can’t be taken seriously.” 

“Oh, here’s the leader of the opposition,’ said Jason’s father. 
“Не П be loving this!” 


‘Of course, Гт very glad that Graham Lindsay is safe and 
well. We тау not see eye-to-eye оп a lot of things, but І would 
never wish harm to him. 


‘That said, in a way, Im glad this happened because Mr 
Lindsay now has no choice but to sign up to the emission 
control targets at the Rotterdam conference, which is what he 
should have done all along. What a shame that it took a 
school boy to get him to do it!’ 


‘Mr Lindsay hasn't yet agreed to signing up.’ 


"What choice does he һауе? Не gave his word! His integrity, 
his honesty, is on the line here. If he goes back on his word, 
the people of Australia won't be able to believe another thing 


he says." 
‘Ouch!’ exclaimed Jason's father. ‘Looks like you dropped 


old Graham right in it!” 
‘I didn’t mean to.” 
“Be careful what you wish for, eh, Jason?’ 


Chapter 7 
Ап Ипроршаг Него 


Ah, school holidays. Time to до whatever you want. 

For the first time in weeks, it was actually overcast. They 
were even predicting a few showers. Somehow, the weather 
seemed to know when it was school holidays: it always teased 
with hot sunny days beforehand, then turned bad. Or maybe 
having so many kids outside actually caused bad weather. 

But it didn't matter, since Jason didn't feel like going out. 
After his mother left for work, he had the whole house to 
himself. He spent a couple of hours playing Grand Theft Auto 
with the music up louder than he could normally get away with. 
He browsed through an issue of Science Adviser, and looked up 
information on nothing in particular on the internet. 

After helping himself to a cold roast beef sandwich for 
lunch, he ventured out to play with Tangles. But Tangles still 
wasn't himself. He hadn't even eaten his breakfast. Jason 
tempted him with a bit of roast beef, which he ate, but with less 
gusto than usual. 

“Ас least you're still drinking,’ said Jason as he refilled 
Tangles’ water bowl. Tangles thrust his head into it and drank 
furiously, splashing out as much as he took in. 

Jason went back to his magazines and computer. Sometime 
around mid-afternoon, his mother arrived home. 


“Мшп, I'm worried about Tangles. Не still won't eat, even 
though it's cooler.” 

His mother nodded. ‘Looks like he might have lost some 
weight, I think. ГП see if we can get him into the vet tomorrow." 


Next morning, Jason dragged himself out of bed at half past 
eight. He was tempted to lie in a bit longer, but figured he 
should at least greet his mother before she left for work. There 
was no way he was getting up at five-thirty to farewell his 
father, but if he didn't surface before nine, eyebrows would 
definitely be raised. 

‘Nice of you to put in an appearance,’ said his mother. 

‘Don’t expect it every day. And I’m thinking of going back 
to bed again after you've gone.” 

His mother managed to look amused and exasperated at the 
same time. ‘So you're planning to mooch around the house all 
day again?" 

‘I might." 

*Why don't you see what David's up to?" 

“Maybe later.” 

‘Just remember we're taking Tangles to the vet at two." 

“Оп, that’s right. ГП be here.” 

“Мо doubt.’ His mother’s tone made it quite clear that she 
didn’t approve of Jason staying inside on his own the whole 
time. 

After she left, Jason retreated to his room, grabbed a book 
and flopped onto the bed. 


Some while later, there was an obnoxious knocking on the door. 
It was instantly recognisable. 

“Morning, David.’ 

‘Tm bored already. I feel the need to beat someone at 
Grand Prix, so get your shoes." 

‘We can take turns playing Grand Theft Auto on my 
computer. That way, we don't have to go ош.” 

‘Nah, it’s not the same. I want to race against you. And 
humiliate you publicly.” 

‘I’ve been practising. I might humiliate you! So you might 
want to just do it here." 

David wrinkled up his nose. ‘It pongs worse than the jetty in 
here. You need some fresh air.’ 

‘I can’t smell anything." 

“Соте on, chicken! ГИ protect you from those nasty 
reporters.’ David grabbed Jason by the arm and led him out. 

They cycled into town and chained their bikes to a post. 
Normally such security wasn’t necessary, but this morning 
Pacific Street was buzzing with tourists. Jason never understood 
why city people bothered to look in Sapphire Bay’s puny 
collection of rundown shops. 

But at least they now had a video game arcade. Outside, it 
looked like all the other shops: drab red bricks and peeling paint. 
But inside was a different world. It seemed to be lit entirely by 
the screens of the video games and the rows of networked 
computers. Today, even the sound was in contrast, as the 
tapping of intermittent raindrops on the verandah roof gave way 
to the electronic sound effects of a dozen different games. 

Jason followed David towards the pair of Grand Prix sit- 
down game machines. Annoyingly, they were being used. ‘I 


wish I could play against that guy,’ said David under his breath, 
nodding at one of the players. 

*Yeah, you might stand a chance then,' replied Jason. 

But David stood a chance anyway. After a few minutes, the 
Grand Prix machines became free and the pair jumped in. As 
usual, David won easily. 

After a while, hunger set in, so Jason and David went to get 
lunch at McDonalds, which was just next door. 

‘Sheesh, queues already!’ said Jason. ‘You go in that one 
and ГП go in this one." 

*Bet I beat you at this race, too." 

Jason queued up behind a young girl, who looked like she 
was only in second grade or so. Her meal was ready to go, but 
she was still rummaging around in her little purse. 

‘I know Гуе got five dollars! I saved it!’ She rummaged 
with increasing agitation. 

‘Awwww,’ she uttered, as though about to cry. 

Jason took five dollars out of his wallet, leaned forward and 
gave it to the woman behind the counter. The woman held out 
the change. Jason pointed to the girl, who took it. 

‘Thanks!’ she said, and skipped off with her meal, hardly 
recognising that she’d been rescued. 

Jason ordered cheeseburgers, fries and drinks for David and 
himself. 

‘There. I won." 

‘Only because you bought that kid’s lunch for her.’ 

“Yeah, right. That’s why I did it, of course.’ 

‘I know.” 

Jason rolled his eyes. ‘I can't win, сап I?’ He took the top 
off his burger, added a layer of fries, and reassembled it. 


"That's just gross," said David. 
. . . 


After lunch, Jason and David went outside and started 
unchaining their bikes. The rain was heavier now, and a couple 
of families, probably on holidays, were sheltering nearby. One 
of the men glanced briefly at Jason, then looked back at him. 

"You're the kid who saved the PM, aren't you?’ 

"Yep, said Jason. He stood tall with pride—and also 
because the man's daughter was a bit of a babe. 

“See, I told you this was the town!’ she said. 

The man turned to face Jason squarely. ‘You’re the one 
who’s trying to force the PM to put up petrol prices and taxes, 
then. 

Jason looked mystified. ‘No, that’s not me. You must be 
thinking of—’ 

“Не means about the emission targets,’ said David. 

“Yes, the emission targets,’ said the man. ‘That was you, 
wasn't it? Obviously it was; your mate just said so.’ 

Jason didn’t know what to say. The man didn’t seem very 
happy. And he was big. 

‘Look here, son. The country's going backwards fast enough 
already without the likes of you sticking your nose in. You just 
mind your own bloody business!” 

Jason just stood facing the man, speechless. Behind him, 
David quietly finished unchaining the bikes. 

“Коп, that’s enough,’ said the man’s wife. 

But the man took another step towards Jason. ‘Did you hear 
what I said, son?’ He poked his finger into Jason’s chest. Jason 
stumbled backwards, more out of surprise than anything. 


The other man in Ше group put his hand оп Ron's shoulder. 
‘That’ll do, mate. Don't worry about it now; we're on holidays, 
remember?’ 

“Апа it'll be our last one if morons like this get their way!” 
He took another step towards Jason. The other man grabbed 
Ron’s arm, but he tried to break free. 

‘Here!’ said David, and thrust Jason’s bike at him. Jason 
snapped out of his frozen state and leapt on. They pedalled 
furiously down Pacific Street, without even daring to look back 
in case that slowed them down. Ron’s bellows followed them. 

“Come back here, you little coward! If you’re going to be so 
bloody selfish, at least have the guts to...” 

Fortunately, it wasn’t long before Ron’s rants were drowned 
out by sound of the rain pelting onto the shop verandahs. But 
Jason and David didn’t stop pedalling until they got to Jason’s 
house. Only then did they dare to look back, but nobody had 
followed them. 

‘Well,’ said David between breaths, ‘I think we made record 
time!’ He shook his head and spattered Jason’s face with 
raindrops—not that it made any difference, since they were both 
totally soaked. 

They wheeled their bikes into the carport. ‘I thought you 
said you were going to protect me!’ said Jason, trying to make 
light of the situation. 

‘Only from reporters, not rugby forwards!” 

“Now you tell те.” 

They retreated inside, and locked the door behind them. 


Jason's mother arrived home at a few minutes to two. As they 
gathered up Tangles for his trip to the vet, Jason and David told 
her about the encounter with Ron. 

‘I didn't think things would get this serious,’ she said, 
frowning deeply. ‘Your father knows some of the local police. 
T'll get him to talk to them about it." 

Although having a sick dog wasn't pleasant, at least the trip 
to the vet took Jason's mind off the confrontation in town. It 
seemed better to worry about someone else, even if the someone 
was only a free-to-good-home dog. 

The vet was disappointing. Jason assumed that he'd simply 
look at Tangles, work out what was wrong, give him some pills 
or something, and that would be it. But it wasn't. He gave 
Tangles a thorough examination, and listened intently to the 
descriptions of his symptoms. But he didn't seem to know what 
was wrong. Or, if he did, he wasn't letting on. 

Instead, he wanted to run some tests. He had Jason hold 
Tangles down and comfort him while he took some blood using 
a large needle and syringe. Jason couldn't watch. 

‘We’ll have the results of the tests іп a couple of days,’ said 
the vet. “Іп the meantime, make sure he's got plenty of water to 
drink. And try to feed him small amounts fairly often, instead of 
just one or two large meals a day.” 

“Good thing you're on holidays, Jason,’ said his mother. 


That evening, Jason's father arrived home with a policeman. 
Jason's mother greeted them at the door. Jason could hear the 
conversation from his bedroom. 

‘Anne, you remember Tony? He came by to tell us about 
that bloke who picked on Jason." 


Jason wandered out. “Сап I listen?" 

“ОГ course,’ said the policeman. ‘That’s why I’m here.’ He 
sniffed the air a few times and frowned. 

‘Fish,’ said Jason. 

“Scented candles,’ added his mother. 

The policeman’s eyes widened. ‘Fish-scented candles? 
Very... distinctive.” 

They all went into the lounge room and sat down. 

‘The good news is that Ron won’t bother you again,’ said 
the policeman. ‘We managed to find him in town. His mob was 
just passing through. They'll have left by now, and I told them 
not to come back any time soon, either." 

“Оп, thanks!’ said Jason. ‘So it should be okay for me to go 
into town now? 


The policeman screwed up his face. ‘It might not be as 
simple as that. Some folks have got pretty strong feelings about 
this. You could still bump into people who'll want to hassle you. 
And then there's the reporters, of course..." 

‘So should Jason just stay inside all holidays?’ asked his 
mother. 

*No, that shouldn't be necessary, but a few common sense 
precautions would be wise." 

Jason looked perplexed. ‘Like what?" 

“Well, it might be best if you stuck to busy places, so you 
don’t get caught alone. And call us straight away, even if 
someone just threatens you. Obviously, you’re going to be safest 
with your parents around, but I know you won’t want that all the 
time.” 

“Мо, how embarrassing.’ 


“Гуе got to say, this is а pretty weird situation,' said the 
policeman, scratching his head. “Гуе never heard of a hero 
needing this sort of protection!" 


Chapter 8 
Rules Are Rules 


Jason didn't sleep very well. Too much had happened, what 
with the confrontation with Ron, Tangles having some mystery 
illness, and the visit from the policeman. But at least that meant 
he was out of bed next morning at a decent hour. 

‘Let me guess,’ said his mother, *you've got a quiet day 
planned for today?’ 

“Actually, no. I’ve worked out how I can use this situation 
to my advantage." 

‘Really? After yesterday, wouldn't it be better if you had a 
quiet day? You need to be careful, like the policeman said.” 

Jason raised his eyebrows. “You’ve changed your tune!” 

‘I prefer to call it “learning”. 

‘Don’t worry, I'm only going to see Chris. He'll be cool 
about it. And I won’t see anybody on the way.’ 

After his mother left for work, Jason headed off towards his 
‘thinking beach’, where he’d saved the PM. It wasn’t actually 
raining, but the dark clouds were still hanging around and the 
stiff breeze made it surprisingly cool for a summer’s day. 

Yesterday’s rain had made the bottom of the old creek bed 
very gluggy. Red mud caked onto Jason’s joggers, making his 
feet feel heavy. It might have been smarter to cycle the long way 
around instead of taking the shortcut along the creek bed, but 
Jason always took this route to the beach. Maybe 4 like being in 


a rut, he thought, wishing there was someone around to share 
his cleverness with. 

Getting out of the creek bed was a challenge. The sides were 
very slippery, and the usual footholds just gave way. After a 
couple of false starts, he managed it without getting 
embarrassing amounts of mud on his clothes. 

Across the road, the tin roof of the surf lifesaving clubhouse 
peeped over the embankment. Today, instead of continuing past 
it to his ‘thinking beach’, Jason walked up over the embankment 
and headed straight for the small red brick building. When he 
got to the concrete path, he tried to wipe some of the mud off his 
shoes, but only succeeded in getting sand on top of the mud. Oh 
well, he probably wouldn’t have to go inside the building 
anyway. 

Chris was sitting on a metal handrail outside the building. 
He was the club’s chief instructor, and also a patrol captain. 
Even when he wasn’t on duty, he always seemed to be here. 

“Jason, long time no see!’ Jason was invariably surprised 
that Chris could speak, since his sunscreen was smeared on like 
a layer of cement covering his whole face. It seemed especially 
unnecessary when he was sitting under the roof, wearing a wide- 
brimmed hat, and on a gloomy day. 

‘I guess so. Been busy." 

‘I know. Saw you on telly. Well done! We’re all furiously 
jealous of you, of course." 

Jason sat on the handrail opposite Chris, dislodging a few 
flakes of paint in the process. ‘You’re not on duty, are you?’ he 
asked. 


“Мо mate, just keeping an eye on things. Some of Ше new 
blokes haven't had to deal with tourists before. Got to make sure 
they're handling it." 

Jason nodded and looked around. ‘Lousy day to come to the 
beach." 

*Yeah, but what else is there to do?' 

Without taking his eyes off the beach, Chris swatted at a fly 
that landed on his leg. ‘So what's instant popularity like?" 

‘Actually, a bit of a pain. But there may be some benefits..." 

*Hope so! Got something in mind?’ 

“Yeah, I’ve come to join the club." 

Chris looked lost. ‘I know you want to join, but we're not 
holding a swim test today. Next one’s in a week or so, just after 
Chrissie.’ 

‘I figured that shouldn’t matter now.’ 

“Why not? That's the entry requirement." 

“But I’ve already proved I can save people. You saw it on 
TV. You can't tell me I’m not good enough now!’ 

*Mate, I'm afraid it's not that simple. We can't just break 
the rules. It’s not up to ше.” 

This wasn't going as smoothly as Jason had hoped. He 
looked out towards the ocean, which seemed uninviting and 
grey beneath the heavy clouds. There were a few kids in the 
water, but hardly any adults. Two lifeguards were keeping an 
eye on things. 

One of the lifeguards saw Jason, and gave him a wave. “Неу 
Jason, way to save the РМ!” he hollered. ‘Why don't you join 
the lifesaving club?’ 

‘We were just talking about that,’ Chris yelled back 
hurriedly, so Jason couldn’t respond. 


“Не thinks I should join,' muttered Jason. 

‘So do 1,” said Chris, without lifting his gaze from the beach. 
‘But the Lifesaving Association needs to maintain its standards. 
If we let someone in who can't meet the requirements and they 
stuff up, someone could drown. And we could be taken to 
court." 

“But I’ve already shown that I can save people! 

“Yes, I know. But saving the PM doesn't necessarily prove 
you're a good swimmer. You just had the opportunity. If we let 
you in, we'd have to let everyone else in who swims at the same 
speed as you.’ 

“Мо, just let in everyone who saves a Ше.” 

Chris smiled, even though Jason was obviously getting 
annoyed. ‘Sometimes it’s easy to save someone. Sometimes you 
don't even need to swim at all." 

“It was bloody hard!” 

Another fly landed on Chris’s leg. He cupped a hand and 
tried to trap it, but it got away. 

“Jason, if you say so, I believe you. But if it was as hard as 
you say, then you must be good enough to pass the time trial! 
And I really reckon you can. Just remember what I've told you 
before." 

Jason's head felt like it was pounding. He jumped down 
from the handrail. ‘So that's it?" 

‘Tm afraid 50.” 

"Then you're no better than everybody else, only looking 
out for yourself! I’m trying to do something so I can help 
people, and you're trying to stop те!” 

For what seemed like the first time in the conversation, 
Chris stopped scanning the beach and looked directly at Jason. 


‘Jason, I'm sorry you feel that way. But rules are rules. Just 
swim your best at the next time trial, and you're in. Simple as 
that." 

Jason stormed off, even though he could think of more 
things to say. Walking away stopped him from getting ruder, 
and he didn't really want to be rude to Chris. 

But how stupid was that? Chris was always complaining 
that they could never get enough people, and had been helping 
Jason to pass the time trial. Now he'd gone all selfish and was 
just covering his own bum. Jason had thought Chris might have 
been a bit different, but no, he was just another typical adult. 

Stuff the surf lifesaving club. 


Chapter 9 
Тһе Head Shed 


All of the rooms in Canberra’s Parliament House were tastefully 
decorated, and the Cabinet Room was no exception. Contrary to 
its name, there weren’t any cabinets in the room. Neither were 
there any windows, because government ministers often had 
private meetings in the room and there had to be no chance of 
anyone looking in to find out what was going on. 

Graham Lindsay’s senior ministers were milling around the 
long wooden table that dominated the room. They all wore drab 
suits, except for the four women, who provided about the only 
colour to be seen. 

Graham Lindsay swept into the room. ‘Okay ladies and 
gents, sorry for keeping you waiting.’ 

Everyone took their seats. Mr Lindsay sat at his usual place 
in the middle of one of the long sides of the table, and took a sip 
from the mug of black coffee that was waiting for him. 

‘Ladies and gents, thanks for coming to this meeting at such 
short notice. And thank you also for the concern you’ve shown 
me after my little swimming adventure last week. I can assure 
you that I’m none the worse for wear.” 

He looked down and exhaled slowly. ‘Unfortunately, Tm 
not sure the same can be said for our policy on the Rotterdam 
conference’s emission control targets. We need to find a way to 


get ош of this mess so we can get on with more important 
business." 

One of the ministers flicked the front page of the newspaper 
on the table in front of her. ‘Apparently, there is no more 
important business at the moment! This has got all the headlines, 
and the opposition's having a field day with it. We could lose us 
a lot of popularity over this." 

‘You're right of course, Donna. If this costs us the next 
election, we won't be able to get on with any business at all. We 
have to find a way of resolving this without adverse publicity. 
Suggestions?" 

The Minister for the Environment jumped in first. *Graham, 
I know you won't like it, but one option is to actually do what 
Jason asked for. Remember that almost half of us were in favour 
of the Rotterdam targets, so the issue isn't quite as clear as 
we've been trying to tell everyone. I know you've got the 
casting vote, but—' 

Mr Lindsay screwed up his face. “We've already been 
through this, John. The facts haven't changed, so neither has my 
decision. I still believe that adopting these targets would be bad 
for the Australian economy. And backing down would just give 
the media something else to criticise me over.’ 

‘At least it might stop them saying how ruthless you are, 
though" 

* “Ruthless” is just their word for “determined” when they 
don't like you. No, I won't back down. More ideas please, 
people." 

There was silence. Nobody made eye contact with anybody 
else. A few of the ministers doodled; a few frowned; a few 
chewed the ends of their pens. 


‘Prime Minister, if I may,’ said a tall lean man who was 
sitting away from the table, almost behind the PM. ‘I know I’m 
not a politician, but let me say this: at the end of the day, this kid 
has absolutely no right to tell you what to do. Give him nothing. 
Tell him to pull his head in.’ 

"Thanks Robert, but I don't think that would get us very 
good publicity. I did say Га give him something, and the media 
knows it. Anyway, it's only reasonable to give him something 
for saving my life. I just didn't expect it to be this." 

Silence fell again. Even the gentle breeze from the air 
conditioning could be heard. 

Mr Lindsay drummed his fingers on the table. ‘Come on, 
people! Someone must have an idea!" 

*Can't you just, um, "clarify" the offer? Say that you didn't 
mean he could have literally anything, but just a present." 

‘It might be a bit late for that now,’ said Donna, flicking her 
newspaper again. “Тһе media would crucify us if Graham goes 
back on his word. He said he'd give the kid "anything", and they 
know it." 

The PM looked uncomfortable. “ОКау, so I put my foot in 
my mouth again. I know it would have been better if I'd picked 
my words more carefully, but Га just been pulled out of the 
water!” 

“What kind of kid are we dealing with here, anyway?’ said 
the Treasurer, who sat beside the Prime Minister. ‘What kind of 
kid wants emission control targets when he could have a new 
computer, or surfboard, or whatever?’ 

A man at one end of the table slapped it with both hands. 
‘Of course! All we need to do is to get the kid to change his 


mind. Just offer him something else; something better. If he 
retracts his wish for emission controls, we're off the hook!’ 

For the first time in a while, they all looked up. Many heads 
nodded. 

“Okay, that’s it,’ said Mr Lindsay, with obvious relief. ‘I’m 
going to ask you to deal with this, Sue." 

The woman sitting opposite the PM looked up in surprise. “1 
don't think that would be such a good idea.’ 

*Oh really? Why not?" 

“What would the media say if you wriggled out of dealing 
with it personally? You made the promise to the kid, so you 
should be the one to talk to him." 

“But I’m too busy!” 

“Тоо busy to deal with our most important issue? The issue 
that could cost us the next election?" 

“Sue’s right, Graham," said the Treasurer. ‘And because of 
what you went through together, you'd have a stronger 
relationship with the kid. He's more likely to cooperate with you 
than with anyone else." 

The PM slumped back in his chair. * You're right, of course. 
What a bloody nuisance! I wouldn't know what young blokes 
want these days; I’ve only got daughters." 

“ВШ mentioned a computer or surfboard. They're good 
ideas." 

‘Stereo?’ 

‘Guitar?’ 

“Huge ТУ for his bedroom?’ 

Mr Lindsay scribbled these ideas down. ‘Excellent! Keep 
them coming!’ 


“Why do we have to choose what to offer him? Why not let 
him decide?" 

‘Last time Graham did that, it got us into this mess!’ The 
speaker, suddenly realising the tactlessness of that statement, 
carefully avoided the PM’s glare. 

“Хо, I mean, take him to a shopping mall or something. Let 
him pick out anything he can see." 

"Top idea! They don't sell emission control targets at 
shopping malls!’ Everybody laughed, largely with relief. 

*How about a car? Every young male wants a car." 

"They don't sell cars at shopping malls either.” 

“Sometimes they raffle them there, though. If the kid saw 
the car and liked it, Graham could just offer to buy him one 
outright.” 

“Yeah, that might work. Except we’d have to find a mall 
that just happens to be га пр a car that would appeal to him." 

‘Not necessarily. Leave that to me.’ 

Mr Lindsay looked at the man who had just spoken. ‘Don, 
what are you proposing?’ 

“Don’t ask. Just let me know where and when you're going 
to do this." 

The PM shrugged his shoulders. “1 hadn't thought that far 
ahead. I was hoping to get out of it altogether. I suppose I could 
invite the lad to my Sydney electoral office. It’s in Woribah 
mall.’ 

‘I hate to bring it up,’ said the Treasurer, ‘but is Jason old 
enough to drive?’ 

‘If he isn’t, he can just park the thing in the driveway and 
rev the guts out of it,’ replied the man who suggested the car in 
the first place. 


“Ог go bush-bashing on private property." 

‘Is that legal? Is it legal for an under-aged person to even 
own a саг?” 

The PM interrupted. *Details, details! Don't lose sight of the 
bigger picture here. If we have to bend a few rules to get this kid 
off our backs, then so be it. Think about the alternatives: if we 
stick to our guns and refuse to sign up to the emission controls, 
we'd be voted out because we're ruthless and can't be trusted. If 
we give in, we'd be voted out because we're weak and willing to 
sacrifice the Australian economy for the sake of saving face! 
No, we have to do whatever it takes to get this kid to change his 
mind.” 

Mr Lindsay turned to face the lean man sitting behind his 
shoulder. ‘Robert, please get me full briefing notes on the young 
man’s whole family. Interests, dislikes, the usual info.’ 

Robert nodded, and wrote on his clipboard. 

A woman, who’d sat quietly throughout the whole meeting 
on a chair in the background, stood up. ‘Prime Minister, before 
we break up, I’ve been asked to make a small presentation to 
you on behalf of all of your ministers.’ 

‘Really, Jill? Off you go, then." 

"We've all been quite distressed by your swimming 
accident, and everyone’s very relieved that you’re okay. We’ve 
taken up a little collection and bought you this gift, to express 
our concern. Your colleagues thought it most appropriate for me 
to present it to you, іп my capacity as Minister for Sport." 

She moved around to the PM’s side of the table and handed 
him a small present, about fifteen centimetres square. It was 
nicely wrapped in shiny gold paper, with a red ribbon tied in a 
bow. 


“Jill, everyone, I’m touched. You didn't have to do this!’ Mr 
Lindsay pulled the bow undone, and picked at the wrapping 
paper. It tore open, and the contents dropped onto the table. It 
was a blue box with bright yellow writing, which said: 


Swim-Safe Inflatable Arm Bands. Large size. 


Chapter 10 


Temptation 


“Jason! Phone call!” 

‘Thanks Mum!” 

Jason bounded up the back stairs three at a time. ‘Hello, 
Jason speaking.” 

“Мг Saunders, my name is Robert Aldershot. I work in the 
Prime Minister’s private office. The PM has asked me to give 
you an invitation.” 

‘Really? What to?” 

“Тһе PM feels that he didn’t get to thank you properly for 
rescuing him last week. There’s also some confusion about what 
you asked for after you rescued him, so the PM would like to 
meet with you again.” 

‘I asked for Amsterdam emission control targets. What's 
confusing about that?" 

"Nobody knows of any Amsterdam targets. Perhaps you 
meant Rotterdam?" 

‘Rotterdam, Amsterdam; I knew it was some dam city!’ 
Jason's mother glared at him. 

*Either way, at the end of the day, the PM would like to 
discuss it with you in person. He's very busy, of course, so he'd 
find it difficult to visit Sapphire Bay again soon. But he'd be 
very grateful for an opportunity to meet with you in his electoral 
office in Sydney next Friday." 


*Oooh, Sydney! But I can't get there оп my own." 

“You and your parents would be Mr Lindsay's guests. We'll 
provide a limousine and accommodation. May I assume you're 
interested?" 

*Of course! But ГП have to ask my parents." 

‘If you put your mother back on now, I'll explain it all to her 
and sort out the details." 

So Jason did. As he hovered around excitedly, he watched 
his mother's eyes open wider and wider as the conversation 
progressed. 


Friday seemed to take forever to arrive. Jason wasn't sure if he 
was more excited about meeting the Prime Minister or the 
luxury trip to Sydney. Time dragged all the more because he 
didn't go out much, to avoid reporters and idiots like Ron. But 
he kept in touch with his friends just enough to make sure they 
were all jealous of him. 

His mood had been dampened a bit by news from the vet 
about Tangles. Tangles had diabetes. Because they'd detected it 
early, the vet didn't expect any serious side-effects, but they had 
to be very careful with Tangles' diet. Worse, Jason had to give 
Tangles an insulin injection twice a day, probably for the rest of 
the dog's life. What a horrible thing to have to do! 

At the appointed time on Friday morning, Jason and his 
mother waited in the lounge room. Jason couldn't sit still, and 
kept bobbing up to check whether the limo had arrived. His 
mother remained seated, but was perched uncomfortably on the 
front edge of her chair. Hobnobbing with the PM was not the 
sort of thing your average Sapphire Bay resident got up to. What 
made it harder again for her was that Jason's father couldn't 


come, because the Japanese trade delegation was visiting his 
factory on the very same day. It was a business opportunity too 
good to miss. 

Then there it was. It wasn't just a normal car: it was heaps 
longer, and had more doors. Its shiny blackness reflected the 
kerb. 

‘Wow, cool!’ exclaimed Jason. 

A black-suited chauffeur emerged from behind the dark 
window tinting and placed the luggage in the boot. Jason helped 
himself to a seat, while the chauffeur politely assisted his mother 
with her door. 

Even before the car moved off, Jason was exploring its 
features. ‘Wow, this has got everything! TV, internet, fridge..." 

“We've got all those things at home,’ his mother pointed 
out. 

*But not in the car! And especially not in your bomby old 
heap.’ 

Jason had brought a couple of science books to read, but 
spent most of the trip playing with the car’s integrated 
TV/computer. The driver invited them to help themselves to the 
refreshments in the bar fridge; an offer Jason exploited to the 
max. 

Jason’s mother occupied herself by marking a bundle of 
assignments she’d brought with her, and then browsed the latest 
copy of Coin Collector Monthly. ‘Oh look, there’s a big “Coin 
Expo" on in Sydney tomorrow! I wonder if there'll be time for 
me to duck in.” 

‘If there’s spare time, I want to look for a new MP3 player. I 
mean, since we'll be at Woribah Mall anyway..." 


‘Don’t forget you're here to talk to Mr Lindsay. I don't 
think you'll be doing much shopping." 

After a lengthy drive through the bustling Sydney suburbs, 
they arrived at a swanky hotel. “Неу Mum, there's an indoor 
pool! Let's go for a swim!’ said Jason, before they'd even 
checked in. 

His mother rolled her eyes. ‘At home, you've got the whole 
ocean to swim іп.” 

*Yeah, but the pool's heated!" 

‘Now you want to get into hot water? murmured his 
mother. 

For the rest of the day, Jason indulged in all the luxuries the 
hotel had to offer: pool, gym, sauna, spa and games room. He 
wanted to order a thickshake from room service but his mother 
wouldn't let him, even though she wouldn't have had to pay for 
it. A complementary massage was also disallowed. 

After a four-course dinner, Jason spent the evening flicking 
between cable TV shows. His mother found some decorative 
candles in the room and lit them all, claiming they helped her to 
relax. Even though they were unscented, Jason still thought they 
made the room smell like fish. 


Next morning, Jason was up well before the cooked breakfast 
was delivered to their room. He'd ordered one of everything on 
the menu; after all, the Prime Minister was paying. His mother 
just nibbled on a piece of toast. 

After breakfast, a limo picked them up from the hotel and 
took them to a nearby shopping mall, which seemed to go on for 
block after block. When the car finally pulled up, they were met 
by a tall lanky man. It was Robert Aldershot, the man who Jason 


had spoken to on Ше phone. Jason thought he looked like а 
funeral director—not that he'd ever seen one, except on TV. 

Mr Aldershot escorted them to the PM's suite on the third 
floor. ‘I’m afraid you'll have to wait for a few minutes,’ he said. 
"The PM's running a bit behind schedule.' But it wasn't long 
before they were ushered into the inner office. 

“Jason, thank you for coming,’ said the PM. ‘I’m glad to be 
able to meet you again.’ He rose from his desk and extended a 
hand towards Jason, which Jason politely shook. 

After introducing himself to Jason's mother, who half shook 
hands and half curtsied, the PM led them to a small coffee table 
surrounded by three luxurious leather chairs. “ОҒ course, the 
main reason I wanted to meet you again was to thank you 
properly for what you did for me. I don't think there's much 
doubt that I owe my life to you.’ 

"That's okay, Sir. You're welcome.’ What else was there to 
say? 

“You don't have to call me "Sir"; “Mr Lindsay" will do fine. 
Mrs Saunders, you must be very proud of Jason!" 

And so the meeting progressed. Graham Lindsay was a good 
conversationalist, and Jason's mother started to relax a bit. She 
and the PM had coffee. Jason had asked for a chocolate 
thickshake, which Mr Aldershot had been dispatched to obtain. 
His resentment at having to do so was obvious. 

When the drinks were empty, the PM made an unexpected 
request. “Аппе, I wonder if you'd mind if I got to know your son 
a bit better, just one-to-one. I feel like we've got a special 
relationship, after what we went through together." 

Jason’s mother was caught by surprise. ‘What did you have 
in mind?" 


“Оһ, Га just like for us to go for a stroll around for a little 
while. We've got a few things to discuss, rescuer to rescuee.” 

*Well, I suppose... Is that okay with you, Jason?" 

“Sure, I guess.” The PM seemed harmless enough, but Jason 
didn't think they really had all that much to talk about. 

‘Great! Anne, I happen to know you're a keen coin 
collector. There's a *Coin Expo" on at the moment, not far from 
here. Robert would be happy to take you, if you're interested." 

“Actually, I knew that was on. Quite a coincidence!’ 

The PM and Mr Aldershot glanced at each other. ‘Yes, very 
fortunate.” 

So Jason’s mother went off with Mr Aldershot, without 
giving much thought to how the PM could possibly have known 
about her interest in coins. 

“Тһе РМ? being very patient with your son, Mrs Saunders,’ 
said Mr Aldershot. ‘Your son’s demand for emission controls 
is... inappropriate.” 

Jason’s mother was caught by surprise. ‘Jason did save the 
PM’s life! And he’s only trying to do what he thinks is best for 
everyone.’ 

‘People shouldn't be allowed to interfere with the political 
system like this. If I'd got into politics, I wouldn't have tolerated 
it^ 

‘Did you try to get into politics, Bob?" 

Mr Aldershot bristled slightly. “Му name is “Robert”. Yes, а 
few years ago, I registered a political party of my own. But it 
didn't take off." 

*Oh no,' said Mrs Saunders, hoping she sounded sincere. 
“Why not?’ 


“At the end of the day, politics is really all about popularity, 
and I— it didn't suit me." 

Mrs Saunders smothered a smirk. *Well, at least you're still 
involved with it, in a way." 

“Yes, as Graham Lindsay’s thickshake lackey,’ Mr 
Aldershot muttered. 


Jason and the PM took an escalator down to the mall's main 
shopping area. They were flanked by four of the PM's security 
staff, whose very appearance was sufficient to keep them from 
any unwanted attention. A few people tried to take photos using 
their mobile phones, but the security guards moved them along 
pretty quickly. 

At first, Jason was a bit nervous about talking to the PM 
one-on-one. What would he say? But the PM kept him busy 
with questions about school, school holidays, swimming, and 
even the beach where the rescue had taken place. 

Since it was less than a week until Christmas, the shopping 
mall was festooned with Christmas decorations. Carols were 
playing through the PA system, although it was hard to hear 
them above the crowd. All of the shops seemed to be having 
Christmas sales, and were advertising their latest wares. 

‘Hey, that’s the new GameBox!’ said Jason, pressing his 
nose against the window of a computer games shop. *Look at 
those graphics!" 

‘Is it?’ replied Mr Lindsay, hoping that his mock surprise 
was convincing. But Jason was too smitten to be analysing the 
РМ? tone of voice. 


“Гуе never really had a close look at things like that,’ said 
Mr Lindsay. ‘I should, though. Technology is important to 
Australia." 

“Му friend's got the model down from this. I could show 
you what it can do." 

‘Really? Let's go in, then.” 

Inside, one of the units was all set up, ready for 
demonstration. Jason showed the PM how to operate it. He even 
coaxed the PM into doing a couple of laps against him in a 
Formula One racing game. Needless to say, Jason thrashed him. 

"This is great!’ declared Jason. ‘Much more powerful than 
Jim's—not to mention my crappy old computer. My friends 
would be 50000 jealous!” 

The PM smiled but said nothing. 

They continued on through the mall. The crowd magically 
parted around them as they moved, due to the PM's security 
escorts. It reminded Jason of Moses parting the waters of the 
Red Sea. He and the PM were probably the only people in the 
whole place who could move without bumping into anyone. 

“Тазоп, do you remember what you asked for that evening, 
when you rescued те?” 

*Yeah, I half-remembered. Plus, it was оп the news.” 

‘I assume what you meant was for me to sign up to the 
emission control targets at the Rotterdam conference." 

“Yes, exactly." 

*Of course, the conference isn't until late January, so I 
haven't had an opportunity to take any action on that yet." 

Jason nodded. *That's okay." 

The PM left it at that for the moment. They kept on walking. 


“Сее, look at Ше size of that!’ prompted Ше PM, as they 
approached an electrical appliance store. 

Jason looked in awe. ‘Is that a ТУ?” 

The salesman hovering nearby fielded the question. ‘It can 
be. Or you can watch DVDs on it. Or even connect your 
computer up to it. This is the latest 165 centimetre plasma 
model, just arrived.” 

“Wow, cool!” 

The PM looked at Jason, who couldn’t take his eyes off the 
colourful wall of pixels dancing before him. ‘It’s almost as big 
as Гат!” said the PM. ‘It’s a bit too big, isn’t it? Would that fit 
in your bedroom, Jason?’ 

‘Hmmm, I never thought about having something like that 
in my bedroom. It'd take up a whole wall! But I’m sure I could 
make room for it.’ He imagined sitting on his bed playing 
Formula One on a new GameBox, using the giant TV as a 
display. 

With some difficulty, Jason peeled his eyes away from the 
screen, and he and the PM rounded the corner into the last 
corridor of shops. At the far end of the concourse, a sparkling 
green car was standing proudly on a small platform, like a 
mountain lion on a rock. Its grille looked like teeth; its fat black 
tyres like limbs ready to spring. Jason did his best to ignore it 
and pay attention to the PM as they walked slowly past the 
intervening shops. 

Finally, they reached the vehicle. A small gaggle of people 
crowded around it; many were buying raffle tickets for it. The 
PM read from the placard on its roof: * “Predator four-by-four 
off-road SUV". SUV?" 


“Sport Utility Vehicle. These are cool,’ said Jason, jealously 
eyeing the ticket-buyers. 

*Could you use one of these down your way?' asked the 
PM. 

“Sure, a few people have got things like this. They're great 
on the dirt tracks up behind the town. Some people use them on 
the beach too, but I don’t know if they're supposed to.’ 

“Аге you looking forward to getting your license?" 

“Оп yes; I’ve already been practising.” 

They walked around the vehicle, and looked under the 
propped-up bonnet. 

‘Big donk,’ said the PM, admiring the gleaming silver 
engine block. 

‘Gotta be. SUVs need them for going up steep tracks and 
dunes." 

“Makes sense. Want to sit inside?’ 

*Could we? Nobody else seems to be allowed to touch it." 

The PM signalled to the man who was selling the raffle 
tickets. The man nodded back. 

“Okay, jump іп,” said the PM. ‘You’re driving!" 

Jason leapt up behind the steering wheel, while the PM 
clambered in the other side. Jason adjusted his seat, mirrors and 
seat belt. 

‘Comfy?’ enquired the PM. 

“Yep, I could get used to this!” 

“Well, you know you could.’ 

Jason looked at him quizzically. 

“Jason, I said ГА give you whatever you asked for, and ГП 
keep my word. If you ask for one of these, that’s what you’ll 
get.” 


“But I already asked for something." 

‘Well, like I said before, I haven't had a chance to do 
anything about that. So it's not too late for you to change your 
mind.” 

“Oh, I never thought about it like that." 

“Оп the beach, you answered my question on the spur of the 
moment. Sometimes when I say things on the spur of the 
moment, what I blurt out isn’t the best. It’s better when I take 
the time to think before I answer. You could do that; I won’t 
hold you to your original request.” 

‘Thanks! That's very nice of you!” 

“Jason, it's the least I сап do for someone who saved my 
life. This car would be very suitable for you. You could take 
your mates for spins around the paddock—and I'm sure your 
lady-friends would be most impressed! So what colour would 
you like?" 

*What colour?' echoed Jason, taken aback the speed with 
which this new development was unfolding. “1 don't know; 
shouldn't I ask my parents?’ 

*Can't you decide the colour? After all, you're the one who 
saved me, not them!” 

‘I guess, but my dad would need to build another carport for 
it, and he mightn't want to. So it might be better if I took the 
TV, but it mightn't fit in my room. I don't know... Do I have to 
decide right now?" 

Mr Lindsay looked down. *I suppose you can have a quick 
think about it and let me know. Just ring Robert at my office; 
he'll be there right up until Christmas." 


As Jason and his mother headed back to Sapphire Bay in the 
limo that evening, Jason compared it with the glittering green 
Predator in the mall. The limo didn't seem quite as wonderful as 
it did before; the Predator would certainly be more fun around 
Sapphire Bay. And the limo's tiny fifteen centimetre TV screen 
seemed comical, compared to the 165 centimetre monster set. 
Jason wondered whether the PM might let him get both the big 
TV and the GameBox, as a combined package. 
So many options! 


Chapter 11 
Decisions, Decisions 


Jason woke up early, to the sound of his parents having a tense 
discussion about something. While he couldn't work out every 
word, it seemed to be about him. His mother said something 
about ‘good for his development and growth’; his father said 
*too important for that". It ended abruptly, and Jason rolled over 
and managed to get back to sleep. 

An hour later, he was woken again by the roar of a ride-on 
mower, indicating that it must be Saturday. One of Jason's 
favourite aspects of school holidays was losing track of what 
day it was, since every day felt like Saturday. But today it made 
a difference, because he wanted to tell his father all about the 
meeting with the PM. He vaguely recalled blurting out some 
details when they got home last night, but it was after midnight 
and he'd been really sleepy. 

But first, Tangles was due for his morning injection. ‘Come 
here, boy!’ said Jason. It had never been necessary to say that 
before, since Tangles had always mobbed Jason as soon as he 
appeared. But now that Jason meant injections, Tangles wasn't 
quite so enthusiastic. As usual, he flinched and let out a little 
yelp as the needle went in. 

Jason watched his father rallying around on the mower. He 
contemplated offering to take over, since it would be good 
practice if he were to get that Predator SUV. But there wasn't 


much left to do, so he just sat оп one of Ше cast iron chairs оп 
the front verandah and waited for his father to finish. 

‘бо, you saw all sorts of goodies in the mall, you mentioned 
last night." 

“Yeah, there was this humungous TV set! It was as big as 
my bedroom wall. And a Predator like Mr Baker's, only the 
latest model. There was lots of cool stuff!’ 

*Of course, it won't be the latest model by the time you get 
your license. Not to mention how long it would take you to save 
up for it!” 

‘But I could get it now for free! Mr Lindsay said I could 
have anything I wanted.” 

‘I thought you'd already told him what you wanted." 

“Well, yes, but he said I can change my mind.” 

“Оһ did he just!’ Jason’s father leaned back in his chair and 
nodded slowly, half frowning and half smiling. 'Seems to me 
like old Graham's trying to buy you off!” 

*What does that mean?" 

*Well, you know the government doesn't want to agree to 
emission targets, or whatever they are. And it would be pretty 
embarrassing for the PM to have to agree to them just because 
of something he blurted out when you saved him, so it would 
suit him just fine if you changed your mind about what you 
wanted. He'd happily buy you any toy you can think of, if it 
would get the media off his arse so he could go back to doing 
what he wanted to do in the first place." 

‘I thought he was just being generous by offering me more 
choices,’ said Jason, frowning. ‘So what should I do?’ 


"Apparently, that's not for me to say,' his father replied, 
looking into the house through a window. 


His father's cynical view put quite a different complexion on the 
PM’s offer. Jason's immediate reaction was to force the PM to 
honour his promise and cough up what he'd originally been 
asked for—whether he wanted to or not. But was that just being 
silly and bloody-minded? Should he deny himself a big TV, or 
even a car, just to get back at the PM? There was much to think 
about. 

And the best place to think was at his *thinking beach', so 
that's where he went. It also provided a good opportunity to get 
in some swimming practice. 

After a long relaxing swim, Jason got out of the water and 
slipped his shirt on. His mobile was beeping; there was a text 
from David: 


need 2 beat u (0) grand prix. now! 


Jason didn't really feel like going into town. Being hassled 
by strangers was no fun. Plus, he hardly ever beat David at 
video games. Of course, things would be different if he had a 
new СатеВох to practice on 

But David never took *no' for an answer, so Jason headed 
for the video arcade. He took a back route, away from the main 
streets, even though the policeman had recommended otherwise. 
But he made it without incident, and felt safe enough inside the 
arcade. People who had strong feelings about politics generally 
didn't hang out in video game arcades. 

David was already there, blasting away at aliens. Jason crept 
up behind him and put his hands over David's eyes. 


“Неу!” exclaimed David, and shook his head free just in 
time to snare another marauding spaceship. 

*Hey yourself. Only 72,380, and you're on your last ship. 
That's pretty hopeless.’ 

An alien snuck through David’s defences, resulting in a loud 
and distorted crash emanating from the machine, informing 
everyone within earshot that the player had been overcome. 

David bashed the side of the machine in disgust. ‘75,420. 
That sucks. But tell me how you got on with the Prime Minister 
yesterday.” 

‘If you want to play Grand Prix, maybe we should jump in 
now while nobody’s using it.” 

“Good plan. Prepare to get thrashed.’ 

They sat down in the machines, but before the race started, 
two boys rushed over. 

“Oh, they're taken now,’ said one of them to his mate. 

‘Maybe they won't be long.’ 

‘I can't wait; Dad's probably already looking for me. Oh 
well." 

Jason turned around. “Неу kids, want to jump іп?” 

‘Really? That'd be great!’ 

So Jason and David got out, and the two boys jumped in. 

‘Hey, the seat's wet!’ complained the boy who'd taken 
Jason's machine. 

*Oh yeah, sorry about that,' said Jason, slapping his wet 
board shorts. 

‘Let me guess: terrified that I was going to thrash you 
again?' said David. 

*Don't flatter yourself. Been practicing for the SLSC time 
trial." 


“Еһ” 

“Surf Life Saving Club.’ 

*Oh. I thought you weren't going to bother with that." 

“Well, Chris reckons I can do it, so ГИ give it one more go." 

“Yeah yeah, that's what you said last time. I still don't 
understand why you want to get into that, anyway." 

‘They do lifesaving courses and coaching. Plus, I can help 
people who get into trouble at the beach." 

‘Like the Prime Minister.” 

“Exactly.” 

“And look at the trouble that’s caused!” 

“Good point,’ said Jason, nodding. 

“Maybe before saving someone in future, you should check 
who it is, eh? And you still haven't told me what happened 
yesterday." 

“It was okay, I guess,’ said Jason. He told David about the 
things he’d seen, and how the PM said he could have any one of 
them instead of what he’d originally asked for. 

David raised his eyebrows. ‘That sounds more than okay to 
me!’ 

“Yeah, but Dad reckons the PM’s not doing it to be nice, but 
to get out of having emission control targets.’ 

“So what are you going to do?’ 

*Dunno yet." 

“You could score a great Christmas present out of it!” 

*Yeah, I know.” 


Jason spent the next few days mostly at home. He finished a 
couple of books and got through a couple of Grand Theft Auto 
missions on his computer. He even found some sort of SUV in 


Grand Thefi Auto, and took it for a spin. But playing on his 
computer was not so much fun any more, now that he'd seen the 
wonderful graphics on the new GameBox. He wound up the 
graphics quality settings on his computer, but the result was 
unplayably slow. What made it worse was knowing that he 
could have a GameBox simply by asking the PM for one—but at 
the expense of the environment. 

A few days before Christmas, Jason's mother dropped him 
off at the hardware store to get a present for his father. As he 
was waiting at the cash register, the store manager came over 
and introduced himself. 

“Тһе rumour is that you can get anything you ask for out of 
the PM. Is that right?" 

‘Well, sort of, but—’ 

“You know you should get something that benefits all of us.’ 

“You mean the emission control targets?’ 

The man stifled a chuckle. ‘No, I mean something useful. 
Something practical. What we really need is to get the main 
road fixed. The council won’t do it unless they get a government 
grant, but the government keeps turning them down.” 

“Actually, that's a good idea. Pacific Street is falling apart." 

'—and way too narrow. There needs to be angle parking 
along both sides. And in the middle. The lack of parking really 
stops the shops here from doing good business, especially 
during holiday periods." 

‘РИ think about that, said Jason, even though it wasn’t 
altogether true. Fortunately, he was now at the head of the 
queue, so he paid quickly and left. 

He didn't get far. “Неу, Jason Saunders! yelled a voice 
from the other side of the road. Jason pretended not to hear, and 


walked a bit faster. But the voice's owner crossed the road and 
tapped him on the shoulder. 

*How lucky I saw you,' said the woman. “Гуе just got an 
idea about what you should get from the Prime Minister." 

*How do you know I can get anything?" 

*Oh, everybody knows. Look, what you want to do is get 
him to make child care free for working mothers." 

‘I didn't know working mothers went into child care...” 

The woman eyed Jason suspiciously, trying to work out 
whether he was being sarcastic or not. *No, not for them, for 
their children." 

“Аге you a working mother who uses child care?" 

*Of course. That's how I know how badly it's needed." 

*And it would save you a lot of money, I guess." 

“Oh yes, a huge amount!’ 

Jason nodded. “ГІ add it to my list of suggestions." 

Jason had had more than enough harassment by now. He put 
his head down and ran for the car park where he was supposed 
to meet his mother. The car park was absolutely full, so it took 
him a while to find his mother's car. Well, what do you know; 
we do need more car parking! he thought. 

His mother wasn't back yet. Jason optimistically pulled on 
the door handle. To his surprise, the door opened, so he jumped 
in and hid his face behind a copy of Coin Collector Monthly. 

Fortunately, he didn't have to wait long. “Ноу did you get 
in?' asked his mother. 

*Lock's busted.’ 

*Figures. ГП get your father to take a look at it." 

Jason shook his head sadly. *This car isn't worth the effort. 
Just wait until I can give you a lift in my Predator." 


“15 that what you've decided?" 

‘I don’t know.’ 

‘Don’t you have to let the PM know before Christmas?" 
Jason nodded. 

*Well, that means tomorrow!" 


Jason heard his father leave for work at the usual time. It 
seemed especially rude that he should have to go to work that 
early on the day before Christmas. Jason tried to get back to 
sleep, but couldn't. These holidays just weren't working out to 
be all that relaxing. 

His mother was having breakfast and reading the 
newspaper. Jason poured himself some corn flakes and sat down 
opposite her. 

*"Election will be popularity poll for PM”, said Jason, 
reading the newspaper headline from upside-down. ‘I didn't 
know there was an election coming up." 

‘It’s a state election,’ said his mother. 

“So will Mr Lindsay be in it?" 

“Мо, his government runs the whole country. Prime 
Ministers get elected at federal elections, not state elections. 
There'll be one of those next year." 

Jason looked confused. ‘If he's not in this election, why аге 
they saying it's a popularity poll for him?" 

*Well, even though he personally isn't in it, other people 
from his party will be. But if people don't like the PM, they 
won't vote for the other people in his party. And Mr Lindsay 
isn't all that popular, at the moment." 

“Because of his anti-environment policy?’ 


“Мо, it isn't that. A lot of people think he's a Би ruthless. 
They say he doesn't like to listen, and won't back down even 
when he's wrong about something.” 

“Не seemed pretty nice to me.’ 

Just as Jason was finishing his cereal, there was a knock at 
the door. Jason's mother went to see who it was. Jason could 
hear everything from the kitchen. 

‘Mrs Saunders, we're representing the local real estate 
agencies. We've put together a scheme to boost home ownership 
in the area, which is just what Sapphire Bay needs. We were 
wondering whether Jason might like to ask the PM— 

‘I’m sorry, you're a bit late. Jason has already made up his 
mind and told the PM what he wants." 

The door closed and his mother reappeared, with a disgusted 
look on her face. 

“Thanks Mum." 

*What parasites!" 

“Yeah. Everyone in this town is just being selfish; trying to 
get something for themselves." 

Jason's mother nodded. “Науе you decided between the 
Predator and the TV yet?" 

“Well, I’m kind of leaning towards the Predator, because— 
Oh." 

Jason's mother managed to keep her face expressionless, 
and went back to her newspaper. 

“Ехсизе ше,” said Jason, “Гуе got a phone call to make." 


Jason sat on the end of his bed and dialled the number for the 
PM’s office. There was a long and threatening recorded message 
that droned on about security and privacy implications, calls 


being recorded and monitored, blah blah blah. Finally, Mr 
Aldershot answered, and Jason passed on his decision. After 
hanging up, he trudged out into the lounge room, where his 
mother was finishing her coffee and newspaper. 

“АП done?' she asked. 

“Yeah. Things can go back to normal now." 

*Why so glum then?" 

“Мей, Гуе just turned down а free car. Or a TV. Or 
something." 

‘Jason, I’m proud of you for sticking up for what you 
believe in. Most people can't see the big picture. Let's hope 
Graham Lindsay doesn't have any more tricks up his sleeve." 

Jason nodded. ‘Maybe he—or someone—will give me a 
Predator for Christmas, as a reward for unselfishness.’ 

‘I think you deserve one.’ His mother looked towards the 
Christmas tree. ‘Unfortunately, none of the presents looks quite 
big enough.” 

“Maybe it’s just the keys in the box." 

‘I wouldn't get my hopes up..." 

“Yeah, I know. And speaking of not seeing the big 
picture...’ Jason turned on the lamentably small TV, to see if 
there was anything interesting on that might distract him. A 
morning news segment sprang to life: 


“...Woribah та! last week. Angry ticket-holders һауе 
protested to the government Office of Gaming. An 
investigation by this station has revealed that the fake raffle 
was registered by a Mr Douglas Schneider, who works in the 
private office of Donald Blacklock, the federal Minister for 
Trade. Mr Blacklock has been unavailable for comment.’ 


Chapter 12 
Doing It by the Book 


Christmas came and went quietly. Nobody gave Jason a 
Predator. Not even a big TV. Jason half-regretted not taking the 
PM up on his offer, but at least his parents got him a new MP3 
player. 

It was the day of the next SLSC swimming trial. Jason 
headed along the creek bed to the SLSC clubhouse. To avoid 
being recognised, he went straight down to the far end of the 
beach, where they conducted the trials. It was always quiet there 
because that area wasn't patrolled by the lifeguards, and the 
beach was pretty narrow and rocky. 

Jason sat on a rock and waited for other candidates to arrive. 
It was pleasantly warm in the sun and there was hardly any 
breeze. The ocean was almost as still as a swimming pool. That 
was bad for the surfers, but good for the swimming trial. 

Ten minutes passed, and still nobody else showed up. 
Maybe today's trial had been cancelled. Jason wouldn't really 
have minded that: it was very relaxing, with nobody else around. 
He contemplated going back home to get a book to read but 
couldn't be bothered, so he just lay back and closed his eyes. 

“G'day Jason.” 

“Оһ, hi Chris. I'm surprised you're still speaking to me. I’m 
sorry I was so rude last time..." 

"That's okay. I know how it looks from your point of view.” 


Chris slapped at a Пу that was making its way across his 
clipboard. ‘So how was your Christmas?" 

"Quiet, which was good." 

“Үсаһ, ГП bet people are getting in your face a lot, at the 
moment." 

Jason rolled his eyes. “1 don't dare go into town any more, 
and reporters keep hanging around our house. The beach is the 
only place they haven't tracked me down, actually." 

*What a pain. Decided what to ask the PM for, yet?" 

‘I stuck with the emission control targets." 

“Good man. Doing the “benevolent dictator" thing, eh?" 

Jason responded with a mystified expression. 

*Oh, it's a political theory, or something," explained Chris. 

'Since when do you know anything about political 
theories?" 

*Hey, I went to university, you know! Where do you think I 
learnt to surf?’ 

‘Figures,’ said Jason, smiling and rolling his eyes again. ‘So 
what’s a “benevolent dictator” then?’ 

‘It’s where the bloke in charge gives people what's best for 
them, whether they ask for it or not." 

“Well, when people don't know what's best for them, 
someone's gotta do it!” 

“ОҒ course, you wouldn't be very popular..." 

Jason shrugged. *I could do with a bit less popularity." 

*Well, it looks like you've got it this morning. Time's up, so 
let's get this show on the road. Or water, I guess." 

Jason waded into the ocean and breast-stroked out to the 
starting buoy. Chris gave him a wave, and he set off for the buoy 
that marked the far end of the lap. 


Тһе swimming conditions were perfect. There was по wind 
to blow him off course, and hardly any swell, which made it 
easier to maintain a nice steady rhythm. The water was the 
perfect temperature. 

Perhaps best of all, he was on his own. There was nobody 
else to avoid and nobody to kick spray into his face as he was 
trying to breathe. He felt safer in the water than on land: nobody 
could hassle him here. He relaxed, and swam with long, smooth 
strokes. 

After the required number of laps, he rounded the final buoy 
and swam ashore. 

Chris was shaking his head sadly. ‘Sorry, mate.’ 

*Well, that's it then. I just can't do it.' Jason walked past 
Chris and slumped down on his rock. 

“Тазоп, you сап do it! Гуе seen you swim much harder than 
that. You just looked like you were out for a stroll. You need to 
be passionate if you're going to save lives!" 

“Т already have, remember?" 

*Well, show me some of that passion at the next trial, which 
is during the surf carnival in a few weeks." 

‘It’s bloody hard when it's so artificial. Nobody’s drowning 
here. Obviously I can do it when there's a reason!” 

Chris nodded thoughtfully. ‘So you need to be stirred up, do 
you? Okay, just before the next trial, ask me again about getting 
in without actually passing the test. That seems to get you 
going! 

‘I still reckon that's a stupid rule. I mean, talk about— never 
mind.” 

‘I did actually let someone in once, who hadn’t passed the 
test." 


“КеаПу? Why won't you do it for me, then? Who did they 
save, the Queen?" 

Chris held out his clipboard. ‘See this form? Before 
someone can get in, l've got to sign it to say they've met the 
entry requirements. I ended up getting dragged before the 
Lifesaving Association's disciplinary board when I, shall we 
say, "bent the rules" before. It wasn't pretty." 

*Oh. Anyway, talking about that just makes me not want to 
join at all." 

*Okay, maybe I could just give you a kick in the arse at the 
start, next time." 

"Isn't that called assault?" 

‘Talk about hard to please!’ Chris looked down, and 
smoothed a patch of sand with one of his thongs. “Тһеп how 
about I set a pack of wolves after you?" 

“You can arrange that?’ 

“You might be surprised...” 


Chapter 13 
If At First You Don't Succeed... 


The Prime Minister cradled his mug of coffee in his hands, and 
looked around the Cabinet Room at his colleagues. ‘Ladies and 
gents, I apologise for recalling you all to Canberra so early in 
the new year. I know that many of you were away on holidays, 
but we've got a significant problem on our hands.’ 

He took a swig from his mug. ‘Blah, it's cold. Anyway, as 
you probably know, our efforts to tempt Jason Saunders to 
change his mind about emission control targets were 
unsuccessful. We need to find some other way to get him off our 
backs—and quickly, since the Rotterdam conference is only a 
couple of weeks away. I’m open to suggestions..." 

There was silence. 

‘Nobody?’ asked the PM. “АП still in holiday mode?" 

‘I think we ran through all our ideas the last time we 
discussed this problem." 

Silence returned. The PM tapped his fingers on the table. 
The Minister for Defence started sketching a cartoon in his 
notebook. One of the others stared at her newspaper, as though 
the answer might be found there. 

*Have we learnt anything new since our previous meeting?’ 
prompted the PM. 

The Minister for Education nodded. ‘Yes, actually. I flicked 
through the file on Jason Saunders that Robert put together. It 


seems he's hell-bent on getting into the local surf lifesaving 
club, but can’t. I’m sure we could swing that for him." 

“We're already copping a lot of flak from the media over 
our previous strategy,’ said the man beside her. ‘They’re calling 
it “bribery”. Let's not give them “jobs for the boys" as well!” 

Mr Aldershot spoke up, from his position behind the PM. ‘I 
took the phone call from the kid when he turned down the 
previous offers. He said he'd really have liked the car, but didn't 
want to be selfish. So, at the end of the day, he'd probably say 
no to this for the same reason.” 

“Не didn't want to be selfish, eh?' said the Treasurer. 
“We've never had to deal with an unselfish opponent before! 
That’ll make it a lot harder." 

“Yes, he's a good lad,’ said the PM. ‘We had a long chat in 
the mall. His heart's in the right place, so I'd rather not resort to 
dirty tricks." 

A few of the ministers looked up in surprise. A few raised 
their eyebrows. 

‘If his heart’s off limits, we need to work on his head, then.’ 

Dr Harris, the Minister for the Environment, shook his head. 
‘I wouldn’t go there. We need to steer clear of arguing about the 
technical merits of the Rotterdam targets. It just isn’t as simple 
or clear-cut as we’ve been making out. It’s a quagmire; a 
minefield. You could never hope to convince him." 

“Well, we need to do something,’ said the woman with the 
newspaper. ‘Have you seen the latest popularity polls? They're 
predicting a massive swing against us in the state election this 
weekend. And they're saying it's because of the way we're 
dealing with this kid and the environment." 


Ἴδη that typical? Our surveys show that most people don't 
want environmental targets that would cost jobs, income, 
etcetera. We're trying to give them what they want, and we're 
being criticised for it!” 

Dr Harris shook his head again. ‘I hate to be a party-pooper 


‘Don’t worry John, we're used to that by now." 

“Yeah, well, the surveys aren’t all that clear either. Our 
surveys show that people don’t want targets, but the 
opposition's surveys show that they do. So do Ше media’s 
surveys, by the way.’ 

‘I’m not sure that surveys are all that relevant here,’ said the 
PM. ‘It’s true that we’re trying to do the best thing for everyone, 
but we’re being blocked by one person, who isn’t even old 
enough to vote!” 

“Selfish little twerp,’ muttered Mr Aldershot. 

The PM swung around. ‘What did you say?" 

‘Oh, Prime Minister, I didn't mean you! I meant that kid." 

“Yes, I realise that. But did you just call him selfish?’ 

“Well, here you are, trying to take everyone else's opinions 
into account, and he’s saying “no, ignore them, just listen to 
me!”. At the end of the day, he’s really just taking away other 
people’s opinions, or influence.’ 

‘But didn't you say he turned down our previous offer 
because he doesn’t want to be selfish?’ asked a woman on the 
opposite side of the table. 

"That's right, ma’am.” 

“Well then, maybe that’s his weakness; his “Achilles?” heel". 
Maybe we can use his unselfishness against him!’ 


The РМ looked lost. ‘How can unselfishness be а weakness? 
Isn't it rather admirable?’ 

‘It’s like Robert said. He's being selfish by telling us what 
to do here. He's taking away other people's right to have their 
views taken into account. We could point that out to him. If he 
really wants to be unselfish, he'll have to back down." 

‘Actually, that's pretty good,’ said the PM. ‘Tricky, though." 

‘Is the kid bright enough to get it?’ 

“Oh yes, he’s bright. It’s just a bit... subtle. I mean, how do 
you explain it to someone who doesn’t vote? Or better still, how 
do you show it; demonstrate it?” 

Things went quiet again, except for the sound of the PM's 
fingers on the table. 

‘I think Andrew's got a better idea. It’s much simpler!" 

The Minister for Defence stopped drawing in his notebook 
and glared at the woman beside him. 

‘Excellent!’ said the PM. ‘What have you come up with, 
Andrew?" 

‘It’s nothing.’ He tore out the page he was scribbling on, 
screwed it up and tossed it into a bin in the corner of the room. 

“ was very good!’ said his neighbour. 

The minster for defence turned slightly red. ‘It was... 
inappropriate.’ 

Someone sitting near the bin fished out the ball of paper and 
unscrewed it. ‘Hmmm, it looks like a plan for a military solution 
to the “Jason” problem.” 

Mr Lindsay shook his head. ‘We need to take this seriously, 
people!” 


А тап who wasn't at the previous meeting tentatively raised 
his hand. *I don't know if I should speak up yet, since this is my 
first cabinet meeting—' 

“Barry, how rude of me!’ exclaimed the PM. ‘Ladies and 
gentlemen, I’ve asked Barry to take over from Don Blacklock, 
since Don has had to step down due to that unfortunate business 
with the raffle. Barry, welcome aboard!” 

‘Thank you, Prime Minister. I was going to suggest a way to 
show Jason that he’s being selfish: give him a guided tour of 
parliament house here. You could point out where all the 
politicians sit and cast their votes, so that everyone’s opinions 
count.” 

The woman beside him grimaced. ‘Yeah, but that only 
shows that politicians’ opinions count. What about ordinary 
people?’ 

‘No problem, if we can move quickly. Do it this weekend, 
just after the state election. We can set up a tally room, with 
monitors showing the votes coming in from everyone who’s 
eligible to vote.’ 

‘Oh, I like that! We can even point out that his parents’ 
votes will be in there somewhere.’ 

‘—and that he’s selfishly over-riding their input!” 

‘Ladies and gents, that’s really good thinking,’ said the PM. 
‘And I guess I һауе to be the one to do this?" 

Everybody nodded. 


Chapter 14 
De-Voted to a Good Cause 


Things had settled down a bit for Jason. A few more people had 
tried to talk him into getting things they wanted from the PM, 
but that stopped as soon as news of Jason's decision got around. 
Some people still hassled him over concerns about their jobs or 
income, so he still had to be on his guard. 

The phone rang as Jason happened to be walking past it. It 
was Mr Aldershot. 

*Mr Saunders, the government has been discussing how to 
give you what you asked for. There's some concern that it could 
be wrong of the PM to do what you said. Since you've decided 
to make political decisions, the PM thought it would be 
appropriate to show you how the system is supposed to work, so 
you can understand.” 

‘I don't know... Last time, the PM tried to trick me. I think 
Га rather not..." 

“Оһ. That's a nuisance, since I’ve already organised the 
helicopter for this Saturday." 

‘Helicopter?’ 

‘It seemed like the quickest way to get you to Canberra and 
back. You wouldn’t have needed to stay overnight, so your 
parents wouldn't have had to come with you.” 

‘I could fly to Canberra and back in a helicopter?’ 

“Т can cancel it, if you wish." 


‘Don’t do that! Let me just ask my parents." 

Jason rushed outside to where his parents were working in 
the garden. “Неу Mum, can I fly to Canberra in a helicopter?" 

‘What?’ 

“Mr Lindsay asked me to. Just me. To see how Parliament 
House works, or something.” 

‘I don’t know,’ said Jason’s father, who was finally taking 
some time off work. ‘He’s bound to be up to one of his tricks 
again. Someone should at least go with you.” 

*Graham's not that bad,’ said Jason’s mother. 

Jason's father raised his eyebrows. * "Graham"? You're on 
first name terms with the PM now?" 

*Well, I did have morning tea with him. And being shown 
how parliament works by the Prime Minister is a pretty unique 
opportunity." 

Jason’s father nodded begrudgingly. ‘I guess so." 

“Woo hoo! Helicopter flight!” whooped Jason. 


At least he didn’t have long to wait. After lunch on Saturday, 
Jason and his parents waited near the school oval. Fortunately, 
nobody else had found out about the trip; the only other people 
present were a few men making sure that nobody got onto the 
oval. 

Then there it was. The dot grew rapidly larger until the 
angry beast was hovering only a few dozen metres away. It was 
so noisy that everyone blocked their ears, and the dust and 
debris it whipped up made them squint. 

After the helicopter settled down, Jason was escorted aboard 
like a VIP in a movie. He waved to his parents as the machine 
powered back into the air. 


Jason had assumed it would be quiet inside, Ше an airliner 
—but it wasn't. You could hardly talk. But that didn't matter 
much, because neither Mr Lindsay nor Mr Aldershot was on 
board. The two men with him didn't say much, so Jason spent 
the trip staring out the windows. Fields of various shades of 
yellow passed by, occasionally separated by bushland where the 
hills were too steep for farming. 

One of the men pointed ahead. ‘Canberra,’ he said loudly. 
The city buildings grew gradually larger. Parliament House was 
easy to spot because of its weird flag pole. Jason hoped they'd 
fly over the city, and maybe even land at Parliament House, but 
instead they veered away from the city and landed at the airport. 

Mr Aldershot was waiting for him. ‘Enjoy the flight?" 

“Oh yes! It was great!” 

‘I hope it makes up for having to meet the Prime Minister 
again.” 

Jason didn’t know quite how to respond. Was Mr Aldershot 
trying to be funny? Or didn’t he like the PM? Or was he just 
being rude? 

‘I just don’t think Mr Lindsay should have tried to trick me 
last time. He said I could have whatever / want, not whatever he 
wants me to want. He should keep his word!” 

“Не hasn’t said “no” to anything. He’s kept his word, and 
then some. I think you’ve been a bit lucky.” 

After the excitement of the trip, Mr Aldershot was a real 
downer. They sat in silence as they were driven from the airport. 

Parliament House didn’t seem all that great from the 
outside. It looked like a building that was trying to be a hill, 
since it was built into the side of one. It almost seemed ashamed 


of itself. Апа so it should be, given the way the Prime Minister 
has behaved, thought Jason. 

But things were different on the inside. It looked much more 
spacious than had seemed possible from the outside, and the 
large stone and wood structures were pretty impressive. 

After passing through a security check, Jason followed Mr 
Aldershot along several long corridors. Mr Aldershot walked so 
fast that it was hard to keep up with him. 

They entered a dimly lit room, a bit smaller than a 
classroom. At the front were at least six large TV screens. 
Electrical cables ran everywhere. Sound could be heard from at 
least two different TV stations. 

Mr Aldershot's phone rang. He motioned for Jason to sit 
down in one of the lounge chairs at the front of the room, then 
went out into the corridor to answer the call. Jason looked over 
his shoulder. There were about a dozen lounge chairs in the 
room, all facing the front, but only a couple of people were 
sitting in them. A third man was sitting at a computer keyboard 
at the front of the room. 

Mr Aldershot swept back in. ‘That was the PM. He should 
have been here by now, but he's running a bit late. He's just on 
his way." 

"That's okay." 

‘I’m glad you think so. He's late for everything. I arrange 
his schedule perfectly, but at the end of the day, if he won't stick 
to it, there's nothing I can do." 

Jason tried to make sense of the information on the screens 
in front of him. Some of them seemed to be showing TV 
coverage of the election that had been held that day, but since 
the sound was garbled, it was hard to be sure. Other screens 


were displaying information from а computer. None of и 
seemed particularly interesting. 

*Jason! Welcome to Canberra! Did you enjoy the flight?" 

Jason stood up and shook the PM's outstretched hand. ‘Yes, 
it was great! Australia sure looks dry, inland." 

"Didn't you see Lake George? It's massive!” 

“Хо, I didn't see any lakes before we got to Canberra." 

“Моб very observant, are you!’ The PM turned to Mr 
Aldershot. ‘Robert, could you get me my usual? And a 
thickshake for Jason from the cafeteria." 

“Chocolate,” added Jason. Mr Aldershot gave him a frosty 
look, then departed. 

Jason and Mr Lindsay sat down. The PM explained that the 
room they were in was linked up by computer to the Tally Room 
in Sydney, where they were counting the votes for the election 
that day. 

‘Let me tell you what's happening. Most adults get to vote, 
which means saying who they want to represent them in the 
government. The people in each region get to pick one 
representative, from among the candidates who want the job." 

*Yeah, we covered that in school." 

The PM pointed to one of the data screens. ‘This screen is 
showing us how many votes each candidate has got, in one 
particular region. You can see the numbers change as more and 
more votes get counted.” 

"They're voting for people, not emission control targets, of 
course." 

“Yes, but the voters know which candidates want the targets 
and which ones don't. For example, they know that people from 
my party don't support strict targets." 


“Oh, I guess that makes sense,’ said Jason. “Сап we see Ше 
results for Sapphire Bay?’ 

The man at the computer poked at the keyboard, and the 
data on one of the screens changed. 

“Your parents’ votes will be included in those numbers,’ 
said the PM. ‘See how every person’s opinion is taken into 
account?” 

Jason nodded. “Тһе candidate from your party isn't doing 
very well, is һе?” 

The PM shifted his posture. *Not at the moment." 

*Maybe that's because he doesn't support emission control 
targets." 

“Мо, it's probably because of some local issue. It could even 
be because the other guy is the local footy hero, or something." 

‘So the one who wins could win because of something else, 
even though most people might actually want emission 
controls?" 

“Well, in theory— Oh good, coffee! I need this; it’s been a 
long day." 

Mr Aldershot handed over the drinks. Unfortunately, he'd 
forgotten to get Jason a straw, and had to go back and get one. 

The PM showed Jason a few more things while they 
finished their drinks, but there wasn't much more to it. 

‘Okay, now that you've seen how people elect 
representatives, I want to show you what those representatives 
do.” 

They got up and walked along some more corridors, and 
down a wide flight of stairs. The PM pushed open a large 
wooden door, and ushered Jason through. 


It was а large hall, even bigger than the school's assembly 
hall. Over 100 seats were fixed in a giant arc on the floor, with 
more seats looking down from above like an indoor basketball 
stadium. But unlike a basketball stadium, everything was 
immaculate. 

‘This is the House of Representatives,’ said the PM, with a 
faint show of pride. 

‘It’s very green,’ Jason quietly. It seemed irreverent to talk 
much above a whisper. 

‘This shade was chosen to be representative of the 
Australian landscape.” 

“Maybe you should paint it yellow, then." 

The PM didn't respond. 

“Оп sorry!’ said Jason. ‘I wasn't trying to be rude, about the 
emission targets. It's just that Australia already looks yellow, to 
me. Like out the helicopter window." 

*Let me explain what happens in this room. The candidates 
who win in today's election will become members in the state 
government. But the ones who win in federal elections get to be 
members in here. This is where we decide on really big issues 
that affect all of Australia." 

‘Like emission control targets?" 

'Like emission control targets. Let's take that as an 
example. If we sign up to the Rotterdam targets, there'd need to 
be new laws, to reduce pollution and fuel use, and things like 
that." 

Jason nodded vigorously. ‘Yes, exactly! Good! That's what 
I want!’ 

“АП the members in here get to vote on new proposals, like 
those. If most members are in favour, the man who runs this 


place says “I think Ше ayes have it”, and the proposal becomes a 
law. Then, everyone in Australia has to comply with it. But if 
most members don't like it, it's just thrown out, and nothing 
changes." 

* "The eyes have it"? Why would he say that?" 

* "Aye" means *yes"." 

“Оһ. That makes sense, then.’ 

The PM walked down an aisle between the rows of seats to 
a huge table in the centre of the room, then rolled back a large 
business chair from the table. 

"This is where I sit. Want to try it for size?’ 

Jason lowered himself into the soft green leather. ‘Woo hoo, 
power! Let there be emission control targets!’ he said, with a 
regal wave of his arm across the rows of empty seats facing him. 

‘Actually, that’s the point,’ said the PM, sitting down beside 
him. ‘In here, I only get one vote, just like everybody else.” 

‘Then how could you possibly sign up to the Rotterdam 
targets? Most of the others here would still vote against the new 
laws you’d need.” 

The PM grimaced slightly. “Well, the members usually vote 
the way their political party wants them to. If I told the members 
in my party to support laws for the Rotterdam targets, they 
would.’ 

“Оһ, so you could say “let there be emission control 
targets” 

‘But should I? If I forced the members in my party to do 
what you want, then they wouldn’t be doing what they said 
they'd do when people voted for them. They'd be breaking their 
word—and so would I.’ 


Jason screwed up his nose. “Оһ yeah. People shouldn't 
break their word. So how do you work out which way your 
members should vote? Do you have a climate change expert?" 

“Тһе Minister for the Environment sits there,’ said Mr 
Lindsay, pointing to a nearby seat. “Вш don't forget that he 
doesn't have to be an expert. He got elected, just like you saw in 
the Tally Room." 

“Ви if you don't have any experts, how do you know you're 
getting it right?" 

‘It’s not so much about “getting it right", as about getting it 
the way most people want it." 

‘So if most people want it wrong, that's what you do? If 
most people want to stuff up the future, that's what you do? 
What if most people wanted to declare war on Tasmania, or 
something?" 

Mr Lindsay slumped back in his chair. *Who's to say what's 
right?' he said wearily. 

*People who know! Experts. Like that professor on TV, who 
wears a shirt. Van... something.’ 

“уап Dyne? Actually, he's doing some research for us.’ 

‘Really?’ 

“Yes, we’ve asked him to study the long-term effects of 
climate change. If we hadn’t done that, you’d probably never 
have heard of him.” 

‘So you do have to think about the future! If you did 
something now that trashed the environment in fifty years time, 
would you be punished somehow?’ 

‘No, but if we trash the Australian economy, we’ll be 
punished in the election this year!’ 

"That's pretty sad." 


"Absolutely. We have to win the next election so we сап 
complete the good work we've started." 

*No, I mean it's sad that you're rewarded for doing good in 
the short term, even if that makes it worse in the future. My 
future." 

Mr Lindsay slumped back in his seat again. ‘If that's what 
the Australian people want, isn't that what we should do?" 

‘I guess so,’ conceded Jason. ‘For me to force everyone to 
do what I want, and to ignore what they want, seems sort-of 
selfish...” 

The PM stroked his chin. ‘Hmmm, good point. I suppose it 
does, іп a way." 

‘Makes me wonder if I’m doing the right thing..." 

“Yes, I can see where you’re coming from. I suppose you 
could change your mind, if you’re concerned about being 
selfish.” 

‘It’s not too late?" 

‘Not quite. If you tell me now, I can still do what people 
expect me to do. And don’t forget my previous offer, the car. 
That’s still on the table.” 

Strong table, thought Jason. 

Even though Mr Lindsay seemed keen for him to make a 
decision on the spot about whether to change his mind, Jason 
figured he should at least sleep on it, so he just thanked Mr 
Lindsay for showing him around and promised to let him know 
what he decided very soon. 


It was pretty late by the time the helicopter took off. Jason 
craned his neck around to watch the lights of Canberra disappear 
into the distance. Unfortunately, it was too dark to see details of 


Ше country scenery. Every so often, а white dot оп Ше ground 
would mark out a farm house, or a group of dots would signify a 
town. Strings of dots could be seen driving along some of the 
roads. And every dot indicated at least one voter: one person 
with an opinion on global warming; one person that Jason was 
telling the PM to ignore. 

And there really were quite a few of those little white dots, 
even out in the bush. 


Chapter 15 


An Injection of Confidence 


Next day, David wanted to know all about it. So, as usual, he 
coaxed Jason out to lunch. 

“Well, how was it?’ asked David, as he unwrapped his 
burger. 

Jason disconnected himself from his thickshake. ‘Actually, 
pretty interesting." 

18 that all? Га have thought it would have been great! Did 
they let you fly it?" 

*Oh, I was talking about Parliament House." 

David made a farting sound with his tongue. *That's only a 
building. Booooring." 

*No, not the building, what they do in it. That was pretty 
interesting." 

David made another farting sound. ‘Politics. Even boring- 
er.” 

“But they did let me fly it, sort of. I got to sit in the PM’s 
chair!” 

“Үсе-һа! So what laws did you make? Emission controls? 
Free Predators for your mates?’ 

‘I don’t know..." 

“Oh, here we go again!” 


‘I сап see why the PM doesn't think he should agree to 
emission controls. Г guess there are more opinions than just 
mine." 

*Well, duh! What do your parents reckon?" 

"They reckon it’s my decision,’ said Jason, while carefully 
arranging a layer of fries inside his cheeseburger. ‘Although I 
know Dad's against it." 

David eyed the fry-spiked burger with distaste. ‘I still 
reckon that's gross." 

“Ever tried it?” 

“Nope. And don't plan to.” 

“Well, don't knock it until you’ ve tried it." 

David shivered with disgust, even though it was so warm 
that the restaurant’s air conditioning wasn’t quite coping. ‘And 
speaking of gross, did the PM say anything about that cartoon?’ 

“What cartoon?’ 

“Тһе опе in today’s paper, of course!’ 

Jason shook his head. ‘My parents never showed me any 
cartoon...’ 

“Oh, it was a Sydney paper, I think. Maybe you don't get it. 
Just a sec..." 

David got up and retrieved a newspaper from a vacant table 
nearby. ‘There you go, front page!” 

Jason inspected the sketch. It looked like something a 
student would draw during a boring history lesson. There were 
aircraft, ships and tanks, all firing an assortment of weapons—at 
him! There was no mistaking it; the exaggerated glasses made it 
quite clear who the intended target was. An arrow pointed to the 
bespectacled stick figure, with a sign that said 'Emission 
Control Target’. 


‘It’s pretty funny, in a way,’ said David. 

Jason couldn't reply. He gripped the newspaper so tightly 
that his fists turned white. What was this, a sick joke? Or were 
they trying to scare him? He stared at the picture in silence for a 
full minute before regaining his voice. ‘Who drew it?’ he asked 
quietly. 

‘Some politician, they reckon. Someone smuggled it out of 
parliament house. Could it have been the PM?" 

“Мо, he wouldn't do that. He's okay. They better find out 
who did do it, though." 

‘If they do, the newspaper reckons they'll get the sack." 

“So they should!’ 


When Jason got home, he found his mother fuming about the 
cartoon. ‘I’ve got a good mind to ring Graham about it,’ she 
ranted. Jason begged her not to, and only succeeded by pointing 
out that she’d only get to speak to Mr Aldershot anyway. The 
stress caused by the cartoon itself was bad enough, but the 
prospect of being publicly defended by one’s mother was a 
million times worse. 

Unfortunately, next morning’s newspaper brought even 
more bad news. ‘Local Youth Robs Voters,’ said the headline. 
Jason got that tight feeling in the chest, like when he 
accidentally damaged his mother’s car when he was mucking 
around in it without permission. He read on: 


‘A source close to the Prime Minister has revealed details of a 
secret meeting between the Prime Minister and local youth, 
Jason Saunders, concerning Australia’s stance on the 
Rotterdam Environmental Conference's emission control 
targets. 


‘Since rescuing the Prime Minister after he got into difficulty 
while swimming near Sapphire Bay last December, Mr 
Saunders has been pressuring the government to sign up to 
the conference's emission control targets. 


‘The source, who does not wish to be named, contacted the 
Sapphire Sentinel's office yesterday afternoon. 


‘“Mr Saunders has no right to dictate policy to the Australian 
people. At the end of the day, his demand amounts to selfishly 
taking away the rights of ordinary voters,” he said.’ 


“Selfishly,’ murmured Jason. 

‘Unfortunately, that’s how a lot of people are going to see 
it,’ said his mother. 

‘But I’m doing it to be unselfish! I just want things to be 
okay for people in the future." 

“Еуеп so, you might be best to avoid people in the present, 
until this blows over. In fact, I think we need to ground you, for 
your own good." 

What an appalling suggestion! Being punished for saving 
the PM's life! Jason tried to talk his mother out of it, but with. 
only limited success. In the end, he promised to stay away from 
the main part of town but was still allowed to go to the beach, 
which was fortunate because he really needed to work out what 
he was going to tell the PM. 

So, after breakfast, he scooped up a few things to take to the 
beach. After assuring his mother that he'd be fine, he headed out 
the door and made for the neighbour's gate. 

“Jason! Excuse ше!” A woman was running down the street 
towards him, and a man was getting out of a car parked nearby. 

Jason lengthened his stride. 


“Jason, hi. Pm Marie Torelli, from the Sapphire Sentinel. 
We spoke just after you saved the PM, remember?" 

‘Yes,’ said Jason, as he swung himself over the gate to his 
neighbour's field. To his surprise, the woman climbed over with 
him. 

“Сап I talk to you about your meeting with the РМ?” 

“Га rather not,' said Jason, walking as briskly as he could 
without actually running. 

‘It’s already in the papers. Don't you want an opportunity to 
tell your side of the story?" 

‘This is private property, you know." 

“Yes, but it isn't your property. Do you agree what you're 
doing is a bit selfish?" 

By now, the man had caught up with them and was running 
ahead of Jason, taking photos of him. 

“Could you please leave me alone?’ 

*People have a right to know what's going on, when you're 
making decisions on their behalf, don't they?’ 

The photographer was half-running backwards, still 
snapping away. 

‘Look out!’ said Jason, but it was too late. The photographer 
fell backwards into the dry creek bed. He made an *ooph' sound 
as he hit the hard ground about two metres down. 

“Аге you okay?' asked Ms Torelli. 

The man just lay there. Jason jumped down into the creek 
bed and went over to him, but just has he got there, the man sat 
up. 

*Winded,' he said. He slowly got to his feet and wriggled 
his limbs, as if to make sure they were still working. 


Jason picked up Ше man's camera and handed it back to 
him. The lens had broken off and the body had some serious 
dings in it. 

*Can we continue?' asked the woman. 

The photographer dusted himself off. “Yeah, fine by me." 

‘Not by me!’ said Jason. He scrambled out of the creek bed 
and ran back home, without even looking over his shoulder to 
see if the reporters were following him. 


From his bedroom window, Jason watched a police car drive 
slowly up to the reporters’ car. A policeman got out and spoke 
to the occupants through the driver's side window. After about a 
minute, the reporters drove off. 

*Thanks, Mum." 

‘1 still wouldn't go outside for a while.” 

‘Now I believe you.” 

His mother responded with a look of exasperation. 

So Jason was basically a prisoner in his own house. Oh well, 
he still had his computer and books, and was too worn out to 
move anyway. But knowing that he couldn't leave home was 
still galling. 

Fortunately, people seemed to have very short attention 
spans. One day, you could be the hero; next day, the villain—or 
better yet, just a nobody. And the Rotterdam conference was 
only about a week away. After that, this would all be old news. 
Nobody would care any more, or even remember. 


Jason awoke, and was surprised to find himself in the hammock 
in the back yard. The book he'd been reading was on his chest; 


his watch showed half past two. He struggled out of Ше 
hammock and went indoors. 

His mother was doing some ironing in the lounge room. 
*Good nap?" 

"That's the first time I’ve ever slept during the day!” 

"After ten AM, anyway." 

"That's not “during the day" when it’s holidays. And 
anyway, I haven't slept in much at all, these hols. Haven't been 
able to." 

His mother nodded glumly. ‘It’s probably a good thing you 
weren't available. The phone's been ringing hot for you." 

*We ought to rip the phone from the wall." 

“Your father's got a better idea. Go and see.” 

Jason wandered out to the hall, where his father was battling 
with a multitude of electrical cords. *There, that should do it." 

"That's the third time you've said that,’ said Jason’s mother, 
without moving from her ironing. 

“Yeah, but things always work on the third go, so I had to 
say it three times." 

‘Answering machine!’ exclaimed Jason. ‘Cool!’ 

“You know, it would have been easier if you’d just changed 
your mind.” 

“Раш!” scolded Jason’s mother. 

‘I know, I know.’ 

“бо does it work now?’ asked Jason. 

‘Should do. Just got to record a greeting message. Give me 
some shush.’ 

Mr Saunders held down the ‘Record Greeting’ button on the 
machine and spoke into its microphone hole. ‘G’day, you’ve 
reached the Saunders residence. Leave a message after the beep 


—unless you want to talk about environmental stuff, іп which 
case you can just piss off." 

“Раш! You can’t say that!’ said the voice from the lounge 
room. 

Jason's father looked at him. “What do you reckon, matey?’ 

‘Sounds fine to me, Dad.’ 

Footsteps could be heard rapidly crossing the lounge room 
floor. Jason's mother burst into the hall and strode over to the 
answering machine. After studying it for a while, she found and 
pressed the ‘Play Greeting’ button. The machine recited the 
recorded message in a tinny version of Jason's father's voice: 


‘G'day, you've reached the Saunders residence. Leave а 
message after the beep.’ 


Smiling, she shook her head and disappeared back into the 
lounge room, while Jason and his father had a good laugh. 


Jason spent the rest of the afternoon aimlessly browsing the 
internet. The answering machine worked well, except for one 
thing: a lot of people still left messages, and Jason could hear 
the messages being recorded from his room. Very few of them 
were polite. Jason toyed with the idea that the full version of his 
father’s greeting message might have been better. 

Amidst the abusive calls was a message from Chris, 
reminding him that the next swimming trial would be at the surf 
carnival on Saturday. Jason just deleted the message along with 
all the rest. He also found a way to turn down the answering 
machine’s volume, so he could no longer hear the messages as it 
recorded them. 


At five o'clock, Jason's father clicked оп Ше TV news. 
Even though there was a good chance he'd be at least mentioned 
on the news, Jason didn't bother going to watch. It was bound to 
be just more criticism. 

A few minutes later, his father called out. 'Hey Jason, you 
want to see that professor bloke you like?" 

Jason ventured out. Professor van Dyne was unmistakeable 
in a red and lime green shirt. 


‘Yes, we've applied to the government for an additional 
research grant. Now that Australia might adopt the Rotterdam 
targets, we need to look at the implications of those targets 
much more closely, which will require a significant expansion 
of our research. We need to be careful not to over-simplify 
things when they're as important as this!’ 


‘I wish that professor was РМ,” said Jason. ‘Then nobody 
would be hassling me." 

‘That would be the only way he's going to get the money he 
wants,’ replied his father. ‘Unless he does a deal with the devil, 
that is.’ 


Next morning, Jason's parents were actually having breakfast at 
the same time. Jason joined them. 

“Ном are you going with your big decision?’ his father 
asked. 

‘I meant to think about it yesterday, but... it wasn't a good 
day." 

Jason's mother nodded. ‘Anything we can help with?" 

‘I don't think so. ГП work it out after breakfast.’ 


‘Don’t forget to give Tangles his injection,’ said Jason's 
father. ‘You forgot, yesterday." 

“Оп, did I? Is he okay?’ 

“Yes, your mother did it.” 

"Thanks Mum. I still don’t like doing it. It seems kind-of 
selfish and cruel, forcing stuff into him when he doesn’t want 
it^ 

‘Tangles doesn’t know the injection is actually good for 
him, of course,’ replied Jason’s mother, pouring herself a second 
cup of tea. “Апа since he's not capable of thinking about his 
long-term health, we have to do that for him. So if we're sure 
the medicine will help, it's not being selfish, it's actually being 
kind." 

<<. if we're sure...”,’ echoed Jason, fidgeting with the salt 
and pepper shakers. *Yes, l'm sure! Excuse me, going to call the 
PM’s office.’ He left Ше table and went to his room, closing the 
door behind him. 

His parents looked at each other. ‘What was that about?’ 
asked his mother. 

“Beats me! 


Chapter 16 
Take the Bull by the Horns 


It was raining in Canberra—not that you could tell from inside 
the Cabinet Room since it didn't have any windows. A couple of 
the ministers had obviously been caught out in the rain; a few 
drops fell from one minister's hair onto the newspaper she was 
scanning. 

‘I really thought that would work,’ said the PM to his senior 
ministers. *We needed that to work. Although I do feel a bit bad 
about what we've— what J’ve— had to do, though." 

‘I can't understand how it couldn't have worked,’ replied 
the Treasurer. ‘Didn’t Jason understand it?’ 

*Oh, he understood it all right, but that's just water under the 
bridge now. The way I figure it, we've got just one more chance. 
There's less than a week until the Rotterdam conference—’ 

'—Aand Ше media's killing us,’ said the woman with the 
newspaper. "They're saying you're being ruthless, weaselly and 
ungrateful. Unless this turns around fast, we might as well start 
packing our offices." 

‘Thanks Donna; I know the situation. If I say “по” to Jason, 
we're voted out for being ruthless. If I give in, we're voted out 
for being spineless—not to mention damaging the Australian 
economy. I can't say “yes” or “по” without losing.’ 

‘Depends whose public opinion polls you believe,’ said the 
Minister for the Environment. 


‘I believe ours,’ replied (һе PM. ‘We just have to get Jason 
to stop dogging us; that's the only way out of this. Robert, did 
the phone call from Jason provide any clues?’ 

‘It didn't make a lot of sense,’ said Mr Aldershot. ‘He said 
something about "needing to take medicine", and “һе was sure 
the medicine was right". Personally, I think the kid might be 
losing his marbles. At the end of the day, that could be very 
useful.’ 

‘How could that possibly help us?’ 

“Surely the media couldn’t expect you to submit to the will 
of a mentally unbalanced child! You could simply say “no”, 
without any criticism or backlash.’ 

The PM shook his head. ‘Jason doesn’t deserve to be treated 
like that. Does anyone have any honest ideas?’ 

“Well, there’s always the obvious strategy of tackling Jason 
head-on. Convince him that he’s actually wrong about emission 
controls. I know you’ve always rejected that idea in the past, 
but...” 

The PM screwed up his face. ‘I didn’t want to have to go 
there. But I suppose it’s the honest thing to do, to debate the 
issue itself instead of distractions.’ 

The Minister for the Environment was shaking his head. 
‘The issues are just too unclear. You’ve got no chance of 
convincing him that he’s wrong, unless he wants to be 
convinced.” 

‘Maybe we don't have to convince him that he's wrong,’ 
said the Minister for Education. ‘It might be enough to just 
convince him that he isn’t necessarily right!’ 

Most of the other ministers looked at her with bewildered 
expressions. 


“Рагдоп?” said the PM. 

“Well, at the moment, it sounds like Jason is absolutely 
certain about what he thinks is going to happen. If he were less 
sure, maybe he'd back down." 

*Graham, is Jason smart enough to understand that things 
can be unclear?' asked the Treasurer. 

The PM exhaled slowly. *He did a pretty good job of poking 
holes in our political system when I was trying to make it seem 
crystal clear, so maybe...” 

‘Fine. Give him some of his own medicine, then. Drag him 
in to see the people in John’s department.’ 

‘I don’t think that’s a good idea, either,’ said the Minister 
for the Environment. 

The PM looked at him in exasperation. ‘Why not, this time, 
John?’ 

‘If you use government people to explain it, Jason will think 
they’re biased; just ventriloquist’s dummies saying what you 
want them to say.” 

‘Actually, that’s a good point,’ said the Treasurer. ‘We need 
someone who Jason would believe. And it would be nice if they 
could also talk about the economy, since that’s the main reason 
we can’t do what he wants.’ 

‘So,’ said a man at one end of the table, ‘what you're saying 
is that we need to find someone who the kid would respect, who 
knows about the environment and the economy, can make things 
seem unclear and will do what we require of them. Oh, and we 
have to find them by Friday. I think ГП start packing my office.’ 

The PM frowned. ‘Don’t be so negative, Martin. Ladies and 
gents, any suggestions?” 

None were forthcoming. 


The PM started tapping his fingers оп Ше table. “Соте on 
people, there must be someone! 

There was a quiet knock on the door. 

‘Right on cue,’ said the Treasurer. ‘An answer to your 
prayers perhaps, Graham?’ 

The door slowly opened, and a woman from the cafeteria 
pushed her trolley into the room. ‘Refills, anyone?’ 

‘Already?’ said the PM. ‘The meeting’s only just Берип!” 

‘Don’t forget we started half an hour late,’ replied the 
Treasurer. 

“Oh yes; sorry about that.’ 

There was an awkward silence as the tea lady made her way 
around the room. ‘You don’t have to stop talking because of 
те,” she said. 'I'm cleared to top secret, you know." 

‘Yes,’ replied the PM, ‘but this meeting is about something 
especially sensitive." 

“Гуе heard you discussing military plans before! It can't be 
more sensitive than that." 

‘I think the less said about military plans, the better. 
Wouldn't you agree, Andrew?" 

The Minister for Defence hung his head and said nothing. 

After a few more minutes of silence, the tea lady 
manoeuvred her trolley out the door. 

“Okay, you've all had time to think,” said the PM. ‘Who do 
we get to, um, "educate" Jason?" 

‘I think I know just the шап,” said the minister opposite the 
PM. ‘That professor who's been on TV recently—what’s his 
name?" 

“уап Dyne?' said the man beside her, with some surprise. 
*But he's a raving greenie, isn't һе?” 


“Не 5 a raving greenie who wants a large government grant.’ 

The PM raised his eyebrows and nodded slowly. ‘Interesting 
idea! Although I wouldn’t call Lou a raving greenie; he just 
doesn’t like people over-simplifying things and twisting them to 
suit their own purposes. To us, he seems like a greenie, but to a 
greenie, he probably seems like... a *greedy"." 

Many of the ministers laughed. ‘Sounds like a greenie with 
а cold,’ said someone. 

*Well, if he can cool Jason down a bit, the grant money he's 
asking for would be money well spent,’ said the Treasurer. ‘And 
if he criticises us for over-simplifying things to suit ourselves, 
it’s only fair that he should do the same to Jason.” 

‘But would Jason listen to him?’ asked the Minister for 
Education. 

The PM nodded. ‘Definitely. Jason’s seen him on TV, 
taking digs at us. Robert, could you make the arrangements 
please? Just make sure Lou knows it’s just a private visit; I don’t 
want the media there. They’d make it look like I was just trying 
to wriggle out of my promise.” 

“Well, you are,’ said the Minister for the Environment, 
under his breath. 

The PM looked at him suspiciously. ‘I beg your pardon?" 

“Well, you are, um, taking a chance that nothing goes 
wrong. What if the professor doesn’t play ball, and tells Jason to 
stick to his guns?’ 

‘Oh, for a minute, I thought you were implying something 
else,’ replied the PM. ‘Don’t worry; ГП make sure Lou’s оп- 
side." 


“What will you do if the kid doesn't cave in?’ asked the 
Minister for the Environment. ‘Will you sign up to the 
Rotterdam targets?" 

Mr Lindsay bit his lower Пр. ‘Га be within my rights to do 
so, since our cabinet discussion was evenly divided—as you 
keep reminding me, John. But I still believe that signing up 
would be the end of us in government. The economy has to 
come first; people would forget about Jason faster than they'd 
forget about ongoing pain in their wallets and purses." 

“Maybe so, but they wouldn't forget about either before the 
next election. Not with the media and opposition continually 
reminding them..." 

‘which is why I really don't want to choose between two 
bad options. Anyway, I really think this will do the trick. I'm so 
confident that I’m going to buy that car Jason likes, so I can get 
it delivered as soon as he backs down. That way, he won't be 
able to change his mind back again. Robert, do you think you 
can entice Jason to pay us another visit?" 

“ГІ find a way, Prime Minister." 


Chapter 17 
Muddying the Waters 


Just a few more days, thought Jason. Today was Thursday, and 
the Rotterdam conference was on Wednesday next week. After 
that, everyone would know that the PM had signed up at the 
conference. It'd be a done deal. There'd be no point for anyone 
to try to change Jason's mind because it would be too late. So it 
should be safe to go out again in maybe a week—or perhaps 
two, to give people time to forget. Just in time to go back to 
school. Terrific. 

Jason browsed through his computer games for the 
hundredth time, in the hope of finding one he wasn't bored with 
yet. His deliberations were interrupted by a call on his mobile 
from Mr Aldershot. 

‘It looks like you've won, kid. As we speak, the PM is 
changing his speech for the Rotterdam conference. 
ying that he'll be agreeing to the emission control 


targets?" 

“What choice did he have? In his speech, he wants to talk 
about what will happen in Australia as a consequence, but since 
he wasn't originally intending to sign up, he has to get more 
information. So he's going to meet with Professor van Dyne 
tomorrow.” 

‘Oh good! I’ve seen him on ТУ.” 


‘So the PM mentioned. Since you're a fan of Ше professor, 
the PM thought you might like to meet him and sit in on the 
discussions." 

“Wow, that'd be great! But did you say "tomorrow?" 

“И has to be tomorrow, because the PM has to leave for the 
conference on Monday. I know it's short notice, but there's a 
single seat available on an Air Force VIP aircraft that I can get 
you on." 

“А VIP aircraft, like Air Force One?’ 

“Хо, that's American, and it's huge. This is a smaller plane 
that can land at your local airport. Ask your parents and call me 
back as soon as possible, so I can organise for the plane to pick 
you up." 

Jason's father was sceptical. 'Are you really sure you want 
to go? It's probably a trap, like every other time." 

‘Not this time! The battle’s over; I’ve won! The professor 
will tell Mr Lindsay that I was right all along." 

‘I think I should come along, just in case." 

*But Dad, there's only one spare seat on the plane, so you'd 
have to drive." 

‘It can’t really hurt to let him go, Раш,” said Jason's mother. 
*Graham's never actually lied to Jason, or anything. It's just that 
things didn't go quite as we expected." 

Jason's father rolled his eyes. ‘Defending your mate 
Graham again? But I guess you're right." 

So Jason called Mr Aldershot back, and the arrangements 
were made. 


Early next morning, Jason's mother stood tapping her foot at the 
front door. ‘Come on Jason, we'll be late!’ 


‘It doesn't matter; Mr Lindsay's always late." 

"They mightn't hold the plane for you. It might have to 
leave on time." 

“И wouldn't dare; I’m a VIP!’ 

But they made it to the airport in time to see the aircraft 
arrive. It was much smaller than Jason imagined, and it had 
propellers instead of jets. It wasn't all that luxurious inside, 
either. Not that it mattered; the flight to Canberra took only half 
as long as it had taken in the helicopter. Jason kept an eye out 
for the big inland lake that Mr Lindsay had mentioned, but still 
didn't see it. 

After landing at Canberra, Jason was driven to Parliament 
House to meet up with Mr Lindsay. Needless to say, the PM was 
behind schedule, and showed up fifteen minutes later. 

“Тазоп, glad you could make it! Did you see Lake George 
this time?" 

“Хо, and I was looking for it, too.” 

“You can't be very observant!’ chided the PM. ‘It goes on 
for miles. Actually, I’ve heard it’s a bit smaller these days, so 
maybe it only goes on for kilometres now." 

“Mr Lindsay, how come what we talked about before got 
into the newspaper?’ 

‘I hope you don’t think I did that! The newspapers are 
blaming me for it, and accusing me of being ruthless. This 
whole business could cost me the next election.’ 

“Оп yeah; I never thought about it like that.’ 

‘I’m as unhappy about it as you are. Гуе got some people 
investigating. If it happens again, we’ll catch whoever’s 
responsible for it.” 


Jason and the РМ were driven from Parliament House to the 
university. On the way, the PM pointed out some of the sights of 
Canberra. 

"That's the Captain Cook Memorial Water Jet, he said, 
pointing at a small concrete island in the middle of a lake. ‘It 
can squirt water over 100 metres in the air." 

“Wow! Does it work?’ 

“It does, but they don't turn it on too often any more because 
the water level is a bit low." 

‘I can tell." 

*Really? How?’ 

Jason pointed out the line on the shore where the water level 
used to be, and the debris on some of the rocks along the lake's 
edge. 

“Well there you go; I never noticed!’ said the PM. 

It didn't take long to get to the university. The car pulled up 
outside a two storey brick building. One window was boarded 
up and the paint on the gutters and downpipes was peeling. 
Despite the condition of the building, a faded sign said ‘Centre 
for Sustainability". 

Professor van Dyne came out to greet them. *You're a bit of 
a hero of mine,’ he said to Jason, without actually looking him 
in the face. ‘You've got everybody talking about sustainability! 
And that's always a good thing, yes?" 

‘бо long as they get it right!" 

The professor laughed. 'Interesting! Г wonder if my 
department here is “getting it right"." 

"You're not sure?’ said Jason, widening his eyes slightly. 
‘But you're a professor!" 


"That's interesting, isn't it? You think Ше issue is simple, 
and that the environment is top priority. Mr Lindsay thinks the 
issue is simple, and that the environment isn’t top priority. But I 
don't think it's simple at all. You two must be smarter than me." 

Jason looked confused. ‘But on TV, you said—’ 

“Соте with me,’ interrupted the professor. ‘I want to 
introduce you to Grendel, who can explain it better than I сап.” 

They went inside and headed upstairs. 

‘I’m taking you to our student laboratory room,’ said the 
professor. I apologise for entertaining you in such a messy 
place, but that’s where Grendel is, and he’s so large that he can’t 
leave the area.’ 

‘Not even at night?’ asked Jason in amazement. 

‘Not even at night." 

“Wow, he must be Бір!” 

“Не” a big boy, yes. We measure him in "gigaflops"." 

*Gigaflops, echoed Jason thoughtfully. “Гуе heard of 
those.” 

They entered a large open area. Desks and chairs ran along 
the edges of the room, but a high bench ran down the centre, 
making it look more like a chemistry or biology lab. Several 
dissected bits of computer were lying on the lino floor. 

Jason looked around for Grendel, but couldn’t see anyone. 

‘Graham, Jason, meet Grendel,’ said the professor, as he 
lifted back a plastic sheet that was covering a large mound on 
the bench. 

‘Wow,’ said Jason. There were twenty-four computers 
under the sheet, lined up side-by-side in two rows. All their 
covers were removed so their circuit boards were visible, and a 
web of cables criss-crossed between them. 


‘This is а “Beowulf cluster computer", explained Ше 
professor. “АП these computers are connected so it acts like one 
really fast computer. Yes, you need all the speed you can get 
when you're trying to work out what will happen in the whole 
world for the next century.” 

For all those computers, there was only one screen. A 
printed sign on top of it said ‘GREEN DELL’, but someone had 
crossed that out and written ‘GRENDEL’. 

‘Okay,’ said the professor, ‘outside we were talking about 
how simple it is to “get it right”. That’s what Grendel is for. 
Yes, it works out what might happen to the climate in the future. 
So if I click this button, we get a graph...’ The professor 
clicked, and a line slowly snaked its way across the computer 
screen. 

‘There!’ exclaimed Jason triumphantly, as though he were 
somehow responsible for what they saw. ‘It’s going upwards, so 
the climate is getting hotter!’ 

"That's what this graph is telling us, yes,’ said the professor. 
‘But this graph is based on a lot of information.’ He manipulated 
the computer’s mouse and a screen full of numbers appeared. ‘If 
I change any one of these numbers, Grendel will make a 
different prediction about what the climate will do. Yes?" 

‘I guess so,’ said Jason. 

“Ап example, perhaps. Currently, Grendel is assuming that 
the ocean’s ability to absorb carbon dioxide is nine units." 

“Ура в the ocean got to do with it?’ asked the PM. *Aren't 
we talking about the atmosphere here?” 

The professor looked at Jason. ‘Can you explain it, Jason?’ 

‘Easy. The more carbon dioxide the ocean takes out of the 
air, the less there is left in the air. And since carbon dioxide 


traps heat іп the atmosphere, Ше more Ше ocean takes out, Ше 
better." 

The PM scratched his head. ‘Really? Is that right?" 

"That's exactly right, yes,’ said the professor. ‘How did you 
know that, Jason?” 

“Мит gets me science magazines to read.” 

The professor nodded appreciatively. ‘Anyway, let me 
change the nine to a ten, and run the program again.’ 

A new line now made its way across the screen, but this one 
went downwards. 

“So, what's this graph telling us?" 

Jason didn’t like what he saw, so remained silent. 

The professor tried again. ‘How would you interpret it?’ 

“Well, it’s saying that things will get cooler. But that doesn’t 
make sense! You only changed that number by a little bit." 

"Interesting, isn't it? Yes, the environment is very sensitive, 
at least to some things." 

‘So just put in the right number and you'll get the right 
answer.’ 

‘And what is the right number?’ asked the professor, 
without actually looking at Jason. ‘Ten? Nine? Twelve, 
perhaps?" 

The PM smirked, but tried to hide it by putting his hand 
over his mouth. 

Jason shrugged his shoulders and screwed up his nose 
slightly, to show his objection to the question. “1 don't know; 
you're the professor!" 

‘I don't know either.’ 

Jason stared at the professor, who just stared at the floor. 


Jason gave up staring first. ‘Well, to get the right number, 
you'd have to measure... stuff." 

“Yes, lots of people are doing that. They get different 
results, depending on how they do it, and lots of other factors. 
So, how can I know which number is right?" 

The PM raised his eyebrows and nodded, like he'd just 
learnt something. 

‘But,’ protested Jason, although he wasn't quite sure what 
he was objecting to. “Вш on TV, you said you wanted emission 
controls! How come you could work it out then and not now?’ 

The professor carefully avoided the PM's gaze. ‘That was 
just a personal opinion, not a scientific conclusion. And I hope I 
didn't say I was sure about it." 

“Ви this is important! You need to be sure!” 

The professor smiled. *Jason, do you like games?" 

Jason's eyes lit up. ‘I love them! I’ve got heaps of them!’ 

What kind of wondrous graphics could Grendel do? With 
the power of twenty-four normal computers put together, it 
should be awesome. Jason eagerly waited for the professor to 
call up a game from Grendel's keyboard, but instead, he reached 
deep into one of his pockets and pulled something out. 

“Оһ,” said Jason. 

*Do you see this die?" 

“What, that dice in your hand?" 

“Yes, okay, this dice.” 

The PM smirked again, and his hand returned to his mouth. 

‘This game is simple,’ explained the professor. ‘I’m going 
to roll this dice once, and if it comes up with a six, Jason wins. 
But if it doesn’t, Mr Lindsay wins.” 

‘That seems fair,’ said the PM. 


‘No it doesn’t!’ objected Jason. 

The professor looked surprised. ‘Why not?’ 

“Because it probably won’t come up with a six, of course.” 

“But are you sure it won’t come up with a six?’ 

“How can I be sure? I can't predict every little bounce of a 
dice.’ 

“But the dice is simple!’ said the professor, rolling it around 
in his hand. ‘We can see all the possible outcomes and how they 
can happen. We can roll it over and over and see how it behaves. 
But we can’t do those things with the environment. If we can’t 
be sure about the dice, how can we be sure about the 
environment?’ 

Jason screwed up his nose. ‘I guess I lost that game. And 
you never even rolled the dice.’ 

‘I disagree. If you “got it”, you won.’ 

Mr Lindsay took the die from the professor and rolled it 
across the desk. It stopped on four. The PM clasped his hands 
and shook them over his head in victory. ‘I wouldn’t mind 
winning a cup of coffee,’ he said. 

‘Graham, where are my manners!’ exclaimed the professor. 
He led them to a nearby kitchenette. The PM started to look at 
the notices on a pin board that dominated one wall, but quickly 
turned away when he realised they were all advertisements for 
conferences on environmental topics, green power, and the like. 

‘I know what Mr Lindsay will have, but what can we get 
you, Jason?’ asked the professor. 

Jason turned to the PM. “Мг Lindsay, did Mr Aldershot 
come with you today?" 

“Хо, I just came with a couple of security staff. Why?" 


‘It doesn't matter,’ replied Jason. “ГП just get a soft drink 
out of the fridge then, if that’s okay.’ 

“Неір yourself, said the professor, as he filled an old 
electric jug. 

“Why don’t you just use that?’ asked the PM, pointing to a 
hot water boiler on the wall. 

“Тһе students disconnected it earlier this year. That sort of 
boiler runs all the time, and they thought it was a waste of 
energy, adding to greenhouse gas pollution for no good reason." 

Mr Lindsay glanced towards the ceiling. “1 shouldn't have 
asked." 

‘Good on them!’ exclaimed Jason. 

‘Are you sure that greenhouse gas pollution causes global 
warming, Jason?’ asked the professor, without looking up from 
his coffee-making duties. 

‘It’s obvious, isn’t it? Ever since people started doing 
greenhouse gas pollution, there’s been global warming. So that’s 
what causes global warming. Easy." 

‘Oh,’ said the professor. ‘Then Га better not tell you that 
I'm thinking of getting the boiler reconnected.’ 

“Why would you want to do that?" 

“Тһе steam from the jug causes the paint to peel from the 
ceiling. See?’ 

Jason and the PM looked up at the tatty paint. 

‘That would have needed repainting anyway,’ said Jason. 
‘Paint just peels off after a while. ГП bet it had to be repainted 
years ago too, before you started using the jug.’ 

‘Interesting,’ said the professor. ‘So, the jug can’t be the 
cause if the peeling would have happened anyway?’ 


"That's obvious, isn't it? Especially if the peeling happened 
before." 

‘In that case, how could people be the cause of global 
warming? Global warming came first." 

*But I've read that it's caused by pollution!" 

*People have only been polluting for a few hundred years. 
But there was global warming well before that; even over a 
hundred thousand years ago. How could people have caused 
that?" 

Jason frowned. “1 did know the temperature went up and 
down, but—’ 

‘If it goes up and down anyway, whether people are causing 
emissions or not, how can we be sure that people are causing it 
now?’ asked the professor, while apparently studying something 
on the floor. ‘And if human emissions aren 't the cause, reducing 
those emissions can’t be the solution, can it?’ 

“But... But, you said “if”. So emission controls might help, 
mightn’t they? So we should try them anyway.’ 

‘They might help, yes. But they would definitely be 
expensive.” 

The PM nodded vigorously. 

‘Maybe Grendel can help us here,’ said the professor, 
leading the others back to the laboratory. ‘Jason, would you like 
to drive Grendel?’ 

‘I wouldn't know how." 

‘It’s just like a computer game. Yes, think of it as “Sim 
Planet"." 

So Jason sat Grendel’s keyboard and followed the 
professor's instructions. A complicated diagram appeared on the 
screen. 


“We don’t just study environmental sustainability here," said 
the professor. ‘This diagram shows some of the other things 
Grendel tries to predict, and how they’re linked together.’ He 
pointed to a group of boxes with arrows and numbers between 
them. ‘This bit shows that if we adopt emission targets, we'd 
have to cut back on our current means of electricity generation, 
transportation and industry—’ 

‘which is good,’ interrupted Jason. 

‘In itself, yes,’ agreed the professor. ‘But you can see that 
those things are linked to other things. To make up for those 
changes, the government would have to spend a lot of money on 
different types of electricity generation, transport, and so on—’ 

‘which is also good,’ said Jason, interrupting again. 

“Well, let's just see. To get the money they'd need, the 
government could increase taxes. But paying higher taxes would 
be hard for people, because they'd already have to spend more 
of their income on environmentally-friendly cars or public 
transport. In fact, almost everything would cost more, so people 
couldn't buy as much as they do now. And the costs to industry 
could mean that people might have to get paid less." 

The professor showed Jason how to run Grendel's program, 
and a set of graphs appeared. There were graphs for income, 
education and health. And all of them were going downwards. 

“Increasing taxes is а bad idea,’ said the PM. ‘Governments 
don't like to do it because it causes them to lose elections." 

The professor nodded. “Тһе other way is for the government 
to spend less money on other things, like education and health. 
Yes, can you try that, Jason?" 


Jason went back to Ше big diagram and figured out how to 
change some of the numbers. The professor watched closely, 
then raised his eyebrows and nodded to the PM. 

The PM nodded back. *I told you he was smart." 

‘Maybe you'd like to do this for a living опе day, Jason,’ 
said the professor. 

Jason's eyes lit up. *That'd be great!” 

“Hopefully we'll have a job for you. Of course, if— I mean, 
after Mr Lindsay signs up to the emission control targets, there 
mightn't be as much funding for universities." 

Jason frowned and returned to Grendel. He ran the program 
again, and new graphs appeared. He managed to get the 
‘education’ line to stay level, but the other lines went down 
savagely. He went back and tried some other numbers, but 
couldn't make the graphs do what he wanted. 

‘This is impossible!’ he complained. ‘It’s easier just to look 
at one problem and fix it.’ 

‘Easier, yes,’ said the professor. ‘But when problems are 
linked together, if you ignore the links, you can actually make 
things worse." 

“1 don't want to make things worse. I thought I was making 
them better." 

“You might be making one thing better, yes. But what about 
the others?" 

‘I’m responsible for all those things,’ said the PM, ‘so I 
can't just focus on the environment. It's a hard balancing act, 
but I think I’m looking after people best of all by taking care of 
the economy." 

Jason went to fiddle with Grendel some more, but the 
professor interrupted him. *No matter what you do, adopting 


strict emission control targets will hurt. So you need to be pretty 
sure you're "getting it right" about them!” 

“What a bummer,’ said Jason, gazing out the window. ‘I was 
looking forward to this visit, too." 

"What's wrong?’ asked the professor. 

‘I thought we were on the same side, but now you're telling 
me I'm wrong.” 

The professor looked down. ‘I’m not trying to tell you that 
you're wrong. No, Tm just suggesting that you aren't 
necessarily right—and that goes for me, too." 

‘So you're not sure,’ murmured Jason, thinking aloud. 

“Ат I sure? No. Certainly not sure enough to ignore 
everyone else's opinions.” 

Jason pointed to the PM. ‘Mr Lindsay’s doing it!” 

The PM shook his head. ‘I think Tm representing 
everyone's opinions, not ignoring them." 

“Оп yes,’ said Jason, ‘I guess you are.’ He looked out the 
window again. 

‘I suppose I should have said that I wanted to represent 
everyone's opinions, but since I'll be signing up to the targets at 
the Rotterdam conference, I actually won't be." 

The professor leaned over and started clattering away on 
Grendel's keyboard. *Here's something else I think you should 
see, Jason.” 

Jason groaned inwardly, and his head slumped forward a bit. 

Mr Lindsay looked across at Jason. ‘I think we've seen 
enough, Professor." 

“But I haven't shown Jason— 

"Thank you, Professor,’ said Mr Lindsay firmly. ‘I think we 
should go. I’m probably late for my next appointment anyway.” 


The professor backed off, with a slightly surprised 
expression on his face. After thanking him, Jason and Mr 
Lindsay headed back to their car. 

*Mr Lindsay, if I wanted to talk to you about this again, 
could I?' asked Jason, as the car pulled away from the 
university. 

“Sure, you can always leave a message with Mr Aldershot.” 

Jason frowned. “Мг Aldershot,’ he mumbled. 

‘I know he can be a bit prickly, but he keeps me organised. 
Tell you what: if you don’t want to talk to him, ring before ten 
o’clock on Monday, and you can speak to me personally.’ 

‘Thanks; that'd be great." 

‘If you’re going to call, just don’t be late. You do 
understand how important this is, I hope. My career’s on the line 
here; the media will swat me like a fly if they сап.” 

Jason nodded and stared out the window, with a grim 
expression on his face. 

“What did you make of the meeting?’ asked the PM. 

“It wasn’t what I expected. It’s very... complicated.’ 

The PM nodded. ‘Lou—Professor van Dyne—is a smart 
man. You did well to keep up with him.’ 

‘I don’t know. The main thing I learnt is that... I don’t 
know! Maybe I don't know anything about anything. Maybe I'm 
really stupid." Jason looked down. 

Mr Lindsay put his hand on Jason's shoulder. ‘Jason, I 
disagree. You're learning all the time; Гуе seen it. You'd make 
a great addition to the professor's team." 

‘Every time I’ve met you, I’ve ended up feeling like an 
idiot.’ 


"There were some things I needed to show you, and I'm 
sorry if that’s been unsettling. But it's over now.” 

“1 just want to do the right thing!” 

"There's no doubt in my mind about that, Jason. But I also 
just want to do the right thing; so really, we agree. We just see 
some of the details a bit differently.’ 

‘I guess so. Pretty important details, though.’ Jason looked 
towards the water jet, just in case it was going. But it wasn’t. 

‘Tell you what,’ said the PM, ‘if I’m still Prime Minister 
next time you come to Canberra, let me know and ГП get them 
to turn the water jet on for you.” 

‘Thanks Mr Lindsay, but if it’s bad for the environment, I 
think Га rather that they didn’t.” 

“Oh of course; sorry.” 

"That's okay. І do hope you're still Prime Minister then, 
though.’ 


Jason spent the whole of the flight back home staring out the 
window. He saw the same things that he saw on the flight up to 
Canberra that morning: straw-coloured fields, burnt-out forests 
and dry creek beds. But in the morning, those things had told 
him about global warming, and begged him for emission 
controls; now, he didn’t know what they were saying. Maybe 
they weren’t saying anything meaningful at all. 


Chapter 18 


Surprise! 


“Jason, there's a message here from yesterday you might want to 
listen to,' said Jason's father from the hall. 

‘It isn’t about emission targets or anything, is it?" 

“Course not; I just delete all those. It's from that bloke at the 
surf club." 

*Oh okay." 


‘G'day Jason, it's just Chris again. | don't know if you got the 
other message | left. Just a reminder that the surf carnival is 
tomorrow. There's a surprise for you so make sure you come 
along, even if you're not planning to have another go at the 
time trial. Oh, and wear your togs! 


"You'd better have some breakfast so you've got enough 
energy for the trial,’ said Jason’s mother from the kitchen. 

“1 don’t think ГЇЇ bother going.’ 

“We know you can get into the surf club, Jason, even if you 
have to wait until you’re a bit stronger. Or maybe Chris’s 
“surprise” will help you .” 

“Yeah, maybe he's got me some flippers,” mumbled Jason. 
He sat down at the table and glanced at the newspaper. ‘Local 
youth tries to destroy Sapphire Bay jobs’, read one heading. His 
heart kicked up a few notches. What was this? 


“Тһе Sapphire Bay youth who saved the Prime Minister's Ше, 
Jason Saunders, is still pressuring the Prime Minister to 
accept the Rotterdam conference's emission control targets. 
This is despite efforts by the Prime Minister to point out the 
consequences of doing so. 


^A source close to the Prime Minister has informed the 
Sapphire Sentinel that Mr Saunders has been made fully 
aware of the difficulties associated with studying climate 
change, and the disastrous economic impacts that would 
follow from clamping down on greenhouse gas emissions. 


'"Despite knowing that emission controls might make no 
difference to the environment at all, Mr Saunders remains 
intent on destroying the Australian economy," said the source. 
"At the end of the day, the kid seems quite willing to gamble 
away the welfare of the people of Sapphire Bay." ' 


How did the newspaper find out about the meeting with the 
professor? If it wasn't the PM, who was it? 

Obviously his mother hadn't noticed the story. Jason 
considered not pointing it out to her, but decided it would be 
better if she found out about it while he was around so he could 
stop her from trying to phone the PM. Predictably, she was 
disgusted, and alternated between rants at 'sleazebags' in 
Canberra and consolations for Jason. But he succeeded in 
keeping her from doing anything about it, pointing out that it 
will all be over soon. 

After breakfast, Jason browsed the internet for a while, 
organised the icons on his desktop, and even sorted out his 
overflowing list of emails. But it was impossible to concentrate 
on anything, with the phone ringing every few minutes. Even 


though Ше answering machine took care of Ше messages, he 
knew what they were about. 

And it seemed like a great day for the surf carnival. They 
usually had bands playing live music, which was pretty unusual 
for Sapphire Bay. He hadn't missed a surf carnival in as long as 
he could remember. 

Then there was that strange message from Chris. What 
could the ‘surprise’ be? 

Surely it would be safe enough to go. Nobody had ever 
hassled him at the beach. Maybe beachgoers weren't as tense 
about the economy as people in town, and maybe the reporters 
didn't think he was important enough to justify getting sand in 
their shoes. 

In the end, curiosity about Chris’s ‘surprise’ got the better of 
him, so he bludged a lift to the beach off his parents. They 
wanted to hang around in case anyone caused any trouble, and 
to watch if he had another go at the time trial, but he assured 
them that neither of those things was going to happen. 


The beach was packed. SLSC members stood out from the 
crowd in their bright yellow shirts. Several of them were making 
repairs to a large canvas-walled enclosure for race contestants. 
A band was playing on a podium nearby; they sounded pretty 
good. 

Jason looked around for the surprise that Chris mentioned, 
but didn't see anything unexpected. Maybe it would come later. 

He headed down the beach to the rock he usually used as his 
home base. David was already there, waiting for him. They were 
about to head back up the beach to listen to the band when the 


music stopped and the muffled sound of а loudspeaker kicked 
in. It waffled something about contestants for an event. 

‘Bummer,’ said David. ‘I wonder how long they'll be off 
for.’ 

‘Look, there he is!’ said a raised voice from the car park 
behind Jason’s rock. 

“What do you know? He's right where that bloke reckoned 
he’d be,’ said another voice. 

“Соте on, get your camera!’ yelled a third. 

Jason looked around nervously. At least six reporters were 
rushing down the track from the car park to the beach. 

“Бо you have any comment on the article in this morning’s 
paper?’ asked the one in front, even before he’d got to Jason. 

Jason backed away. “Хо.” 

‘Is it true that you realise emission controls mightn’t make 
any difference?’ said another. 

‘No— I mean, yes— it isn’t that simple!’ By now, two large 
cameras were being pointed directly at Jason. 

"They said you don’t care about people, but only about the 
environment. Is that true?’ 

“Would you please leave me alone?’ 

‘But don't you care that everyone here might lose their 
jobs? 

“Just go away!’ said Jason loudly. He backed away further, 
with David beside him. A few of the other people on the beach 
came over to see what the commotion was about. 

*Can you explain why you want to save the planet but not 
the people on it?’ 

"That's not what I’m doing! People don't understand—’ 


By now, some of Ше spectators were asking questions as 
well. Others were just hurling abuse. 

*Why won't you let the PM decide?" 

"You're no better than those greenies who injure people to 
protect trees!" 

So many people were talking at once that it was nearly 
impossible to work out what any one of them was saying. 

‘Tm going to get help!’ said David. He turned and ran 
towards the clubhouse. 

‘Tm coming too!’ yelled Jason, and ran after him. The 
reporters and spectators followed them, but couldn't keep up. 

While David headed straight for the clubhouse, Jason made 
for the canvas enclosure in front of it. He ran straight past the 
lifeguard minding the enclosure's entrance and ducked down so 
he couldn't be seen over the canvas walls. 

“You can't come in here unless you're a contestant,’ said the 
lifeguard. Jason looked up. Fortunately the lifeguard wasn't 
talking to him, but to one of the reporters outside. 

*But I just want to talk to someone." 

‘I’m sorry, this area is for contestants only.” 

The lifeguard came over to Jason. ‘I’m afraid that goes for 
you too, mate. Are you a contestant?" 

One of the large cameras was staring at Jason from over the 
top of one of the canvas walls. He looked out the front of the 
enclosure. About a dozen people were lined up along a starting 
line, ready to race. Beyond them was the ocean, where no 
reporter would be able to follow him. He quickly took off his 
shirt and thongs, and went to join the group at the starting line. 
But before he got there, the starter's pistol went off, and the 
group bolted into the ocean. He sprinted after them. 


What idiots those reporters were! Not to mention Ше stupid 
spectators gawking at him. No, not gawking; attacking him. He 
plunged into the water behind the other swimmers and started 
swimming furiously. 

How dare they accuse him of not caring about people? 
Didn't they understand that he was doing this for them? The 
fools didn't know what was good for them. His arms pounded 
the water, whipping it into a frothy foam. He reached a turning 
buoy and instinctively swam around it, heading off parallel to 
the beach towards the next buoy. 

Why should he bother trying to look after the environment 
for these people? They don't deserve a decent environment—not 
the way they've been treating him. Their punishment should be 
to live with the consequences of their selfishness. He kicked at 
the water as though it were Ше reporters’ shins. 

But it wouldn't be just them who'd have to live with the 
consequences. What about their kids? It wasn't fair that these 
people could benefit from harming their own descendants. He 
reached a buoy and turned around it, as though on auto-pilot. 

Did they really accuse him of injuring people? Can't they 
see how stupid that is, when they're the ones trying to injure 
people—especially future people? That's just hypocritical! He 
thrashed away at the ocean, pulverising it into submission. 

And who was leaking information about his meetings with 
the PM to the newspaper? Someone in Canberra was obviously 
out to get him. Why? What did they want? Whatever it was, 
hopefully they wouldn't get it. If anyone should lose their job, it 
should be them. Jason's arms flailed wildly, as another buoy 
went by. 


‘Last lap!’ announced someone through a megaphone, but 
Jason didn’t really notice. 

Why wouldn’t they all just leave him alone? What business 
was it of theirs? They just wanted to sell newspapers, or get pay 
rises, or something. It all boiled down to money. They were 
using him to get themselves money—while accusing him of 
being selfish! Another buoy came and went. 

"That's it; come in now!’ said the megaphone, but Jason was 
doing that anyway, because that’s what he always did after this 
many laps. 

Did it really matter if he wasn’t absolutely sure about things 
any more? Do you just ignore a problem until you’re certain 
about how to fix it? Wasn’t that just an excuse to do nothing, 
while making the problem worse? Jason was swimming through 
gentle surf now, but was still surprised when his foot touched 
the bottom. He stood up and waded strongly out of the water. 

The crowd’s cheering grew louder as he powered up the 
beach. He could make out David’s voice in particular, probably 
because it was saying his name. 

“Со, Jase! You can do it!” 

Jason looked up. There was a ribbon across the finishing 
line. He’d never seen it intact before. And there was nobody 
between it and him. He sprinted though the ribbon and came to a 
stop. 

Chris came over to congratulate him. ‘Surprise!’ 

Jason looked back towards the ocean. The other competitors 
were only now starting their runs up the beach. 

But they weren’t the only ones approaching. The gaggle of 
reporters was pushing its way through the spectators. Jason 
looked around for an escape route. 


Chris saw the reporters too. ‘Come with me!’ he said, and 
turned and ran towards the clubhouse. Jason followed as fast as 
he could, although he was suddenly feeling very weary. But they 
made it ahead of the reporters and went inside. Chris locked the 
door behind them. 

"Thanks Chris, said Jason, between pants. He collapsed 
onto a plastic chair. 

"That was some passionate swimming!’ 

“I wonder how those reporters knew where I'd be." 

Chris looked away and busied himself with something on 
the desk in front of him. *Just a sec; Гуе got some paperwork to 
do.” 

By now, people were knocking at the door. ‘Jason, we need 
to hear your side of the story about global warming.’ 

“Гуе just won a race,’ replied Jason through the locked 
door. ‘Why don't you talk to me about that?” 

‘Don’t you think we should be focusing on the bigger 
picture?" 

Jason ignored them. 

Chris photocopied the sheet of paper he'd been writing on, 
and handed the copy to Jason. 

Jason recognised the document It was the SLSC 
membership application form he'd submitted over a year ago. 
Chris had filled in the ‘SLSC Staff Only’ section of the form, 
putting a large tick in the box beside ‘Swimming time trial’. In 
the ‘comments’ area, he'd written ‘Jason is an enthusiastic and 
athletic young man, with a strong commitment to helping 
people. He will be a valuable member of the Sapphire Bay 
SLSC. Application approved. C.W. Mundy, Sapphire Bay SLSC 
Chief Instructor.’ 


‘I passed? I'm іп?” 

‘I timed you. Eight minutes twenty-three seconds. That's 
almost a minute faster than you've ever done before.’ 

‘Eight minutes twenty-three seconds! Wow!” 

“Yeah, those reporters got a bit out of hand,’ said Chris, with 
a frown. ‘That probably wasn’t such a great idea after all.” 

“What idea?’ 

“ doesn’t matter; you're in now.’ 

"Aren't you worried that I won't be able to swim that fast 
again?" 

‘Nope. Now you've got the best swimming coach in the 
state. By this time next year, ГП have you swimming that fast 
even if you're heading towards the reporters!" 

Jason read the comments on the application form again. 
‘Eight minutes twenty-three seconds,’ he repeated. ‘I wish I'd 
been paying attention so I could have enjoyed it!’ 

‘If you'd been paying attention, you wouldn't have passed." 

“Yeah, probably. Bummer.” 

The knocking on the door had stopped, but now it started 
again. ‘Jason, are you in there?’ 

“David, is that you?’ 

‘No, I’m a big bad reporter. Let me in, or ГИ huff and ГЇЇ 
puff and РИ—” 

“Аге you alone?' asked Chris. 

“Yeah, the cops shooed the reporters and everyone away.” 

Chris unlatched the door and let David in. A fly came in too; 
Chris tried to trap it between cupped hands. 

“Incredible race, Jase!’ said David. ‘You blitzed them!’ 

‘Thanks,’ replied Jason, blushing slightly. ‘Look.’ He 
handed David the sheet of paper he was holding. 


*Woo hoo! You did it! Maybe you can save the planet after 
all!” 


Chapter 19 
Who Will Save the Planet? 


After the excitement of the swimming carnival, Sunday was a 
real anticlimax. Of course, Jason's parents had been highly 
impressed that he'd passed the SLSC swimming test. ‘If we'd 
known you were going to enter an event, we would have come 
and watched,’ they said. Jason assured them that it wasn't 
intentional. 

In the newspaper, there was a rather unflattering picture of 
him backing away from the mob at the beach, but no actual 
news. They could have at least mentioned that he won the race 
he was in, and will soon be a real lifeguard. You'd think that 
would have been newsworthy, since this all started with him 
saving the PM. But that wasn't important any more; it was all 
about saving the planet when most people didn't want to. Or, at 
least, some people... 

After breakfast, Jason browsed through a Science Adviser 
magazine. There was an article on global warming, based on 
studying ice in Antarctica. They used words like ‘might’, 
‘could’ and ‘probably’. Before he'd met Professor van Dyne, he 
wouldn't have noticed words like those, but now they seemed to 
jump out at him. 

His reading was interrupted by a phone call from David. 

“Hey Jase. You up for lunch?’ 


“Мо way am I going into town! You saw those reporters 
yesterday—and the other people as well..." 

“Yeah, but I’m still game." 

‘It wasn't you they were after. Anyway, I promised my 
mother I wouldn't go into town." 

“Okay, ГП get take-away, and see you at the track. Don't be 
late, or it'll get cold!’ David hung up, so he couldn't be argued 
with. 

Oh well, it would be better than having a sandwich for 
lunch, at least taste-wise. There'd be plenty of time for 
sandwiches once school started again. 

Jason cycled cautiously, expecting reporters to spring out 
from every parked car. When he got close to the main part of 
town, he detoured down a side road that ran parallel to Pacific 
Street and stopped at a vacant lot that was used as a makeshift 
dirt bike track. He wheeled his bike along a track to a clearing 
that was surrounded by waist-high weeds. David wasn't there 
yet. Jason sat on an upturned milk crate, which he positioned so 
he could face Pacific Street and keep an eye out for anyone 
coming. 

The first person to turn off Pacific Street was David. He 
sped up to the clearing and skidded his bike to a halt just in front 
of Jason, raising a cloud of dust that drifted into Jason's face. 

‘Thanks,’ said Jason, and faked some coughs. 

David lobbed over a paper bag. ‘Quit complaining and eat." 

As usual, Jason inserted a layer of fries into his 
cheeseburger. David watched, disgusted but mesmerised. ‘I still 
say that’s gross,’ he said. 

“Апа I still say don't knock it until you’ ve tried it." 

‘Don’t criticise what you don’t understand, eh?’ 


‘Not you too!’ said Jason. “You sound like Mr Lindsay, or 
Professor van Dyne. Or just about everyone else, actually.” 

“Sorry, couldn't help it. It just seemed kind of... topical." 

"You're right, though. It’s not as simple as I thought. And 
it's not my decision—or it shouldn't be, or something." 

“So what are you going to do?’ 

“Тһе right thing." 

“Which is...?" 

‘I don't know, апу more.” 

‘Well, there's a first!” 

A car turned off Pacific Street and headed towards them. 
Jason watched it closely, while making sure that his head didn't 
stick up too high above the weeds. But the car drove straight 
past. 

David wiped some sweat from his forehead. “Т wish they'd 
turn the air conditioning ир!” 

“Yeah, and the décor needs work,’ said Jason, sweeping a 
hand across the weeds. ‘At least it’ll all be over soon, no matter 
what I do. Then we can eat inside.’ 

“Т don't reckon.” 

“Why not?” 

‘If you don't cave in, the PM's always going to be buzzing 
around bugging you, trying to get out of doing whatever it is 
you're getting him to do. And if he won't leave you alone, 
neither will anyone else." 

Jason wrinkled up his nose. 'I never thought about it like 
that." 


After lunch, Jason was hoping to head down to his ‘thinking 
beach’ to decide whether he should ‘cave in’, as David put it. 


After all, the PM left for Rotterdam tomorrow. But David had 
other plans, and dragged Jason over to his house to play a flying 
combat game he'd just got. David had obviously been practicing 
on it, so it wasn't really a fair fight. At least that's what Jason 
insisted. 

By the time David got sick of fragging Jason's aircraft, it 
was too late to go to the beach. The big decision would have to 
wait until tomorrow. 


Jason didn't feel very well, next morning. He stayed in his room 
with the door closed and listened to the radio. 

Someone knocked gently. ‘You okay in there?’ asked his 
mother, without opening the door. 

“Yes Mum.’ 

“Want any breakfast?’ 

‘No thanks." 

‘Anything you want to talk about?’ 

‘No thanks." 

Jason looked at his watch. It was nearly half-past eight. 
‘Decision time,’ he said to himself, and scooped up his hat and 
phone. Remembering Mr Lindsay’s warning about how 
important it was to call on time, he made sure there was plenty 
of battery charge left in his phone. Being in trouble with the 
Prime Minister of the country was definitely something to avoid. 

The creek bed was as dry as usual. Jason kicked at the red 
dust, sending a puff of it into the air. ‘It doesn’t need to be like 
this!’ he said out loud. 

But was David right about being bugged forever by the PM 
—and everybody else—unless he butted out? Although, 
‘forever’ could be fairly soon for Mr Lindsay: if the TV and 


newspapers were right, he mightn't be Prime Minister for much 
longer. In a way, it didn't seem fair that he was copping so much 
flak for trying to get out of his promise to Jason, when Jason 
was asking for something he probably shouldn't. 

Just as Jason scrambled out of the creek bed, Chris drove up 
and parked in front of the SLSC clubhouse. 

“Jason! How's our newest member?’ 

‘I feel like there’s a knot in my stomach. I’ve got to decide 
about the emission controls, once and for all.’ 

‘Tricky. You’re putting a lot of responsibility on your own 
shoulders, for a young bloke.’ 

“It didn't used to seem tricky. I was certain I was doing the 
right thing. But now I’m not sure the medicine is actually good 
for the dog.” 

Chris looked mystified. ‘Huh?’ A fly landed on his arm, and 
he cupped his free hand and moved it slowly towards the fly. 

‘And I don’t want the PM hassling me forever, and I don’t 
want to cause him to lose the election.’ 

Chris nodded slowly, while keeping his eyes on the Пу. ‘Tm 
not going to tell you what I reckon, Jason. I just hope you get 
the result that’s best for you.’ He continued moving his cupped 
hand closer to his prey. 

Jason watched the fly on Chris’s arm preening itself, 
oblivious to the approaching prison. ‘But it’s not just about me, 
Chris! I could make things better for heaps of people. Or, at 
least I thought I could...” 

Chris brought his cupped hand down suddenly around the 
fly. 

‘Hey, I think you caught И!” said Jason. 

“Yeah, I can feel it buzzing around in there.’ 


They stood silently for a while, listening to the bursts of 
buzz from the trapped insect. 

‘So now what are you going to do with it?’ asked Jason. 

*No idea! I've never actually caught one before." 

They listened to the fly's attempts to escape for a while 
longer. Then, Chris raised his hand and the prisoner flew off to 
freedom. 

“1 don't think Га have done that,’ said Jason. 

*Yeah, well, I didn't want fly guts on my hands." 

Jason nodded. *There is that..." 

“Апа it's racked off anyway, so it's not bugging me any 
more." 


Jason nodded again. *...not bugging me any more, he 
murmured. 

After Jason and Chris parted company, Jason carried on 
towards his ‘thinking beach’. As usual, there was nobody else 
there. He nervously looked out over the ocean to see if there 
were any hands bobbing up out of the water. Fortunately there 
weren't, so he sat down on a log. 

Since the last meeting with the PM, the only time Jason had 
felt like sticking to his original request was during the 
swimming carnival. He attempted to rekindle his passion from 
the carnival, but it was gone. Maybe that was for the best: 
insisting on emission control targets just to get back at pushy 
reporters, and selfish townspeople and tourists, was probably not 
the right reason. 

"They're all idiots,’ he said out loud, but without enough 
conviction to even convince himself. 

Someone had built a sand castle a bit further up the beach. 
Jason couldn't remember seeing a sand castle at his beach 


before. Не walked over and inspected it. It had five main towers, 
obviously made with a bucket. Straight walls joined the towers. 
It had been built on the moist sand near the water's edge, but 
now the tide was turning against it and the surf was starting to 
undermine its foundations. 

Jason picked up a stick that had been washed up on the 
beach and balanced it across the top of the turret nearest the 
ocean. He gently pushed down on one end of the stick, making 
the other end rise up like a see saw. ‘Environment goes up, 
economy goes down,’ he said to himself. ‘Determination goes 
up, freedom goes down.' The last remnant of a wave sloshed 
against the tower under his stick, and it collapsed onto the 
beach. 

Jason looked at his watch, then took out his phone and 
called Mr Lindsay's office. As usual, a recorded message 
played. Phones needed to have fast-forward buttons so you 
didn't have to wait, he thought. 

Finally, the call was answered. ‘Prime Minister's Office, 
Robert Aldershot— oh, it's only you. Decided to interfere 
again?" 

*Can I speak to Mr Lindsay, please?" 

“Хо, you can't. He's already left." 

“But he's left early! He's always running late!” 

‘I told his driver to set the clock іп his car forward, so he 
wouldn't be late for once.’ 

“But ГЇЇ be in trouble if I don't speak to him!” 

‘I know. That would be a shame, wouldn't и?” 

Jason was tempted to hang up, but that really wouldn't have 
helped. “Сап you give him a message?’ 

“Depends what it is.” 


“Не doesn't have to sign up to the Rotterdam targets. He сап 
do whatever he thinks is right." 

"That's what he was planning to do anyway, kid." 

‘No, it isn't! And tell him anyway, please." 

‘We’ll see.” 

Jason hung up. At least he wouldn’t have to talk to Mr 
Aldershot again. 

He looked at the remains of the sand castle, which was now 
little more than a soggy mound on the beach. ‘Now who'll save 
the planet?’ he asked it. 


Chapter 20 


A Different Perspective 


Mr Lindsay leaned over and looked at the car's clock again: a 
quarter past ten. “Аге you sure this is the correct time?' he asked 
his driver. 

“Гуе been told that it is, Mr Lindsay." 

The PM adjusted his watch. Jason should have rung by now. 
Instead, there'd be big trouble, for both of them. Even though 
Jason had stood firm after each of their other encounters, Mr 
Lindsay was still a bit surprised that he hadn't backed down this 
time. All the attempts to educate him, and to provide 
alternatives, obviously hadn't been enough. 

But it was hard to dislike Jason because of that. You had to 
admire his determination to do what he thought was right. He'd 
put himself in an awkward situation, and it was a shame that it 
had been necessary to put him under so much pressure. 

Mr Lindsay wondered what he should do with the Predator 
he'd bought. Was it too late to return it? Probably. Would one of 
his daughters drive it? He couldn't quite picture that. Should he 
just give it to Jason as a reward for saving him, even though 
he'd asked for something else? No, that would just make it 
easier for the media to criticise him for not giving Jason what 
he'd actually asked for. 

The PM's limousine drove past the water jet—or at least 
where it would have been if it had been going. The PM peered at 


Ше jet's outlet. Judging by Ше copious bird droppings on it, it 
hadn't been fired up in a while. 

A bit further on, a couple of men were fishing from the 
shoreline. Mr Lindsay looked to see if they'd caught anything, 
but it was impossible to see inside the bucket behind them as the 
car drove past. However, he couldn't help noticing the marks on 
the shoreline further back, showing how much higher the lake 
used to be. 

The people at the airport seemed surprised to see him. *Oh, 
Prime Minister! We should be ready to board soon.” 

“15 there a delay?" 

*No, just take a seat in the VIP lounge. Some of the others 
going with you are already there.” 

The aircraft was ready soon enough. Mr Lindsay settled into 
his seat and took a manila folder out of his briefcase. Even 
though he always worked when flying, he still found it relaxing. 
Maybe that was because there weren't any distractions and 
interruptions, so you could just concentrate on whatever you 
wanted to. 

The aircraft lifted off and quickly left Canberra behind it. 
The Minister for the Environment, who was sitting beside the 
PM, got up and went to speak to one of his staff. The PM 
opened his manila folder and started reviewing his speech for 
the Rotterdam conference. 

After he'd edited a couple of paragraphs, the aircraft banked 
around. He looked up from his work and observed the 
countryside going past beneath him. It was a lush pasture, 
divided into paddocks. Although the aircraft had been climbing 
for a while, he could still make out cows enjoying the grass. 


Не remembered Ше discussion with Jason at Parliament 
House. ‘Yellow’, he reckons! thought the PM. It looks pretty 
green to me! 

Lake George should have been coming up soon. Mr Lindsay 
looked further ahead. Although the mountains seemed vaguely 
familiar, he couldn't see the lake yet. 

“Your coffee, Mr Lindsay,’ said a flight attendant as she 
placed a cup on the tray table in front of him. 

“АШ Thank you." 

“Just press the “call” button when you're ready for your next 
one." 

*Could you let me know when we get to Lake George?" 

The attendant bent forward and looked out the PM's 
window. “Ме те beside it right now." 

Mr Lindsay peered out the window again. ‘That field?" 

“Yes, that’s it." 

“How long has it been dry for?’ 

‘Oh, years. Not very observant, are you, Prime Minister!’ 
chided the attendant. 

“І suppose not..." 

The attendant departed, and Mr Lindsay looked at what had 
become of Lake George. Maybe we should rename it ‘Paddock 
George’, he mused, and went back to his speech. 


‘It is the opinion of the Australian people that global warming 
is not..." 


That wasn't quite right. He couldn't really say “һе 
Australian people' when young people like Jason didn't have 
any input—even though they'll be the ones most affected by this 
decision. He remembered some of the discussion with Jason in 
Parliament House. Maybe Jason had half a point... 


The PM inserted some extra words into Ше speech and 
reread it. 


‘It is the opinion of some of the Australian people...’ 
That sounded rather wishy-washy. 

'It is the opinion of this government..." 

That was sort-of true, but seemed a bit weaselly. 


‘It is my opinion...’ 


That just felt uncomfortable. He put the manila folder down 


and looked out the window again. His fingers drummed on the 
folder’s cover. 


You're not making this very easy for me, Jason, he thought. 


Chapter 21 
Oops! 


For the next few days, Jason moped around the house. Of 
course, he couldn't go out without risking being cornered by 
reporters or disgruntled locals, but now he didn't even feel like 
trying. Nor did he feel like playing computer games, or reading, 
or anything else. His parents had tried to interest him in various 
activities, and his mother kept saying what a good job he'd done 
in working through such difficult issues. Then why did he feel 
so lousy? 

David had rung a few times, but Jason hadn't bothered 
returning his calls. David was just being nosey, wanting to know 
what Jason had decided. Not that he really cared; David didn't 
take anything seriously. It was a bit hard being around David 
when you weren't feeling on top of your game. Plus, David 
would want to drag him into town, or to the beach, or 
somewhere else—and that just wasn't on, at least for the time 
being. 

At least it wouldn't be long until the everyone found out that 
their beloved money was safe. Because of time zone weirdness, 
it was a bit hard to figure out exactly when the Rotterdam 
conference finished, but it was definitely sometime this week. 
Then, the PM would announce that he hadn't signed up to the 
emission control targets, so everyone could carry on burning 
fuel and trashing the atmosphere. Their jobs would be safe, their 


wages would be high, and everything would be cheap. And 
they'd thank Jason for letting the PM off the hook. They'd 
congratulate him for making a smart decision. 

Jason's parents were in the back yard. The house was empty 
and quiet, except for Tangles clawing at the back door. Jason 
opened a new bag of dog biscuits, spilling a few on his mother's 
coin collection which was spread out on the kitchen table. As 
soon as he opened the back door, Tangles shot past and made for 
the kitchen table to see if there was anything thawing for dinner 
that needed his assistance. There wasn't, but he quickly found 
and consumed the spilled dog biscuits—along with at least two 
coins. 

‘Bad dog!’ said Jason in horror, and wrestled Tangles back 
outside. ‘Although, I guess the medicine is right after all." 

Jason tried to lay out the coins so that the gaps weren't so 
obvious, but was interrupted by a flamboyant drumming on the 
front door. He groaned. 

‘I came to see how you were,’ said David. ‘Thought you 
might be sick or something." 

“Nope.” 

“So what did you do?’ 

‘Caved.’ 

‘Too bad. At least you'll get a Predator, or something." 

*Oh, I forgot to ask about that." 

David bashed his forehead with the palm of his hand. 

“It doesn’t matter,’ said Jason. ‘Г don’t want one anyway. І 
don’t deserve it.’ 

“You still saved the PM, don’t forget.’ 

‘I guess." 


David took off his backpack and pulled a laptop computer 
out of it. ‘I brought over my dad's lappy. I thought we might be 
able to network it with your computer and do some head-to-head 
racing." 

‘Hmmm, that might be interesting,’ said Jason, inspecting 
the laptop. ‘Does your father know you’ve got this?’ 

“Не won’t miss it; he’s gone fishing.” 

So they connected the computers together, and managed to 
get one of the car racing games to recognise the makeshift 
network. Jason actually won a few races, mainly because David 
found it hard to steer using the laptop’s keyboard. 

‘I think we should swap computers,’ said David, after 
suffering another defeat. 

‘I don’t think I should touch your father’s laptop. Not with it 
being stolen." 

‘It’s not stolen; it’s just... borrowed. But you’re probably 
right.’ 

Mid-way through the next race, there was knock on the front 
door. ‘Mum!’ called Jason, without taking his eyes off the 
screen. 

Whoever it was knocked louder. ‘Mum! Dad!’ yelled Jason, 
but nobody came. 

‘Bugger.’ Jason got up to answer the door. His car impaled 
itself spectacularly on a guard rail, and David’s vehicle flew 
past. 

‘I’m looking for Jason Saunders,’ said the man at the door. 

‘That’s me.” 

‘Really? Oh well, just sign here, please.’ 


The man handed Jason a clipboard, and pointed to а dotted 
line. Jason signed, and the man gave him a copy of the 
document and left. 

Jason's father came into the hall. ‘What was that, Jason?" 

*[ don't know, yet." 

*You shouldn't just sign stuff without reading it. Give us a 
look.’ 

David came out and joined them in the hall. ‘You lost,’ he 
informed Jason. 

Jason’s father stroked his chin. ‘It looks like you just 
accepted delivery of a car,’ he said, without looking up from the 
document. 

‘I did?’ said Jason, trying to read the page at the same time. 

David squeezed past them and opened the front door. 
‘Whoa!’ he exclaimed. “You did!” 

A metallic green Predator was parked on the nature strip. 
They went outside to take a closer look. Jason’s mother came 
around from the back yard to see what all the commotion was 
about. 

“Тһе keys are in it,’ said David. “Че в go hooning!" 

‘I don't want to touch it,’ said Jason. ‘It just reminds me that 
I caved in. I let the environment down." 

“Уоште the only one who thinks that, Jason,' replied his 
mother. 

*Only because nobody else wants to see the planet looked 
after." 

“Мо, it's just that this wouldn't have been the right way to 
do it." 

Jason nodded. *Yeah, I guess that's why I wimped out. One 
of the reasons, anyway." 


“So we're not taking it for a spin?’ asked David. 

‘Not if Jason doesn't want to,’ replied Mr Saunders. ‘It’s his 
car." 

They decided to leave the Predator where it was for the time 
being and retreated inside to have lunch. It was fresh sweet corn 
that Jason's mother had just picked. Normally, Jason would 


have devoured it enthusiastically, but not today. 


After lunch, Jason's father went to delete the nuisance messages 
off the answering machine. 

“Тазоп, there's a strange message here you might want to 
listen to." 

‘It isn't Chris with another "surprise", is it?” 

“Мо, it's that professor bloke you went to see in Canberra." 

*That's odd; I wonder what he wants." 


‘Hello Jason, this is Professor van Dyne. I'm just ringing to 
congratulate you for sticking to your guns. Yes, | was afraid 
you might change your mind. | felt bad about trying to confuse 
you. Іт glad | didn't succeed! Yes, this is a good day for the 
environment; well done!" 


“Well, that doesn't make any sense,’ said Jason. 

‘Maybe he's being sarcastic,’ suggested Jason's father. ‘Is 
he a bit on the nasty side?" 

‘I didn’t think he was.” 

‘I reckon he's losing it,’ said David. ‘Did you hear him on 
the news this morning?’ 

Nobody had. 


“Тһе government said they were going to give him some big 
chunk of money he'd asked for, but he said he didn't want it any 
more." 

They listened to the message again. 

‘Nope, I’ve got no idea what that’s about,’ said Jason. 

Jason's father deleted the message, and Jason and David 
returned to their racing. 

*Unless...,' murmured Jason's mother, and turned on a radio 
in the kitchen. 


Jason couldn't concentrate on racing any more. He felt like he 
was being haunted by the Predator on the front lawn. David 
started to win more races, even though he was still using his 
father's laptop. Fortunately for Jason, they were interrupted by a 
call from Jason's mother: ‘Jason, come here, quick!" 

Jason and David rushed into the kitchen expecting to see the 
evening meal on fire, or something like that. Instead, Jason's 
mother was bent over her little radio, listening intently. 

“What?” asked Jason. 

“Shhh. News,’ replied his mother, and pointed at the radio. 


‘...surprise from the Netherlands, when the Prime Minister 
announced that he'd signed up to the emission control targets 
proposed at the Rotterdam Environmental Conference. This is 
despite the РМ insisting that adopting the targets would be 
bad for Australia, even as recently as last week. Although the 
PM had been asked to sign up to the targets by the youth who 
saved his life last year, most analysts did not expect the PM to 
honour his promise." 


‘I thought you told Ше PM he didn't have to sign,’ said 
David. 

Jason felt like the blood was draining out of his head. ‘I did! 
Well, I told Mr Aldershot, and asked him to pass it оп.” 

‘Oops,’ said David. 

Jason's mother bit her lower Пр. ‘That man has some 
serious issues." 

*What did I do wrong?' asked Jason. “1 couldn't talk to Mr 
Lindsay; he left early!” 

They went out the front, where Jason's father was trying to 
repair the station wagon's door lock, and told him the news. 
‘Oh,’ he said, with great restraint. “That isn't good.” 

‘At least it’s good that Graham kept his promise,’ said 
Jason’s mother. 

Jason’s father raised his eyebrows and nodded. ‘And it’s 
funny that Jason got what he asked for, even though he didn’t 
end up wanting it.” 

‘I don’t think it’s funny at all,’ said Jason. ‘Mr Lindsay’s 
going to kill me, and everyone’s going to hassle me forever.” 

ΤΗ tell you what's funny: that,’ said David, pointing at the 
Predator. 

Jason’s father scratched his head. ‘Yeah, you’re right. 
Someone in Canberra must have stuffed up. Which isn’t 
surprising, of course.’ 

"We'd better not touch it,’ said Jason’s mother. “Тпеу 
want it back.’ 

‘I can think of a better reason not to touch it,’ said David. 
‘It’s probably booby-trapped!’ 


Chapter 22 
Тһе Ayes Eyes Have It 


*PM COMMITS AUSTRALIA TO THE WAR ON GLOBAL 
WARMING’, shouted the headline of Friday's newspaper. 

‘Listen to this,’ said Jason’s mother, from the other side of 
the paper. “Тһе Prime Minister, Graham Lindsay, displayed a 
rarely-seen human side when he signed up to the emission 
control targets at the Rotterdam Environmental Conference 
yesterday. Setting aside his personal opposition to the targets, 
Mr Lindsay chose to honour a promise made to a young man. 
Regardless of one's opinion on global warming, it is to be hoped 
that this signals the start of a new approach by the Prime 
Minister, with the ruthless, over-my-dead-body style of the past 
replaced with a generous measure of compassion and integrity." 

"That sort of publicity won't do him any harm,’ she added. 

‘Except that it's all a big mistake,’ said Jason’s father. “Не 
wouldn't have signed if he'd got Jason's message." 

"What's going to happen now?’ asked Jason. ‘If we tell Mr 
Lindsay that he didn't have to sign, can he un-sign, or 
something?" 

‘I don't know,’ said his mother. ‘We’ll try to sort it out 
when he gets back from overseas. Maybe now you'll let me ring 


him. 


Jason spent Ше day helping his father erect a pergola іп (һе back 
yard. It really wasn't the ideal way to spend the rapidly- 
dwindling remains of the holidays. Every so often, he peeped 
around the front to see if anyone had come to take the Predator 
away. But it was still there, even as dinner time approached. 
Surely they wouldn't just forget about it! He couldn't help but 
wonder whether David's booby-trap theory might actually be 
right. 

After dinner, Jason grabbed a book and joined his parents in 
the lounge room. The current affairs show that his parents were 
watching turned its attention to the PM's announcement about 
the emission control targets. Wasn't that old news by now? 
When would they drop it? People needed to forget about it and 
just move on. 


‘We can now report the results of our telephone and internet 
polls on your reactions to the PM's announcement. Contrary to 
his party's expectations, Mr Lindsay's decision has been very 
well received, with many viewers applauding his sensitive 
handling of the issue. The PM's astonishing rise in popularity 
is also consistent with this station's assessment of public 
opinion regarding the need to do more for the environment." 


"That's kind-of interesting,’ said Jason’s father. 
‘It’s kind-of confusing,’ replied Jason. 


Saturday commenced with an invitation from Jason’s father to 
help paint the pergola. Fortunately, Chris had provided a way 
out: he’d left a message saying that Jason’s official membership 
certificate from the Lifesaving Association was ready for 


collection. He'd also stressed that he didn't have any surprises 
this time. 

Despite that, Jason's mother had her doubts. *You're going 
out?" 

*Only to see Chris, and maybe to the beach. I've only got 
one week of holidays left, and I don't want to spend it all 
hanging around here.” 

‘I can find lots of things for you to do,’ said his father. 

“1 know. That's why.” 

‘I’m not sure I approve of you going to the beach," said his 
mother. ‘Remember what happened last time..." 

*Oh, not the main beach; just to my private beach. I haven't 
seen anyone else there all summer." 

*What about Mr Lindsay?" 

*He doesn't count. He only ended up there because I put him 
there." 


Jason approached the SLSC clubhouse cautiously and tapped on 
the door. 

“Ай, Jason, said Chris. ‘Now, where did I put your 
certificate?’ He started rummaging around under the files on the 
table. ‘I heard about the PM signing that Rotterdam thing. 
Happy?" 

“Мо; I’m going to be in serious trouble. I tried to tell him 
that he didn't have to.’ 

‘Really? Why?” 

“Things just aren't as simple as they seemed at first." 

‘Things seldom аге,” said Chris, without looking up from his 
ferreting. 

“Plus, I didn't want to get Mr Lindsay's guts on my hands." 


Chris laughed. ‘Yeah, you had him trapped good and 
proper! Ah, here it is.” He straightened up brandishing a wooden 
frame, and came out to join Jason on the verandah. 

"Congratulations again,’ said Chris, shaking Jason's hand 
with a firm grasp. “You worked hard for this. It's great to have 
you on board!’ He handed over the certificate and sat on one of 
the handrails. 

Jason sat on the opposite handrail and inspected the 
certificate. It looked very official, with a shiny blue emblem and 
old-style lettering in black and gold. Even his name was 
embossed, standing out from the parchment. 

‘Thanks Chris. This is great!” 

‘I hope you can understand why I couldn't just let you in 
before you'd passed the swimming test." 

“Well, actually, I still think—’ 

Jason closed his mouth, and looked out to sea. A couple of 
seagulls flew past. A surfer tried to catch a wave, but failed. 

‘I can see your point of view,’ he said. 

“Сап” ask any more than that. Thanks, Jason." 

After talking to Chris for a bit longer, Jason headed up the 
dirt road and over the embankment to his ‘thinking beach’. He 
sat down on the usual log, put his glasses down beside him and 
rubbed his eyes. 

What did it all mean? The summer’s events had just been 
too weird. He got what he wanted after he wasn’t sure he wanted 
it any more, and the PM did what he was told after Jason had 
said he didn’t have to. Then there was the matter of the 
Predator... 

‘I thought I might find you here.” 


“Мг Lindsay?' Jason hurriedly put his glasses back on and 
struggled to his feet on the soft sand. 

*Don't get up. May I join you?’ 

*Of course! 

The PM sat down beside Jason on the log. 

“Мг Lindsay, I’m really sorry about what happened! I 
changed my mind, and tried to tell you, but you left early, and 
didn’t get the message.’ Jason looked down at his feet. 

“Actually, I did get the message." 

*You did?" 

“Yes, but not from your friend, Mr Aldershot. Security staff 
were doing an investigation to find out who was leaking 
information to the newspaper, and they discovered your message 
just before the conference." 

Jason cocked his head to one side and frowned. ‘But you 
still signed up to the targets! I don't get it..." 

*On my way to the conference, I started noticing things. 
Things Га seen before, but never paid any attention to. It was as 
though I was seeing things through a different set of eyes. Your 
eyes, perhaps." 

*What things?" 

The PM looked around. ‘Things like that,” he said, waving a 
hand at the straw-coloured grass covering the embankment 
behind them. ‘It’s yellow, isn’t it? Before I met you, I thought 
grass was green.’ 

“But what about jobs, and money, and those things?’ 

The PM laughed. ‘Whose side are you оп?” 

‘I don’t think I want to be on any side, any more." 

‘Money will be an issue, but I can see that things just aren't 
as simple as I first thought." 


Mr Lindsay noticed a sand castle a Би further up Ше beach, 
exactly where one had been the last time Jason was here. He got 
up and walked over to it. As before, the gentle sloshes of the 
surf were undermining its sides. The stick Jason had used as a 
see saw was still there; Mr Lindsay picked it up. Jason 
wondered whether he'd balance it on top of the castle as he had 
done, or maybe just use it to trash the castle entirely. Instead, the 
PM sculpted a moat around the castle so that the water flowed 
around it. ‘That should hold it for a while,’ he said, sitting down 
beside Jason again. 

“You know that everyone's going to give me a hard time 
over this,’ said Jason. 

“Мо they won't. This was my decision, and ГП make sure 
everyone knows that." 

‘I hope they believe you,’ said Jason, kicking at the sand. 

“Тһеу will, because I can prove it. We've got your telephone 
call recorded, where you said I could do whatever I think is best. 
That's what the security guys found." 

“You recorded that?" 

“АП calls to my office are recorded. The message you hear 
whenever you ring my office should have mentioned that. 
Didn't її?” 

Jason shrugged his shoulders. *Who listens to pre-recorded 
messages?" 

*Good point. And you're not the only one who's been 
surprised by that. It seems that Mr Aldershot had forgotten that 
that phone line was always recorded." 

“Why? What happened?" 

The PM paused. ‘Suffice it to say that we found the source 
of those leaks. And when we asked Mr Aldershot about your 


message, һе said you deserved to get into trouble for interfering 
because government policy was none of your business." 

‘I guess I ended up agreeing with him." 

‘— па I didn't. When it's about the future, it's very much 
your business. More yours than mine, really." 

“So is Mr Aldershot in trouble for interfering now?" 

*Well, he's no longer running my office. He's been moved 
aside until we work out what to do with him. In fact, at the 
moment, he's managing the Parliament House cafeteria. So next 
time you're in Canberra and feel like a thickshake...” 

Jason smiled. “124 be worth making the trip just for that.’ 

‘Well, now you've got the wheels. All you need is your 
license.’ 

“You mean І can keep the Predator?’ asked Jason, with his 
eyes wide open. 

“Of course. It’s your reward for saving me. You didn’t end 
up asking for emission controls, after all." 

“Wow! Thanks!’ 

Mr Lindsay bowed his head in acknowledgement. ‘But 
maybe you were right in the first place. According to the latest 
popularity polls, it seems that more people actually see things 
your way than either of us realised." 

“Yeah, I saw that оп TV. That's good, isn't it?’ 

‘It’s certainly good for me! My party might win the next 
election after all. So, in a way, you might have saved me for a 
second time!” 

Jason looked out over the ocean and thought about that. 
‘Does that mean you'll give me anything I ask for, a second 
time?" 


HHH 


Preview: Hot Quolls 


I hope you enjoyed reading this book! A sequel, Hot Quolls, 
will be published soon. Here's a sneak preview... 


Hot (५४०15 Chapter 1 
Logging In 


Jason wrestled to control the car. He'd entered the corner going 
way too fast. The SUV's wheels slid on the dirt track, spraying 
out clouds of dust that glowed in the sun. Jason's heart pounded 
as he pulled the steering wheel to the left as hard as he dared. 

Almost there. The young driver cracked half a smile, 
although David, in the passenger's seat, sat rigidly with his 
fingers digging into the upholstery. 

The terrified face of a woman suddenly appeared in front of 
them. 

Crap! 

Jason spun the steering wheel to the right and the SUV 
lurched sideways, throwing David hard against his door. The 
vehicle started to tip onto its side; Jason had visions of his 
beloved Predator becoming so much scrap metal. It teetered on 
two wheels for what seemed like an hour, before deciding to live 
for another day and dropping back onto all four. 

The boys glanced at each other's white faces, then jumped 
out of the car and sprinted back to where they'd seen the 
pedestrian. A pall of dust kicked up by Jason's hooning hung 
over the whole of Mr McKenzie's field. 

“You didn’t get her, did you?’ asked David as he ran. 

Jason, easily outpacing his heavily-built friend, shrugged his 
shoulders. 


Тһе woman was still lying оп Ше ground. Five ог six other 
adults were standing around her, and two were kneeling at her 
side. The boys reached the group just as the lady was being 
helped to her feet. 

A lanky man, who Jason vaguely recognised, turned to face 
the boys. *Are you two alright?" 

‘Did we hit her?’ asked Jason. 

*No, she's fine." 

The lady was brushing dust off her suit, which was way too 
up-market for strolling through a disused paddock. It was too 
up-market for anything around the town of Sapphire Bay, really. 

‘I’m sorry,’ Jason said to her. ‘I didn't think anyone would 
be around." 

‘It’s my fault. I didn't look before coming through the gate. 
I should have known better, since your father said you'd be 
practicing here." 

Jason peered across to the house next door, hoping his dad 
hadn't witnessed the near-tragedy. It could still turn out to be a 
tragedy if he was forbidden from thrashing his Predator around 
Mr McKenzie’s field, because then he'd have to wait until he 
could get his licence before he could use his car. Fortunately, Mr 
Saunders wasn't visible. 

Jason turned his attention to the motley bunch before him. A 
couple of their faces seemed familiar. Although the lady was 
nicely dressed, the others were pretty messy. Most of them were 
wearing jeans that were well past their use-by dates, but one 
chubby guy stood out in a Hawaiian shirt and orange board 
shorts that went halfway down his calves. 

“You were looking for me?’ Jason asked the lady. ‘What did 
Ido? 


“You stopped the Prime Minister from making global 
warming worse.” 

*Hooray for Jason!' said the man in the orange boardies. 
*Jason's our Parry Hotter.” 

*Oh, so you're reporters." Jason felt a sinking feeling in his 
stomach. He'd had more than enough hassles with reporters. 

“Мо. My name's Gillian Bradley. We're just a group of 
people who are concerned about the plan to allow logging in 
Sapphire State Forest. We'd like you to join us, because of your 
reputation." 

Jason looked down. He'd hoped the business with the Prime 
Minister was over and done with. Even though he got his way in 
the end, the whole episode was just too heavy. When the PM 
and a professor and your father and your friends and everyone 
else in town all tell you that you don't know what you're talking 
about and it's none of your business, you start to believe them. 

And anyway, that wasn't about cutting down trees. 

‘I think Га rather not,’ said Jason. 

A short muscular guy spoke up. ‘I thought you was 
supposed to be full-on for trees and the environment and shit.’ 

“Used to be. I don’t believe in anything any more.’ 

"You'd be a great asset to our cause,’ said Gillian. ‘You 
could really help us to stop the thinning." 

‘Thinning?’ 

* “Thinning” is what the loggers call it, instead of “cutting 
down”. 

“Соте on, Jason,’ said orange shorts, doing a little dance. 
David motioned towards the dancer with his head while giving 
Jason a bemused look. 

Jason screwed up his face. ‘What would I have to 40?” 


‘Nothing hard,’ replied Gillian. ‘Just come to meetings with 
us. Be seen with us. Maybe you could say a few words to 
reporters." 

Jason shook his head slowly. 

‘I told youse he was useless,’ said the muscle man. 

Gillian glared at the speaker. ‘That isn't helpful, Einstein.’ 

David nudged Jason and nodded towards the tall man who’d 
asked if they were okay. Emma, who went to the same school as 
Jason, was peeping out from behind him. ‘Go on, do it," 
whispered David while administering another nudge. ‘Everyone 
knows you’ ve got the hots for Emma." 

Jason stepped away from David. Why couldn’t that guy take 
anything seriously? 

A couple of the greenies had strolled over to Jason’s car. 
One of them was inspecting the bodywork while the other was 
pushing on the hood, making the vehicle bounce on its 
suspension. Jason wanted to go over and keep a closer eye on 
them but figured he shouldn’t just walk away from the lady he’d 
nearly flattened. Fortunately the pair didn’t mess with the car for 
too long before ambling back to the main group. 

‘Is it okay?’ asked Jason. 

‘Seems to be. Except for the pollution it belches out, of 
course.” 

Six months ago, that comment would have made Jason feel 
guilty, but now he just shrugged his shoulders. ‘The 
environment isn't any of my business any more." 

“It can be,’ said Gillian. ‘But I know you've been through a 
lot. You don’t need to decide straight away.’ She handed over a 
business card, and the group turned and started walking back to 
the gate. 


"That was weird,’ said David. ‘Are you going to do it?’ 


Hot Quolls Chapter 2 
A Tabled Invitation 


‘You’ ve now heard our case in favour of legalising euthanasia, 
and you've also heard the other team's case against it.’ Jason 
looked down at his notes. As the final speaker in his debating 
team, one of his jobs was to undermine his opponents’ 
arguments. He'd scribbled down copious points while they were 
speaking, even though they never said anything he hadn't 
thought of himself while preparing for the debate. 

"They made a lot of interesting points. They could be right 
that a cure could be found, or that the patient could just get 
better. Those things really happen, so we can't just ignore them." 

Behind Jason's back, one of other members of his team 
cleared his throat raucously. It was obviously fake and Jason 
knew what it meant he was supposed to be trashing the 
opposition, not agreeing with them. 

He skimmed his notes again, looking for another issue to 
attack. ‘Cost. Yes, as the speakers in the other team said, if 
euthanasia was made legal, then the government would have to 
cough up money to pay for it. They'd have to put taxes up. 
Actually, that's a good point. With this recession thing at the 
moment, lots of people are struggling so we really wouldn't 
want higher taxes." 

That wasn't going to make his team-mates any happier. He 
could feel their glares drilling into the back of his skull. 


Remembering he was supposed to make eye contact with 
the audience, Jason looked around the classroom. It was pretty 
empty, which wasn't surprising: not many students wanted to 
spend their lunch time listening to a debate. 

Ms Gow, who ran the debating club, sat front row centre. 
She wasn't a pretty sight: there was too much of her, and her 
dress didn't cover enough of her seriously sun-weathered skin. 
She was clicking her pen over and over, as she usually did when 
she was unimpressed. And she was always unimpressed. Her 
eyes were fixed on Jason with a glare that could spotlight 
rabbits. 

Jason quickly looked away to avoid getting his retinas burnt, 
and attempted to recover the situation by summing up his team's 
main points again. Judging by the reduced frequency of the pen 
clicks, Ms Gow seemed placated. 

“So, to conclude, you can see it makes sense for euthanasia 
to be legalised. It's just cruel to keep people in pain when they 
don't need to be and don't want to be. And it would free up 
hospital beds so that we could treat other patients instead of 
keeping them waiting for ages like now." 

Jason looked to the back of the classroom in an attempt to 
seem confident. Вий! What was he doing here? There's по way 
that thug would voluntarily turn up to anything that wasn't 
compulsory. Ms Gow must have put him on detention. 

There was probably time for only a few more sentences. 
Jason knew he should hammer home his team's position, but 
that just didn't seem right. If he'd learnt anything from his battle 
with the PM, it was that things were never totally one-sided. It 
was dumb to pretend they were. 


“But these things have to be balanced against what the other 
team said. When you think about that, it makes sense for 
euthanasia to be illegal. So, I don't know, I guess it's impossible 
to decide. Thank you." 

Jason sat down, red-faced. That wasn't going to go down 
well, but what else could he honestly say? 

Fortunately, lunch time was nearly over so there wasn't 
much opportunity for Ms Gow and Jason's team-mates to hook 
into him. The English teacher ranted away in her husky voice 
and was supported by occasional jibes from the others. Not 
surprisingly, the other team was declared the winner. 

Jason didn't bother to defend himself. He knew what they 
expected of him, and they knew that he knew, so it all seemed 
rather pointless. In addition, he was keen to get out of the room 
before Bull was set free, just in case Bull wanted to thump him 
for his role in wrecking his lunch time. Not that it was Jason's 
fault, but Bull would never let a technicality like that get in the 
way of an excuse to bash a geek. 

As soon as the opportunity permitted, Jason scooped up his 
things and strode towards the door. Just as he was about to 
escape, someone behind him grabbed his arm. Jason's head 
dropped and he turned around slowly. 

It wasn't Bull. It was the leader of the other debating team. 
‘Thanks, mate,’ he said with a wink. 

‘Don’t mention it,’ muttered Jason. He shook himself free 
and departed. 


Lunch time the next day was supposed to be spent helping 
David with maths, but Jason couldn’t find his friend anywhere 
in the library. Even though David had asked for the session, he'd 


probably forgotten about it and was still kicking a football 
around. 

Jason grabbed a table and waited. His head was still ringing 
with the crap they lectured at him after the debate. Why should 
everyone have to take sides all the time? Were you supposed to 
simply ignore half the issues and make your mind up—then tell 
everyone else what to think? 

“бо this is where the library 15, said David, plonking his 
mass down on the chair opposite Jason. 

After they got out their stuff, Jason explained the basics of 
trigonometry then got David to try one of the exercises in the 
textbook. Jason jotted down the answer while David drew 
diagrams of triangles and scratched down a few equations. 

Jason resisted the urge to help. He drummed his fingers 
quietly on the table. Its surface felt strangely rough under his 
fingertips; looking down, he saw that Bull had etched his 
nickname into the wood. Stupid Bull. He was typical of the 
idiots who thought they knew everything and had to ram their 
opinions down everyone else's throats. 

‘Okay, I give up, said David. ‘This trigger-monetary 
doesn't make any sense.’ 

‘Trigonometry,’ corrected Jason. He went over the 
principles again, then David resumed his attack on the problem. 

Maybe this one-sided thinking was just a school thing. 
Maybe people in the real world were smarter and knew that 
some things were hard to decide. Jason wondered whether he 
should consider himself lucky that the PM and other people in 
Canberra had taught him not to jump to conclusions, even 
though that meant he didn't fit in with the simple people around 
him. 


‘There,’ announced David. He looked over at Jason's notes 
and, seeing their answers were the same, clasped his hands over 
his head in triumph. 

‘Easy, isn't it?” Jason skimmed through the problems in the 
book to find another one to test David with. “Тгу number nine: 
“А surveyor finds that the top of a tree makes an angle of twenty 
degrees from the horizontal. If the tree is 100 metres away, how 
tall is the tree?".* 

David briefly crossed his eyes, then started drawing a 
diagram. 

Trees. Yes, those greenies were another example. They were 
just looking at their side of the argument. There was probably a 
good reason for chopping down the trees, but the greenies 
weren't interested in that. ‘Why do they want to chop down the 
trees?’ Jason murmured. 

David looked up, confused. ‘Eh? Where does it say that?" 

‘I was just thinking about those greenies.’ 

“Оһ. Yeah, I don’t get that thinning stuff at all.’ 

“Obviously.” 

“You're just jealous ‘cause you're so scrawny,’ said David, 
returning to his diagram. After staring at it for a while, he 
scribbled it out and started drawing a new one. 

Jason flipped idly through the pages of his textbook. “1 
guess they'll make paper from the trees.” 

*What? Oh, that." 

“Sorry, ГИ shut up.” 

David fiddled with his new diagram for a few minutes, then 
put down his pencil. ‘I reckon the book’s got this problem in the 
wrong section.’ 

‘It’s exactly the same as the one you just did." 


‘No it isn't. That one didn't have a tree in it." 

"Ignore the tree. Just think of it as a line with a length." 

‘Ohhh.’ 

Jason looked around the library. There were dozens of 
shelves of books. That was nothing new, of course, but it made a 
difference when you thought of them as ex-trees. 

‘Thirty-six metres,’ said David. 

‘What? Oh. Yes.’ Jason looked across at David’s pad, but 
David obscured his working by placing an elbow on it. 

Jason narrowed his eyes. ‘You cheated!” 

*Who, те?” 

*You looked it up in the back of the book." 

‘Well!’ exclaimed David, crossing his arms in mock 
indignation. ‘You just don't realise how smart I am." 

“Okay, if you're so smart, do this one...’ After thinking for 
a moment, Jason folded a piece of paper in half along one 
diagonal, then slid it towards the middle of the table. ‘There. 
Your sides are lined up with the edges of the paper, so that's 
forty-five degrees. If the corner of the paper is fifty centimetres 
away from you, how fat are you?" 

*I'm not fat; it's muscle. Muscle from playing rugby." 

“Yeah, right. Anyway, I bet you can't work out the answer 
since it's not in the book.’ 

David started drawing yet another diagram, and Jason's 
mind returned to the forest. He'd done a few of the bushwalks 
there with his parents. There were kangaroos and various kinds 
of parrots, and specky views from the track up Mount Gore. Plus 
all those trees were busily absorbing carbon dioxide which 
helped to slow down global warming. 


‘I guess I could hang out with them for a while, just to sus it 
out,’ Jason said out loud without meaning to. 

“Еһ? Oh, those greenies. I reckon you should, ‘cause of her.’ 
David nodded his head at someone over Jason's shoulder. 

Jason looked around and saw Emma standing at one of the 
library’s computers. She had her back to the boys, so Jason 
looked longer. Emma was too tall for the computer desk and 
was hunched over, but then she always seemed to be looking 
down. Her long hair looked too black to be real and blended into 
the black of her shirt, which would have blended into the black 
of her jeans had it not been interrupted by a silver-studded belt. 

‘I don't think she likes те,” said Jason. 

*Course she does. Smart athletic guy like you, how could 
she not?’ 

“Skinny geeky guy, you mean.” 

“Well, let's find out.’ David placed cupped hands to his 
mouth. ‘Psst! Emma!’ 

‘Don’t do that!’ demanded Jason, pulling David's hands 
down. 

But the damage had been done: Emma was on her way over. 
Jason pretended to read his maths book so he wouldn’t have to 
make eye contact, then pushed it aside when he realised how 
nerdy that looked. 

'So what were you doing hanging around with those 
greenies?' David asked Emma. 

‘I like the birds in the forest. And my dad says we need it 
for tourism." 

‘Is that who that skinny guy was? Jason was worried it was 
your boyfriend." 


Jason tried to kick David under Ше table but only managed 
to bang the toe of his shoe against a chair leg. 

‘Missed me,’ said David. ‘And I told you you weren't the 
only raging greenie in this school.’ 

‘I was when I was fighting the Prime Minister and everyone 
else about global warming." 

“Мар,” said Emma, focusing on the table. *Maybe it seemed 
like that, but it wasn't true.” 

Jason shrugged. 'l've given up trying to work out what's 

true." 
‘I just know we can't let those logger scum win. We're 
doing a protest march on Saturday.' Emma paused and flicked 
her hair away from her face. “174 be good if you'd соте,’ she 
added without looking up. 

Jason couldn't help but think Emma had just invited the 
table to participate in a protest march. David's eyebrows were 
flailing wildly, which Jason assumed was supposed to convince 
him to do likewise. 

‘Next Saturday?’ said Jason, frowning. ‘I didn't know I'd 
have to decide so quickly.’ 

‘It’s got to be then,’ said Emma. ‘Dad says we've only got a 
few days before the government decides about letting them hack 
down the forest.’ 

David’s eyebrows were still all over the place. Jason 
wondered how long he could keep it up before he got forehead 
cramp. Unfortunately, he didn’t get to find out because the 
buzzer marking the end of the period sounded. 

Then Emma played a dirty trick: she looked at Jason. 

Those deep brown eyes were more than Jason could resist. 
‘I guess I could come.’ 


As he trudged off to class, Jason kicked himself for getting 
sucked in. This was exactly the sort of thing he swore he'd never 
do again. The forest did seem to be a good cause, but what was 
the other side of the story? 


Hot Quolls Chapter 3 
March Ado About Nothing 


Jason stood under the autumn-coloured leaves of a liquidambar 
in the park, shifting his weight from foot to foot. A couple of 
dozen protesters had gathered on the far side of the park. Jason 
recognised some of them from when he'd nearly run over 
Gillian with his Predator. The strange guy who'd been wearing 
the citrus shorts was impossible to miss: today's shorts were 
luminous yellow, making his red and green floral shirt seem 
tame by comparison. Einstein, the muscleman who didn't seem 
too bright, was there too. Several of the protesters had crudely- 
written placards, saying things like ‘don’t misTREEt our forest’, 
‘leave our leaves alone’ and ‘log off’. The last one appealed to 
Jason's computer instincts. 

Jason looked at his watch. It was only a few minutes until 
the march was supposed to start. Emma still wasn't there, and 
neither was her father. 

Jason's parents weren't there either, even though Jason's 
father had agreed they shouldn't allow logging in the forest 
because the forest was a tourist attraction and tourism was good 
for business. Despite that money-grabbing reason, Jason was 
relieved that he and his father were on the same side. They'd 
clashed heaps of times when Jason had been battling the РМ 
about emission controls to reduce global warming. Mr Saunders 
hadn't wanted emission controls any more than the PM had. 


Even though һе wanted Ше logging stopped, Jason's father 
was adamant that he shouldn't have anything to do with the 
protest. He said it would be ‘inappropriate’ for a respected 
businessman to be seen with a bunch of rowdy yobbos. Jason 
had assured him it wasn't going to be like that, although he 
didn't really have any idea what it was going to be like. 
Hopefully just a nice quiet walk down Pacific Street. 

David had wimped out too. Rugby training, or something. 
He'd reckoned his absence would be better for Jason, otherwise 
Jason would have faced too much competition for Emma. 

*Um, Jason?' said a quiet voice behind him. He turned and 
saw Emma and her father striding towards the protesters, so he 
trotted over and joined them. 

Gillian was trying to herd the rabble into some sort of 
formation but the rabble obviously preferred chaos. The guy in 
the bad-taste clothes seemed to have appointed himself leader of 
the march. 

"That's Sal,’ said Emma. ‘He’s not from Sapphire Bay." 

Jason nodded. “Га have noticed him before if he was. I 
don't recognise most of these people." 

“А lot of them are from Sydney,’ said Emma’s father. ‘They 
help out at protests like ours, wherever they are.” 

Sal was waving wildly. ‘Jason, come up to the front with 
те!” 

Jason took а step back. 

“Jason, you're our hero. You should be here!” 

*He'll be okay with из,” said Emma's father. 

Sal shrugged his shoulders and turned his attention 
elsewhere. 

‘Thanks, Mr Johnson,’ said Jason. 


‘Call me Tom.’ 

After a signal from Gillian, Sal waved his arms and the 
group shuffled off. Pacific Street had been closed to traffic, and 
barricades had been erected on either side. It seemed like 
overkill since there were hardly any spectators. Jason had 
imagined it would be like those huge parades on TV, but 
Sapphire Bay wasn’t big enough to have crowds like that. Or 
maybe the locals just didn’t care whether the forest got cut 
down. 

Despite the small number of onlookers, the police didn’t 
seem to be taking any chances. Jason counted six officers, which 
is more than he thought Sapphire Bay had. Even so, there 
weren’t enough of them to patrol the whole length of Pacific 
Street so they trudged along beside the gaggle of marchers. In 
some stretches there were more police than spectators. 

The disappointing turnout didn’t seem to bother Sal. He 
waved his placard in the air and shouted slogans at the top of his 
voice, which occasionally broke into a squeak. From time to 
time he turned around and walked backwards, flailing his free 
arm to rev up the other marchers in a chant of ‘trees forever, 
logging never’. That seemed a bit lame, and Jason kept his 
mouth shut. 

Emma and Tom were totally into it, though. Jason had never 
seen Emma so full-on. ‘Come on, Jason,’ she urged between 
repetitions. Jason lip-synched along for a while, but drifted 
towards the middle of the pack of protesters so he’d be less 
visible to the onlookers. 

Fortunately, Sal was putting on such a good show that the 
onlookers didn’t pay much attention to anyone else. They 
seemed more interested in watching the spectacle than showing 


апу support for Ше cause. Тһе only time they cheered was when 
Sal, walking backwards, tripped in a pot-hole and accidentally 
did a backwards roll. 

The march took longer than Jason expected because 
everyone was dawdling. Sal's antics didn't help, either. By the 
time the council offices finally came into view, the heat rising 
off the road was making Jason sweat even though summer had 
finished a couple of weeks ago. 

There were more spectators here. Most of them sheltered in 
the shade of the orange-leaved trees dotted around the council 
park. There were even a couple of TV cameras, one of which 
was pointing directly at the marchers. Jason manoeuvred himself 
so that Tom was between him and the camera. 

Tom tapped Jason on the shoulder and pointed at a well- 
dressed man standing behind one of the barricades. 'See that 
bloke?' he said, nearly having to yell to make himself heard 
over the chanting. *He's the enemy." 

“Who is it?" 

“Boss of the loggers. His name’s Wherrett." 

Mr Wherrett didn’t look like a logger. Loggers didn’t wear 
light grey suits or have upwards-combed blond hair. He stood 
expressionless, just watching the rabble pass noisily by. 

But the man beside him looked like a logger. He was built 
like a gorilla, with legs as thick as tree trunks. He stared 
furiously at Sal but Sal was too busy conducting the procession 
to notice. 

However, Sal noticed when the logger fired up his chainsaw 
and started hacking into a log. The raucous sound cut through 
the greenies’ chants and a shower of wood chips blasted into the 


spectators nearby. The men with Ше TV cameras pushed in front 
of everyone else to get an unobstructed view of the action. 

Most of the marchers edged towards the other side of the 
road, and Jason was happy to do likewise. Emma grabbed her 
father's hand. Even though there were lots of adults around, and 
even police, Jason would still have felt safer if David had been 
there. David wouldn't have been worried about a loony with a 
chainsaw. 

Einstein wasn't worried either. He positioned himself 
between Sal and the chainsaw-wielder and returned the logger's 
stare. The cameramen moved around so they could get Einstein 
in the picture. 

Two cops rushed over to the logger and alternated 
frantically between pointing at his saw and making cut-throat 
gestures. The man looked over to Mr Wherrett, who nodded, 
then turned off the saw and held it high above his bald head. 

Einstein inched closer to the barricade in front of the logger 
while making a variety of gestures with his fingers and fists. For 
Einstein's sake, Jason hoped the police could stop a fight 
breaking out: the greenie might have been muscly but he was at 
least a ruler-length shorter than the other guy. 

Fortunately, Gillian and Tom rushed over to Einstein and 
pulled him back into the main body of marchers. The group sped 
up to get past the loggers and Sal resumed his cheerleading, 
though he was less flamboyant than before and glanced back at 
the chainsaw man from time to time. 

Jason stole a backwards glance too. The chainsaw was still 
being held high above the logger's sweaty scalp. Jason 
wondered if there was any chance his father wouldn't find out 
about this. It was exactly the sort of thing he'd warned about. 


Einstein was now gesticulating rudely at Ше crowd for no 
apparent reason, and Sal was just plain embarrassing. Jason 
contemplated ducking under one of the barricades and 
disappearing, but figured that would probably draw more 
attention than trudging on with the mob. 

The marchers finally halted in front of the council offices. 
Tom immediately broke from the pack and ran over to a yellow 
van, returning promptly with a PA system. After plugging a few 
things in, he handed Gillian a microphone. 

‘Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for—' The PA system 
was silent. Gillian looked at Tom, who fiddled with something 
and then gave a thumbs-up. 

‘Ladies and—’ Feedback squeal. Gillian looked at Tom 
again, who shrugged his shoulders. Gillian tapped on the 
microphone but that made it worse. Jason could see some of the 
spectators sniggering. What a nuisance. He didn’t want to move 
from his nice anonymous position in the middle of the greenies, 
but he couldn’t stand to see Gillian embarrassed. He ran over to 
the PA system and repositioned it so it was in front of the 
microphone. The screech dried up and Jason skulked back into 
the mob. Gillian was too preoccupied to acknowledge his 
contribution but Emma smiled and nodded, which was much 
more valuable. 

Gillian commenced once more. This time the PA system 
functioned properly—but after listening to Gillian for a while, 
Jason started to wonder whether that was a good thing. Her 
speech meandered all over the place, mentioning heaps of 
reasons why logging shouldn’t be allowed but never explaining 
or justifying anything. Not in terms that Jason could understand, 


anyway. If she'd been a member of Jason's debating team, Ms 
Gow would have ripped her to shreds. 

Jason tried to look interested even though he wasn't. Many 
of the spectators obviously felt the same way and wandered off. 
Maybe Gillian should have let Sal do the talking; at least he 
would have been entertaining. Even the feedback squeal had 
provided greater entertainment. 

The people who did manage to concentrate on Gillian's talk 
weren't exactly supportive. There were catcalls of ‘says you’, 
‘prove it’, *where's your evidence?’, and the old classic, 
‘bullshit’. Jason suspected the group's antics during the march 
probably destroyed a lot of sympathy for their cause. 

Gillian was getting flustered. She kept losing track of where 
she was up to and had to refer to her notes. She started saying 
‘um’ and ‘ah’. She looked over at the police whenever anyone 
shouted over the top of her, but the police just looked back. 

Einstein strolled over to the loudest of the loudmouths and 
stood in front of the barricade that separated them, but the 
stream of criticism continued. The reporters that were filming 
Gillian abandoned their positions and scuttled over to the stand- 
off. Two policemen also hurried over and stood between 
Einstein and the barricade. 

Gillian’s speech seemed to go on for longer than the march. 
After she finally shut up, Sal attempted to whip the protesters up 
into another frenzy of chanting, but he only got a half-hearted 
response. 

After a few minutes of forced noise, Gillian tapped on her 
watch and the protesters fell silent. Workmen started collecting 
up the barricades and the few remaining spectators drifted away. 


Jason watched with relief as Мг Wherrett and the chainsaw man 
got into a dirty Range Rover and drove off. 

“Ме showed “еш,” said Einstein, puffing out his already 
well-puffed chest. 

‘I’m not sure what we showed ‘em,’ replied Tom. 

‘That we won't take no shit!’ 

Tom opened his mouth to respond but Gillian interrupted. 
*Guys, Гуе had it. We need to discuss how this went, but not 
today.’ 

Tom nodded. ‘Anyone up for a burger, then?" 

“Га rather a nice seafood buffet, said Gillian, wiping 
perspiration from her forehead. ‘And I could do with a decent 
Chardonnay." 

“You want seafood?’ asked Einstein. ‘ГИ fix it up for 
Tuesday." 

Gillian looked surprised. ‘Really? How nice of you, Mr 
Einfeld!” 

Gillian, Tom and some of the others wandered off to get 
lunch. Emma didn’t go with them so Jason headed home. He 
didn't feel like celebrating with the greenies anyway. After all, 
what had they really achieved? 

Since the official decision about the logging was due soon, 
it wouldn't be long before they found out. 


Hot Quolls Chapter 4 
Buffeted 


Jason's bed was covered with fragments of a cardboard box and 
torn-apart plastic bags. Two instruction manuals lay open on the 
desk and bits of computer were strewn across the floor. 

"Typical, said Jason, adjusting the tangle of connectors 
inside his computer. “Тһе graphics card arrives on the day I’m 
supposed to go to that thing with the greenies." 

‘Then don't go," said David. 

‘It’s not as though I even agree with them. They could be 
wrong for all I know. Screwdriver.’ 

David passed the tool, then picked up a stray fan and 
inspected it. ‘Shouldn’t this have gone in there somewhere?" 

*Couldn't see a place for it,’ said Jason as he screwed the 
computer's case back together. 

“Wont it blow up or something, if you don't do it right?" 

*One way to find out.' Jason connected the peripherals and 
plugged the power cord into a power point near the door, but 
hesitated before flicking the switch. ‘Come here." 

David looked half mystified and half distrustful, but 
complied. Jason positioned his bulky friend between himself and 
the computer, then snaked out a skinny arm towards the power 
point. 

“Сей lost,’ protested David, twisting out of harm’s way. Не 
easily overpowered Jason and held Jason in front of himself. 


"There's no point trying to use me as а shield. Most of you 
would stick out the sides." 

‘Just turn it on, smart-arse.” 

Jason did. The computer powered up normally. 

Jason’s antiquated version of Grand Theft Auto had never 
looked so good or run so well. It was silky smooth. The new 
graphics card was obviously a brute and would have no 
problems running even the latest version of the game, but 
unfortunately the rest of Jason’s computer wouldn’t be up to the 
task. 

Jason’s mother popped her head around the bedroom door 
and frowned at the debris. ‘I thought you two were going to do 
some homework.’ 

“We аге,” said Jason. ‘Computing. I showed David how to 
install a graphics card. We’re just seeing if we got it right.” 

Mrs Saunders tried to stifle a smile but failed. ‘If you can 
stand to tear yourselves away from your work, there's 
something coming up on the news you might want to see.’ 

Jason looked down. That sort of invitation always brought 
back bad memories of grappling with the Prime Minister last 
year. The PM had decided Australia shouldn't have strict 
emission controls, which infuriated Jason because he was 
worried about global warming. Then, one evening, the man got 
caught in a rip while swimming near Sapphire Bay, and Jason 
managed to save him from drowning. When the PM promised 
Jason any reward he wanted, Jason asked him to agree to the 
emission controls. Even though that wasn't the sort of thing the 
politician had in mind, his promise was caught on tape by 
reporters so he was trapped. 


Things got pretty messy after that. It was on ТУ a lot, and 
Jason was harassed by reporters so much that he eventually 
caved in and let the PM do whatever he wanted. The PM finally 
did approve the emission controls, but even though the politician 
made up his own mind in the end, Jason still got blamed for it so 
he'd learnt to ignore the issue when it was on TV and in the 
paper. But his mum still pointed out any mentions of it. 

Jason and David followed Mrs Saunders into the lounge 
room. Jason's father was lying on a lounge chair that was 
reclined so far back he would have been staring at the ceiling if 
he hadn't had his hands behind his head. 

After an ad break, the news resumed: 


In the face of the economic downturn, the Prime Minister, 
Graham Lindsay, has come under fire for his continued 
support of the Rotterdam emission control targets. The 
Australian Business Council has claimed that the restrictions 
are crippling the Australian economy because local 
businesses can't compete with those in countries that didn't 
sign up to the Rotterdam targets. It also pointed out that 
because the world’s biggest polluters didn't sign up, 
Australia's efforts to cut emissions will not significantly reduce 
global warming. 


In a statement issued earlier today, Mr Lindsay had this to 
say: “It's true that the Rotterdam proposals haven't been as 
widely accepted as we would have liked. The government 
understands the challenges that Australian industry is facing 
and is considering options to assist. We'll be making a major 
announcement shortly." 


David blew a raspberry. “Тһеу didn't mention you." 
*Why should they?' replied Jason. “1 didn't force the PM to 
agree to those emission controls." 


“You did at the start.’ 

‘That was before they showed me that everything’s too 
complicated and isn’t any of my business.’ 

‘So old Graham’s going to make a major announcement, is 
he?’ murmured Mr Saunders. ‘It had better be good. Else 
there'll be one less fish processing factory by the end of the 
year: mine." 

Jason's mother pointed at the clock on the wall. ' You'd 
better get moving, Jason. You don't want to be late for your 
dinner." 

‘I don't think ГП go,’ said Jason, waving an arm at the TV. 
"That's reminded me I shouldn't have an opinion." 

Mrs Saunders frowned. ‘I really think you should go. It'd do 
you good." 

“Апа don't forget Emma will be there,’ said David, starting 
his eyebrow thing again. 

Jason's mother looked quizzically at David but didn't follow 
up on his comment. *Aren't they having a seafood buffet? That's 
good for Dad's business. Especially if it's somewhere nice, like 
Hendrick's." 

Mr Saunders grunted. “Сап you get them to have one every 
night?’ 

‘I guess Га better go,’ muttered Jason. ‘I said I would.’ He 
got up and headed to his room. 

‘Put on some proper clothes,’ his mother called after him. 
‘They won’t let you into Hendrick’s if you’re wearing jeans.” 


The caravan park was pretty empty at this time of year. There 
was only one cabin that showed any signs of life: a pair of jeans 
drying on a makeshift clothes line. 


Jason propped his bike against а nearby gum tree then 
peered through the fly screen door. Gillian and a few of the 
other greenies were inside. Gillian gestured for Jason to join 
them. 

‘Tm glad I decided to pack a good dress, Gillian was 
saying. ‘I haven't been to a fancy restaurant in months." 

“So we're going to Hendrick's?' asked Jason. 

*Einstein's keeping it a secret. He just said for everyone to 
be here at six." 

Gillian's cabin was not much bigger than a caravan, and was 
boringly tidy. Other than the jeans outside, the only sign that 
someone was actually living there was a set of ornaments lined 
up neatly along the edge of the orange kitchen bench. 

Through the window that comprised one end of the cabin, 
Jason could see several groups of greenies walking across from 
the camping area on the other side of the park. A few cars drove 
up as well Soon the cabin was full, and new arrivals 
congregated in the canvas annex attached to its side. Everyone 
was dressed nicely, which didn't look right at all. 

Jason kept an eye out for Tom's delivery van, but Tom 
arrived in a Nissan X-Trail. Unfortunately, he seemed to be on 
his own, except for a yellow Labrador that started to show an 
interest in a large pot plant near the cabin door. 

Gillian caught sight of the dog and rushed over with arms 
flailing. ‘Get lost, you nuisance!” 

‘It’s not mine, your honour,’ said Tom. “Ог were you talking 
to те?” 

‘Its owners just let it roam around off its leash. I’ve got a 
good mind to slap a cease-and-desist order on them.” 

Tom sighed. ‘Typical barrister,’ he said with a smile. 


"You're a barista?’ Jason asked Gillian. “You make coffee?’ 

“Хо, I do not make coffee,’ Gillian answered testily. ‘I’m a 
barrister, a lawyer. Just because I’m a woman, everyone 
assumes—* 

Tom interrupted, flicking one of the pot plant's leaves. 
*Maybe we should find a better place for this." 

“Гуе got a philodendron by my front door in Sydney, so I 
put one here too since I thought this was going to be home for a 
while. But after last weekend..." 

The lawyer didn't finish her sentence because she was 
distracted by a dirty Ford Escort ute that was driving way too 
fast through the caravan park. It headed straight for Gillian's 
cabin but at the last second skidded to a halt with all four wheels 
locked, spewing a cloud of dust into the air. 

Gillian looked terrified and furious at the same time, but 
Tom just bashed his forehead with his hand and muttered 
‘Einstein’. 

As the dust cleared, Einstein’s grinning face appeared 
through Ше driver's side window. ‘Seafood buffet time!” 

Gillian’s expression changed to resignation. ‘ГИ get my 
handbag,’ she said, and turned to go inside. 

“You don’t need no handbag,’ said Einstein. He got out of 
the car, revealing a dirty singlet, stubbies and bare feet. After 
gathering up a mound of paper parcels from the floor of the 
vehicle, he strode past Gillian into the cabin. A similarly-clad 
passenger got out of the other side of the ute and lugged an esky 
in, leaving a trail of sand on the lino. Gillian quickly tended to 
it with a dustpan and broom. 

‘Hey, city-girl,’ called Einstein, ‘this is the coast. It's 
supposed to be bloody sandy.’ With a sweep of his arm, he 


shoved Ше ornaments on Ше kitchen bench to one side and 
dropped his parcels in their place. He tore into one, revealing an 
oily mound of fried fish. A second parcel became a mountain of 
chips. 

Gillian shook her head slowly and smiled, then took a stack 
of plastic plates down from an overhead cupboard and placed 
them on the bench. ‘I’m not sure whether I’ve got enough plates 
for everyone." 

‘I reckon you do, since we don't need none.’ Einstein ripped 
off a piece of butchers’ paper and dumped a generous handful of 
chips onto it. Gillian took a plate but most of the others made do 
with paper. Jason opted for paper as well, figuring it was 
somehow better for the environment. Recycling, or something. 

“Okay, where's my Chardonnay?’ asked Gillian. Einstein's 
accomplice opened the esky and tossed her a can of something 
that almost certainly wasn't Chardonnay. 

Jason dug around inside the esky and was surprised to find a 
lemonade. He retreated to a corner of the cabin and sat on the 
scratchy brown material that substituted for carpet. The eating 
arrangements made it impossible to eat politely; a chunk of fish 
managed to escape down the front of Jason's good shirt, leaving 
a greasy trail. Mum wasn't going to be impressed, but it was her 
fault for making him dress up in the first place. 

Tom saw Jason eating on his own and came over to pass on 
an apology from Emma. She'd wanted to come but her mother 
had grounded her. Tom also took the opportunity to ask Jason if 
he'd seen Sal recently, but he hadn't. Apparently nobody had 
seen Sal since the protest rally. His car and things were still in 
the caravan park so it wasn't as though he'd just left without 
telling anyone. 


Just as Jason was helping himself to a second piece of fish, 
Gillian's mobile rang and she hustled off to the bedroom to take 
the call. Jason tried not to listen in but couldn't help overhearing 
some of the conversation since his niche was near the bedroom 
door. ‘Already?’ he heard Gillian say. ‘I didn't expect it so 
soon.’ When she emerged, she looked like she might have heard 
about a death in the family. Tom noticed and asked if she was 
okay; she replied with a nod but didn't look very happy. 

After everyone had finished eating, Gillian called them all 
into the annex. There weren't enough folding chairs to go 
around, so most people just sat on the tarpaulin floor. Since the 
sun had set, it was surprisingly cool in the annex. Jason wished 
he'd brought a hoodie. 

Gillian tapped on one of the annex's poles to get everyone's 
attention, then thanked them for coming. ‘I was really hoping 
Sal would be here, but we'll have to start without him. I think 
we all know that our protest march could have gone better." 

"Whaddaya mean?’ interrupted Einstein. ‘We kicked their 
arse. I was on ТУ!” 

“You don't get it, do you?’ said a voice from the back of the 
annex. Einstein looked around with a fierce expression on his 
face but couldn't work out who'd spoken. 

Gillian quickly continued. She read from a newspaper 
article that called the protest ‘embarrassing’ and her speech at 
the end of it ‘a rambling shambles’. 

Jason silently agreed with those assessments. Gillian 
certainly didn’t seem like she could convince a jury of anything. 
Maybe she wasn’t a very good lawyer. 

Gillian’s focus dropped to the ground and she exhaled 
deeply. ‘I was going to use those quotations to start a discussion 


оп how we can do better next time. But during ош, um, 
"seafood buffet", I received news from someone I know in the 
government.’ She looked up at the group in front of her. ‘The 
logging contract has been approved." 


The rest of Hot Quolls will be published soon! 
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In a village there once lived a farmer called एक गाँव में τη 
Ramu. Не took his bull to the forest to eat अपने बैल को चगमे जंगल ले चला | 


grass. 


रहता था। वह 


गाँव के मुखिया ने भी अपने बैल उसी जंगल में घास 


The village headman also sent his bulls to М 
चरने भेजे । 


the same forest, 


One of the farmer's bull and one of the 
headman's bull began to fight. 


The farmer's bull said that he was the best. 


The headman's bull said that he was the royal 
bull so he was even better. 


While fighting the two bulls tried to hurt each 
other. 


The headman's bull was very badly hurt and 
died, 


किसान के बैल ने कहा कि वह उत्तम है | 


मुखिया के ሕጃ ने कहा कि वह रजसी बैल 
के कारण उससे भी बेहतर है । 


झगड़ते हुए दोनों एक दूसरे को घायल करने का 
प्रयास कर रहे थे | 


मुखिया का बैल बुरी तरह घायल हो गया और मर गया | 


When Ramu saw this he was very scared 
that he would be in trouble with the 
headman, yet he decided to go and tell him 
what had happened. 


He hoped that the headman would forgive 
k а 


डर गया कि अब मुखिया 


उसके लिए परेशानी खड़ी कर देगा । फिर 
8፳፻5 किया कि वह जाकर उसे सारी बात बता देगा 


за आशा थी कि मुखिया उसे क्षमा कर देगा 


The farmer went to the headman's residence 
and said hello. 


Headman: What happened Ramu? Why are 
you here? 


Ramu: Something weird happened in the forest 
today. 


किसान मुखिया के घर गया और उसे प्रणाम 


किया 


मुखिया: क्या हुआ रामू, तुम वहाँ क्‍यों आये हो? 


a 


та: आज जंगल में कुछ अजीव बात 


Hendman: What? 
Ramu: My lord, our bulls got into a fight. 


Headman: Oh! Is t so! Its fine, that the 
bulls fought, even people fight all the time. 


Ramu: My Lord, your bull killed my bull. 


मुखिया: क्या? 


πη; हुजूर! हमारे बैल लड़ने लगे थे । 


मुखिया: ओह! अच्छा! ठीक है अगर बैल झगड़े, 
लोग भी हमेशा लड़ते रहते हैं । 


πη: आपके बैल ने मेरे बैल को मार डाला | 


Headman: So? Don't worry, when animals 
fight they often get hurt or even die. There 
ік very little that we can do about this. 


मुखिया: अच्छा? चिंता मत करो, जब जानवर लड़ते 
है, अक्सर घायल हो जाते हैं या कभी-कभी मर 
भी जाते ድ | हम इस वारे में ज्यादा कुछ नहीं कर 


सकते । 


mistake. It was actually my bull, which 
killed your bull. 


Ramu: My lord, please forgive me for my राम: हजर, गलती के लिए 


Ramu was surprised that the headman was 
not angry at all. He was very happy. 


Then he suddenly remembered that he had 
told the headman the wrong thing. It was 
not his bull but the headman's bull, which 
was killed. 


What was Ramu to do now? After thinking 
for a long time Ramu decided to go back 
and tell the headman what really happened. 


πη को यह देखकर हैरानी हुई कि मुखिया बिलकुल 
क्रोधित नहीं हुआ । वह बहुत खुश हुआ | 


अचानक उसे याद आ गया कि उसने मुखिवा से 
ग़लत कहा दिया था। उसका नहीं, बल्कि मुखिया का 
ቋና मारा गया था । 


πε क्या करता? बहुत देर तक सोचने पर उसने 
πα किया कि वह वापस जाकर मुखिया को 
πε बता देगा | 


मुझे माफ कीजिए । 
बैल ने आप के बैल को 


सच बात यह है कि मेरे 
मार 


डाला | 


is not good! И my bull had killed your bull it 
would be fine, but it is not fair if your bull 
killed mine! Where were you, what were you 
doing when this took place? 


You should be punished. 


मुखिया कोधित होकर बोला: यह अच्छा नहीं हुआ 
। यदि मेगा बैल तुम्हारे बैल को मार डालता तो ठीक 
होता | πτη यह ठीक नहीं कि तुम्हारा बैल मेरे बैल 
को मारे | जब यह हो रहा था तो तुम कया कर रहे 
थे? कहाँ थे? 


TÈ सज़ा मिलनी ही चाहिए | 


Ramu was shocked. The headman only 
thought it is fair if bad things happened to 
ther people. 


From then on, Ramu always remembered 
what the headman had done to him and did 
his best to help all the people in trouble 


ሸና को ሻሸ लगा । मुखिया सोचता था कि वदि 
दूसरों का नुकसान हो तो ठीक t | 


उस दिन से τη ने हमेशा याद रखा कि मुखिया 
ने उसके साथ क्या किया था । τη मुसीबत में 
पड़े लोगों की मदद करने का प्रयास करता रहता | 


The villagers loved Кати, while they 
thought the headman as a mean and 
unfair man. 


गाँव वाले रामू से प्रेम करते थे, और मुखिया 
के बारे में सोचते थे कि वह मतलबी और 
अन्यायी था | 


and Tails You Lose 
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There was once ዘ man called Amit. Не loved 
God and spent long hours praying. 


One day while praying to Lord Rama he 
wished to offer some fruits to the Lord. 


एक बार एक अमित नामक आदमी रहता था | वह 
σαι - भक्त था और घंटों तक प्रार्थना करता रहता | 


एक दिन प्रार्थना करते हुए उसे प्रभु गम को कुछ 
फल चढ़ाने की इच्छा हुई | 


He called his son, Ramesh and said: 


"Son! I wish to offer some fruits to the 
Lord. Please go to the market and get 6 
bananas.” 


Ramesh was a very good child, He immediately 
went to the fruit shop nearby. 


Ramesh: “How much do the bananas cost?” 
Shopkeeper: “1 rupee a banana.” 


Ramesh: “Please give me 6 bananas.” 


उसने अपने पुत्र रमेश को बुलाकर कहा: 


"बेटे मैं प्रभु को फल WATT चाहता हूँ, कृपया 
बाज़ार जाकर छः केले ले आओ 1" 


रमेश एक अच्छा बालक था । वह तुरत पासवाली 
फल की दुकान पर गया । 


रमेश: "केलो का क्या दाम है?" 


दुकानदार: “एक केले का एक रुपया । 


रमेशः “कृपया मुझे छः केले देना |" 


Не gave Ше money for the 6 bananas, took 
them and left the shop. 


While walking back home, he saw an old lady 
and her son. The little boy on seeing the bananas 
in Ramesh's hands came upto him and asked 
him: 


"Brother! I have not had anything to eat since 
morning. Can you please give me some 
bananas?" 


Ramesh а kind and loving boy. He felt very 
sorry and gave them some banana: 


उसने छः केले के रूपये दे दिए और दुकान से चला गया | 


वापस घर लौटते हुए उसने एक बूढ़ी औरत और उसके 
बेटे को देखा | वह छोटा लड़का रमेश के हाथों में केले 
देखकर उसके पास आया और उसने पूछा: 


“भाई! मैं ने सुबह से कुछ नहीं खाया, कया तुम मुझे कुछ 
केले दे सकते हो?” 


रमेश बड़ा दयालु और प्याश लड़का था | उसे बहुत दया 
आई और उसने उसे कुछ केले दे Өт! 


nesh walked a little further. There Ве met और आगे गः 
another poor man. गरीब आदमी को 5 


Poor man: "Son! 1 am hungry, please give me й: “बेटे खा हैँ, मुझे खाने को 
something to eat." 


Ramesh was moved at the sight and gave him πω ERES 
the remaining bananas. š 


बचे हए केले उसे दे दिए। 


Ramesh went back home without any bananas 


and he was scared of what his father would say. 


रमेश बिना केले, खाली हाथ ही घर लौटा | वह डर रहा 
था कि उसके पिता उसे क्‍या कहेंगे 


When he reached home he found his father 
waiting for the bananas. 


जब वह घर पहुँचा, तो उसने पिता को केलो का 
इंतजार करते देखा | 


The father was very happy. 


He said: “Son! I am very proud of you. 1 
wanted to offer the bananas to the Lord during 
my prayer, but you have already done so by 
giving the bananas to the hungry people." 


पिता बड़े खुश हुए | 


उन्होंने कहा: “बेटा, मुझे तुम पर बड़ा गर्व है । गैं अपनी 
पूजा के τπτ केले ईश्वर को अर्पित करना चाहता था | 
परन्तु तुमने केले गरीबों को देकर वह काम पहले 

fear г. 


Ramesh: “Father! I bought the bananas, as 
you asked, but on my way back I came 
across two very hungry persons who had not 
eaten anything for a long time and gave the 
bananas to them." 


रमेश: "पिताजी जैसा आपने कहा था, मैंने केले तो 
खरीदे थे, पर लौटते समय मैं ने दो भूखे लोगों को 
देखा, जिन्होंने काफी समय से कुछ नहीं खाया था 
और मैंने उन्हें वे केले दे दिए ।" 
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There once was a guru who had many 


एक गुरु था जिसके साथ उनके अनेक शिष्य रहते थे | 
students who lived with him. ç 


एक बार गुरु उन सबको बौलगाड़ी में घुमाने ले गए | 
One day the guru took them all for an ; 5 


outing in a bullock cart. 


The guru being old was soon tired. 
Guru: Students, I am feeling very tired and would 
like to take rest. Be very careful and keep a watch 
so that our things may not slip out of the cart. 


Students: Yes sir. 


After a few minutes the cart bumped into а 
stone, shaking the cart. 


The guru's kamandalam (a small vessel to 
hold holy water) fell out of the cart. 


All the students watched it fall down. 


गुरु बूढ़े होने के कारण थक गए। 

गुरुः विद्यार्थियों, मैं बहुत थक गया हूँ और विश्राम करना 
चाहता हूँ । सतर्क रहना oc να भी 
वस्तु गाड़ी से गिर न जाए। 


विद्यार्थी: जी हाँ! 


कुछ मिनटों बाद गाड़ी एक पत्थर से टकराई 
और हिल गई ι 


गुरु का कमंडल गाड़ी से गिर गया | 


सभी विद्यार्थीयों ने उसे गिरते हुए देखा | 


After a little while the guru woke up. 


Guru: Students, is everything fine, are all 
our things safe? 


Students: Yes Sir, 


One student: Only your kams 
out of the cart, 


Guru: What? My Kamandalam fell down. Why 
did you not pick it up? How will I carry water 
now? 


Students: But зи, you only asked us to watch. 
the things falling off the cart, not pick them up. 


Guru: Oh fools! What I meant by watch was 
that you should take care that nothing falls off 
the cart. Next time onwards pick up everything 
that falls out and put it back into the cart. Is P 
that understood? 


थोड़ी देर बाद गुरु जाग गए । 


गुरुः विधार्थियो, सब ठीक है? हमारी सारी वस्तुएँ 
सुरक्षित हैं? 


विद्यार्थी: जी हाँ! 


गुरुः क्वा? मेरा कमंडल नीचे गिर गया! आपने उसे 
उठाया क्यों नहीं? अब मैं पानी कैसे ले जाया करूँगा? 


विद्यार्थी: परन्तु गुरु जी, आपने गिरती हुई वस्तुओं पर 
नज़र रखने के लिए कहा था, उठाने के लिए नहीं । 


गुरुः अरे! मूर्खो, नज़र रखो का अर्थ है तुम्हें ध्यान 
د‎ Ад गाड़ी से नीचे न गिर पाए । 
अगली बार जो कुछ भी गिरे, सब कुछ उठाकर गाड़ी में 
1 समझ गए? 


መ 


The bullock cart moved on...the guru dozed... 


A little while later the bullocks dropped some 
dung on the ground. 


On seeing that, one of the students jumped 
down, picked up the dung, rolled it up and 
threw it into the cart. 


The huge ball of dung landed right on the 
gurus face waking him up with а shock. 


The guru shouted: What on earth із this? 


Students: Sir, why are you cross with us? We 
only obeyed you by picking up everything 
that fell on the ground and putting it back 
into the cart. 


Ау God! Can you not understand 
even simple things? Ы 


गाड़ी आगे बढ़ी .... गुरु ऊँघने लगे । 
थोड़ी देर बाद tet ने ज़मीन पर गोबर कर दिया । 


उसे देख एक विद्यार्थी नीचे कूदा, गोवर उठाया, 
उसका गोला बनाकर गाड़ी में डाल दिया । 


गोबर का बड़ा गोला सीधा गुरु के चेहरे पर गिग जिससे 
गुरु झटके से उठ गए | 


गुरु चिल्लाया: यह क्या है? 


विद्यार्थी: गुरु जी आप हमसे क्यों गुस्सा होते हैं? गाड़ी 
सै गिरी हुई वस्तु गाड़ी में वापस रख कर हमने आपकी 
आज़ा का पालन किया था । 


गुरु: हे भगवान! क्या तुम इतनी सरल सी बात भी नहीं 


== መ нета 


uru was silent and thought for a while. Не 
then came up with a very good idea. 


He listed out all the things in the cart and gave 
the list to the students saying: 


Look, children if any of the articles given in the 
list slips down you must pick them up. 


‘They moved on and the guru once again fell 
asleep. The students too were dozing. 


‘The bullocks now started climbing up a hill. 
As they went up the sleeping guru slid down 
the cart and fell into the stream which was 
running by the side of the road. 


गुरु मौन रह थोड़ी देर सोचते रहे । उनके मन 
में एक अच्छा विचार आया | 


उन्होंने गाड़ी की सभी वस्तुओं की सूची बनाई 
उसे विद्यार्थियों को देते हुए कहा: 


देखो बच्चो, इस सूची मे दी गयी कोई वस्तु गिर 
जाए तो तुम्हें उसे उठाना चाहिए | 


वे बढ़ते गए, गुरु फिर सो गए । विद्यार्थी भी FR लगे | 


बैल अब पहाड़ी पर चढ़ने लगे । जैसे ऊपर जाने लगे तो 
सोते हए πε गाड़ी से फिसलते τα रास्ते के किनारे बहते 
झरने में गिर पड़े । 


Guru: STOP! STOP! I am drowning! 
Save me! 1 am your guru. 


The students were good and loved their 
guru, 


They rushed to him and saved him. 


The Guru shouted in anger: Why did you not pick 
me up, save me? 


Students: But sir, we only obeyed you. Your name is 
not in the list, and you had asked us only to pick up 
ме things, which were in the list, and nothing 

ehe. 


Guru: Obeyed me? How can you say that? You 
have not even tried to understand what I ከ 
try stead wit 

have just been foll 


बचाया क्यो 


በጠ ካፒ ης जी, हमने तो आपकी आज़ा का पालन 
किया। आपका नाम सूची में ጣድ የ | आपने केवल उन्ही 
वस्तुओं को उठाने के लिए कहा था, जो सूची में हो, अन्य 


πῆ 


тк: मेश कहना माना? तुम यह कैसे कह सकते हो? मैं 

1 жел चाहता था, उसे तुमने समझने की कोशिज्ञ भी 
नहीं की | उसके बदले केवल ጃት शब्दों का पालन कर रहे 
थे। तुम को सोच-समझ कर स्थिति के अनुसार काम 
करना चाहिए। 


गुरु: रको! жан मैं डूब रहा हूँ! मुझे बचाओ! मैं 
qum गुरु हूँ! 


वे अच्छे विदयार्थी थे और अपने गुरु को चाहते di 


वे दौड़ कर आए और उन्होंने गुरु को बचा लिया। 


The Foolish Disciples 
मूर्ख शिष्य 
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Гһеге once lived а very kind and gentle king. 
who loved God and was very fond of wise and 
godly men. 


एक दयालु और विनम्र गजा रहता था । उसे ईश्बर से 
प्रेम था । वह ፲ሺ साधु, संतों को पसंद करता था । 


One day a very wise sage came to his kingdom 
and started living in a beautiful garden near a 
river. 


Every evening the wise sage would sit with the 
people of the kingdom and would talk to them 
and teach them lots of wonderful things. 


एक चार एक विवेकी ऋषि उसके राज्य में आया और 
जदी के किनारे एक सुन्दर बगीचे में रहने लगा | 


Жїл शाम को ऋषि राज्य के लोगों के साथ बैठता, उनसे 
बातचीत करता और उन्हें अच्छी- अच्छी बातें बताता | 


Soon many people from the city started sie ही नगर के काफी लोग ऋषि से मिलने आने लगे | 


coming to the wise sage. On hearing this, the यह सुनकर राजा ने भी ऋषि से मिलने का निश्चय Вата 
king too decided to visit the sage. А 


The next day, the king found the wise sage 
sitting under a large tree on a mat with a big 
bell next to him, talking to all the people who 
had come there. 


The king liked the talk very much and. 
wanted to УБИ the sage everyday. 


One day a person asked the sage: Sir, why do 
you always keep that bell next to you. When 
would you ring the bell? 


Sage: 1 shall ring the bell the day а person who 
has made the greatest sacrifice comes to me. 


अगले दिन राजा ने ऋषि को एक बड़े पेड़ के नीचे, 
चटाई पर बैठा देखा, उसके पास एक घंटा था और 
वह वहाँ आए, लोगों से बात कर रहा था । 


राजा को πει दाते अच्छी लगी, और वह रोज़ 
ऋषि से मिलने आगा चाहता था । 


एक दिन एक व्यक्ति ने ऋषि से पूछा: महोदय, आप 
अपने पास यह घंटा क्यों रखते हैं? आप उसे कब 
बजाएँगे? 


ऋषि : # उस दिन घंटा वजाऊँगा जिस दिन मेरे पास 
वह व्यक्ति आएगा जिसने कोई महान त्याग दिया हो | 


When the king heard this he felt how wonderful 
И would be if he were the person who had made 
the greatest sacrifice. 


The next day the king filled a plate with the 
juiciest fruits, another plate with the prettiest 
clothes, and yet another with the most dazzling 
jewels and took them to the sage. 


On the way the king came across a very 
hungry old woman who called out to him 
and said: O King, I have not eaten for many 
days. Could you please give me something to 
eat? 


The king took an apple from the plate of. 
fruits and gave it to the old lady. 


जब राजा ने यह सुना तो उसे लगा कि अगर वह 
खुद महान त्याग करनेवाला व्यक्ति हो तो कितना 
अच्छा होगा । 


अगले दिन शजा ने एक थाल में रसीले फल, दूसरे 
में सुन्दरतम कपड़े, तीसरे में अत्यधिक चमकते रत्न 
लिए और ऋषि के पास ले गया । 


रास्ते में गजा को एक qf मिली जो ዛና थी | 
वह बोली: हे राजन, मैंने कई दिनों से खाना नहीं 
खाया है । क्या आप मुझे कुछ खाने देंगे? 


गाजा ने थाल में से एक सेव निकाला और ат 


The surprised king asked the sage: 
Ὁ wise one! I offered you such wonderful 
gifts, yet you did not ring the bell. But when 
this lady offered you just one fruit you rang 
the bell. I don't understand all this! 


gave it to me. 


She gave me all that she had. What greater 
one give? O king it is not the 
matters but the love and the 


ऋषि ने कहा: हे रजन! यह τη 
ч: दिए | एक गजा के लिए 


दिया । इससे महान 
PI LI 
छिपा हुआ प्रेम और 


एक फल दिया तो तुमने घंटा बजा दिवा । मुझे यह 
समझ नहीं आवा! 


The King and The Apple 
राजा और सेब 
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One evening, a teacher from a village wanted 
to cross the river to meet his brot! 
other side, 


He saw a boatman and yelled to him. 


एक эти एक गाँव के मास्टर जी अपने भाई से मिलने 
яй पार जाता चाहते थे । 


उन्होंने एक केवट को देखा और चिल्लाकर पुकारा | 


‚№4 


Teacher: Can you t. ne across th 1 मास्टर: क्या तुम मुझे नदी पार ले जाओगे 


Boatman: Yes sir, hop into the boat. ἢ τη नाव पर कद जाओ 
ЕН नाव पर कुद जाओ 


man started rowing and singing केवट ने गुनगुनाते हुए नौका ሻጥ शुरू किया और वह 
They were approaching the middle of गाता रहा | बे तदी के बीच पहँचने वाले | 


The teacher Was also іп a happy mood, So he मास्टर भी प्रसन्न भाव में थे, इसलिए 
decided to chat with the boatman. 


Teacher: So, did you read the paper today? 
Who won the match 


Boatman: No sir, 1 don't know how to read, 
1 find И kind of hard. 


Teacher: You don't know how to read!!! 


As they were going along the river they saw 
small fish jumping in the water and butterflies 
flying here and there.The teacher began to feel 
really hot, So he asked the boatman: 


Isn't it hot? What time is it? 


Boatman: Sir, I don't have a watch and also 1 
don't know how to read the time, 


Teacher: What you don't know how to read the 
time? Didn't you ever go to school 


मास्टर: तो, war तुमने आज का आख़बार पढ़ा? खेल 
में कौन जीता 


केवटः नहीं महोदय, मैं पढ़ना नहीं जानता | मेरे लिए 


जैसे वे नदी के बहाव के साथ-साथ जा रहे थे, 
छोटी-छोटी मछलियों को पानी में उछलते और तितलियों 


केवट: महोदय मेरे पास घड़ी नहीं है और मुझे समय भी 
देखना नहीं आता | 


मास्टर: क्या तुम्हें समय देखना नहीं आता? क्या तुम कभी 
भी पाठशाला नहीं गए? यह तो बुग हुआ । तुम्हारे जीवन 
का आधा भाग नष्ट हो चुका है | 


Teacher: You people must go to school and 
learn these things. They are so impoi 

you will not even know what is g 

the world. Your life is getting wasted like t 


मास्टर: तुम लोगों को पाठशाला जाकर वे सब सीखना 
चाहिए | इस दुनिया के चारों ओर क्या हो रहा है, यह 

जानने के लिए पढ़ना जरूरी है | बिना पढ़े πτετα τπτ 
जीवन बेकार हो रहा है । 


Teacher continues: Ok! So what do you do 
n you go home after work? Watch some 
Did you see that music programme 
it great! 


मास्टर आगे बोलते गए: अच्छा! काम के बाद घर 
पर क्या करते हो? टी.वी. देखते हो? क्या तुमने 
वह संगीत कार्यक्रम देखा? बड़ा अच्छा था, है न? 


Boatman: No sir, I don't watch the programme 
n't have a T.V. I don't have money 
to buy one. It is so expensive and when I get 
home I am so tired from rowing 1 just sleep or 
play with my kids. 


because 1 


Жаз: नहीं महोदय, मैं टी.वी. कार्यक्रम नहीं देखता | 
क्योंकि मेरे पास टी.वी. खरीदने के लिए रूपये नहीं हैं | 
बह बड़ा कीमती है और जब मैं घर पहुँचता हूँ, तब मैं 
इतना थका हुआ होता हूँ कि सो जाता हूँ अथवा अपने 
बच्चों के साथ खेलता हूँ | 


Teacher: 1 must say Mr. boatman that you 
have not gone to school, you don't know how 

to read the time and you don't even watch T.V. 
Three fourth of your life has been wasted! You 
have not enjoyed life at all! 


मास्टर: मुझे कहना चाहिए, केवट НЕТИП, तुम 
पाठशाला नहीं गए, तुम्हें समय देखना नहीं आता, 
तुम टी.वी. भी नहीं देखते । तुम्हारे जीवन का तीन 
चौथाई भाग बेकार हो गया । तुमने जिंदगी का 

मज़ा बिलकुल नहीं चखा | 


T सूरज 

गवा | काले-काले बादल STRIS में 
छा गए | बिजली कड़कने लगी, बादलों की गरज 
सुनाई पड़ रही थी ι 


शीघ्र ही बारिश होने लगी और арт केवट नाव 
को संतुलित ዣ कर सका, sts उसके हाथ से 
फिसल गया | केवट और मास्टर, दोनों घ गए | 


Boatman: Sir, we got to swim now, the boat 
ік going to sink, 


)h my god! But 1 don't know how 
10 swim! 


Boatman: That is too bad sir because then 
you will drown and your whole life will be a 
waste! 


den nim ዳገ pai 
बाली है । 


मास्टर: हे भगवान! मुझे तैरना तो नहीं आता | 
केवट: यह तो बहुत πα हुआ | क्योंकि जब 


आप डूब जाओगे, आपका पूय जीबन बेकार 
जाएगा! 


The boatman knew swimming so he 


into the river and swam away. 
didn't know how to swim so he sank along with 
the boat, 


केवट तैरना जानता था | इसलिए बह नदी में कूद पड़ा । 
परतु मास्टर जी को तैरना नहीं आता था, तों वह नाव 
के साथ डूब गया 


The Proud Teacher 
най मास्टर 
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In the kingdom of Kanakpura all the people 
were very clever. A wise king named Arvind 
ruled the kingdom, Everybody in the kingdom 
lived happily. The king had very clever 
ministers to help him take care of the kingdom 
and his court was filled with the most learned 
people. 


One day the king told his chief minister: 
0 wise minister! There are many questions 1 
would like you to answer. 


Wise Minister: King! Please ask the questions. 
I shall try my best to answer them. 


कनकपुर राज्य के सभी लोग बड़े चतुर थे | अरिन्द 
नामक बद्धिमान TAT वहाँ राज करता था । गज्य में 
सभी लोग बड़े खुश थे। राजकाज संभालने को πι 
के पास अनेक चतुर मंत्री थे और राजा का दरबार ΠΠ. 
लोगों से भर रहता था | 


दिन राजा ने मुख्य मंत्री से कहा: हे बुद्धिमान मंत्री! 
ऐसे अनेक ት. जिनका उत्तर मैं तुमसे चाहता हूँ | 


बुद्धिमान मंत्री: हे ፳፳ዛ प्रशन पूछिए | मैं उनका उत्तर 
देने की पूरी कोशिश करूँगा | 


The king then asked the first question: Who 
is the best person? 


Wise minister: The best person is the one 
who makes the king happy by his work. 


Everybody clapped at the wonderful 
answer but the king was not happy. 


फिर राजा ने पहला प्रश्‍न पूछा: उत्तम व्यक्ति कौन है? 


चतुर मंत्री: उत्तम व्यक्ति वही है जो अपने कार्यों से 
2ሸ को खुश कर दें | 


इस सटीक उत्तर को सुनकर सभी ने ताली बजाई | 
ल्त πι प्रसन्न नहीं हुआ | 


The king then asked the second question: 
Which is the best of all actions? 


Wise minister: The best action is that which 
makes the king happy: 


The king then went on to ask the third 
question: What is the best time? 


OO 


Wise minister: The best time is the time 
chosen by the royal astrologer, 


7676776 


फिर राजा ने दूसरा प्रश्‍न पूछा: सबसे श्रेष्ठ कार्व 
कौन-सा है? 


चतुर मंत्री: श्रेष्ठ कार्य वह है जिससे गजा प्रसन्न हो । 


e. 


राजा ने फिर तीसग प्रश्‍न पूछा: श्रेष्ठ समय कोन=सा है? 


τπτ मंत्री: गज ज्योतिषी द्वार चुना गया समय див 


τὸ 


a ከሎ 


The king was not at all happy with the answers. 
With a frown on his face he told the minister: 


Minister, you are very wise, but your answers 
did not solve my doubts. 


He then asked all his ministers: 


Is there anyone here who could give an answer 
to my questions? If anybody in my kingdom із 
able to give a suitable answer to my questions 
they will be given a bag of gold coins. 


इन उत्तरें से गजा बिलकुल प्रसन्न नहीं था | चेहरे पर 
शिकन लिए उसने मंत्री से कहा: 


मंत्री, तुम बड़े बुद्धिमान हो | परन्तु तुम्हारे उत्तर मेरे 
Ж को दूर नहीं कर सके | 


उसने अपने सारे मंत्रियों से पूछा: 
ኻነ то? का उत्तर देने वाला यहाँ कोई है? यदि कोई 


2258 मेरे राज्य में मेरे туй के योग्य उत्तर दे पाएगा तो, 
पे एक थैली भर अशर्फियौ मिलेंगी | 


That evening while the king was walking in 
his garden he met a smart man. Пе asked 
him the same questions but was unhappy 
with the answers. 


उस क्राम 94 ΠῚ अपने बगीचे में चहल कदमी 
कर रहा था तो बह ऐक बुद्धिमान और चतुर आदमी 
से Вет । उससे उसे ukuk uku वह 

E से ἡ c ही रहा । 


Another day the king was riding through the 
forest with his minister and felt very tired. 


They saw a small cottage and stopped to rest 
for a little while. 


एक दिन TT अपने मंत्री के साथ ज॑गल से गुज़र 
रहा था, बह काफी थकान महसूस कर τεῖ πι 


उन्होंने एक छोटी सी कुटिया देखी और वे वहाँ 


थोड़ी देर विश्राम करने रूक गए । 


As they came close to the cottage they found 
a wise guru watering the plants. 


As soon as the teacher saw the king һе 
welcomed him and offered him a seat. 


जैसे ही वे कुटिया के पास आये, एक बृद्धिमान गुरू 
को पौधे सींचते हुए देखा । 


जैसे ही गुरु ने राजा को देखा, उसने उनका स्वागत 


किया,और बैठने के लिए आसन दिया । 


He then went inside the cottage and brought 
some fruits and drinks for the king. While he 
was serving the king, a student entered carrying 
а wounded man. 


Sceing the wounded man the guru said: 
() king! Please excuse me. 1 must now go to 
attend to the wounded person. 


Rested and refreshed the king was ready to 
leave. He went upto the teacher and said: Thank 
you very much for your kind help. We would like 
to leave пом. 


Teacher: И was a pleasure to be of help to you 
О king! But I find that you look troubled. What 
is your problem? Tell me son? 


गुरु फिर अन्दर जाकर फल और पानी ले आया | वह गजा 
को फल परोस रहा था, कि तभी एक विद्यार्थी एक घायल 
व्यक्ति को लिए अंदर आया । 


घावल को देख गुरु ने कहा: हे गजन! मुझे क्षमा कीजिए, 
मूझे जाकर उस घायल की देखभाल करनी होगी । 


विश्राम कर, थकान मिटा कर राजा चलने को तैयार था | 
बह गुरु के पास जाकर बोला: मदद के लिए धन्यवाद | 
अब हम जाना चाहते 


गुरुः тия, आपकी मदद करना हमाग सौभाग्य है | परन्तु 
आप चिंतित नज़र आते है'। आप की समस्या क्या है? 
मुझे बताओ पुत्र! 


King: My first question ік who is the best 
of persons? 


‘Teacher: And the other questions? 


King: My second question is what is the 
best of all actions? And the third question 
is what is the best time: 


गजाः एक लंबे ዝጣጃ से तीन प्रश्‍न मुझे परेशान कर 
रहे हैं । मैं ने हर जगह उत्तर खोजा है । 


गुरुः प्रशन क्या हैं? 
т: मेरा pen туз है, कौन उत्तम व्यक्ति है? 
"ሻዊ: और अन्य प्रश्‍न? 


са मेगा दूसरा туя है, सबसे उत्तम कार्य क्‍या है? 
और तीसरा στη, सबसे उत्तम समय कौन-सा है 


Teacher: О king! You just witnessed the answers to When the injured man came I left everything and 
your questions. 

King: O holy one! 1 did not understand, Please clarify? 

Teacher: Before you came here 1 was w 

plants. That was my duty, Then when you с 

attended to your needs. That then became my duty to 

a guest 


गुरुः हे गजन! अभी-अभी आप इन प्रश्नों के उत्त के 
गवाह थे 


गजाः हे साधु, मैं समझा नहीं | कृपया स्पष्ट πὰ । 


गुरू: आपके यहाँ पहले गै पौधों को सीच रहा 
था । वह मेश क फिर जब आप आए, मैं ने 
आपकी आवश्यकताओं की ओर ध्यान दिया | वह मेश 
अतिथि के प्रति कर्तव्य ar) 


The king was filled with joy on receiving the 
answer to all his questions. 


He thanked the teacher for solving his doubts. 


गजा अपने सभी प्रश्नों के उत्तर पाकर खुजी से भर गया | 


अपने संदेह τι करने के लिए उसने गुर को धन्यवाद 
दिवा । 


पावल आदमी आया, मैं ने सबकुछ 

भाल की | जो मदद मौगने आए व्यक्त की देखभाल 
ही की सेवा 

“tqz मिलता है, वही कार्य श्रेष्ठ कायं है 

समय, जब तुम कुछ कर सकते हो, वही उत्तम 


The Three Best Things 
तीन उत्तम वस्तुएँ 


APPU SERIES - BILINGUAL 


1! 


Б. ῷ 


Š 


| 


There once lived a man named Jaggu. Jaggu was a 
thief. He wanted to become a good person so he went 
тоа holy man for help. 

Jaggu: Sir, 1 wish to become а good person. Please 
help 

Holy man: Son, 1 can help you only if you agree to do 
as T say. 

Jaggu: Yes master, I shall do whatever you ask me to, 


Holy man: Well then, promise to leave one bad habit 
of yours. 


एक बार, जग्गू नामक एक आदमी रहता था । वह चोर था 
और वह एक अच्छा आदमी बनना चाहता था । इसलिए वह 
एक साधु के पास मदद माँगने गया । 

जग्गू: महोदय, मैं अच्छा आदमी बनना चाहता हूँ | कृपया 
मेरी मदद कीजिए | 

साधुः जैसा मैं कहूँ यदि वैसा करोगे, तो मैं तुम्हारी मदद! 
WEN | 

sm: हाँ! गुरू जी, आप जैसा कहेंगे मैं वैसा жет | 
साधु: अच्छा, फिर वचन दो कि तुम एक बुरी आदत छोड़ 


Jaggu thought for a while about all his bad 
habits... He could not give up stealing, as he 
took care of his family with that money. 


After a lot of thinking he told the holy man: 
Sir, 1 shall not Не from now on. 


The holy man smiled and blessed him. 


That night Jaggu had decided to rob the 
king's palace. 


At midnight, he tiptoed through the palace 
gates, climbed the walls of the palace and 
entered the royal terrace. 


उस गत जग्गू ने राजा के महल में चोरी करने का 
निश्चय किया τι 


आधी रत को, वह राजमहल के फाटक को 
चुपचाप पार कर गया, महल की दीवार पर चढ़ा, 
और महल की छत पर पहुँचा । 


जग्गू ने थोड़ी देर तक अपनी सारी बुरी आ 
बारे मे सोचा, चोरी करना छोड़ नहीं सकता 
था, क्योंकि वह अपने परिवार का पालन उसी पैसे 
से करता था । 


жұл सोच - विचार करने पर उसने साधु से कहा 
महोदय, आज से मैं झूठ नहीं ሻሻ | 


साथ्‌ ने मुस्कराकर उसे आज्ञीर्वाद दिया | 


In the terrace he saw a dark figure walking 
towards him. 


He was shocked. He wondered who И was. И was 
the king himself dressed as а com 


non man. 
Не was out to check how happy his people were. 


Jaggu asked the man: Who are you? What are 


you doing hei 


King: Shhh... I have come to steal the palace 
treasures. 


Jaggu was relieved and happy to find a partner 
and said: Friend we are together in И... they 
shook hands, 


उसने छत पर एक काले से आकार को 
आते देखा | 


उसे धक्का लगा । वह सोचने लगा कि यह कौन है | 


वह स्वय॑ rem साधारण आदमी के भेस में था | 
πε देखने चला था कि उसकी प्रजा कितनी खुश है 


जग्गू ने उस आदमी से पूछा: तुम कौन हो? यहाँ क्या 
क्र रहे हो 


गजाः कहा, मैं महल का AT लूटने आया #1 


जग्गू एक साथी पाकर आश्वस्त और प्रसन्न हुआ 
और बोला: मित्र, हम इसमें साथ हैं. उन्होंने 
हाथ मिलाएं | 


The king was delighted and said: We shall 
share the treasure equally. Together they broke 
into the royal treasury. Jaggu jumped with joy 
at the sight of the treasure while the king 
looked on. They took all the treasures and 
divided it equally. Then they found three 
sparkling diamonds, 


іш 


King: There are three diamonds here. How 
shall we divide them? 


Jaggu: Lets take а diamond each and leave 
one for the king. 


πι ते कहा: हम इस खज़ाने को ππατ बाँट लेंगे | 
दोनों जाही तिजोरी तोड़ कर अंदर पहुँचे । जग्गू ने 
(जब खज़ाना देखा, πὶ वह खुशी से नाच उठा । जबकि 
(जा देखता रहा | उन्होंने खज़ाना लेकर बरावर बाट 
लिया । तब उन्होंने तीन चमकते हीरे देखे । 


यहाँ तो तीज हीरे हैं, हम इन्हें कैसे बाटे 
| हम दोनों एक-एक लेकर एक राजा के लिए 


While leaving .. 


King: Give me your address so that we сап 
work together a 


ते समय 


राजाः तुम्हार पता दे दो ताकि हम फिर एक साथ 
काम कर सकते हैं । 


Next morning the soldiers found the royal 
asury stolen, and rushed 10 inform the 


अगले दिन सैनिकों ने ज्ञाही 
देखा, तो वे war को सूचना दे 


हुआ 


In the king's court: 

Chief guard: Your Majesty the royal treasury 
has been stolen, 

The king knew about it all but acted surprised. 


King: What! How did this happen? Where were 
you all last night? 


rdered the minister to go and check on the 


The minister went to the treasury and found a 
beautiful, sparkling diamond, He had a wicked 
thought to keep the diamond for himself. 


The minister said to self; This is the only 
thing left. Тһе king would not know about it. Let 
me have it for myself. 


So he put the diamond in his pocket and went 
back to court. 


Minister: Your majesty the treasury is empty 
and everything is gone. 


मंत्री खज़ाने में गया और उसने वहाँ एक चमकता हीण 
देखा | उसके मन में हीय अपने पास रख लेने का ሻሸ 
विचार आया 


मंत्री ने अपने आप से कहा: यही एक बचा हुआ है | 
राजा को मालूम भी नहीं होगा । मैं इसे रख I | 


तो उसने वह हीरा अपनी जेव में डाला और वापस 
दरवार गया | 


मंत्री: हुजूर, खज़ाना खाली है सब कुछ चला गया । | 


राजा के दरवार में 
मुख्य पहरेदार: हुजूर! शाही खज़ाना लूटा गया है | 


राजा को मालूम था । मगर उसने हैरान होने का नाटक 
किया | 


राजा; क्या? यह कैसे हुआ? पिछली रात को तुम लोग 
कहाँ थे? 


ቭጃ ने मंत्री को नुकसान का अंदाज़ा लगाने भेजा । 


King: Did you steal the treasury last night? 


Jaggu thought for a while and remembered his 
promise to the holy man. 


Jaggu: Yes majesty. 1 stole the treasury. 1 h 
partner who helped m 


equally and left oi 


Then, where is that 


The minister who had stolen the diamond began to 
shiver. Seeing this the king ordered to search the 
The diamond was found in ( 


minister's 


pocket. The angry king ordered the mini 
punished. 


क्या तुमने खजाने में चोरी की थी. 


जग थोड़ी देर सोचता रहा, उसे साधू को दिया अपना वचन 


याद आया | 


जग; जी हाँ, ढुजूर। मैं ने खज़ाने की चोरी की । मेश एक 
साथी था जिसने मेरी मदद की थी । हमने ख 
लिया और आपके लिए एऊ हींग छोड 


тат बराबर बाट 


जाः फिर वह біп कहां है 

888 मंत्री े हीरा waar था, वह काँपने लगा | उसे देख राजा 
जे उसकी तलाशी की आज़ा की जेब मे पाया 
ТШ | क्रोधित होकर गजा 


# हीर 


मंत्री को 


Monat 


The king was surprised with 
and asked him: Why 


you confess so easily? 


The Truthful Thief 
सच्चा चोर 


give up one bad 


Jaggu: My guru had asked m 
habit. To stop s 
is my bread and butter. But I promised him that I 
would always speak the truth 


was not possible 


s truthfulness 


The king was pleased with 
and asked him to be his minister 


any की सच्च हैरान था | उसने उससे पूछा, 


तुमने इतनी 


тор मेरे गुरु ने मुझे एक बुरी आदत छोड़ने 
था | चोरी करना छोड़ना मेरे लिए संधव नहीं था, उसी 
से मेरी जीविका चलती ድ | ዛጂፓ ने उन्हें वचन दिया 
था कि ἢ हमेशा सच डी बोलूँगा । 


गजा τη की सच्चाई से खुश हुआ और उसने πὰ 
अपना मंत्री बनने को कहा | 


А Great Moral Story 
Media Fusion (India) Pvt. Led. 


There once was a man named Kaluram who कालूराम नामक आदमी जंगल में रहकर अपनी 
lived by the forest. जीविका चलाता था | 


Kaluram earned money by catching and छोटे-छोटे 
टे-छोटे पक्षी और पशु को पकड़कर, और 
€ small birds and animals to people as उन्हें बेचकर वह अपना निर्वाह करता था । 


One day Кашгат went into the forest and 
caught two talking parrots. 


एक दिन जंगल में कालूराम ने दो बोलनेवाले 
d तोते पकड़े । 


That evening he went into town to sell the 
two parrots hoping to earn a lot of money. 


उसी ज्ञाम को वह उन तोतों को अच्छे दामों पर 
बेचकर बहुत-सा ዛና कमाने की आस ፳ शहर 
गवा | 


Kaluram sold the first parrot to a butcher, 
who kills animals and makes them into meat. 


कालूगम vest तोते को एक कसाई को बेचा, 
जो जानवरों को मारकर उनका मांस чат था । 


Kaluram sold his other parrot to а kind and 
| wise Haridasa who always sang the name of 
God. 


79 ने दूसरा तोता एक दयालु और बुद्धिमान, 5388 
πῇ ἘΠῚ करते ताले हरिदास को बेचा |. | 


4 | 


> - === 

i" 
ላቨ day long the first parrot heard the 
butcher yell, *Get the cow here, kill it. Cut 8 / 
up this goat. ....kill it, cut it, chop it...” P g- A 
аа दिन पहले तोते ने कसाई को यह चिल्लाते j 4 
हुए सुना, "उस गाय को यहाँ लाओ, उसे 90, f эр 
"Ч (को मागे, काटो, बोटी बना दो... Γ᾽ 

| 


In the Haridasa's house lots of people 
came to listen to divine songs. "Hare Rama 
Hare Rama Rama Rama Hare Hare." 


The parrot's life was filled with songs of 
God. 


q 


हरिदास के घर पर अनेक लोग भजन सुनने आते 
थे । "हरे राम हरे ग़म Ta gm 


Ἐπὶ तोते का जीवन हरि-भजन से अर गया था | 


Few months later Kaluram returned to the 
town to see how the parrots were doing. 


कुछ महीनों बाद कालूराम तोतों को देखने शहर गया | 


Kaluram came to the butcher's house and went 
near the bird he had sold. 


To Kaluram’s loving "hello", the parrot only 
replied, “Kill him! Get him and chop off his 
head!” 


This depressed and scared Kaluram. 


कालूगम कसाई के घर आवा और पहले तोते के पास 
गया । 


कालूगम ने उसे “शम राम” कहा ज्ञो तोते ने यह उत्तर 
दिया, “उसे मागे! उसे ካ፳2፡ उसका सिर काट डालो!” 


यह सुनकर कालूगम दुखी हुआ और डर чат । 


шш οπου. 


कालूगम हरिदास के घर गया । उसने वहाँ तोते को 
मीठी आवाज़ में पुकारते हुए सूना, "स्वागत! स्वागत! 
Et राम, τὶ गम, गम राम, हरे हरे (° 


दूसरे तोते को मीठा बोलते सुनकर उसे बड़ा अचरज 
हुआ। 


Kaluram realised that the first parrot living in 
the company of the butcher had learned the harsh 
Tanguage of the butcher. 


कालूरम को बोध हुआ कि कसाई के साथ रहकर पहला 
तोता उसकी बुरी भाषा सीख चुका ት । 


το ሀዘ ይ еее αὶ б емее ሇካ e sha we Pay iha? нат а 
PET der Dome e rper Pep ቀ we Fa бива a 


Tha hope Ces መመ of taa) ይመ መመ ем catene sari ae 


जज ከመ е Ve rr tien Yon экол የመ — ras ова 
ММУ 


oreo bo ne ህጨ፣ 


APPU SERIES - BILINGUAL 


The Unwanted Gifts 


अनचाहे तोहफे अनचाहे तोहफे 


А Great Moral Story 


Media Fusi 


india) Pvt. Lid. 


One day Lord Buddha was sitting alone 
under a tree in a forest. 


[7 της दिन भगवान बुद्ध πο में एक पेड़ के नीचे 
अकेले बेठे हुए थे 


दूर-दूर से लोग केवल उनकी बातें सुनने आते थे 


People from far and near came just to 
listen to Him. 


One man who came there that day did not एक दिन एक आदमी जो वहाँ आया था, उसे बुद्ध 
believe іп what Buddha said. Не was annoyed की wat Өзен नहीं था। वह माणम होकर 


d st: ed ting at le ፎ ` 
and started shouting at Him меш ES! 


Buddha sat there smiling and listened silently 
to the man shouting. 


The man kept shouting ..... and shouting... 
and got extremely angry. 


He soon had no words to use and was 
tired of shouting. 


The people present there did not like this वहाँ उपस्थित लोगों को यह अच्छा नहीं लगा । उन्होंने 
and tried to stop him, but he did not listen to उसे ग्रेकने का प्रयास किया | परन्तु उसने किसी की न 


them. सुनी i 


Buddha was still silent. 


When the man stopped Buddha asked him 
Have you finishe 


भगवान बुद्ध फिर भी मौन τὲ । 


πα आदमी रुक गया, बुद्ध ने उससे पूछा: 
"तुम्हारी बात खत्म हो गई?” 


The man said: “You really bad. You do not 
have any shame. You sat smiling even when 1 
shouted at you and said horrible things about 


Buddha: "Son! I did not react because 1 did not ड ने कहा, "भेटे! मै मे को 
कि तुम्हारे अपजब्दों का 
किया । उसे तुम अपने पास 


accept the gift of bad words you gave me. You can 
keep them for yourself.” 


The man was now very sorry for what he 
had done. 


The Unwanted Gifts 


आदमी अपने किए पर झर्मिन्दा हो παι 
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Under His Own Pillow 


उसीके तकिए के नीचे उसीके तकिए के नीचे 


1, 


2 
А Great Moral Story 


There was once a rich man who went to a holy एक बार एक अमीर आदमी मंदिर के उत्सव में भाग लेने 
place to attend the temple festival. पुजनिय स्थान पर गया | 


A thief saw the rich man and wanted to एक चोर ने उस अमीर को देखा और उसके थोड़े से 
take away some of his money for himself. ien चुग लेना चाहा। 


50, he made friends with the rich man and तो उसने अमीर At कर ली और वह उसके 
went along with him. साथ-साथ चलने लगा | 


At night they stayed together at a रात को वे धर्मशाला में साथ = | 
dharmashala. 


The thief waited for the rich man to fall asleep चोर ने अमीर आदमी के सोने का इंतजार किया ताकि 
so that he could run away with the rich man's वह उसके रुपए लेकर भाग जाए 
money. 


As soon as the rich man fell asleep and जैसे ही अमीर सो गवा और खर्रटे भरने लगा 
started snoring, the thief got up and started चोर उठकर उसके रुपए du чт! 
looking around for the money, 


He searched everywhere for a very long वह बड़ी देर तक Saar रहा | फिर भी उसे कुछ नहीं 
time. Still he could not find it anywhere, मिला । थका और दुखी होकर, उसने वापस सो जाने 


Tired and sad, he decided to go back to 


का निश्चय किया | 
sleep. 


The next morning the rich man and the अगले दिन अमीर आदमी और चोर उठे और चलने के 
thief got up and were getting ready to leave. लिए तैयार gu । 

The thief was very sad but was also very चोर बड़ा зан था, परन्तु वह जानने को ፳ቋት हो 
curious to know where the rich man had रहा था कि आखिर अमीर ने τπτ रुपया कहाँ छिपाकर 


hidden ай his à 
idden а! money. रखा था | 


Тһе thief told the rich man: 


There are lots of thieves around here friend, 
We should keep our money very safely. If you 
need any help let me know. 


चोर ने अमीर आदमी से कहा: | 
अपना धन 


मित्र, πεῖ अनेक चोर घूमते रहते हैं । 
सुरक्षित रखना चाहिए । यदि तुम्हे कोई मदद चाहिए 
at बताओ | 


Thief: Me? How is that possible? चोर: मैंने? वह कैसे ት 


መመመ 111 ld! अमीर आदमी: हाँ, पिछली ση मैं ने अपना सा धन 
| तुम्हारे तकिए के नीचे रखा À 


Saying that he took the money from under the thief's 
pillow! यह कहता हुआ उसने चोर के तकिए के नीचे से अपना 


धन ले लिया! 


God is like the rich man. Не has filled us 
ind happiness 


But we keep searching for fun and joy іп Under His Own Pillow 


all the outside things. 
उसीके तकिए के नीचे 


उस अमीर-सा है जिसने हम ናሻ इतनी 
सारी सुख-शांति भर दी है । परन्तु हम हँसी, आनंद 
आदि को बाहरी वस्तुओं में खोजते हैं 


HINDI 
an Indian Folk Tale 


चालाक बिचौलिया 


An Indian Folk Tale 


Media Fusion (India) Pvt. Led. 
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A long time ago, there lived a wise man in a बहुत समय पहले दूर एक राज्य में एक बुद्धिमान आदमी 
distant land. He was known by his people as रहता था | बह लोगों में प्रतिभावान विचौलिया भरत के 
Bharat, the brilliant negotiator, साब से जान जमा ш! 


If there was any issue to be resolved, the 
people would say, “Go to Bharat. He's the 
best negotiator. 


यदि कोई समस्या को सुलझाना हो तो लोग कहते, 
"भरत के पास जाओ, वह उत्तम बिचौलिया है 1" 


/ ы „о 5. 


Bharat lived a simple and happy life. 


One day, фе Goddess of wealth and the 
Goddess of poverty had an argument about 
who was the most beautiful. 


They kept arguing day in and day out, 


They went to the king of the Gods but he 
was unable to solve their problem. 


Finally he said, “I hear, there is a brilliant 
negotiator called Bharat in the village below. 
Why don't you go to him? He will resolve 
this issue." 


भरत सरल और सुखी जीवन जीता επι 


пж दिन धन की देवी और निर्धनता की देवी में वहस 
हुई कि उनमें अधिक सुंदर कौन है | 


वे निरंतर बहस करती रहती | 


ἃ देवताओं के राजा इंद्र के पास गईं । परन्तु वे इनकी 
समस्या न सुलझा सके । 


आखिर उन्होंने कहा, “मैं ने सुना है कि नीचे एक गाँव 
में भरत नामक प्रतिभावान बिचौलिया रता है । आप 
उसके पास क्यों नहीं जातीं? वह आपकी समस्या 
सुलझा देगा |" 


ο 


Both the Goddesses agreed and they went to 
Bharat's house. 


He wasn't home when they reached there, 
and so they decided to wait for him. Аз they 
waited, they once again began arguing. 


<== 


दोनों देवियाँ उनकी बात मानकर भरत के घर गईं | 


जब वे वहाँ पहुँचीं, तो भरत घर पर नहीं था | 
इसलिए उन्होंने उसका इंतजार करने का निश्चय 
किया । इंतजार करते हुए वे फिर बहस करने लगीं । 


They made so much noise that people gathered 
around them. 


Тһе Goddess of wealth smiled at them and 
asked, “Well, my dear people, can any of you 
tell us, which one of us is more beautiful?” 


उन्होंने इतना हल्ला मचाया कि ፔቦት ओर लोग इकट्ठे 
हो गए । 


धन की देवी उनकी ओर देखकर ግማ πό और उसने 
पूछा, “अच्छा, प्रिय लोगो, wer आप में से कोर्ड बता 
सकता हैं कि हममें से कौन अधिक सुंदर है?” 


‘The people were scared. И they favoured one, 


the other would get upset. They were in quite 
n fix, but suddenly to their delight, they saw 
Bharat returning home. 


“Bharat! Bharat! You're back!” they shouted 
іп happiness. 


“Now Bharat will solve the problem for us,” 
they thought, relieved. Bharat rushed to find 
out what the commotion outside his house 


was all about, 


“What is it? What is the problem? Why is 
there such а crowd here?" he asked. 


| 
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लोग भयभीत हो गए थे | किसी एक का पक्ष लेंगे तो 

vt उनसे नागज़ हो जाएगी | वे उलझन में पड़ गए 

| परन्तु उन्होंने भरत को घर लौटते देखा तो उनकी 
खुशी का ठिकाना न रहा | 


Ж 


वे खुशी से चिल्ला उठे, "апи भरत! तुम आ गए?" — 


2 
Г 
2 


वे यह सोचकर आश्वस्त हुए कि अब भरत हमारे 
लिए समस्या सुलझा देगा । अपने घर के सामने क्या 
हल्ला हो रहा है, यह देखने भरत भाग कर आया | 


उसने पूछा, "क्या है? कवा समस्या है? यहाँ इतनी 
भीड़ क्यों है?” 


ጨጨመጽዯማጩፓጋ a los ` ` 


Тһе Goddess of wealth said, “We hear that 
you can solve any problem. You must be a 
clever man!” 


“Don't you go flattering him! Не won't 
answer in your favour just because of your 
flattery. He's a fair man," snapped the 
Goddess of poverty at her. 


[| 


“Will someone please tell me what the 
problem is?" asked Bharat, confused. 


Then, one of the villagers stepped forward 
and said, “ГИ tell you Bharat. These two 
Goddesses are arguing about who i» more 
beautiful.” 


धन की देवी ने कहा, “हमने सुना है कि तुम कोई 
भी समस्या सुलझा सकते हो | तुम बड़े अक्लमंद 
आदमी होगे!” 


निर्धनता की देवी ने तुरंत उसकी बात काटते हुए 
कहा, “तुम उसकी खुशामद मत करो, तुम्हारी बातें 
सुनकर वह तुम्हारी तरफदारी नहीं करेगा । वह 
መፍት" 


भरत ने असमंजस में पड़कर पूछा, “कृपया कोई 
मुझे बताएगा कि समस्या क्‍या है?” 


फिर एक गाँववाला आगे आया और बोला, "ана, 
मैं बताता हूँ । वे देवियाँ बहस कर रही हैं कि 
उनमें अधिक सुन्दर कौन है?" 


— 
and curse him. 


“Oh dear! What am 1 going to do?" he 
thought. 


idea struck him, “Well, Goddess o 
there is по one as beautiful as y 
whole universe when you enter 


And Goddess of poverty, there is no one 
quite as beautiful as you when you are 
leaving the house!” 


κ 


This answer pleased the Goddesses and they 
went away, each of them thinking themselves 
to have been adjudged the most beautiful. 


Bharat breathed a sigh of relief and the 


Villagers shouted, “Three cheers to Bharat, 
the brilliant negotiator! There is no one. 


quite like him!” 
A ^ 


इस उत्तर ने दोनों देवियों को खुश कर दिया । दोनों 
सोचती τῇ कि दोनों को अति सुन्दर कहा गया था। 


н 


भरत ने एक लंबी साँस ली | तब गाँव वालों ने कहा, 
"प्रतिभावान बिचौलिया भरत की जय हो! उसके जैसा 


उसने सोचा, "ओह! अब मैं ዝብ कसु?” 


उसने उन दोनों देवियों की ओर देखा, तो उसके मन में एक 
विचार आया । उसने कहा, "हाँ, थन की देवी, जब तुम घर 
में प्रवेश करती हो, तब इस qt विश्व में तुम जैसी सुन्दर 
और कोई नहीं г 


उसने आगे कहा, “हे निर्धनता की देवी, जब तुम घर 
से निकलती हो, तब तुम्हारी जैसी सुन्दर कोई नहीं होती г 


Ένπ эн свай телен shere көн грешен 
ከወ a too pa би а рә э ДКА 


he Aap Sue crant of amy нышы ሠ ቁሬ arid 
une ng it ፍል ane бөл ai ዩና ጣም da boy емы ын Fut 
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A long time ago, a distant land was ruled by 
а king. He was brave and kind, but he had 
one flaw, he was greedy. 


He didn't always want expensive gifts, but he 
wanted to be given some gift or the other. 


कीमत का भुगतान 


An Indian Folk Tale 


बहुत समय पहले दूर देश में एक राजा राज करता था | 
बह बड़ा साहसी और दयालु था | उसमें एक कमी थी 
कि वह लालची धा i 


चह कीमती तोहफे तो नहीं चाहता था | मगर कोई न 
कोई तोहफ़ा लेना ज़रूर पसंद करता था | 


— s 


One day, the king decided to tour his 
kingdom. Пе stepped out of the palace gates 
and there he found a man standing with a nice 
fat hen in his hand, 


The man bowed low and said, “Your Majesty, 
lam Gopal. I won this hen by gambling in 
your name. It is yours.” 


4 


The king was very pleased indeed! Не 
beamed at Gopal and said, *Give the hen 
to my poultry keeper." 


Gopal agreed and went away. The king was 
so pleased at what had happened that һе 
promptly forgot about his tour and 
returned to the palace. 


एक दिन राजा ने दौरे पर चलने का निश्चय क्रिया | 
उसने महल से बाहर कदम रखा ही था कि वहाँ एक 
मोटी-ताज़ी मुर्गी हाथ में लिए हुए एक आदमी को 
खड़े हुए देखा । 


आदमी ने नीचे झुककर कहा, qi मैं गोपाल हूँ । 
मैं ने आपका नाम लेकर जुआ खेला, और इस मुर्गी 
ጃጁ जीता हैं । इसलिए यह आपकी है । 


गजा सचमुच बड़ा खुश हुआ | वह цевта और 
बोला, "मेरे कुक्कुट पालक को मुर्गी up 


गोपाल ने हामी भरी और चला गया । राजा इतना खुश 
हुआ कि वह भूल गया कि वह किस दौरे पर निकला 
था और वापस महल लौटा | 


The next day, he again decided to go out. Yet 
again he saw Gopal standing outside. But this 
time he had à healthy sheep with him. 


"Well my man, what have you won in my 
name today?" asked the king. 


“Your Majesty, 1 won this sheep. It is yours," 
replied Gopal bowing low. 


The king was really pleased, He said, 
“Excellent! Give it to my shepherd,” and 
returned to the palace. 


Të: NN mw መ 


अगले दिन उसने फ़िर दौरे पर जाने का निश्चय 
किया | फिर एक बार उसने गोपाल को बाहर 
खड़े हुए देखा । मगर इस बार उसके पास एक 
हटूटी-कट्टी भेड़ dri 


गजा ने पूछा, “अरे मेरे भाई, आज तुमने मेरे 
ጃጃ पर क्या जीता है?” 


गोपाल ने नीचे तक झुककर कहा, "हुजूर! मैं ने 
यह भेड़ जीती है, यह आपकी है г 


राजा सचमुच प्रसन्न हुआ | उसने कहा, "बहुत 
खूब! इसे मेरे गड़रिवे को दे दो ।” और वह वापस 
महल लौटा । 


When the third day came, the king couldn't 
wait to see what gift Gopal had brought for 
him. 


When he went out he found Gopal standing 
between two tough looking men. 


‘There was no sign of a gift today. The king 
was disappointed and asked, "What have you 
brought for me today Gopal? I don't see 
anything." 


Gopal simply bowed and said, “Your Majesty, 


T don't have anything to give you today.” 


जब ሽሻ दिन आया, तब ται यह देखने को बचेन था 
कि गोपाल उसके लिए क्‍या तोहफ़ा लावा होगा | 


जब वह महल से बाहर निकला तो उसने गोपाल को दो 
हट्टे-कट्टे लोगों के बीच खड़े हुए | 


ей का कोई नामोनिशान नहीं था । राजा निराश 
हुआ और उसने पूछा, "गोपाल, आज तुम मेरे लिए 
क्या लाए हो, मैं कुछ देख नहीं रहा г 


गोपाल झुककर बोला, "हुजूर, आज आपको देने के 
लिए मेरे पास कुछ नही है ।* 


- 


“What! Didn't you gamble in my name?" 
asked the king. 


“I did your Majesty. But I did not win 
anything. In fact I lost all my money and I 
owe these men five hundred gold coins each," 
replied Gopal. 


“Since I played in your name, you owe 
them five hundred gold coins each," he 
continued. 


The king was shocked and he said, *I owe 
them? But И was you who gambled, not 11" 


— 


राजा ने पूछा, "क्या? तुम ने मेरे नाम पर जुआ 
नहीं खेला?” 


गोपाल ने उत्तर दिया, TE खेला परनु मैं ने 
कुछ नहीं जीता । असल में मैं अपना सारा रुपया 
हार गया और इन दोनों का पाँच सौ सोने के 
सिक्कों का देनदार हूँ |" 


За Sd 


वह आगे बोलता गया, “चूँकि मैं ने आपके नाम 
पर खेला था, आप उन दोनों के पाँच सौ सिक्कों 
के देनदार हैं ।” 


रजा को धक्का लगा और उसने कहा, “मैं उनका 
ऋणी हूँ? पर्नु जुआ तुमने खेला, मैं ने नहीं г 


The king realized his folly and thought, 
“T have been very foolish and greedy. 
Now I have to pay for ዘ.” 


He turned to his minister and sai 
and get the money from the treas 
minister. I have to pay these men." 


The king paid the men and turning to Gopal 
he said, "I accepted your gifts without 
realizing that there would be я price to pay. 
1 have paid your debt today but don't ever 
Jet me catch you gambling again!” 


Gopal bowed low and promising never to 
gamble again, he went away. 


राजा ने उन आदभियों को रुपये दे दिए और गोपाल की 
ओर मूडकर बोला, “मैं ने तुम्हारे तोहफे स्वीकार किए, 
यह नहीं समझा कि एक दिन उसके दाम चुकाने होंगे। 
ዯት अब तुम्हात ऋण चुका दिया है। अब आगे तुम 
कभी भी जुआ खेलने ዛቡ ጠት!" 


ऊभी भी जुआ न खेलने की 


τι को अपनी गलती का अहसास हुआ और उसने 
सोचा, "मैं बड़ा मूर्ख और लालची था | अब मुझे 
उसके दाम चुकाने होगे I" 


बह अपने मंत्री की ओर मुड़कर बोला, “मंत्री, जाकर 
खजाने से कुछ रुपये ले आना, मुझे इन आदगियों 
को देना है ।" 


A Price to Pay 
कीमत का भुगतान 
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Once upon a time, there lived a prince who पराने 
ruled over a small kingdom. 


य की बात है, एक छोटे से л पर एक 
राजकुमार गज करता था | 


Не was зо obsessed with his own good looks 


that one would always find him gazing away 


अपना प्रतिबिंब देखता रहता था 


at his reflection in a mirror, 


И he had visitors from distant lands, һе 
wouldn't discuss politics or the welfare of 
his people. 


Instead, he would say, “You have traveled 
far and wide haven't you? Tell me, in all 
your travels, have you seen anyone quite 
as handsome as me?” 


None of them had seen a more handsome 
face and even if they had, they didn't dare 
say so! 


One day, one of the visitors said, “Oh dear 
prince, you are by far the most handsome 
being I've seen! I doubt if there's anyone 
as handsome as you in the whole world!” 


л 


यदी उसे कोई दूर जगाहों से मिलने आता, तो वह 
उनके साथ ग़जनैतिक या लोगों के कल्याण के बारे 
में चर्चा नहीं करता था । 


बल्कि, वह कहता, "आपने दूर-दूर की जगाहों की 
यात्रा की है न? बताओ तो आपकी इन यात्राओं में 
क्या आपने मुझ सा सुन्दर कोई व्यक्ति देखा है?” 


उससे आकर्षक चेहरा किसीने भी नहीं देखा था और 
यदि देखा भी होता, तो उसके सामने कहने की कोई 
हिम्मत नहीं करता । 


एक दिन उसके एक मेहमान ने कहा, "ओह प्रिय 
राजकुमार! तुम मेरे देखे हुए लोगों में सबसे आकर्षक 
व्यक्ति हो । मुझे संदेह है कि पूरे संसार में आप सा 
सुन्दर व्यक्ति कोई भी होगा ।” 


к=к шт r 


These words of praise went straight into the 
prince's head and he began to completely 
ignore the needs of his people. He got more 
obsessed with his beauty. 


ये सारी प्रशंसात्मक बातें राजकुमार के मस्तिष्क में घर 
कर गईं और बह अपने प्रजा की जरूरतों को अनदेखा 
करने लगा | वह अपने सौंदर्य को लेकर काफी सम्मोहित 
"Wi 


The people of his kingdom were very unhappy. 


They didn't know what they could do. Finally, उसके राज्य की प्रजा बड़ी दुखी धी । वे क्या कर सकते 


they prayed to the gods for a miracle. 


They prayed with such earnest that the gods 
felt sorry for them and came down to earth. 
One of the gods said, “Му dear people, what 
are your troubles? How can we help you?” 


Тһе oldest of the people said, *God, as you 
know, our prince is obsessed with his good 
looks. He has completely stopped looking 
after the affairs of the state.” 


थे, उन्हें मालूम नहीं था। आखिर उन्होंने चमत्कार के 
लिए देवताओं से प्रार्थना की । 


इतनी श्रद्धा से उन्होने प्रार्थना की कि देवताओं को 
भी उनकी πππ पर दया आ गई और वे धरती पर 
उतर आए | उनमें से एक देवता ने पूछा, "प्रिय 
लोगो! आपकी समस्या πα है? हम आपकी मदद 
कैसे कर सकते हैं?” 


प्रजा में से सबसे बुजुर्ग ने कहा, "देव! आपको 
मालूम है कि हमारा राजकुमार अपने सौंदर्य से 
सम्मोहित है | गज्य के सभी राज-काज करना 
उसने छोड़ दिया है i” 


“Please help us! We cannot live like this! 
Everything in our small kingdom is 
disintegrating. There is no law and order 
here anymore!" he continued. 


T he gods listened to this and were very upset. 


They decided to meet the prince in the guise 
of monks. 


“We heard of your beauty. We are here to 
see И you look as good as you were made out 
to be,” said one of the gods. 


“Really! Well, what do you think? Am I not 
the most handsome?” asked the prince with 
a smile. 


ЧЕ आगे बोला, "कृपया हमारी मदद कीजिए । हम 
та तरह और πῇ जी सकते | हमारे राज्य में सब 
कुछ बिगड़ रहा है । यहाँ कोई कानून और व्यवस्था 
नहीं है ।” 


देवताओं ने इसे सुना और वे भी बड़े परेशान ἔτι 
उन्होंने साधूथों के रूप में ग़ज़कुमार से मिलने का 
निश्चय किया | 


एक देवता ने कहा, “हमने तुम्हारे सौंदर्य के बारे में 
सुना था । हम यह देखने आये है कि क्या तुम उतने 
ही सुन्दर हो जितने बनाए गए थे Г 


राजकुमार ерт बोला, “सचमुच? अच्छा, आप 
क्या समझते है? क्या मैं सबसे सुंदर नहीं हूँ?” 
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“Not as handsome as you were a couple hours 
ago when you were asleep," said the gods. 


“What?” asked the prince in shock. “You 
mean to say my beauty has diminished? 
Impossible!” He called his servants and 
asked them if he looked any different, 
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देवताओं ने कहा, "कुछ घंटे पहले जब तुम सोए, 
हुए थे जितने सुन्दर थे, अब उतने तो नहीं हो | 
राजकुमार को धक्का लगा, "क्या? आपका मतलब 
यह कि मेरा सौंदर्य घट गवा है? असंभव!” 


उसने अपने नौकरों को बुलाया, और पूछा कि क्या 
वह कुछ अलग दिख रहा है । 


The servants said, “No your Highness! 
You look the same.” 


Тһе gods then said, *We are gods. They 
are mere humans, We can see what they 
cannot.” One of the gods then took a bowl 
of water and showed it to the servants, 


सेवकों ने कहा, "नहीं हुजूर! आप वैसे ही दिखते 
हैं जैसे थे ।" 


देवताओं ने कहा, "हम देवता हैं, वे केवल मनुष्य | 
हम वह सब देखते हैं जो वे देख नहीं पाते । फिर 
एक देवता ने एक बर्तन में पानी लिया और नौकरों 
को दिखाया | 


“With the passage of time, your looks will 


als у. The most important thi ds za 


the world is your duty, prince. You should 
never forget that. It is beauty of the soul 
that you should aspire for and you 

that only by fulfilling your du 

explained 


पर्ण बात तुम्हाग क 
चाहिए | तुम्हें आत्मा का सौं 
की अभिलाषा रखनी चाहिए 
अपना कर्तव्य पूग करके ही मिलेगा | 


The prince was shocked, ldn't believe 
spoke 
very foolish! I was obsessed 


It's all in the Face 


यह सब चेहरे में है 


а good ruler 


ने अपने सौंदर्य के बारे में सम्मोहित 
च्छा राजा वना 
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The Clever 
Moneylender 


चतुर महाजन 


Long, long ago, in a far away village there 
lived a very well known man named Shyam 
Bahadur. He had borrowed some money from 
the village moneylender, Kishan Singh. 


Despite many reminders from Kishan Singh, 
Shyam Bahadur had not paid back the 
money. 


The Clever Moneylender 


चतुर महाजन 
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बहुत समय पहले दूर किसी गाँव में типи बहादूर नामक 
एक प्रसिद्ध आदमी रहता था । उसने गाँव के महाजन 
किशन सिंह से कुछ धन उधार लिया था । 


fissa सिंह के अनेक बार स्मरण दिलाने पर भी इयाम 
बहादुर ने रूपये नहीं लौटाए थे | 


— 


Kishan Singh was very angry and one day 
when Shyam Bahadur had guests, he went to 
his house and demanded to be paid back. 


Shyam Bahadur was very embarrassed and 
promised to pay it the next day, But, he 
thought, “How dare he humiliate me in front 
of my guests? I will teach him a lesson!” 
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किशन सिंह बड़ा Фа हुआ । एक दिन जब श्याम 
बहादूर के घर पर मेहमान आये हुए थे तो बह उसके 
घर जाकर अपने रूपयों की माँग करने लगा | 


इयाम четт बड़ा शर्मिन्दा हुआ और उसने वादा 
किया कि अगले दिन वह रूपये लौटा देगा । परन्तु 
उसने सोचा, “उसे मेरे मेहमानों के सामने मेग 
अपमान करने की हिम्मत कैसे हुई? मैं उसे एक 
सबक सिखाऊँगा 1 


κ 


5ο, the next day, he confronted Kishan 
Singh on a deserted road. *You dared to 
insult me in my home in front of my guests? 
You will pay for it now Kishan Singh!" he 
threatened. 


The moneylender was terrified. He thought 
fast and said, “I knew you would try and 
attack me! That is why Heft a letter with my 
wife.” 
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तो अगले दिन निर्जन जगह पर उसने куя सिंह का 
सामना किवा और उसे धमकी दी, "मेरे अतिथियों के 
सामने मेरे ही घर पर तुमने मेण अपमान करने की 
हिम्मत कैसे की? तुम्हें इसका दंड अभी भुगतना 
पड़ेगा किशन सिंह!” 


महाजन डर गया था | उसने शीघ्र ही कुछ सोचकर 
कहा, “मुझे मालूम था कि तुम मुझ पर बार करने 
का प्रयास करेगे | इसलिए अपनी पत्नी के पास मैं 
ने एक पत्र रख छोड़ा है Г 


“ИТ don't return home, ог am badly 
injured, she will take it to the king. I have 
written all the details of our transactions in 
it and have also said that I was afraid you 
would harm me. So go ahead and do what 
you want!" he continued. 


On hearing this, Shyam Bahadur was taken 
aback. Kishan Singh immediately said, “I 
know what we can do. If I forfeit your loan, 
will you forgive me and leave me alone?” 


This proposition suited Shyam Bahadur and 
he agreed. 
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वह आगे कहता गया, "यदि मैं वापस घर नहीं पहुँचा 
अथवा बुरी तरह घायल हुआ तो वह उस पत्र को गजा 
के पास ले जाएगी । मैं ने अपनी आपसी लेन-देन के 
बारे में सब कुछ उसमें लिखा है और यह भी जोड़ 
दिया है कि मुझे डर है कि तुम मुझे चोट पहुँचाओगे | 
अब आगे वड़ो और जो करना चाहते हो, करो |" 


यह सुनकर श्याम बहादूर पिछे हट गया | किशन सिंह 
ने तुरंत कहा, "अच्छा, हम एक निर्णय पर आएँगे | 
w жй चुकाना नहीं पड़ेगा तो तुम मुझे जाने 


? 


ज्याम बहादूर को यह उचित्त लगा ant वह ज़ी हो 
गया | 


Kishan Singh said, “ОК, I'll just draw up a 
receipt but it will be of no use unless we have 
a witness," 


He looked around looking for someone and 
said, “We can have the banyan tree as our 
witness. Yes, it will do finc. Is that ok?" 


Shyam Bahadur was pleased, He said, “Yes 
yes! That will be perfect. Now hurry up and 
give me the receipt!” 


Kishan Singh smiled to himself, wrote the 
receipt and gave it to Shyam Bahadur who 
took it and went away feeling pleased, 


किशन सिंह ने कहा, “ठीक है, मैं एक रसीद लिख 
देता हूँ मगर किसी गवाह के बिना यह बेकार होगी |" 


उसने आस-पास नज़र घुमायी और बोला, “हम इस 
बरगद को अपना गवाह बना सकते हैं । हाँ! वह ठीक 
होगा, क्या तुम्हें मंजूर है?” 


शयाम बहादूर खुश हुआ | उसने कहा, "हाँ हाँ! वह 
बिलकुल सही होगा | अव जल्दी करो और मुझे 
रसीद दे दो ।" 


किशन सिंह मन हौ मन дева | रसीद लिखकर 
इयाम बहादूर को दे दिया | παπι बहादूर उसे लेकर 
खुशी-खुशी चला गया | 
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The next morning, Shyam Bahadur received अगले दिन इयाम बहादूर को गजा से गुलावा आया | 
а summon from the king. Не thought, “I उसने सोचा, "मुझे агата हो रहा है कि गजा को 
wonder what it is that he wants... I better go कया आवश्यकता है | बेहतर है कि मैं खुद जाकर 
and find out!” पता लगा लूँ " 

So, he went to the king's court and there he 

found Kishan Singh.The king looked at जब वह wen के दरवार में गया, वहाँ उसने किशन 
Shyam Bahadur and said, “Is it truc that सिंह को पाया | गजा ने श्याम बहादूर को देखकर 
you had borrowed money from Kishan कहा, “क्या यह सच है कि तुमने किशन सिंह से 
Singh and haven't paid it back?" रूपये उधार लिए थे और नहीं लौटाए?" 


Shyam Bahadur was afraid but he said, श्याम बहादूर डर गया | परन्तु उसने कहा, "हुजूर, 
“Your majesty, I have paid back the मैं ने रुपये लौटा दिए हैं, देखिए | ሻት पास रसीद 
money. Look I have the receipt!” tk ` I 


He then took the receipt and gave it to the y NN 
king. The king looked at the receipt and उसने रसीद निकाली और शजा को दे दी। रजा 


sald, "Your witness was a banyan tree? ने रसीद देखकर कहा, “क्या तुम्हाण गवाह बरगद 
Wasn't there anyone else who could का पेड़ था? क्या उसके अलावा और कोई भी 
witness it?” गवाह वहाँ मौजूद नहीं था?" 
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“What!” sald Shyam Bahadur іп shock. He 
took the receipt and he found that in the 
place of his signature, Kishan Singh had 
scrawled the words, ‘Banyan Tree’ on И! 


‘The king said to Shyam Bahadur, “You 
have tried to cheat, Now as a punishment, 
you will pay up double the amount. Go 


Shyam Bahadur realized that he was foolish 
to have acted in anger. He apologized to 
Kishan Singh and repaid double the amount 
he had borrowed. He also promised never to 
stoop to underhand means ever again! 


ሻሻ बहादूर को बोध हुआ कि उसने गुस्से में 

आकर जो बर्ताव किया था, वह मूर्खता थी । उसने 

किशन सिंह से माफ़ी abit और ऋण की दुगुनी 

सक्म चुका दी । उसने कसम खावी कि वह फिर 
πῇ करेगा । 
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इयाम बहादुर को झटका लगा, "क्या?" उसने रसीद 
ले ली और देखा कि किशन सिंह के बदले बरगद 
का नाम दस्तखत के लिए weiter गया था | 


राजा ने कहा, “श्याम बहादूर, तुम ने थोखा देने का 
प्रयास किया है, अब दुगुनी тави देना तुम्हाग दण्ड 
होगा | अब जाओ 1" 


The Clever 
Moneylender 
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^ long time ago, Andhra Pradesh was ruled बहल समय पहले आधप्रदेश पर एक उदार और दयाल 
by a kind and generous king. रजा रज करता था 


Everyday, two beggars Thimma and Somma 
would go to him and he would give them food 
and money. 


तिम्मा और सोम्मा नामक दो भिखारी їл उसके पास 
जाते और वह उन्हें भोजन और पैसे दे देता । 


On receiving the alms, Thimma would say, 
“God is great! Не provides for the needy." 


Somma on the other hand said, “Hail to 
our mighty king! He provides for all in his 
kingdom.” 
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"This ritual went on for many days. Finally, 
one day, the king got very angry with 
Thimma. 


He said, “I provide all that he needs and yet 
he praises God! What has god done for him? 
Shouldn't he praise and thank me?” 


ИША: EL > «1 | 


पैसे मिलने पर तिम्मा कहता, "ईश्वर महान है, वह 
ज़रूरतमंद की मदद करता है г 


दूसरी तरफ सोम्मा कहता, "हमारे महान राजा की 
जय हो! वह अपने राज्य में सभी का भरण-पोषण 
करता t г 


यह रिवाज़ अनेक दिनों तक चलता रहा । आखिर एक 
दिन राजा तिम्मा से बहुत TOF हुआ | 


उसने कहा, “मैं उसकी सारी ज़रूरतों को ሻኛ करता 
H । मगर बह भगवान की प्रशंसा करता है | भगवान 

उसके लिए क्‍या किया है? क्‍या उसे मेगी प्रशंसा 
और धन्यवाद नहीं करना चाहिए?” 


The king then decided, “I will teach that 
ungrateful beggar a lesson! He must realize 
who is really providing for him!" 


So, the next day, after he gave the beggars 
their usual alms, he said, “I want you both 
to use the road that goes around the market 
place today.” 


The beggars were confused by this unusual 
request but agreed. 


The king had placed a purse of silver on the 
road and saw to it that Somma went first. 


Somma wondered at the king's request and 
saying, у be the king wants me to enjoy 
the privacy of this road!" he shut his eyes and 
walked on without seeing the purse, 


Soon Thimma came by. He found the purse 
and was ecstatic. 


राजा ने Вуча किया, "ት उस कृतघ्न भिखारी को 
सबक सिखाऊँगा । उसे बोध होना चाहिए कि उसको 
कौन दे रहा Г 


तो, अगले दिन उन्हें रोज़ की तरह पैसे देने पर उसने 
कहा, 'ች चाहता हूँ कि आप दोनों बाज़ार के रास्ते से 
जाने वाली गह पर चले जाएँ 1" 


वे इस असामान्य निवेदन सुनकर असंमजस में पड़ 
गए, परन्तु वे मात गए । 


राजा ने मार्ग पर एक चाँदी का बट्‌ आ रखा था और 
τῆπῃ को पहले जाने को कहा | 


सोम्मा ने राजा की प्रार्थना पर चकित होकर सोचा, 
“मुझे इस मार्ग की एकांतता का अनुभव करना राजा 
का उद्देश्य होगा |" उसने अपनी आंखे बन्द कीं और 
wzs देखे बिना आगे बढ़ा | 


πῆπ ही तिम्मा भी आया | उसे बटुआ मिला और वह 
बड़ा खुश हुआ। 


пее — መመመ መ ——— — 


The next day, the king asked them if they had अगले दिन war ने उनसे पूछा कि क्‍या वापस जाते 
found anything on their way back. हुए उसे कुछ मिला था? 


Somma said, “Хо your majesty, 1 did not find . : 

anything. I just enjoyed its beauty." सोम्मा ने कहा, "नहीं हुजूर, मुझे कुछ नहीं मिला | 
मैं ने उसके सौंदर्य का आनंद लिया 1" 

Thimma on the other hand said, “God surely 

does provide! I got a purse of silver!" पर तिम्मा ने कहा, "ईश्वर ज़रूर कुछ देता है। मुझे 
चाँदी का बटुआ मिला ।" 


The king was really irritated, When the राजा अब fas गया | जब वे वापस जा रहे थे तो 
beggars were leaving, he gave Somma a राजा ने सोम्मा को एक कहू दिया | 
pumpkin. I 


उसमें छेद कर सोना भर दिया गया था | मगर उसे 


The pumpkin had been hollowed out and 
was filled with gold. He did not know this 
and so, he sold it to а merchant for a few 

coins. 


यह मालूम नहीं था। तो उसने एक व्यापारी को 
कुछ सिक्कों के लिए उसे बेच दिया | 


А little while later, Thimma passed the थोड़ी देर बाद व्यापारी की दुकान के सामने से 
merchant's store. तिम्मा गुज़रा | 


The merchant was а kind man and so he 

called Thimma and gave him the pumpkin! व्यापारी दयालु था | इसलिए उसने तिम्मा को 

Thimma thanked him and took it home. बुलाकर उसे वह कहू दे दिया | तिम्मा धन्यवाद 
देकर उसे घर ले गया । 


The next day, the king asked the two beggars अगले दिन राजा ने उनसे पूछा कि क्या उनके साथ 
if anything unusual had happened to them. कुछ असामान्य "πι 


Somma said, “Хо sir, 1 just earned а few coins सोम्मा ने कहा, "नहीं श्रीमान्‌! मैं ने कहू व्यापारी 


by ,” а थोड़े पैसे 
more by selling the pumpkin to а merchant. को बेचकर थोड़े पैसे अधिक कमाए |” 


е rest of my lif 
God does provide for his peop! 
Thimma. 


The king was very frustrated but he had to 
accept defeat. He ac е 
Thimma was right. 


The Devout Beggar 
धर्मात्मा भिखारी 
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A long time ago, in the outskirts of a forest, a 
tiger was heading towards a water pool after 
having a good lunch, 


He had a great day hunting and was now 
very thirsty, As he headed towards the pool, 
he saw a healthy young pig drinking water 
from it. 


Тһе Filthy Pig 
गंदा सूअर 
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बहुत समय पहले जंगल के सीमांत प्रदेश में एक बाघ 
अच्छा भोजन कर एक ताल की ओर बढ़ रहा | 


शिकार करते हुए उसका दिन अच्छा риа था | अब वह 
प्यासा था। जैसे वह ताल की तरफ बढ़ रहा था, उसने 
पानी पीते हुए एक तंदुरुस्त सूअर को देखा | 


Тһе young pig saw the tiger and was 
terrified! He stood frozen in his spot. But, 
the tiger ignored him and bent to drink the 
water. 


No sooner had the tiger bent his head, he 
jumped up in disgust. The water smelt 
terrible! He decided to walk a short 
distance to another pool. 


When the young pig saw this, he thought, 
“Oh! So the tiger is afraid of me!” 


He rushed toward the tiger and challenged 
him, “Come on you coward! Fight me!” 


The tiger just looked at the pig and said, 
“No, not today, Meet me here tomorrow 
and I'll fight you!” 


छोटे सूअर ने बाघ को देखा तो वह भयभीत हो 
गया । वह अपनी जगह जमकर निश्चल खड़ा 
रहा | परन्तु बाघ उसे अन्देखा कर पानी पीने 
झुक गया । 


जैसे ही बाघ ने सिर पानी पीने a 

घृणा से उछल पड़ा । पानी से आ रही 
थी । उसने थोड़ी ही दूर स्थित दूसरे ताल की 
ओर चलने का निश्चय किया । 


छोटे सूअर ने जब यह देखा तो उसने सोचा, "ओह! तो 
बाघ मुझसे डरता है!” 


चह बाघ की ओर बढ़ा और उसे चुनौती देता हुआ बोला, 
“अरे कायर! आओ, मुझसे लड़ो 1" 


आघ ने सूअर की ओर देखकर कहा, "नही, आज नहीं, 
कल तुम मुझे यहाँ मिलो, मैं तुमसे ет" 


- = ——— € 


‘The foolish pig took the tiger's reluctance 
as fear and was ecstatic to think that he 
could inspire such fear in a tiger! 


He accepted the tiger's challenge and 
rushed home to boast about his new 
found strength to his friends, 


When he told his family of what had 
happened, they were horrified. 


They said, “You stupid, stupid pig! Don't you 
realize that the tiger just went away because 
the pool stank and he had already had his 
meal! Now when you go tomorrow he will 
kill you and eat you!” 


मूर्ख सूअर ने वाघ की अनिच्छा को डर समझा | वह 
खुशी से पागल हो गया | वह खुश हो रहा था कि 
उसने बाघ के मन में डर जगा दिया है | 


उसने बाघ की चुनौती स्वीकार की और दोस्तो के 
सामने अपनी इस नई झाक्ति का डंका बजाने घर की 
ओर भागा | 


उसने जब अपने परिवार के सामने सारी बात बताई तो वे 
सभी घबरा गए | 


उन्होंने कहा, “ओर मूर्ख-मूर्ख सूअर! क्या तुम समझते 
नहीं कि बाघ इसलिए चला गवा क्योंकि ताल से बदबू 
आ रही थी और उसने भरपेट भोजन किया हुआ था | अब 
यदि तुम कल जाओगे, तो वह तुम्हें मारकर खा जाएगा 1” 


= 


The poor little pig was now terrified. 


“Oh! What am I going to do?" he asked 
helplessly. 


When his grandfather, a wise old pig saw the 
little pig's misery, he said, “Now you listen to 
me, you go and meet the tiger tomorrow as 
planned.” 


“But...but...” said the poor little pig. 


ቋዣበሸ सूअर अब भयभीत हो गया | 

उसने असहाय होकर पूछा, “हाय! अब मैं क्‍या करू?" 
जब उसके बुद्धिमान दादा ने इस छोटे सूअर की परेशानी 
देखी तब उसने कहा, “अब तुम मेरी बात सुनो, जैसे तय 
हुआ था, वैसे तुम कल जाकर शोर से मिलो 1" 


बेचारे सूअर ने कहा, "परन्तु, TT..." 


“I said listen to me!” said the grandfather 
sternly. “You will meet the tiger tomorrow, 
But, you will make yourself very dirty 
before you meet him, 


You must be so filthy that you stink. If you 
don't go, all of us will be in danger, Do you 
understand?” 


कड़ी आवाज़ में दादा ने कहा, “मैं ने कहा, मेरी 
ята सुनो, तुम कल बाघ से मिलोगे । मगर तुम 

उससे मिलने से पहले अपने को बहुत गंदा कर 
ari 


"तुम इतने गंदे बने रहना कि तुमसे बदबू आती τὸ | 
यदि तुम नहीं जाओगे, तो हम सभी ख़तरे में पड़ 
जाएंगे | समझे तुम?” 


= 


The poor pig was perplexed. He didn't बेचारा सूअर हैशन हो गया | बह समझ नहीं पाया 


understand why his grandfather was telling कि दादा उसे गंदा बनने कयो कह रहे थे | मगर वह 
him to become dirty but he was too scared 


to ask and so just said, “Yes grandfather. 1 
understand." 


पूछने के लिए भी डर रहा था । उसने इतना ही 
कहा, "जी दादाजी, मैं समझता हूँ |" 


So the next day, the pig did as he was told. तो अगले दिन सूअर ने वही किया, जैसा उसे कहा 
Не rolled in the той, wallowed in the गया था | वह कीचड़ में, दलदल में लोटा, दोपहर 
swamps and by noon, there was quite a तक उस पर काफ़ी गंद लिपट गया था | | 

stench around him. Е 
He then went to the place he was to meet फिर वह ዛ से मिलने उस स्थान पर गया जहाँ 


the tiger. The tiger was already there उसे मिलना था बाघ पहले ही उतसुकता से 
waiting impatiently. इंतजार कर रहा «πι 


The pig stepped forward and said, “I've सूअर आगे बढ़कर बोला, “मैं तुमसे लड़ने आया हुँ |" 

come to fight you!” 

बाघ ने पीछे हट कर कहा, “गंदे सूअर! तुम दूर भागो!” 

The tiger jumped back and said, “Get away ቕ ቅ 

fro filthy pig!" ἐπὶ 
88:99 798 वि pi बेचारा सूअर मुड़कर भाग गया | बेचारे ዛ इस आशा मे 

The peer pig turned and fied! The poor tiger था कि उसे एक मोटा ताज़ा सुअर खाने को मिलेगा, मगर 

had hoped to get a nice fat pig for lunch but अब उसकी भूख ही खो गई थी । 

now had lost his appetite. 


When his family heard of what had happened, 
they realized that being dirty was useful for 
them and so everyday, they made themselves. 


as dirty as they possibly could. The Filthy Pig 


That is why even today, pigs continue to be А 
filthy animals. गदा सूअर 


जब सूअर के घस्वालों ने इस सब के बारे मे सुना, तब 
उन्हें एहसास हुआ कि गंदे ፔት से उन्हें फ़ायदे ही rêê 
F । तब से सूअर हर ὅτι जितना हो सके उतना गंदे रहने 
लगे । 


गंदे जानवार दिखते हैं | 
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The Foolish Scholar 


Once upon a time in the state of Maharashtra, 
there lived а very learned old man. 


He was onc of the most famous scholars of his 
time and had read almost every book in the 
state! 


The 
Foolish Scholar 


मूर्ख विद्वान 
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एक समय की बात है । महाराष्ट्र गज्य में बहुत बड़ा और 
बूढ़ा विद्वान रहता था | 


वह अपने समय का अति प्रसिद्ध विद्वान था और उसने 
अपने राज्य में प्राप्त अधिकतर किताबों को पढ़ रखा था | 


One night, he sat down at his table with a 
candle to read а book. 


He began reading and went through many 
chapters when he came across a sentence 
that said, “All men with long beards are 
fools." 


At first he thought he had read wrong and so 
he read it again. But, yet again it said the 
same thing! 


Now, this old scholar believed everything that 
books said and so he thought, “Goodness! 
This book must be right! I have to get rid of. 
my beard!” 


एक रात अपनी मेज़ पर मोमबत्ति जलाक वह एक किताब 
पढ़ने बेठा | 


ЧЕ पढ़ने लगा और अनेक अध्यायों को पढ़ते-पढ़ते बह 
एक वाक्य पर रुका जो इस प्रकार था, "लंबी दाढ़ीवाले 
सभी मूर्ख होते г 


उसने पहले सोचा कि उसने गलत पढ़ लिया है । 
इसलिए उसने ሻሻ पड़ा | फिर भी वह वही वात 
कह रहा ша 


बूढ़ा विद्वान, जो किताव की हर बात पर विश्वास 
करता था, सोचने लगा, "हे भगवान! किताब सही 
ही होगी, मुझे अपनी दाढ़ी हटानी होगी Г 


— en BÓ  ÀÀ 


He did not like the idea of him, a well-read उसे यह विचार अच्छा नहीं लगा कि इतना बड़ा 

scholar being looked at аз a fool! So, what do विदवान मुर्ख-सा दिखाई पड़े । आप बता सकते 

you think һе did? हो, उसने क्या किया होगा? 

77-7 ius ταὶ καὶ ወ और क एक em 
मोमबत्ती की लौ पर ले गया | 


The beard immediately caught fire and the दाढ़ी जलने लगी और आग उपर को तेज़ी से बढ़ने लगी 
fire moved up the beard with such speed, कि विद्वान परेशान हो गवा । 
that И took the scholar by surprise, 


उसने आग बुझाने का प्रयास किया । परन्तु असफल रहा | 


He tried to put it out but could not. 


= 


His hair caught fire. His head looked like a 
burning torch! Finally, he rushed to a barrel 
of water nearby and dipped his head into it, 


Тһе fire was put out, but not before his head 
was burnt and singed. 


In place of hair, the scholar now had little 
black strands that looked like wires. 


He cleaned his face and looked in the mirror, 
feeling sorry for himself. 


अब उसके वालों में भी आग लग गयी | उसका सिर 
जलती मशाल-सा दिख रहा धा | आखिर में वह पानी 
के τη की ओर भागा और उसने अपना सिर उस में 
डुबो दिवा i 


आग बुझ गयी, पर उसका सिर जलकर झुलस गया 
था। 


बालों के जगह विद्वान के सिर पर छोटे छोटे काले 
št बच गए थे, जो तार जैसे दिख रहे थे । 


उसने अपना मुहँ साफ किया और आईने में देखा । 
उसे अपने आप को देख बहुत बुश लगा | 


oo 


The next day, he had to visit a friend. He wore 
а turban to hide his head but nothing could be 
done to hide his face. 


When his friend saw him he asked, “Му dear 
friend, what happened? Why are you wearing 
а turban and why is your face so pink?” 


The scholar was too embarrassed to say 
anything and just mumbled an excuse, As 
the day went by, he was forced to take off. 
his turban. 


This time his friend saw his burnt hair and 
was shocked, 


अगले दिन उसे एक दोस्त के यहाँ जाना था | उसने 
सिर छिपाने के लिए पगड़ी बाँध ली । मगर मुँह छिपाने 
के लिए कुछ नहीं किया जा सकता था | 


उसके दोस्त ने जब उसे देखा, तो उसने पूछा, "मेरे 
प्रिय मित्र, तुम्हें हुआ क्या है? आज तुम पगड़ी क्यों 
बाँधे हुए हो? और तुम्हार चेहरा इतना गुलाबी क्यों 
है?" 


विद्वान ሸፓ हो रहा था, इसलिए कुछ कह न 
सका | उसने केवल कुछ शब्द फुसफुसाए । जैसे 
दिन गुज़रता गया, उसे पगड़ी निकालनी पड़ी | 


इस बार मित्र उसके जले बालों को देख भौंचक्का 
हो उठा | 


night, 1 decided to burn my beard off “पिछली रात मैंने अपनी दाढ़ी जला देने का निश्चय 
because I read that people with long beards क्रिया । मैंने पढ़ा कि लंबी दाढ़ीवाले लोग बड़े मूर्ख 
are foolish. 1 didn't realize that by trying to होते हैं । मुझे पता नहीं चला कि ऐसा कसते हुए मैं 
do that, I was truly acting foolish! सचमुच (үй ና कर का धा V 


“What?” said his friend іп shock. “You 
actually did that? Were you mad?” 


The pe вой Шей and said, “1 
id go mad. [pride myself at belog a very The Foolish Scholar 


lar, and now I realize 
а foolish scholar!” मूर्ख विद्वान न 


उसके मित्र को धक्रा-सा लगा | “क्या? तुमने सचमुच 
ऐसा किया? क्या पागल हो गए थे?" 


बेचा विद्वान हैस पड़ा और बोला, “मैं पागल हो गया 
эп । मैं अपने बारे में सोचता था कि मैं एक पढ़ा-लिखा 
विद्वान हूँ और अब समझ आ गया है कि उस समय # 
co विद्वान बन गया था Г 


1 
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Long, long ago in the peak of summer, the aga लंबे समय पहले गरमी के चरम काल में दूर 
people of a distant village began complaining स्थित एक गाँव में लोगों ने सूरज के बारे में शिकायत 
about the sun. करना тїї कर दिया था | 


“It's so hot!" said one, А 3 deus 
एक ने कहा, "बहुत गरमी है | 


“The river is drying up!" said another. "M ч 
दूसरे ने कहा, “नदी सूख रही है |" 


They complained day in and day out. 


“Why does the sun have to shine so brightly? 
Look at all the fields, they are scorched!” the 
people would say. 


They would hide from the sun, and one day 
they looked up and cursed him! 


चे दिन-रात शिकायत करते थे । 


लोग कहते, "क्या सूर्य को इतनी प्रखरतापूर्वक चमकना 
चाहिए? खेतों को देखो, वे झुलस गए हैं Г 


वे सूरज से छिपते और एक दिन उन्होंने ऊपर देखकर 
ज्ञाप दिया । 


The sun was very angry. He decided never 
to show his face to the world again. 


He thought, *These ungrateful people! I 
provide them with light and warmth, and 
help things grow, and they curse me! I will 
go away and never return!" 


सूर्व को बड़ा गुस्सा आया | उसने अपना चेहरा संसार 
को फिर कभी न दिखाने का निझ्चय किया । 


उसने सोचा, "कृतघ्न लोग! मैं उन्हें very और गरमी 
देता हूँ और अनाज उगने में मदद करता हूँ और वे 
मुझे ज्ञाप देते हैं । मैं चला जाऊँगा, वापस कभी नहीं 
amm |" 


So the sun went away. The world became a 
very dark and cold place. Crops would not 
grow, children became sick, many illnesses 


spread. 


The people were very unhappy. They did not 
know what to do. 


Then one day, an old wise man said, “Let's go 
to the rooster and tell him of our plight! I'm 
sure he will be able to help ust 


Everyone agreed and they trooped together 
into the forest where the rooster lived. 


तो, सूरज चला गया । संसार अंधकार से भर गया, 
ठंड भी बढ़ गई | अनाज नहीं उगता, बच्चे बीमार 
पड़ने लगे, अनेक गोग, बीमारियाँ फैलने लगी | 


लोग बड़े दुखी हुए । समझ नहीं आ रहा था कि वे 
क्या करें | 


फिर एक दिन ज्ञानी ሻሻ” ने कहा, "चलो, हम मर्गे 
के पास जाकर अपनी व्यथा उसे बताएँ | वह 
निश्चय ही हमारी मदद कर सकेगा Г 


सभी मान πα । वे सब जंगल में उस तरफ चल पड़े 
जहाँ मुर्गा रहता था | 


ο ο V‏ م می 


When they reached the rooster's house, the 
old man called out, *Rooster! Mr. Rooster, 
please come out, we need your help." 


Hearing the call, the rooster came out. 


πα ἡ πῆ के घर पहुँचे, πὰ ने ካጣ "ዛዥ 
श्रीमान्‌ πῆ, कृपया बाहर आओ, हमें आपकी 
मदद चाहिए 1” 


आवाज़ सुनकर मुर्गा बाहर आया | 


“Oh it's you! What is it?" asked the rooster 
to the old man. 


The old man told the rooster of what had 
happened and said, “Only you can reason 
with the sun and make him come back! 
Please help us!” 


πῇ ने बूढ़े से पूछा, "ओह, तुम हो! क्या है?" 


बूढ़े आदमी ने मुर्गे को सारी बातें बताई और कहा, 
"केवल तुम ही सूरज के साथ तर्क कर सकते हो 
और उसे वापस आने को प्रेरित कर सकते हो | 
कृपया हमारी मदद कगे |" 


"Hmm... So that's why the sun disappeared. I 
was wondering what had happened. Alright, I 


will see what I can do," said the rooster. 


He flew up to the heavens and began searching 


for the sun. 


After à long search, the rooster found the 
sun hiding in a far corner of the heavens. 


“There you are Mr. Sun! I've been looking 
everywhere for you! Now come along! You 
know those people t really mean to 
curse you! They were just tired of the 


मुर्गे ने कहा, "ም... तो इसलिए सूरज गायब е 
मैं सोच रहा था क्‍या हुआ होगा | ठीक है, मैं 
कि क्‍या कर सकता हूँ 1” 


वह स्वर्ग की ओर उड़ा और सूरज को ЖҰ लगा, 


देर तक фта पर उसे सूरज स्वर्ग के किसी कोने 
में छिपा हुआ मिला i 


πῇ ἡ कहा, "तो यहाँ छिपे हो, श्रीमान्‌ सूरज! मै 
TË हर जगह ढूँढ़ रहा था | अब आ जाओ! तुम्हें 
मालूम है, ये लोग सचमुच तुम्हें शाप नहीं दे रहे 
थे । बल्कि वे गरमी से तंग आ गये थे ।" 


€ Teast you can do 15, come fo my aid 


1 need help. 1 will call for you." 


So, the rooster flew back to earth, Не 
entered the forest and hid between the. 
foliage and screamed, "Cock-a-doodle- 
doof" 


The sun heard the rooster's call and rushed 
to help him. He searched everywhere but 
could not find him. 


Even today, every morning the sun rushes 
ош when he hears the rooster's ery. 


The people are happy and thankful to the 
rooster, 


आज भी जब सूरज सुबह मुर्गे की आवाज़ सुनता है, 
तो वह उस की मदद के लिए भाग कर आ जाता है | 


लोग खुश हैं और ἃ πῆ का आभार मानते हैं। 
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Ы 
तुम आ सकते हो | मैं तुम्हें आवाज़ ሂሻ г 


फिर ሻሻ धरती पर वापस उड़कर गया | वह जंगल 
मे पुसा और झुरमुट के बीच छिपकर चिल्लाया, 
'ቕ- कृ-कुक्कुड -कृ... г 

सूरज ने मर्गे की आवाज़ सुनी और वह उसकी 


मदद के लिए भागकर आया | उसने मर्गे को सब 
जगह ἔπι, मगर उसे वह न मिला | 


The Roosters Ploy 
मुर्गे का उपाय 
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The Unwanted Visitors 


अनचाहे मेहमान 


In а village in south India, there lived а poor 
man called Raghu. 


Не didn't have enough to eat, but he was a 
very generous man and often brought visitors 
home for lunch or dinner. 
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दक्षिण भारत के एक गाँव में रघु नामक एक गरीब आदमी 
रहता था । 


उसके पास पेट भरने को भी ज्यादा नहीं था | मगर वह 
बड़ा उदार था और अक्सर भोजन के लिए अतिथियों को 
घर ले आता था | 


Raghu's wife Lalitha, loved her husband but 
could not understand his inviting strangers 
when they themselves had so little to eat. 


She tried to reason with him but he wouldn't 
listen. 


One afternoon, Lalitha was looking out of the 
window when she saw three fat men walking 
up the hill towards her. 


She thought, “Oh goodness! Will he never 
learn? He has invited these men for lunch. 
Where am I to get enough food for all of us?” 


रघु की पत्नी ललिता, अपने पति से प्रेम तो करी थी, 
मगर वह उसकी यह बात समझ नहीं पाती थी कि 
जब अपने लिए ही पर्याप्त भोजन नहीं है तो मेहमानों 
को खाने पर बुलाने का क्या अर्थ है? 


वह इस बारे में पती से चर्चा करना चाहती थी, मगर 
वह सुनता ही नहीं था । 


एक दोपहर ललिता खिड़की से बाहर देख रही थी | 
तब उसने तीन हट्टे-कट्टे आदमियों को उसकी ओर 
आते दखा । 


उसने सोचा, “हे भगवान! क्या वह कभी πῇ सीखेगा? 
उसने उन्हें भोजन के लिए बुलाया है । मैं इन सबके 
लिए कहाँ से खाना लाऊँ 2" 


oo 


She looked out again and saw that they were 
nearing the gate of her house. 


Lalitha thought quickly, “I have to put this 
madness to an end." 


She rushed into the kitchen ріскей up the 


grinder and some flowers and arranged 
| them in the living room. 


उसने फिर बाहर देखा । वे गेट के पास आ गए थे । 


ललिता ने जल्दी से सोचा, "मुझे इस पागलपन को 
aay करना होगा !" 


| प्रह tard की ओर भागी और उसने सिलबट्टो पर 
= कुछ फूल төзе उसे बैठक में सजा दिया i 


There was a knock on the door. Lalitha rushed दरवाज़े पर दस्तक हुई | ललिता ने जल्दी से दरवाज़ा 
and opened the door and invited the men in. खोला और उन आदमियों को भीतर बुलाया | 


“Please be seated,” she said. “Му husband will 
come home soon. Can I offer you'll 
something?" 


उसने कहा, "कृपया बैठिए, मेरे पति शीघ्र ही घर आते 
ጅት | क्या मैं आपकी कुछ सेवा कर सकती हूँ 2" 


Тһе men just smiled and shook their heads. 


Suddenly, one of them saw the grinder 


arranged as if ready for worship and asked, 


“Madam, why do you have a grinder here? 
Who worships it?” 


Lalitha smiled and said, “Oh this, my 
husband worships it. It demands human 
blood. That's why my husband invites so 
many people home. 


When he comes, he will take the grinder 
and bang it on your heads to draw blood. 
‘That's the only way to appease this deity.” 


आदमी मुस्कुराए और उन्होंने सिर झुका दिया । 


अचानक उनमें से एक ने बैठक में सिल पत्थर 
पूजा के लिए пре देखा, तो उसने पूछा, 
"श्रीमतीजी, आपने यहाँ यह क्यों रखा है? इसकी 
पूजा कौन करता है?” 


ዬ 


ललिता मुस्कुराई और बोली, "ओह! यह? मेरे पति 
इसकी पूजा करते हैं । उसके लिए आदमी का खून 
चाहिए | इस लिए मेरे पति इतने लोगों को घर पर 

πιὰ ёг 


“जब बे आएंगे, तब वे आपका खुन निकालने के लिए, 
उस पत्थर को लेकर आपके सिर पर दे मारेंगे । इस 
देवी को संतुष्ट करने का यही तरीका है г 


The men looked terrified, but Lalitha 
continued, “1 have asked him a million times 
not to do it." 


She turned to the window and said, “Ah! 
There he is! He'll be here in a moment.” 


‘The men had heard enough. They got up 
and rushed out of the door past Raghu. 
Raghu was puzzled. He turned to Lalitha 
and said, “What is the matter with them?” 


Lalitha said, “I don't know! They saw my 
grinder and wanted it. But I said they 
couldn't have it and so they rushed out!” 


आदमी भवधीत हुए दिखाई पड़े | परन्तु ललिता आगे 
बोलती गई, "मैं ने लाखों बार उन्हें मना किया है 1" 


वह खिड़की की ओर मुड़कर बोली, "आह! वे आ 
गए । वह एक क्षण में यहाँ पहुँच जाएँगे ।* 


आदमी आगे सुन न सके | वे उठे और दरवाज़े 
से बाहर रघु के सामने से निकल भागे । रघु 
चकित हुआ | वह ललिता की ओर मुड़ा और 
बोला, "इन्हें क्या हुआ है?” 


ललिता ने कहा, “मुझे नहीं मालूम! उन्होंने यह 
पत्थर देखा, और इसे माँग रहे थे । परन्तु मैं ने 
कहा वे यह नहीं ले सकते, इसलिए वे बाहर 
चले गए |” 


After ዘ while, Raghu decided it was 
pointless to chase the men and so returned 
back home. 


He gave the grinder back to Ма wife and 
said, “I don't know what has got into them! 
Anyway, let's have our lunch," 


Over the next few days, Raghu invited quite 
a few people home but to his surprise, no one 
accepted his invitation. He couldn't 
understand what had happened. 


Lalitha kept her secret and was much 
happler, as she had finally got rid of her 
unwanted guests! 


c = 2 
$ 26 
Ра ИН 
1 
ኒ 
कुछ दिनों के चाद रघु ने कुछ लोगों को भोजन पर 


बुलाया | मगर जब किसी ने भी नहीं स्वीकार, तो वह 
चकित रह गया | हुआ क्या ап वह समझ नहीं पावा 


ललिता ने भेद अपने तक ही रखा और अब वह बहुत 
खुश थी कि आखिर उसने अपने अनचाहे मेहमानों से 
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को वापस दिया और कहा, उन्हें 
क्या हुआ, मुझे मालूम नहीं । जो भी हो, चलो हम 
भोजन करें | 
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Once upon a time, in a tiny little cottage in 
the forest, there lived а benutiful slender 
crane. 


एक समय की वात है । ज॑गल में एक कुटिया में ጋ — 
एक सुन्दर दुबली मादा सारस रहती थी | г 


Next to her cottage was another tiny little 
cottage that belonged to a fox. 


The two of them were firm friends and spent 
most of their days doing things together. 


But unknown to the crane, the fox was 
actually a wicked fellow. 


í ks उसके बगलवाले कुटीया में एक गीदड़ रहता था | 


दोनों गहरे मित्र थे । अपना अधिकतर समय 
साथ-साथ काम करते हुए Ват थे | 


सारस को मालूम नहीं था कि गीदड़ बड़ा दुष्ट uni 


One day, he went over to the crane's 
house. 


“Won't you have dinner with me 
tomorrow evening, dear friend?" he 


asked. 


The crane agreed. She was glad she 
didn't have to eat all alone. 


एक दिन गीदड़ मादा सारस के घर गया | 


उसने पूछा, "प्रिय मित्र, कल ज्ञाम का भोजन मेरे 
साथ करने नहीं आओगी?" 


मादा सारस ने हामी भरी | वह खुश हुआ कि उसे 
अकेले भोजन नहीं करना पड़ेगा | 


The next evening the crane dressed up. 


She tied a pretty red ribbon around her 
neck, put on a matching red bonnet and 
left her house, 


अगले दिन सारस तैयार होने लगी | 


उसने गले में सुन्दर लाल फीता बाँध लिया । उसी रंग की 
लाल टोपी पहन ली और अपने घर से निकल पड़ी | 


In the fox's house they played a nice game of 
checkers which the crane won, much to the 
fox's annoyance, 


गीदड़ के घर पर दोनों ने 'चेकर का खेल खेला जो 
सारस जीत गई | इस बात से गीदड़ बड़ा परेशान हो 
उठा । 


After the game, the fox asked. the crane to 
come into the dining room, for he was to 
serve dinner. 


He had laid out the table beautifully with a 
pretty. candle, which glowed brightly on the 
flowered tablecloth. 


खेल खत्म होने पर गीदड़ ने कहा कि अब भोजन 
करा जाए | अतः वे दोनों खाने के कमरे की तरफ 
चले । 


उसने मेज़ पर बड़ी सुन्दर मोमबत्ती सजायी थी | 
फूलों की छापवाला मेजपोश था, उस पर मोमबत्ती 
का सुन्दर प्रकाश पड़ रहा था | 


The fox went into his kitchen and came out 
with two plates of porridge, 


He placed one іп front of the crane and set 
one down at his place. 


“Eat up," he said to the crane. 


He sat himself down and began gobbling up 
his dinner very quickly. 


गीदड़ रसोईघर से दो afta में दलिया ले आया। 
एक उसने सारस के सामने रखी, दूसरा अपने सामने । 
उसने सारस से कहा, “खा लो |" 


፳፻ अपनी जगह बैठा और जल्दी-जल्दी निगलने लगा | 


The poor crane was not able to eat out 
of the plate with her long beak. 


She generally ate out of a long and 
slender vase, 


She pecked at the porridge for a while, 
and then gave up trying to cat. 


अपनी लंबी चोंच के कारण ፲፳፳፳ भोजन नहीं 
कर पा t 


वह साधारण तौर पर लंबी नुमा वर्तन में 
खाती थी । m 


उसने दलिया थोड़ी देर चुग लिया । फिर खाने 
का प्रयास भी छोड़ fear i 


‘The crane did not complain about the 
dinner at all. 


Before leaving, she said to the fox, “Thank 
you for à wonderful dinner. Please come to 
my house for dinner tomorrow evening." 


“1 certainly shall," said the fox. 


भोजन के वारे में सारस ने कोई शिकायत नहीं की । 
उसने गीदड़ से कहा, “इस अद्भुत भोजन के लिये 
धन्यवाद! कृपया कल शाम मेरे घर पर भोजन करने 
आओ 1" 


गीदड़ ने कहा, "मैं जरूर आऊँगा |" 


“Eat up!" she said. 


परन्तु सारस ने गीदड़ को एक पाठ ттт चाहा 


а. अतः अगले दिन στη को सारस ने गीदड़ को दलिया 


एक लंबी सुराही में दिया 


उसकी और देखा । 


E 


उसने कहा, 


The crane put her beak into the vase and 
began cating. 


However this time, it was the fox who was 


His snout would not fit into the slender 
vase. So he sat meekly at the table, feeling 
very foolish. 


अतः वह दब्बू-सा मेज के सामने 


The fox realized that the crane was teaching 


A Bad Dinner 
बेस्वाद भोजन 
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The kind crane forgave him at once, 
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One day a crow was flying through the 
woods, fluttering from one tree branch to 
another. 


She had very sharp eyes and saw a piece of 
bread lying on the ground below her. 


एक दिन एक कौवी ज॑गल में Ча फड़फड़ाती 
हुई पेड़ की एक डाली से दूसरी पर उड़ रही 


थी। j ነ 


उसकी आँखें बड़ी तेज़ थीं। उसने सामने 
जमीन पर रोटी का टुकड़ा देखा | 


In a jiffy she flew down, snatched the piece 
of bread off the ground, flew to a branch on 
а nearby tree, and sat there. 


बड़ी तीव्रता से वह नीचे की ओर उड़ी । टुकड़ा 
चोच में दबाया और पास के पेड़ की डाली पर 
जाकर बैठ ቫ | 


Just then a fox came running through 
the woods. 


He saw the crow sitting on the branch 
and noticed that she had something іп 
her mouth. 


तभी एक गीदड़ जंगल में से भागता हुआ आया 1 


उसने कौवी को डाली पर देखा और देखा कि 
उसकी та में कुछ है | 


Пе went right below the branch and looked 
closely. He saw that it was a piece of bread. 


Now the fox hadn't eaten a nice piece of. 
bread in a very long time, so his mouth 
started watering looking at it. 


वह डाली के बिलकुल नीचे जाकर, ध्यान से देखने 
लगा | पता चला कि वह रोटी का टुकड़ा है | 


गीदड़ ने अच्छी ताज़ी रोटी बहुत समय से नहीं खावी 
थी । रेटी को देखकर उसके मुँह में पानी आने लगा | 


The cunning fox decided that he would trick 
the crow out of her piece of bread. 


Пе had an idea and a wicked smirk spread 
across his face, 


चतुर गीदड़ ने किसी भी उपाव से कौबी से रोटी का 
टुकड़ा हड़प लेना चाहा d 


ऐसा सोचते ही उसके चेहरे पर एक कुटिल मुस्कान 
दौड़ गयी । 


2 crow was rather worried that the fox 
might jump up at her, so she flew to a higher 
branch. 


She had heard that the fox was и cunning, 
wily fellow. 


She did not want to take any chances with 
him. 


कौवी हैरान हुई कि कहीं गीदड़ उस पर उछल 
न पड़े | इसलिए बह ऊपरवाली डाली पर 
उड़कर बैठ गई । 


गीदड़ बड़ा चालाक और धूर्त था, यह बात 
कौवी ने सुन रखी ና) 


अतः वह उसके साथ कोई παπα नहीं उठाना 
चाहती थी | 


He went and sat below the tree branch that 
the crow was perched on. 


“Oh! Miss Crow, you are indeed the most 
beautiful creature I have ever seen," 
crooned the fox. 


जिस डाल पर कौवी बैठी हुई थी, उसके नीचे जाकर 
गीदड़ बैठ गया | 


भावुक होकर वह बोला, "वाह कौवी गनी! तुम सचमुच 
सभी प्राणियों में सबसे सुन्दर हो ।" 


ኣዊ have the most beautiful feathers 
that I have ever seen!” the fox said. 


“Оһ, they are so black and shiny, so 
glossy, so beautiful!” he crooned. 


गीदड़ फिर भावुक होकर बोला, "तुम्हारे पर 
कितने सुन्दर हैं!” 


"आह! वे कितने काले और चमकीले, कितने 
सुन्दर हैं!” 


The crow still did not say anything. | \ 

She didn't even move, so the fox continued, ' p 
“I have heard that you have the most 
beautiful voice among the creatures of the 


woods. It is even more melodious than that of F 
the nightingale. Won't you sing me a song?" ነ 


कौवी ने अब भी कुछ नहीं कहा । ( | 


πε feet भी नहीं за: गीदड़ आगे बोलने लगा । 
"मैंने सुना है कि इस जंगल के सभी जानवरों में से 
तुम्हारी आवाज़ सबसे सुरीली है 22 कोयल से भी 
मधुर है । तुम मेरे लिए एक गाना गाओगी?* 


fell to the ground. 


अब कती अपनी тей पमा सून कर चप न रह 
सकी । 


वह अपनी ከፍ से प्रसन्न हई और गाने के लिए 
अपना ሻያ खोला | 


जैसे ही उसने मुँह खोला, का टुकड़ा जमीन 
पर गिर गया। 


"Oh you foolish crow, see how 1 tricked 

17 said the fox and snatched up the 
piece of bread and ran away as fast as he 
could. 


हे मूर्ख कौवी, देखो, मैंने तुम्हें कैसे वहकाया! 
कहता हुआ गीदड़ गेटी का टुकड़ा मुँह में दबाकर 
से भाग गया । 


All for a Piece of 
Bread 


The crow was very upset that she had 
been tricked by the fox. 


“Never again will 1 trust a flatterer!” 
she said sadly. 


कौवी दुःखी हुई । गीदड़ ने बड़ी चालाकी से 
उसे धोखा दिया था। 


ት फिर कभी किसी 


12/13 नहीं жей | 
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Once upon a time, there was a big grey wolf 
sitting outside his den in the forest. 


He was chomping away on his lunch, which 
happened to be a very big, tasty plece of 
meat. 


किसी समय की वात है | एक बड़ा भूरा भेड़िया 
अपनी गुफा के सामने बैठा हुआ था | 


वह भोजन कर रहा था, जो एक स्वादिष्ट, मस का 
बड़ा टुकड़ा था | 


Now the wolf was very hungry indeed. 


He had been gobbling up his food so very 
quickly that he soon began to choke on a 
bone. 


भेड़िया सचमुच बड़ा भूखा था | 


वह इतनी जल्दी-जल्दी निगल रहा था कि एक 
τῇ उसके गले में अटक गई, और उसका दम 
घुटने लगा। 


‘The wolf began making rasping noises 
with his throat, for the bone was stuck in 
his throat really tight. 


The poor wolf kept screaming, “Help! 
пер!" 


But the noises that came out of his throat 
sounded very different indeed? 


dfu के गले से घरघर की आवाज़ निकलने लगी | 
हड्डी उसके गले में अटक गई थी | 


बेचारा भेड़िया चिल्लाने लगा, "बचाओ! बचाओ!” 


पर्नु, उसके गले से ठीक से शब्द भी πῇ निकल 
रहे थे। 


In the forest nearby, there was а crane who 
was enjoying her lunch as well. 


When she heard the wolf's noises she was 
terribly alarmed. 


“I wonder what on earth that noise can be!” 
she said to herself, 


When the noises didn't stop, she decided to go 
and see what the matter was. 


उसी जगल में, पास ही एक मादा ሻሻ अपना भोजन 
बड़ी खुशी से कर रही थी | 


उसने dfu की आवाज़ें सुनी तो वह बड़ी सतर्क हुई ι 
उसने अपने आप से कहा, "यह कैसी आवाज़ है?” 


जब आवाज़ बंद नहीं हुई तो उसने सोचा कि वह स्वयँ 
जाकर देखेगी कि मामला क्या | 


Тһе crane walked in the direction of the 
sound and soon came upon the wolf. 


The poor fellow was hopping about the place 
wildly, with tears streaming down his face, 
for the bone was hurting him awfully. 


मादा बगुला आवाज़ आने की दिशा में चली और 
भेड़िए के सामने आयी। 


भेड़िया बेचाण एक ही जगह i तगह कूद रहा 
था | हड्डी के ай के कारण उसे दर्द हो रहा था । 
उसकी strat से पानी भी आ रहा था। 


The wolf opened his mouth wide. The crane 
peered into his mouth. 


She soon saw the bone lodged inside. 


भेडिए ने मुँह खोला । बगुले ने उसके मुँह के अंदर 
झाँक कर देखा । 


उसने हड्डी को अंदर अटका हुआ पाया । 


When she realized what had happened, she 
went to the wolf and said, “Now, now dear! 
Don't panic. Open your mouth wide, and let 
me sce where the bone is stuck. I can pull it 
out soon enough." 


जब वगुले को पता चला कि क्या हुआ है, उसने 
Зет से कहा, "प्यारे, अब डरे मत | मुँह पूरा 
खोलो, देखने दो ፳፪? कहाँ अटकी है | तभी मैं 
जल्दी से उसे बाहर निकाल dat 


She put her beak іп and tried to reach the 
bone, but it was lodged well and truly deep 
in his throat, 


The crane then put her whole head into the 
wolf's mouth. 


She finally managed to get a grip on the 
bone and pulled it out of his throat. 


उसने अपनी चोंच धेड़िये के मुँह में डाली । पर हड्डी 
तक ना पहुँच पादी, क्योंकि हड्डी सचमुच अन्दर और 
अच्छी तरह अटक गयी dra 


बगुले ने अपना पूर सिर fad के मुँह में डाला । 


आखिर उसकी चोंच में тї эл ही गयी | उसने खूब 
जोर से उसे पकड़कर खींच लिया । 


The only way to get the bone out of the 
wolf's throat was to put her beak into his 
throat. 


“This might hurt you, but it's got to be 
done," she said. 


Зет के गले में अटकी हुई हड्डी को बाहर 
निकालना है तो उसे अपनी ate उसके गले 
में डालनी ही होगी । 


उसने कहा, "इससे तुम्हें दर्द होगा, मगर यह 
करना ही होगा |” 


The foolish crane did not realize that she 
had been lucky to pull her head out of the 
wolf's mouth safely. 


She asked, “Where is my reward?” 


The wolf got angry and yelled, “You put 
your head into ዘ wolf's mouth and managed 
to come out alive. That is reward enough.” 


मुर्ख बगुले को अहसास नहीं हुआ कि वह अपना 
सिर भेड़िए के मुँह में से निकालने में सफल हुई 
थी, यही बड़ी वात थी | 


उसने पूछा, "मेरा इनाम कहाँ है?” 


भेड़िया क्रोध से चिल्ला उठा, “तुमने एक бт 
के मुँह में अपना सिर दाला और उसमें से जीवित 
बाहर आयी हो, वही इनाम है ι' 


The crane Пей into the forest glad that she avi Е 
had come out of the situation alive. Saving a Wolf 


She realized that greed did not go well with nine с 
gratitude. भेड़िये का बचाव 


“T ought to be grateful to be running away Teles From Aesope 


alive instead of worrying about rewards!” she 
thought. 


ч 


xs 


बगुला जंगल में भाग ካዊ सोचे लगा, “जान बची 
लाखों पाये г 


उसे बोध हुआ कि लोभ और कुतज़ता कभी 

साथ-साथ नहीं चलते | 
co अगवान का आधार मानना 
जच गई हूँ । इनाम के करे में 
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Once upon а time, there was a big furry fox 
that lived with his fox family in the woods. 


एक समय की बात है | ज॑गल में एक गीदड़ 
अपने परिवार के साथ रहता था। 


It was the fox's job to hunt for food for his 
family. 


He would stroll through the jungle looking 
for food. 


Since it was summer, and his fur was thick 
and furry, the fox used to feel very hot 
indeed. 


अपने परिवार के भोजन के लिए शिकार करना गीदड़ 
का काम Т | 


वह भोजन खोजने के लिये, जंगल में इधर-उधर 
भटकता रहता था | 


गरमियों के दिन थे । उसके बाल भी लंबे और झबरीले 
थे । इस कारण उसे बड़ी गरमी लगती थी | 


On one such occasion, he came to a 
vineyard that was full of ripe grapes. 


The fox was very surprised, 


“I must not have come to this part of the 
woods before,” he thought to himself. 

“Т would surely remember such a beautiful 
vineyard.” 


एक बार वह पके अंगूरों से भरे खेत पर आया | 


गीदड़ को बड़ा अचरज हुआ | 


“जंगल के इस भाग में मैं पहले नहीं आया । नहीं 
तो मुझे इतना सुन्दर बगीचा अवश्य याद रहता 1" 


The vines were beautiful and green, 


There were big, juicy purple grapes hanging 
from them. 


Their big bunches weighed the vines down. 


अंगूरलता हरी-भरी और बड़ी सुन्दर ፳ | 
बड़े-बड़े uie, नीले अंगूर उससे लटक रहे थे । 


भारी होने से बड़े गुच्छे अंगूरलता को नीचे की ओर 
खींच रहे थे | 


‘The fox looked at the grapes greedily. 


His mouth began to water at the sight of them. 


He was so tired and thirsty that he decided 
grapes were just the right thing for him, 


“By hook or crook I've got to have some of 
these grapes!” he said, 


गीदड़ बड़े लालच से अंगूगें को देख रहा था | 


उनको देखते-देखते उसके मुँह में पानी भर आया | 


वह थका हुआ था, प्यासा भी था | इसलिए उसने सोचा 
कि ये अंगूर उसके खाने के लिए ही बने हुए | 


उसने कहा, "किसी भी τα में मुझे इन З तक 
जरूर पहुँचना है г 


Не stood up on his hind legs and tried 
jumping up to reach them. 


The delicious looking grapes were out of 
his reach. 


वह अपनी पिछली टौगों पर खड़े होकर अंगूर 
पकड़ने की कोशिश करने लगा । 


मगर स्वादिष्ट, रसीले दिखनेवाले अंगूर उसके 
हाथ नहीं आए | 


“I know what I'll do!" exclaimed the fox. 
Il crouch down really low and then 
jump up with all my might! That ought 
to do the trick!” 


So he crouched down and sprang up. 


But he missed the grapes by just a whisker 
and tumbled to the ground in dismay! 


गीदड़ ने अपने आप से कहा, "मुझे मालूम है 
मुझे क्या करना है | मैं नीचे तक झुक जाऊँगा। 
फिर अपनी पूरी शक्ति लगाकर тейт लगाऊँगा | 
इस उपाय से काम हो जाना चाहिए C 


अतः वह नीचे तक झुक गया और अचानक 
ऊपर Fer 


परन्तु थोड़ी सी ऊँचाई से वह चूक गया और 
वापस ज़मीन पर आ पहुँचा | 


Then the fox had another idea. 


He saw a stone on the ground near him. 
So he went and pushed it with all his 
might and finally managed to roll the big 
stone under the grape vines. 


उसे फिर एक और उपाव सूझा | 


उसने पास ही ज़मीन पर एक पत्थर देखा, तो उसने 
अपनी ቫት शक्ति से उसे धकेला और बड़े पत्थर को 
HT के नीचे ले आया | 


“Now I'll reach the grapes for sure!" 
he said. 


Tle clambered onto the stone, and stood 
up on his hind legs, and began to jump 


up and down again, 


But the poor fellow still couldn't reach 
the bunch of grapes! 


उसने कहा, “अब मैं जरूर ፳፲ት तक पहुँच सकता 
d 

बह पत्थर पर चढ़ा | अपने पिछले पैरों पर खड़े होकर 
ऊपर-नीचे कूदने लगा | 


परन्तु वेचाग इतनी मेहनत के बाद भी गुच्छे तक नहीं 
पहुँच पाया | 


वह सचमुच बड़ी बेसब्री से अंगर खाना चाहता था, 
मगर उन तक पहुँच नहीं पा रहा था। 


गीदड़ बहुत परेशान हुआ और चिल्लाने लगा, "इतना 
परिश्रम किया, कोई फ़ायदा नहीं | मैं कभी इन अंगूगें 
तक पहुँच नही सकता । 


However he decided that he would try to 
reach those delicious looking grapes just 
one more time. 


So from the stone that he was standing on, 
he crouched down and sprang up at the 
grapes. 


But he only ended up hurting himself as he 
took a nasty fall again, 


फिर भी उसने निश्चय किया कि केवल आखिरी बार 
वह उन रसीले अंगूरों को पकड़ने की कोशिश करेगा | 


मगर वह फिर कूद कर ज़मीन पर थड़ाम से गिर पड़ा 
और घायल भी हुआ। 


The poor fox got up and limped away into Sour Gra pes 


the distance, 


Since he hadn't succeeded in reaching the खटटे अंगूर 


grapes he consoled himself by saying, “The 
grapes are probably sour anyway.’ Tales From Aesops 


He vowed never to go into that part of the 
woods again! 


rara गीदड़ लंगड़ाता हुआ घर वापस लौटा | 


चूँकी वर अंगर तोड़ने में सफल नहीं 
आपको समझाता रहा, कहता रहा, "अंगूर खट्टे 


वह अब कभी भी उस जंगल की 
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А The Clever Kid Goat 
rhe clever Kid Goat 


चतुर मेमना चतुर मेमना 
Tales From Aesops 


=“ 
M 


Once there was a herd of goats that lived 
on a huge farm. 


They were allowed to graze in the meadows. 
They were guarded by some sheepdogs, as 
there were terribly ferocious wolves that 


lived in the nearby forest who could pounce 
on them and gobble them up. 


एक बार एक बड़े बगीचे में बकरों का झुंड रहता था । 


हरे घास के मैदान में चरने की अनुमति उन्हें मिली ፳ | 


उनकी रक्षा करने के लिये कुछ कृत्ते थे । पास के जंगल 
में बहुत खूँखार धेड़िए रहते थे जो इन पर छलांग लगा 
कर इन्हें निगल जाते थे । 


Among the herd of goats was a tiny little 
kid goat, 


Since he was the youngest, his mother 


always told him, “Never wander off into 
the forest alone.” 


उन बकरों के झड में एक नन्हा मेमना भी था। 


चूँकि वह सबसे छोटा था, उसकी माँ उसे हमेशा कहती 
रहती थी, "जंगल में अकेले घूमने मत जाना |" 


One day, the little goat was merrily 
munching some grass that was very sweet. 


He wandered away Into the forest, 
following the path the sweet grass took. 


एक दिन वह छोटा मेमना खुशी-खुशी घास चर 
रहा था | घास बड़ी मीठी थी | 


जहाँ-जहाँ मीठी घास मिलती, वह वहाँ-वहाँ चरता 
गवा और भटकता हुआ ज॑गल जा पहुँचा | 


In the forest there was а wicked wolf. 


He saw the kid goat all alone and was 
pleased. 


“He will certainly make a tasty meal!” 
he said to himself. 


ज॑गल में एक दृष्ट भेड़िया बैठा हुआ था। 
LX को देख वड़ा खुश हुआ | 


उसने सोचा, "निश्चय ही यह मे स्वादिष्ट 
भोजन बनेगा 1" 


The wicked wolf jumped at the kid goat, 
bared his long sharp yellow teeth and said, 
“You should not wander away all alone, 

you know.” 


दुष्ट भेड़िया ня के सामने कूद पड़ा और अपने 
पीले-पीले लंबे नुकीले а को दिखाते हुए बोला, 
“तुम्हें मालूम है, तुम्हें इस तरह घूमना नहीं चाहिए |" 


‘The wolf laughed loudly at him. 


“Now that you have been naughty, 1 shall 
have to punish you. I shall eat you up for 
lunch!" he said in a booming voice. 


उसकी बातें सुनकर भेड़िया उस पर जोर से हैस 
чат 


वह गरजकर बोला, "जैसे अब तुम शरारती बने हो, 


तुम्हें दंड मिलना चाहिए | ἢ तुम्हें दंड दूंगा | ቸፍ 
खाकर आपना पेट ÊM |" 


The kid goat was terrified upon seeing the 
wolf and trembled with fear. 


But he said bravely, “I do know that I have 
been very naughty by wandering away all 
alone.” 


भेड़िया को देख मेमना डर गया और भय से 
काँपने लगा । 


परन्तु उसने धैर्य के साथ कहा, “मुझे मालूम 
है, इस तरह घूम कर मैंने बड़ा σπα भर 
काम किवा t (° 


— 


Тһе kid goat was very scared. Не knew 
that he had to save himself somehow, so һе 
thought of a plan. 


“Oh wolf! Won't you grant me one last 
wish," he begged. 


“Of course 1 will." said the wolf. “И can do 
me no harm." 


मेमना बढ़ा भयभीत हुआ | उसे अपनी रक्षा करना 
आवश्यक था | इसलिए उसने एक उपाय सोचा | 


उसने भेडिये से प्रार्थना की, "हे भेड़िये भाई, मेरी 
अंतिम इच्छा पूरी नहीं करोगे?” 


भेड़िये ने कहा, “हाँ! हाँ! बिलकुल । उससे मुझे 
कोई हानि नहीं होगी Г 


“Oh kind wolf! I have heard people say 
that you have a lovely voice. Won't you 
sing me a song?" he asked. 


Тһе wolf was immensely flattered and 
began to sing with great enthusiasm. 


मेमने ने पूछा, "हे दयालु भेड़िये भाई, मेरे लिए 
एक गाना नहीं गाओगे?" 


ae अपनी चापलूसी से बहुत प्रसन्न हुआ और 
बड़े उत्साह के साथ गाने लगा | 


जकगें के रखवाले कुत्तों ने उसे सुना और वे 
सोचने लगे कि बात क्या है | 


अचानक एक कुत्ते ने कहा, “छोटा eT मेमना 
दिखाई नहीं दे रहा г 


‘They rushed into the forest and pounced on 
the wolf just as he was reaching the middle 
of his song. 


They nearly tore him to pieces, but the wolf 
was lucky to escape with his life. 


š जंगल की ओर दौड़े और गाते हुए धेड़िए पर 


टूट पड़े । 


उन्होने उसे कार-कार कर घावल कर दिया | पर्नु 
फिर भी भेड़िया जान बचाकर भाग निकला | 


“Thank you so much for rescuing me,” said Ё k 
the kid goat. The Clever K 


He ran back to his mother and said, 4: ቫቫቭ 
“I promise never to run away like that again. 


Lam sorry. 1 will always listen to my elders.” Tales From Aesops 


HE 


मेमना बोला, "मुझे बचाने के लिए धन्यवाद |" 
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Once upon a time, іп an alleyway іп а 
town, there lived a mangy dog. 


बहुत ቫሻት बात है । एक शहर की एक गली 
में एक गंदा कुत्ता रहता था | 


Не was a stray dog who had to make 
do with whatever scraps of food that 
he could get. 


People always chased him away from 
their doorsteps, so the dog generally 
ate out of the dustbin. 


वह आवार कुत्ता था | इसलिए जो भी जूठा उसे 
मिल जाता, उसे उसी से काम चलाना पड़ता था | 


अपने घर के दरवाज़े से लोग उसे हमेशा भगा 
देते थे । अतः अक्सर उसे कूड़ेदानी से ही खाना 
पड़ता था | 


One morning he passed Бу a butcher's shop. 


He saw several pieces of meat hanging in the 
window, 


‘There was chicken, ham, and long chains of 
sausage! The dog looked at them and started 
to drool. 


एक दिन वह कसाई की दुकान के सामने से गुज़र 
रहा था। 


खिड़की में से उसने देखा, माँस के टुकड़े अंदर 
लटक रहे थे। 


उसने वहाँ ей, सूअर का माँस, गुलमा आदि 
देखा । जैसे ही कुत्ते ने उसे देखा, उसके मुँह से 
लार टपकने लगी i 


The smell was so tantalizing that the hungry 
dog decided to go around to the back of the 
shop and sce if there was any meat lying 
around. 


"T hope I can find a nice big bone to chew 
on," he thought. 


वह खुशबू इतनी ललचाने वाली थी कि भूखे कुत्ते 
ने दुकान के पिछवाड़े जाकर देखने का निश्चय 
किया, शायद आस-पास माँस का टुकड़ा पड़ा 
मिल m i 


उसने सोचा, “आज्ञा है कि मुझे एक बड़ी हड्डी 
चूसने को मिलेगी 1” 


When he got there, the butcher was taking 
out some garbage. 


He looked at the thin mangy mutt and felt 
very sorry for him. 


“1 shall go inside and get the poor mutt a 
bite to eat,” he said. 


जब वह ай पहुँचा, कसाई कूड़ा निकाल रहा था | 


उसने इस दुबले गंदे कुत्ते को देखा, उसे उस पर दया 
आ गयी। 


उसने कहा, "मैं अंदर जाकर इस बेचारे के लिए कुछ 
खाने ले आता हूँ ।* 


Пе went back into the shop and came out 
with a nice big bone for the dog. 


“Here you go little doggy,” said the 


butcher. “Come and get the nice bone 1 
have brought you." 


Ri κο के अंदर जाकर कुत्ते के लिए एक 
हड्डी ले आवा । 


कसाई ने कहा, "यह है तुम्हारे लिए qum, 
आओ, इसे ले लो I" 


The dog was very pleased, 


He ran up to the butcher, wagging his tail, 
and licked his hand. 


The butcher gave him the bone, and the dog 
ran away after giving him a grateful bark. 


कुत्ता बड़ा खुश Dd 
чебу आ कसाई के पास भागा और 


उसका हाथ चाटन लगा | 


कसाई ने उसे हड्डी दे दी । कुत्ता कृतज़तापूर्वक 
भौंक कर हड्डी लेकर वहाँ से भाग गया | 


He clutched the bone hard with his teeth 
and decided to go into the woods and eat it. 


He was afraid that he might have to share 
it with some other stray dogs. 


हड्डी मुँह में दबाते हुए उसने सोचा कि जंगल में 
जाकर ही वह उसे खाएगा | 


वह डर रहा था कि गली के दूसरे कुत्तों के साथ 
उसे हड्डी बाँटनी न पड़ जाए | 


In order to get to the woods, the dog had 
to cross a stream, 


There was a bridge across the stream to 7 
get to the other side, and the dog began к 
walking across it. 


जंगल पहुँचने के लिए उसे एक झरना पार करना 
पड़ता ш! 


दूसरे किनारे पहुँचने के लिए उसे एक पुल पार 
कर जाना पड़ता था | कुत्ता पुल पर चलने लगा । 


But the foolish dog thought that И was another. 
dog staring at him. To his annoyance, this dog 
also had a really nice, juicy-looking bone in his 
mouth! 


लकड़ी के पुल की दरार में से उसे पानी में अपना ही 
प्रतिबिंब दिखाई दिया । 


मूर्ख कुत्ते ने उसे देखा और सोचा वह एक दूसरा कुत्ता 
उसकी ओर घूर रहा है । उस τὰ के मुहँ में उसके 
जैसे ही एक बड़ी रसीली हड्डी भी है, वह उसे देखकर 
fag गया | 


He decided that he had to have the other 
dog's bone as well. 


The greedy fellow put down his bone. 
As soon as he did this, the bone fell into 


the water. He stood looking surprised at 
his own reflection. 


उसने उस दूसरे कुत्ते की हड्डी पाने का 
Ёзчє किवा । 


'लोभी कुत्ते ने अपनी тїї नीचे τα दी | 
जैसे ही उने उसे नीचे रखा. τηὶ πὴ ἃ 


गिर गवी । वह बड़ा चकित होकर अपना ही 
प्रतिविम्ब देखता हुआ खड़ा खा | 


The Dog апа ч 


Ше Вопе 
कुत्ता और हड्डी 


The poor dog realized what had happened. 
He was terribly upset at losing his bo 


But he said to himself, “Let that be a lesson 
to me never to be so greedy again! 


Indeed, he never was quite as greedy ever 


again! 1 
ww ትፍት कुत्ते की समझ में πα आ गयी । 
उह τῇ art के कारण बड़ा परेशान हुआ। 
тр उसने अपने आप से कहा, "मुझे एक 
अच्छा सबक मिल गया | कभी भी इतना लोभ 
नहीं करना चाहिए i 


prit नहीं बना | 
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Once upon a time, in a forest, there lived a 
flock of peacocks that were very beautiful. 


These peacocks were very proud of their 
beauty, and they treated all the other 
creatures of the forest very badly. 


“We are too beautiful to talk to them!” 
they said. 


किसी समय एक जंगल में मोगें का एक झुंड रहता था | 
वे वड़े सुन्दर थे । 


ये मोर अपनी सुन्दरता के बड़े अभिमानी थे तथा जंगल 
के अन्य प्राणियों के साथ बुरा व्यवहार करते थे | 


चे कहते, "हम बड़े सुन्दर हैं, हम उनके साथ बातें नहीं 
कर सकते г 


In the same forest there also lived a flock of 
blue-jays. 


These blue-Jays were simple birds who did 
not care for anything other than gathering 
their food and leading а happy life. 


उसी जंगल में नील पक्षियों का {з भी रहता था | 


Г ये नील पक्षी सादगी भरे पक्षी थे । उन्हें किसी से 
कोई सरोकार नहीं था । वे केवल अपना धोजन 
इकट्ठा कर सुखपूर्वक जीते थे | 


But among all the blue-jays there was 
one bird who was very jealous of all the 
peacocks. 


He felt that his feathers were too plain 
and shabby when compared to theirs. 


“Oh! How I wish I was as beautiful as 
them!” he would tell himself. 


उन नील पक्षियों में से एक उन मोरों से बड़ी ईर्ष्या 
करता था। 


वह सोचता था कि उसके प॑ख मोर-प॑ख की तुलना 
में सादे और भहे हैं । 


वह अपने आप सोचता, "काश! मेरे पंख भी मोरों 
जैसे सुन्दर होते!” 


Suddenly he got an idea. 


He went and picked up all the feathers with 
his beak. 


“Ifl tic this to my tail feathers, 1 too will 
look as beautiful as them!" he thought. 


अचानक उसे एक उपाय सूझा | 


m जाकर अपनी ate से सारे पंख एकत्रित कर 
ΤΙ 


उसने सोचा, “यदि मैं यह पंख अपने पिछले Πτα से 
बाँध दूँ, तो मैं भी उनके जैसे सुन्दर दिखने ет" 


One day when he was out gathering some 
berries in. the woods, he saw several peacock 
feathers strewn around. 


He looked at the feathers for a while. 


“Look at the pretty colours. Green, blue and 
gold!" he exclaimed. 


एक दिन वह ज॑गल में बेर चुन रहा था, तो उसने बहुत 
से मोर पंख बिखरे हुए देखे | 


उसने उनकी तरफ़ गौर से देखा | 


वह खुश होकर बोल उठा, "आहा! कितने सुन्दर रंग 
हैं, देखो तो! हरा, नीला, सुनहरा Г. 


"Hey squirrel! Will you come down here 
and help me tie these to my tail?" he asked 
а squirrel who was sitting on a tree branch 
nearby. 


"The squirrel helped him tie the feathers. 


उसने पास ही पेड़ की डाली पर बैठी एक गिलहरी को 
आवाज़ देकर पूछा, “हे मित्र गिलहरी! क्या तुम नीचे 
आकर मुझे इन पंखों को बाँधने में मदद करोगी?” 


गिलहरी ने पंखा बाँधने में उसकी मदद की | 


Now the blue-jay really did look a lot like а 
peacock from a distance. 


Не ran towards all the peacocks with great 
difficulty as he found the new feathers 
rather heavy. 


अब नील पक्षी दूर से मोर सा ही दिख रहा था । 


भारी होने के कारण उन पंखों को बाँधकर भागना 
मुशिकल लग रहा था, फिर भी टूर खड़े मोरों की 
ओर वह भागा | 


Suddenly, all the peacocks began dancing 
in a circle, 


The blue-jay joined in and danced with 
them happily. 


Slowly the feathers that he had tied to 
himself began to fall off one by one! 


अचानक सारे मोर गोलाकार में नाचने लगे 


नील पक्षी भी उनके साथ-साथ खुजी से 
नाचने लगा । 


धीरे-धीरे बंधे हुए पंख एक के बाद एक नीचे 
गिरने लगे । 


The foolish bird did not notice what had 
happened and he went on dancing with great 
joy. 


But the peacocks noticed that a blue-jay 
dancing with them and they were very angry 
indeed! 


मूर्ख पक्षी ने उस ओर ज़रा भी ध्यान नहीं दिवा । वह 
खुशी-खुशी नाचता रहा | 


परन्तु अन ሻት ने उसे देखा, और बह समझ गये कि 
एक नील पक्षी उनके साथ नाच रहा है | इससे वे बड़े 
कोधित ፻ | 


They all ganged up against him and pecked 
him until he squawked and squealed, 


He finally managed to run away. 
"Don't you ever try pretending to be one of 


us ever again!" called out the peacocks after 
him. 


मोर, टोली बनाकर उस पर टूट पड़े | उसे ዝዛ 
मार-मार कर घायल कर दिया | वह किकियाने लगा | 


आखिर नील पक्षी वहाँ से दुम दबा कर भागा | 


ant ने उसे सावधान किया, "फिर कभी भी हमारे जैसे 
ፔጽዣ नहीं धरना, खबरदार!” 


When he went back to the other blue-jays, 
they all ignored him. 


They too were very angry with him for 
acting foolishly, and so they refused to talk 
to him. 


ae अन्य नील पक्षियों के पास गया, तो उन्होने 
उसकी उपेक्षा की । 


वे भी नाराज़ हो गए थे । उसने ऐसा मूर्खतापूर्ण 
व्यवहार किया था | अतः कोई उससे बातें करने 
नहीं आया | 


When һе went back to the other blue-jays, 
they all ignored him. 


They too were very angry with him for 
acting foolishly, and so they refused to talk 
to him. 


बह अन्य नील पक्षियों के पास गया, तो उन्होंने 
उसकी उपेक्षा की | 


बे भी नाराज़ हो गए थे | उसने ऐसा मूर्खतापूर्ण 
व्यवहार किया था | अतः कोई उससे ሻት करने 
नहीं आया | 


Finally a wise old blue-jay said, “Let us 


forgive him. He has learnt that it isn't fine Fine Feathers 


feathers that make fine birds.” А 
सुन्दर पंख 


The bluc-jays felt bad, so they forgave him, 
but they did make him promise never to be 
that silly ever again! 


Tales From Aesops 


अत में एक वुद्धिमान नील पक्षी ने कहा, "हम उसे माफ़ 
कर देते हैं । उसे अब समझ आ गया है कि केवल सुन्दर 
पंख लगाकर ही कोई सुन्दर नहीं बन जाता 1" 


Cc लगा | उन्होंने उसे माफ़ किया | 
इस तरह मूर्खतापूर्ण और बचकाना 
लिया | 
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One day, a long time ago, the North wind was 
very happy. 


Thanks to him the winter had been very long 
and very cold. 


“No one is as strong as me!" he declared 
proudly. 


बहुत समय पहले की बात है । एक दिन उत्तरी पवन 
बड़ी खुश थी । 


उसके कारण जाड़ा बड़ा ठंडा और लंबा था | 


उसने बड़े घमंड के साथ कहा, “मुझ-सा कोई 
बलवान नहीं है | 


= Sun, who was nearby and listening 
to him, got angry. 


“Hah! I'll show him!” yelled the Sun. 
“I'm just as good as he is!” 


पास ही खड़ा सूरज उसे सुनकर क्रोधित हुआ | 


चह चिल्लाया, "अच्छा! मैं उसे दिखाऊँगा कि मैं 
उसके जितना ही बलवान हूँ ।* 


The sun went to the North wind and 
said, “I challenge you to a battle, Then 
we shall know which one of us is 
stronger." 


सूरज उत्तरी पवन के पास गया और बोला, "मैं तुम्हें 
युद्ध के लिए चुनौती देता हूँ । फिर हमें मालूम होगा 
कि हम में से कौन अधिक बलवान है ।" 


Гһе North wind laughed at the sun. 


“Watch,” he said and blew away all the 


ሠ... leaves of a nearby tree. 
Е РА Ç = “Do you still really want to challenge me?” 


he asked. 


उत्तरी पवन सूरज की बातें सुनकर हँस पड़ा | 


Gi — उसने फूँक कर पास के पेड़ की सारी पत्तियाँ 
^ = उड़ा #1 


और कहा, "क्या तुम सचमुच अभी भी मुझे 
ललकारना चाहते हो?” 


The Sun had an idea, 


He spotted a man standing quite nearby and 
said, “I will agree that you are stronger than 
me, if you can get that man near the lake to 

take his coat off.” 


सूरज को एक उपाय सूझा । 


पास ही खड़े हुए एक आदमी को उसने देखा और 
कहा, "ት तभी ዛጥ यदि तुम इस आदमी से 
अपना कोट निकलवाने में सफल हो जाओगी 1” 


The North wind blew harder and harder, 
and it got very cold. 


So the man buttoned his coat up and 
clutched his sides with his teeth chattering. 


उत्तरी पवन अधिकाधिक तेजी से उस आदमी पर 
फौकती रही | वहाँ की हवा में ठंडक बढ़ गई । 


उस आदमी ने अब अपने कोट के सारे बटन बंद 
कर लिए और हाथों को छाती पर ज़ोर से कस कर, 
दाँत किटकिटाने लगा | 


The North wind looked right at the man 
and blew with all his might. 


But all that happened was that the man's 
hat fell off his head and rolled away. 


उत्तरी पवन ने सीधा उस आदमी की ओर देखते 
हुए पूरी शक्ति के साथ उस पर फूँक लगाई | 


परन्तु उससे यही हुआ कि उस आदमी की टोपी 
सिर से उड़कर नीचे गिर पड़ी । 


The Sun saw that the North wind had 
failed. 


Пе laughed loud and hard, and he grew 
very red indeed. 


सूरज ने देखा कि उत्तरी पवन हार गयी है | 


बह ज़ोर से हँसने लगा, हँसते-हँसते वह और 
लाल हो गया | 


The North wind was embarrassed and 
angry at the same time, so he huffed, 
“1 bet you can't get him to take his coat 
off either!" 


उत्तरी पवन उलझन में पड़ गवी, क्रोधित भी हुई | 

वह खीज कर बोली, "मैं दावे के साथ कह सकती 

(ви भी उसका कोट उतारने में सफल नहीं 
е 


The Sun continued to shine. 


‘The man felt so hot that he took off his 
shirt and dived into the lake! 


सूरज चमकता रहा | 


आदमी को इतनी गरमी लगी कि उसने अपनी 
कमीज भी उतार दी और तालाब में कूद i 


The North wind accepted defeat and 
apologized to the Sun. 


He had learnt never to be so vain again, 
amd the two soon became firm friends? 
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le 
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зай पवन ने अपनी हार मान ली और उसने सूरज से 
माफ़ी माँगी । 


नहीं करना चाहिए । दोनों shy ही 


सूरज тента | 
वह उस आदमी पर बड़ी तेज़ी से चमकने लगा | उस 


व्यक्ति को बहुत गर्मी लगने लगी, तेज़ पसीना आने 
लगा, उसने तुरन्त ही अपना कोट उतार दिया | 
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Once upon а time, there was а мар who 
was strolling through the forest. 


He saw a lake and decided to stop there 
for a drink of the cool and clear water. 


पुराने समय की बात है | एक जंगल में एक 
हिरण घूम रहा था । 


उसने एक तालाब देखा | उसने सोचा क्यों ना 
मैं थोड़ा रुक कर इस तालाब का निर्मल और 
ठंडा पानी पी लूँ । 


Тһе stag continued to stare at his reflection, 
and slowly his gaze shifted to his legs. 


Now the stag's legs were terribly thin and 
spindly. 


We was upset that his legs marred his beauty. 


“Oh dear! My legs are very ugly indeed,” he 
thought to himself, 


वह अपने सींगों का प्रतिबिंब खड़े हो कर देखता 
रहा । फिर उसका ध्यान अपनी πὶ की ओर गया | 


उसके पैर बड़े दुबले-पतले थे | 


उसके पैर उसके सौंदर्य को घटा रहे थे । यह देख 
वह बड़ा उदास हुआ d 


वह सोचता रहा, “मेरे पैर सचमुच बड़े uta 


As he was drinking water, һе noticed his 
reflection in the lake. 


He saw his huge and beautifully 
branched antlers reflecting clearly in 
the water. 


“Ah! What a wonderful pair of antlers 
1 have!” he thought to himself. 


उसने पानी पीते-पीते अपना प्रतिबिंब ጣሻ में देखा | 


उसने अपने बड़े-बड़े सींगों का प्रतिबंब पानी में स्पष्ट 
देखा । वे सुन्दर, शाखायुक्त थे। 


उसने अपने आप सोचा, "वाह! ጃት सींगों का जोड़ा 
कितना सुन्दर लगता है!” 


While the stag was drinking water from 
the lake, à tiger was watching him from 
behind the bushes. 


He decided to pounce on the stag and 
make a tasty meal of him. 


हिरण तालाब से पानी पी ही रहा था के ጥት 
उसके पीछे झाड़ियों के बीच खड़ा एक बाघ 
ने उसको देख लिया | 


बाघ को हिरण में अपना स्वादिष्ट भोजन नज़र 
आ रहा था | बस उस हिरण पर छलौंग लगाने 
की देर थी । 


The sly tiger began creeping towards the stag 
slowly, but just as he reached him, the stag 
turned his head around for an instant. 


Noticing the tiger, he dashed off into the woods 
as quick as his skinny legs could carry him. 


चालाक वाघ हिरण की ओर धीरे-धीरे बढ़ने लगा | 
जैसे ही वह हिरण तक पहुँचा, हिरण ने उसी क्षण 
पीछे मुड़कर देखा | 


बाघ को देखते ही उसके पतले पैर उसे जितनी तेजी 
से ले जा सकते थे, उतनी तेजी से वह जंगल की 
ओर атт! 


The tiger was very fast too. Even though 
the stag ran through the densest parts of 


ዘመሙ E the forest, he chased him. 
e - 


Finally the woods became too thick and 
dense, even for the stag to run through. 


बाघ भी बड़ी तेजी से उसके पीछे भागा | 
हिरण घने जंगल में तेजी से भाग रहा था, 
बाध भी उसका पीछा करता रहा | 


अब जंगल इतना घना हो गया था कि हिरण 
उसमे दौड़ नहीं पा रहा E 


Suddenly as the stag was running, his 
antlers got caught in the branches of a tree. 


He could not run any more and he struggled 
to free himself, 


अचानक, दौड़ते-दौड़ते हिरण के सींग पेड़ की 
घनी शाखाओं में फँस गए । 


वह आगे नहीं भाग पा रहा था, सीगों को छुड़ाने 
के लिए वह छटपटाने लगा | 


The tiger finally managed to catch up with 
the stag. 


Me advanced towards the terrified stag slowly. 
“I will eat you up In a single gulp!” he said 


menacingly to the stag, who continued to 
thrash about wildly in order to free himself, 


आखिर, बाघ हिरण तक पहुँच ही गया | 
वह धीरे-धीरे भयभीत हिरण की तरफ़ बढ़ने लगा | 


उसने के साथ हिरण से कहा, "तुम्हें एक ही 
बार मे जाऊँगा |" हिरण अपने आप को मुक्त 
करने के लिये πῇ तरह छटपटा रहा था | 


The tiger leapt into the air to pounce on 
the stag when suddenly, he fell down dead, 


Пе had been shot by the bullet of a passing 
hunter! 


बाघ हिरण पर आक्रमण करने हवा में उछला, तब 
अचानक नीचे गिर कर मर गया । 


बह पास से गुज़रते हुए एक शिकारी की गोली का 
निशाना बन गया επι 


The hunter saw the stag, 


Taking pity on the poor animal, he decided 
to free him. 


Пе went and sawed off the stag's antlers 
and set him free. 


शिकारी ने हिरण को देखा | 


हिरण की हालत देखकर शिकारी को उसपर दया आ 
गई और उसे आजाद करने fura किया | 


उसने हिरण के सींग आगी से काट दिए और उसे 
आजाद कर दिया । 


The stag thanked the hunter, both for 
saving him from the jaws of death as well 
аз for setting him free. 


He ran off into the forest very glad that the 
tiger had not been able to eat him up. 


हिरण ने शिकारी को मौत के मुँह से बचाने और 
उसे मुक्त करने के लिए, धन्यवाद दिया | 


वह जंगल में भागा | बड़ा खुश हुआ कि बाघ उसे 
मार नहीं पाया था । 


The stag thanked the hunter, both for 
saving him from the jaws of death as well 
аз for setting him free. 


He ran off into the forest very glad that the 
tiger had not been able to eat him up. 


हिरण ने शिकारी को मौत के मुँह से बचाने और 
उसे मुक्त करने के लिए धन्यवाद दिया | 


वह जंगल में भागा | बड़ा खुश हुआ कि बाघ उसे 
मार नहीं पाया था। 


He had learnt his lesson. He realized that it I he stags Antlers 
was his useful legs that had saved him, and Е - Е 
his antlers had almost got him killed. fur के सींग 


He vowed never to be so vain again, “Things 
do not have to be beautiful in order to be 
useful,” he sald to himself. 


ZN 


उसने एक सबक सीख लिया था | उसे बोध हुआ कि 
उसके उपयोगी पैगें ने उसकी जान बचायी थी और 
सींगों की वजह से वह मौत के मुँह में आ गया था । 


उसने सौगंध खाई कि वह कभी किसी चीज़ पर गर्व 
гр । उसने सोचा, "उपयोगी वस्तुएँ सुन्दर हों, 
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One cold and windy winter day, а woodcutter 
was on his way back home from the woods, 
carrying a big bundle of chopped wood. 


The long sharp axe he used to chop wood was 
attached to his belt. 


एक तूफानी ठंड-भरे जाड़े के दिन एक लकड़हाग, 
लकड़ियों का गट्ठा उठाए ज॑गल से वापस घर लौट 
qa 


उसकी कुल्हाड़ी पैनी और लंबी dt | उसने कुल्हाड़ी 
को अपने कमर पर बाँध रखा था | 


As he was walking along the path that 
wound through the woods, he saw a snake 
on the path ahead of him. 


He put down the wood he was carrying to 
look at the snake, 


И looked like it was dead. 


वह जंगल की घुमावदार गह पर बढ़ रहा था | 
अचानक उसने अपने आगे एक साँप देखा । 


उसने πὸ को नीचे रख दिया और साँप को 
देखने लगा । 


πε मग सा दिखाई दिया । 


The kind woodcutter felt very sorry for 
the poor creature as the weather was so 
very cold. 


So, he took off his coat and placed the 
snake on it. 


Пе then wrapped it up tightly. ғ 5 


“I shall take him home and try to revive 
him,” he said to himself. 


मौसम बड़ा ठंडा था | इसलिए उस बेचारे साँप 
को देखकर लकड़हारे के दिल में दया भर आयी | 


उसने अपना कोट निकालकर उस पर साँप को 
та: 


उसने उसे कस कर लपेट दिया | 


उसने अपने आपसे कहा, "मैं इसे घर ले जाकर 
ठीक करूँगा Г 


Тһе woodcutter left his bundle of wood behind. 
“I shall come back for it later," he thought. 


Не began walking to his house carrying the snake 
in his arms, tightly wrapped up in his coat. 


उसने अपना те पीछे ही छोड़ दिया | 
उसने सोचा, “मैं बाद में आकर इसे ले जाऊँगा।" 


कोट में साँप को बाँधे हुए, अपने हाथों में उठाकर 
वह घर की ओर चल पड़ा। 


When he reached home, his family was very 
curious to see what was in his coat, 


“What have you brought home?" they asked 
in wonder. 


But seeing that he was shivering from the cold, 
they stopped questioning him and quickly lit 
a fire. 


जब ат घर पहुँचा, उसका परिवार उत्सुक था कि वह 
कोट में क्‍या लपेट कर लाया है | 


अचरज के साथ उन्होंने पूछा, “आप क्या लाये हैं?" 


लकड़हारे को काँपता i देखकर घर वालों ने प्रश्‍न 
पूछना छोड़कर उसके लिए अँगीठी जलावी | 


A Once the fire was burning brightly and he 
had gotten nice and warm again, he 
turned to his daughter and said, “Lay out 
a cloth in front of the fire place quickly, 
little one.” 


His daughter rushed and did that at once. 


आग जब तेज जलने लगी, तब लकड़हारे को अच्छा 
लगने लगा | उसने अपनी बेटी की ओर मुड़कर कहा, 
“छोटी, वह कपड़ा जल्दी आग के सामने रख दो 1" 


उसकी बेटी ने भागकर वही किया जैसा उसके पिता ने 
कहा | 


He then unrolled his coat and to the 
astonishment of his family showed 
them the snake within. 


They gasped in amazement! 


He then took the snake and placed it 
on the cloth in front of the fireplace. 


लकड़हारे ने कोट खोल दिया । अंदर साँप दिखाई 
दिया । 


उसका परिवार विस्मय से भ्र गया | 


फिर उसने साँप को उठाकर अँगीठी के सामनेवाले 
कपड़े पर रख दिया । 


Slowly the fire began to warm the snake, 
and it soon managed to uncoil itself. 


Тһе snake then turned its head and 
looked at the woodcutter and his family 
who were standing nearby. 


зїї ही आग की गरमी से साँप ठीक हो गया 
और उसने कुंडली खोल दी | 


साँप ने अपना सिर फेर दिया और पास ही खड़े 
लकड़हारे और उसके परिबार को देखा | 


His children and wife stood a good deal 
away from the fireplace, as they were 
quite afraid of the snake. 


“We shall not come near it, father. We 
are afraid!” the children exclaimed. 


उसकी पत्नी और बच्चे साँप को देख भयभीत हो 
गए थे | इसलिए उससे कुछ दूरी पर खड़े रहे । 


बच्चों ने चिल्लाकर कहा, "हम उससे डरते हैं । हम 
उसके करीब नहीं आयेंगे, पिताजी!” 


Suddenly, it slithered across the room to 
where the children were huddled. 


И reared its hood and bared Из ugly fangs 
and was about to strike the little girl. 


अचानक वह रेंगता हुआ कमरे को पार कर बच्चों के 
पास पहुँचा । 


उसने अपना फन ऊपर उठाया, अपने दाँत दिखाए और 
वह उस छोटी लड़की को डसने ही वाला था | 


But quicker than a wink, the woodcutter г 
crossed the room. 


With his handy axe he struck off the 
snake's head. 


पलभर में लकड़्हा आगे आया। 


उसने कुल्हाड़ी सीधे साँप के सिर पर दे मारी | 


But quicker than а wink, the woodeutter 
crossed the room. 


With his handy axe he struck off the 
snake's head. 


पलभर में लकड़हार आगे आया। 


उसने कुल्हाड़ी सीधे साँप के सिर पर दे मारी | 


The Woodcutters 


Good Deed 
He gathered up his little children in his 
arms and vowed never again to try and नेक लकड़हारा ch S [d 1 
help such an ungrateful creature, for it les From Aesops 
was all in vain. 


Ν 


उसने बच्चों को अपने बाहों में भर लिया और कसम 
खायी कि वह कभी भी ऐसे pe प्राणी की मदद 
नहीं करेगा, क्योंकि उसका उपकार बेकार था | 
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A long time ago, a blind vulture lived in the 
hollow of a tree on the banks ofa river, A 
number of other birds had also made their 
nests in the tree. 


They felt sorry for the vulture and so brought 


बहुत समय पहले की बात है । नदी के किनारे एक 
पेड़ के कोटर में एक अंधा 


गिद्ध रहता था । उसी पेड़ Cw ን 4 
पर अनेक पक्षियों ने अपने eê बना लिए थे | हज 


उन सबको गिद्ध पर दया आती, इसलिए वे उसके “ 
लिए रोज़ खाना ले आते 


One day, a cat passed by the tree, 


Пе heard the chirps of the little chicks and 
thought, “There are so many nests with 
chicks in them, I can go up and eat them one 
by one! Boy! Am Tlucky!” 


एक दिन पेड़ के पास से एक बिल्ली गुज़री | 


उसने चूज़ों की चीं-चीं सुनी तो वह सोचने लगी, 
"ሸት इतने सारे चूज़ों से भरे घोंसले हैं | मैं ऊपर 
जाकर एक-एक करके उन्हें खा सकता हूँ । आहा! 
मैं कितना किस्मतवाला हूँ!” 


In return, the vulture used to look after 
the chicks when the birds were away in 
search of food. 


Tn this way ай the birds on the tree lived 
аз one community. 


बदले में, जब पक्षी दाने की खोज में चले जाते, तब 
गिद्ध उन पक्षियों के बच्चों की देख भाल करता । 


इस प्रकार पेड़ पर सभी पक्षी एक समुदाय के रूप 
में रहते थे । 


‘The vulture turned his head from side to 
side. Seeing this, the cat realized that the 
vulture was blind and decided to fool him, 


He said, “Sir, I'm a cat and I have come to 
кес you." 


गिद्ध ने अपना सिर इधर से उधर घुमाया । यह देख 
बिल्ली को बोध हुआ कि यह तो अंधा है | इसलिए 
उसने उसे बेवकूफ बनाने का सोचा । 


उसने कहा, "महोदय, मैं एक बिल्ली हूँ और आपको 
देखने आयी हूँ।" 


He jumped onto the bark of the tree and 
began climbing up towards the nests. 


The young birds saw the cat and began 
chirping in fear, 


Hearing their scared voices, the vulture came 


out of his hole and said, “Who's there? Go 
away!” 


चह पेड़ की डाल पर कूदा और घोंसलों की 
ओर चढ़ने लगा । 


चूज़ों ने बिल्ली को देखा और वे डर के मारे 
चीं-चीं करने लगे | 


डरी हुई आवाज़ें सुनकर गिद्ध अपने कोटर से 
बाहर आया और बोला, "कौन है? भाग जाओ!" 


Wi 
4 “А cat?" said the vulture stunned, “Go 
N y away! You will be nothing but trouble." 
а Не pretended to be innocent and said, “Хо 
| sir! 1 have not come to harm you or the 


young birds. I want you, such a noble soul 
that you are, to be my teacher." 


गिद्ध ने घबराकर कहा, "बिल्ली! चली जाओ | 
तुम परेशानी के अलावा और कुछ नहीं हो |’ 


बिल्ली ने मासूम बनने का ЭТИ कर कहा, “नहीं 
महोदय! मैं यहाँ आपके छोटे पक्षियों को कोई 
तकलीफ देने नहीं आयी हूँ, बल्कि आप जैसे 
महात्मा को मैं अपना गुरु बनाने आयी фл" 


The vulture felt flattered and the cat won \ 
the vulture’s heart. However, the vulture k 
did not trust the cat, 

|. 


He said, “Ok 1 will be your teacher, but | 
don't trust you around the young birds. 
‘They are not safe around you.” 


गिद्ध इस खुशामद से प्रसन्न था । बिल्ली ने 
उसका दिल जीत लिया था | फिर भी उसे 
बिल्ली पर विश्वास नहीं था | 


उसने कहा, "टीक है, मैं तुम्हारा गुरु ዛተ | 
= अगर तुम इन चूज़ों के आस-पास रहे 
तो मैं तुम पर विश्वास नहीं कर पाऊँगा । वे 
तुम्हारे आस-पास सुरक्षित नहीं हैं |” 


The cat replied, “They аге іп no danger 
sir. I have given up eating meat and eggs. 
Thave been a complete vegetarian for over 
a year now!” 


When the vulture heard this, he threw 
caution to the wind and welcomed the cat. 


बिल्ली ने उत्तर दिया, "महोदय! वे किसी ख़तरे में 
नहीं हैं। मैने अंडा और मांस खाना छोड़ दिया है | 
एक साल से ἢ शुद्ध शाकाहारी हूँ ।” 


इसे सुनकर गिद्ध ने सतर्कता भुलाकर बिल्ली का 
स्वागत किवा । 


Everyday, the cat visited the vulture, 
Slowly, the young birds too began to trust 
the eat and did not chirp in fear when he 

went near them. 


So, the eat began killing a young bird 
everyday. Пе would eat the bird and hide 
the bones in the vulture's hollow. 


हर रोज़ बिल्ली गिद्ध से मिलने जाती । धीर-धीरे 
qt भी बिल्ली पर विश्वास करने लगे और जब 
भी वह उनके पास जाती, तो वे चीं-चीं भी ጣሻ 
करते । 


अब बिल्ली रोज़ एक ቫን को मार डालती | वह 
उसे खा जाती और हड्डियों को ክ፳ के कोटर में 
छिपा देती । 


‘The cat found out that the birds were 
suspicious and so quickly left the place, 


On reaching the vulture's hollow, they 
found the bones of the dead fledglings 
and were very angry. 


They thought that the vulture was eating 
their babies and so they attacked and 
pushed him out of his home. 


बिल्ली को मालूम हो गया कि पक्षी संदेह कर रहे 
थे । तो वह जल्दी से जगह छोड़कर चली गयी | 


पक्षियों ने गिद्ध के E देखा तो उन्हे 
πα बच्चों की а नज़र आईं | उन्हें बड़ा गुस्सा 
आया । 


उन्होने सोचा कि गिद्ध उनके बच्चों को खा रहा है । 
इसलिए उन्होंने उस पर हमला किया और कोटर से 
धक्का देकर नीचे गिरा दिया | 


Soon the birds began to notice that their 
precious babies were missing. 


They held a meeting to decide, what they 
should do? 


The birds began looking around for clues 
and went to ask the vulture if he knew 
anything about their babies. 


በኛ ही पक्षियों ने ध्यान दिया कि उनके अनमोल ዛፓ 
गायब हो रहे δι 


आगे war करना चाहिए, सोचका पक्षियों ने एक सभा 
रखी । 


पक्षी आस-पास कुछ सुराग ढूँड़ने लगे और गिद्ध के 
पास जाकर भी उन्होंने चूजों के बारे में पूछताछ की | 


== - 


‘The cat found out that the birds were 
suspicious and so quickly left the place. 


On reaching the vulture's hollow, they 
found the bones of the dead fledglings 
and were very angry. 


They thought that the vulture was eating 
their babies and so they attacked and 
pushed him out of his home. 


बिल्ली को मालूम हो गया कि पक्षी संदेह कर रहे 
थे । तो वह जल्दी से जगह छोड़कर चली गयी | 


पक्षियों ने गिद्ध के कोटर में पहुँचकर देखा तो उन्हे 
मृत बच्चों की हड्डियाँ नज़र आईं । उन्हें बड़ा गुस्सा 
आया | 


उन्होंने सोचा कि गिद्ध उनके बच्चों को खा रहा È । 
इसलिए. उन्होंने उस पर हमला किया और कोटर से 
धक्का देकर नीचे गिग दिया | 


The blind vulture realized that it was the 
cat that had killed the young birds and said, 
“Oh what a fool I've been! This is what has 
come from my blind faith in the cat!" 


But it was much too late as he fell from the 
tree to his death. 


A bind wure brings about his own боот due fo his misplaced tust 


The Appu Sares consista of besutfuhy ilusrated and captivatngly narrated books 
Shen bre w If tans кот ሞሐ Hitocadesha These ancient Sarak sones «in nep 
Мис: young Tents в present the philosophies of He ነ" а вето and logical 
nene 


gei өзі ኩሪ Col Marge 
The Weed hoven 
The Wee Ras 


अंधे गिद्ध को σπα हुआ कि बिल्ली ने ही बच्चों को 
मारकर खा लिया था | वह बोला, "हाय! È कैसा मूर्ख 
बना रहा! यह सब बिल्ली पर अंधविश्वास करने का 
नतीजा t |" 


गे चुकी थी । वह पेड़ से नीचे 
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Гһе Wise Rat 


बुद्धिमान चूहा 


ago in a deep forest, there 
lived a crow, a tortoise, and a rat. They 
were very good friends. 


The crow lived on a tree close to the lake 
where the tortoise lived and the rat lived 
in a hole below the tree. 


घने जंगल में कुछ समय पहले एक कौआ, एक 
कछुआ और एक चूहा रहते थे | वे गहरे मित्र थे | 


तालाव के किनारे एक पेड़ पर कौआ, तालाब में 
कछुआ, और पेड़ के नीचेवाले बिल में चूहा रहता 
πι 


After a while, the crow who was sitting high. 
оп the tree called out, *Come out my friends, 
there is no danger nearby." 


He then turned to the deer who was hiding 
ina bush nearby and asked, “Why were you 
running when there was no danger?" 


थोड़ी देर बाद ऊँचे पेड़ पर बैठे कौए ने पुकारा, 
"मित्रो, बाहर आओ, अब यहाँ कोई खतग नहीं है ।" 


अब वह पास की झाड़ी में छिपे हिरण की ओर 
मुड़कर बोला, “जब कोई खतरा नहीं था तो तुम 
भाग क्यों रहे थे?" 


They would meet сусгудау and chat for à 
while. One day, as they were chatting, a 
deer ran past them. The deer seemed very 
frightened. 


Sensing the deer's fear, they too got afraid 
and rushed to the safety of their homes. 


वे îa मिलते, थोड़ी देर बातचीत करते | एक दिन जब 
वे गप्प मार रहे थे, एक हिरण उनके सामने से भागा | 
वह बड़ा डरा हुआ-सा लग रहा था। 


उसे देख इन तीनों मित्रों को भी डर महसूस होने लगा | 
अपनी जान बचाने वे घर की ओर दौड़ पड़े । 


The deer replied, “There is danger! There 
are a group of hunters in the forest and I just. 
managed to escape them. Thank you Гог 
letting me hide near your homes." 


Hearing this, the crow said, “Don't worry, 
we are your friends now and we'll help you." 


हिरण ने उत्तर दिया, “वहाँ खतरा है | शिकरियों का 
झुंड जंगल में आया है | मैं उन से बचकर निकला 
हूँ । अपने घर के पास छिपने देने के लिए धन्यवाद г 


इसे सुनकर कौआ बोला, "चिन्ता मत करो, अब हम 
तुम्हारे मित्र हैं, और तुम्हारी मदद करेंगे Г 


"Yes!" said the rat, “That's what friends 
are for!” 


The deer thanked bis new friends and said, 
“My dear friends, 1 heard the hunters are 
planning to camp near this lake. They plan 
to fish in the lake. We might all be in grave 
danger!” 


चूहा बोला, "हाँ! दोस्त इसलिए तो होते हैं!" 


हिरण ने अपने नए मित्रों को धन्यवाद दिया और कहा, 
“प्रिय मित्रो, मैं ने सुना कि शिकारी इस तालाब के 
किनारे शिविर बनाने की योजना कर रहे हैं । उन्होंने 
तालाब में मछली पकड़ने का कार्यक्रम बनाया È | 
ज्ञायद हम सभी बड़े खतरे में पड़ने वाले ድ" 


But the tortoise refused to heed his friend's 
advice and left the safety of the lake. 


His friends decided to follow him so as to 
protect him, As the tortoise was crawling 
away, a hunter came by and secing the 
tortoise he caught it and put it into his bag. 


परन्तु मित्र की सलाह न मानकर कछुआ तालाब 
छोड़कर निकल पड़ा | 


उसके मित्रों ने उसकी रक्षा का ख्याल करते हुए 
उसका पीछा करने का учга किया | कछुआ रेंगता 
हुआ जा रहा था । एक शिकारी आया और उसने 
жп को देखकर उसे पकड़कर अपने थैले में 
डाल लिया i 


The tortoise was frightened and said, “T must 
leave this lake. It is too dangerous here." 


The rat who was the wisest of the friends said, 
"Don't be afraid tortoise, we will help you. 
You are in more danger if you leave." 


कछुआ भयभीत हुआ और बोला, "मुझे यह तालाब 
छोड़कर चले जाना चाहिए | यहाँ अत्यधिक खतरा है |" 


उन मित्रों में सबसे बुद्धिमान चूहा था | उसने कहा, 
"жұп, डरो मत | हम तुम्हारी मदद करेंगे । तुम यदि 
यहाँ से जाओगे, तो अधिक खतरे में पड़ जाओगे !” 


‘The deer and crow agreed and did as the wise 
rat said. 


The hunter came that way, and seeing what. 

appeared to be a dead deer was thrilled and 
said, “Today must be my lucky day! I'll take 
the deer, eat the meat and sell the skin for a 

handsome price!” 


He put down his bag and went to pick up the 
deer. 


हिरण और कौए ने वही किया जो चूहे ने कहा था | 


उस राह पर जब शिकारी आया, उसने ज़मीन पर पड़े 
हिरण को देखा और अति प्रसन्न होकर बोला, "आज 

मेरे लिए बड़े भाग्य का दिन है | गैं हिरण को ले चलूँगा, 
उसका मांस खाकर चमड़ा अच्छे दाम पर बेच दूँगा (" 


उसने अपना थैला नीचे रखा और हिरण को उठाने गया । 


Sceing this, the tortoise's friends were upset. 


Тһе rat said, “We must help our friend! Deer, 
you must Це down in this path pretending to 
be dead. Crow, you must sit on the deer as if 
you were pecking on a dead body. When the 
hunter comes near, run away. In the mean 
time, I will free the tortoise.” 


इसे देख कुछुए के मित्र परेशान हो गए | 


चूहे ने कहा, “हमें अपने मित्र की मदद करनी होगी | 
हिरण, तुम्हें इस रस्ते पर मृतक जैसे पड़े रहना होगा | 
कौए, तुम्हें इसके पास बैठना होगा, ым στα को 
ita मार रहे हो । जब शिकारी करीब , तब तुम 
भाग जाना | इस बीच मैं कछुए को मुक्त कर fug 
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‘The hunter was perplexed. He consoled 
himself saying, “Never mind, at least I һауе 
the tortoise.” 


He picked up his bag and was astonished to 
see no tortoise in it! Dejected, he went away. 


शिकारी हैरान हुआ । बह अपने आप को सांतबना देता 


हुआ बोला, “ठीक है, मेरे पास कछुआ तो है г 


उसने अपना थैला उठाया | उसमें कछुए को न पाकर 
चकित हुआ | शिकारी उदास होकर चला गया | 


Ав soon as he left the bag, the rat began 
biting it and set the tortoise free. He then. 
ran and hid in 8 hole while the tortoise 
leapt into the lake. 


The hunter in the meantime was in for a 
shock! Just when he reached the deer, the 
deer leapt up and ran away. 


जैसे ही उस ने थैला नीचे रखा, चूहा उसे काटने लगा 
और कछुए को मुक्त कर दिया | चूहा भागकर बिल में 
छिप गया और कछुआ तालाब में कूद पड़ा | 


इसी बीच शिकारी को थक्का लगा! जैसे ही वह हिरण 
के पास पहुँचा, हिरण कूद कर दूर भाग пати 


The hunter was perplexed. Не consoled 
himself saying, “Never mind, at least I have 
the tortoise.” 


He picked up his bag and was astonished to 
see no tortoise іп it! Dejected, he went away. 


शिकारी हैरान हुआ । बह अपने आप को सांतबना देता 
हुआ बोला, “ठीक है, मेरे पास कछुआ तो है 1" 


उसने अपना थैला उठावा | उसमें कछुए को न पाकर 
चकित हुआ | शिकारी उदास होकर चला गया | 


The four friends met near the lake and the 
tortoise said, “I am very sorry dear friends. I 
should have listened to all of you. It was foolish. 
of me not to trust you. Thank you for saving. 
me!” 


The rat, the crow and the deer forgave the 
tortoise and they lived happily together for the 
rest of their lives, 


चारों मित्र तालाब के किनारे मिले ሕል ч rt कहा, 
"प्रिय मित्रों, मुझे माफ कर दो, मुझे बात माननी 
चाहिए थी | मैंने आप पर विश्वास नहीं किया | वह मेरी 
मूर्खता थी | मेरी रक्षा करने के लिए धन्यवाद 1" 


ІЗ कछुए को माफ़ कर दिया और 
-साथ रहने लगे | 
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The Wicked Rave दुष्ट पहाड़ी कौआ 


ο. 


Once upon a time there lived a pigeon and a 
raven, who were friends. They lived on a 
huge banyan tree, on the outskirts of a village 
in southern India. 


И was winter, the two birds were hungry and 
could not find any food. 


किसी समय की बात है । एक कबूतर और एक 


पहाड़ी कौआ रहते थे । बे दोनों मित्र थे | बे दक्षिण 
भारत के एक गाँव के बाहर स्थित एक बड़े से 
बरगद पर रहते थे । 


जाड़े के दिन थे | दोनों पक्षि भूखे थे पर वे अपने 
लिए खाना नहीं zum थे 


On their way, they зам а man carrying a pot 
full of fresh thick curd to sell in the market. 


Their mouths watered and they wished they 
could have some of it and so they followed 
the man. After a while the man stopped to 
rest under a tree. 


रस्ते में उन्होंने एक आदमी देखा, जो घड़े में ताज़ी 
गाढ़ी दही बेचने बाज़ार जा रहा επι 


उनके मुँह में पानी भर आया और वे ललचाने लगे 
कि उन्हें भी थोड़ा सा खाने को मिल जाए । इसलिए 
वे आदमी के पीछे-पीछे उड़ने लगे । थोड़ी देर बाद 
वह आदमी пж पेड़ के नीचे विश्राम करने रुक गया | 


One day, the raven said, “Friend, let us go 
to the next village. I'm sure we will get 
food there,” 


"The pigeon agreed and so the next 
morning, the two friends set off on their 
journey. 


एक दिन पहाड़ी कौए ने कहा, "मित्र, हम अगले 
गाँव चलते हैं । मुझे विशवास है, हमें वहाँ खाना 
जरूर मिलेगा |” 


कबूतर मान गया और दूसरे दिन दोनों मित्र अपनी 
यात्रा पर चल पड़े । 


Не kept his pot down and lay down beside it. 
The raven and the pigeon were also tired and 
so, they sat on a nearby tree. 


‘The raven looked at the curd and said, 
“Friend, this is our chance. We must eat 
some curd now." 


उसने घड़ा नीचे रखा और उसके पास ही लेट 
गया | पहाड़ी कौआ और कबूतर भी थक गए थे 
और वे पास के पेड़ पर बैठ गए । 


कौए ने दही देखकर कहा, "मित्र, यही अच्छा 
मौका है, अब हमें थोड़ी दही खा लेनी चाहिए |” 


The pigeon said, “How сап we do that friend?” 
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The raven laughed and said, “Из easy! Just 
watch me.” 


He then swooped down to the pot, filled his 
beak with curd and flew up again. He loved 
the taste of the fresh curd and so swooped 
down again and again. 

कबूतर बोला, “मित्र, वह हम कैसे कर सकते हैं?" 

कौए ት हँसकर कहा, "गुझे देखो, आसान है |" 

फिर वह नीचे घड़े की ओर झपटा, चोंच भरकर दही ली 


और उड़कर ऊपर आया । उसे ताज़ी दही बड़ी स्वादिष्ट 
लगी | इसलिए वह बार-बार नीचे को झपट रहा था | 


Soon, the man woke up and resumed his 
journey. 


The pigeon said, “Don't try taking any more 
curd friend, or you will be in trouble.” 


आदमी जल्दी ही जाग गया और आगे बड़ा | 


कबूतर ने कहा, "मित्र, और दही लेने की कोशिश 
मत करो, नहीं तो तुम मुश्किल में पड़ जाओगे ।” 


The raven laughed and said, “Trouble! You 
are only saying that because you haven't 
been able to taste the curd! Go on try it? You 
won't be able to stop cating it either." 


कौआ हँस पड़ा और बोला, "मुश्किल? दही का 
स्वाद तुमने नहीं लिया है, इसलिए ऐसा कह रहे 

हो । जाओ, कोशिश करो | फिर तुम भी उसे खाए 
बगैर नहीं रह LEN 


So, the raven did not heed the pigeon's 
warnings and continued to eat the curd. 


Soon the man reached the market. He 
kept the pot down and was shocked to 
find the pot half empty! 


कबूतर की चेतावनी अनसुनी कर कौआ बार-बार 
दही खाता रहा | 


आदमी जल्दी ही बाज़ार पहुँचा । उसने war नीचे 
रखा और घड़े को आधा खाली देख हैरान रह गया | 


“No thank you friend, You've had enough 
and it's wrong to steal," said the pigeon. 


*Ha! You're just a wimp. The man can't 
even see me as I'm flying above him!" said 
the raven. 


कबूतर ने कहा, "नहीं, धन्यवाद मित्र, तुमने काफी खा 
लिया | चोरी करना गलत हे Г 


कौए ने कहा, "हा! तुम बड़े डरपोक हो | जब मैं उस 
आदमी पर TÊT, तब वह मुझे देख भी नहीं सकेगा |” 


ae looked around to see who had stolen his 
curd and saw the raven with his beak white 
with curd. 


The man shouted, “You wicked raven, I'll 
get you for stealing my curd!” 


यह देखने के लिए कि दही किसने चुराई है, उसने 
आस-पास नज़र दौड़ाई | तभी उसने इस काले कौए 
को देखा, የጠ ate दही से सफेद हो गई थी । 


आदमी चिल्लाया, “धूर्त काले कौए, तुमने मेरी दही 
चुरई? मैं तुम्हें aT |" 


Пе picked up а big stone and flung it at the 
raven. The raven dodged the stone but the 
pigeon could not get away in time, 


It hit the poor pigeon and he fell to the 
ground and was badly injured. 


उसने एक पत्थर लिया और कौए को निशाना 
बनाकर उसकी ओर फेंका | कौआ हट गया, 
मगर कबूतर बच नहीं सका | 


पत्थर कबूतर को लगा और वह घायल होकर 
ज़मीन पर गिर पड़ा | 


Пе picked up а big stone and flung И а the 
raven. The raven dodged the stone but the 
pigcon could not get away іп time. 


It hit the poor pigeon and he fell to the 
ground and was badly injured. 


उसने एक पत्थर लिया और कौए को निशाना 
बनाकर उसकी ओर फेंका | कौआ हट गया, 
मगर कबूतर बच नहीं सका | 


पत्थर कबूतर को लगा और वह घायल होकर 
ज़मीन पर गिर पड़ा | 


The raven flew away not bothering to help 
his friend, 


The poor pigeon lay in pain and said, “If only 
Thad realized that having friends who are 
wicked is as harmful as being wicked 
oneself!” 


मित्र की चिंता किए बगैर कौआ उड़ ሻሻ | 


Aran कबूतर दर्द से कराहता रहा और बोला, "काश 
| 12/13 | गया होता कि धूर्त लोगों से 
जैसा ही है ।” 
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TALES FROM HITOPADESHA 


The Tiger and | 
the Gold Bangle बाघ और सोने का कंगन 
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बाघ और सोने का कंगन 


Media Fusion (India) Pvt. Ltd. 


Once upon a time, there lived an old tiger. - 
Being old, he could not hunt for food. РИА 7° 
£ С =» 
Va 


One day, he was walking by a marshy pool 


when he saw something shining. He picked it -- 
up and found that И was a golden bangle, Ж 
<%` 
чү ` JN 
L 
किसी समय की बात है, एक बूढ़ा बाघ रहता था | ማኬ M 


बूढ़ा होने के कारण वह अपना पेट धरने ज्ञिकार 


नहीं कर पाता था | | sq E 9 2, J | / 


/ 
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एक दिन जब वह पोखर के दलदल पर चल रहा - » » N 

था, तब उसने कुछ चमकता हुआ देखा । उसने ж — - 

उसे उठाया तब उसे मालूम हुआ कि वह सोने का ~ ነ a 


कंगन है । ፦- 


The tiger thought, “I think I'll keep this 
bangle. You never know when it may come 
handy!" 


So, he wore the bangle and went on his way 
thinking of ways to use the bangle. 


बाघ सोचने लगा, “मैं इसे अपने पास रख लेता 
हूँ । पता नहीं कब यह ኻት काम आ ፳ሺ! 


उसने कंगन पहन लिया और वह अपने रास्त्रे यह 
सोचकर चल पड़ा कि इसका इस्तेमाल कैसे 
किया जाए । 


The tiger went to his cave and began to plot 
plans to use the bangle. 


use it as a bait to trap some humans! They 


He thought for a while and said, “I know! ГИ | ` 
will make a tasty meal!" 1 


वाघ अपनी गुफा में चला गया और उस कंगन को 
कैसे उपयोग करे, इसकी योजना बनाने लगा | 


थोड़ी देर सोचने पर वह बोला, "मुझे मालूम है, इसे 
इन्सानों को फाँसने में उपयोग करूँगा | वह बड़े ही 
स्वादिष्ट भोजन बनेंगें।” 


So, he went towards a path through the forest 
that was frequented by travelers. 


He sat under a tree waiting for his first victim. 
Soon he saw а man walking up the path. 


फिर वह ज॑गल के उस रास्ते पर गया जहाँ मुसाफियों 
का आना-जाना रहता था | 


बह एक पेड़ के नीचे अपने शिकार के इंतजार में 
= | बैठा रहा | शीघ्र ही उसने एक आदमी को उस रास्ते 
पर आते देखा | 


The tiger took the bangle out and called to 
the man. 


“Hey!” he said, “Do you want this gold 


bangle? I have no use for it but you can take 
it and sell it for a good amount." 


बाघ ने कंगन लेकर इस आदमी को बुलाया | 


वह बोला, "क्या तुम्हें यह सोने का कंगन चाहिए? मुझे 
तो इसका कोई फायदा नहीं | पर तुम इसे बेचकर अच्छी 
тави पा सकते हो I 


The man's greed was growing but he was 
afraid of the tiger and so he sald, “Хо Mr. 
Tiger. I don't want it.” 


The tiger smiled and said, "Oh well, ок, ГІ 
give it to someone else, I'm dying you see, 
and I just wanted to give it away before 1 
died.” 


उस आदमी का लालच बढ़ रहा था | परन्तु वह ሻኛ 
से डर रहा था | इसलिए उसने कहा, “नहीं, श्रीमान 
बाघ, मुझे कंगन नहीं चाहिए 1" 


बाघ मुस्कुराया और बोला, “ओह! फिर ठीक है | मैं 
इसे किसी और को दे दूँगा। मैं मर रहा हूँ और मरने 
से पहले किसी को यह दे देना चाहता हूँ ।" 


At first the man hesitated. Then, he said, 
“No, thank you, Mr. Tiger. I do not want the 
bangle.” 


But the tiger had noticed his hesitation and 
said, “Are you sure? Its quite thick and heavy 
and so must be worth a lot!" 


पहले तो आदमी झिझकता रहा | उसने फिर कहा, 
"श्रीमान बाघ, धन्यवाद, मुझे कंगन नहीं चाहिए |” 


= बाघ ने उसकी हिचकिचाहट देख ली थी | 
कहा, "सचमुच तुम्हें नहीं चाहिए? यह 
काफी वज़नदार है और कीमती भी होगा |" 


The cunning tiger knew what the man was 
thinking and said, “Well my dear man, 1 
think I'll just go look for someone who 
wants the bangle, Good bye!” 


Пе then turned and pretended to walk away. 


चालाक बाघ जानता था कि आदमी कया सोच रहा 
है और उसने कहा, “ठीक है प्रिय मित्र, मेरे ख्याल 
से मैं चलकर किसी और को den हूँ जिसे इस 
कंगन की जरूरत हो, अलविदा !” 


वह मुड़कर चलने का नाटक करने लगा | 


The man thought, “He does look old and 
weak! Мау be he is dying. If he is dying, he 
won't be able to eat me. И should be perfectly 
safe for me to take the bangle, Besides, 1 could 
use the money I get after selling the bangle!” 


आदमी ने सोचा, "वह बूढ़ा और कमज़ोर दिख रहा 
है । शायद वह मर रहा है । यदि वह मर रहा है, तो 
बह मुझे नहीं खाएगा । कंगन लेना मेरे लिए बिलकुल 
सुरक्षित होगा । मैं इसे बेचकर मिले धन का उपयोग 
कर सकूगा ዣ [” 


The man now thought, “What a fool I am to 
let him give it away to someone else! If he 
wanted to kill me he could've done it by now." 


He then turned to the tiger and said, “Мг. 
Tiger, I've changed my mind! I'll take the 
bangle.” 


आदमी ने अब सोचा, “मैं भी कितना मूर्ख हैँ, उसे 
किसी और को देने का मौका दे झा हूँ । यदि वह 
मुझे मार डालना ही चाहता तो अब तक मार चुका 
होता г 


वह फिर बाघ की ओर मुड़कर बोला, "श्रीमान बाघ, 
मैंने अपना इगदा बदल लिवा है । मैं कंगन ले लूँगा | 


The tiger was pleased and holding the bangle 
out to the man, he sald, “Oh! That's wonderful! 
Here, come and take it!” 


The man saw the bangle glistening in the sun 
and he stepped close to take it, In his greed he 
didn't see where he was going and stepped into 


बाघ खुश हुआ और कंगन हाथ में पकड़कर 
आदमी से बोला, "वाह! war खूब है! यहाँ 
आओ और इसे ले लो г" 


आदमी ने धूप में चमकते कंगन को देखा और 
उसे लेने उसके पास आ गवा । अपने लालच 
में उसने देखा πῇ कि वह कहाँ जा रहा था 
और उसने अपना पैर दलदल में रख दिया । 


The tiger was pleased and holding the bangle 
out to the man, he said, “Оһ! That's wonderful! 
Here, come and take it!” 


Тһе man saw the bangle glistening in the sun 
and he stepped close to take it, In his greed he 
didn't see where he was going and stepped into 
а swamp. 


बाघ खुश हुआ और कंगन हाथ में पकड़कर 
आदमी से बोला, "वाह! क्या खूब है! यहाँ 
आओ और इसे ले लो ।"” 


आदमी ने धूप में चमकते कंगन को देखा और 
उसे लेने उसके पास आ गया । अपने लालच 
में उसने देखा नहीं कि वह कहाँ जा रहा था 
और उसने अपना पैर दलदल में रख दिया । 


The man couldn't move. Не looked up and Гһе Tiger and 
saw the tiger moving menacingly towards А 

him and thought, “Oh what a fool I've been! the Gold Bangle 
If only I hadn't allowed myself to be - 

overcome by greed!" 


But it was too late and the tiger pounced on 
him and made a hearty meal of him. 


nd 
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आदमी हिल नहीं पा रहा था 1 उसने ऊपर देखा, बाघ 
उसकी ओर बढ़ रहा था और उसने सोचा, "अरे, मैं 
भी कैसा मूर्ख हूँ! अश मैं अपने लालच से ऊपर आ 
सकता!” 


= चुकी थी । बाघ उस पर उछला 
2 भोजन वना लिया 
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Once upon a time there was a very proud 
crow. 


Опе day, as he was sitting on the bank of a 


very wide river, he saw a flock of 2९९४९ Пу і. 
to the bank. < 


я 
Пе said, “Па! Look at those geese, they can't | ፖ. 
w 


Пу half as gracefully as I!" 


किसी समय की बात है । एक uri कौआ था | 


एक दिन वह एक चौड़ी नदी के किनारे बैठा हुआ था, 
तब उसने हंसों के एक झुंड को उड़ते हुए किनारे पर 
आते देखा । 


उसने कहा,"हा! इन हंसों को देखो नो, वे मुझसे 
आधी नज़ाकत से भी नहीं उड़ 


The geese landed near him. One goose looked 
at him and politely said, “Hello Mr. Crow, 
how do you do?" 


Не turned to the goose and said in a vain 
voice, “Hello! I see that you all are a bunch 
of clumsy fliers! Would you like me to teach 
you to fly?” 


हंस उसके करीब ही उतरे । एक हंस ने उसकी 
तरफ देखा और नम्रता पूर्वक पूछा, "राम राम, 
कौए भाई, तुम कैसे हो?” 


बह हंस की ओर मुड़कर गर्वभरे स्वर में बोला, 
"शाम राम भैया, गैं देख रहा हूँ कि आप लोग 
उड़ने में अनाड़ी हो | क्या आप चाहते हो कि मैं 
आपको उड़ना सिखा दूँ?” 


The goose was very offended by the 
crow's remark and said, “No thank you! 
Our wings serve us well and we don't 
псей to be taught to fly!” 


कौए की बात सुनकर Ұн बड़ा नाराज़ हुआ और 
बोला, "नहीं, धन्यवाद! हमारे tur हमारी अच्छी 
तरह साथ देते हैं और हमें उड़ना सीखने की कोई 
जरूरत नहीं !” 


The crow laughed and said, “Well you can 
fly! But it's quite a clumsy way to Пу. You 
can't do somersaults or glide in the breeze! 
Here let me show you how well I Пу!” 


कौआ हँसा और बोला, “ठीक है, आप उड़ सकते 
= हो, मगर वह बड़ा बेढंगा है। आप हवा में पलटी 
नहीं मार सकते हो और न ही हवा में बह सकते 
हो । मैं आपको दिखाता हूँ कि मैं कितना अच्छा 
उड़ता हूँ!” 


The crow then flapped his wings and flew, 
doing somersaults and gliding in the air. 


He then said, “See how well I fly! 1 challenge 
you to a flying competition." 


कौआ पंख फैलाकर उड़ चला । कलाबाज़ी करते हुए 
τα में बहने ети p — E d 


उसने फिर कहा, “देखो कितना अच्छा उड़ता हूँ मैं! मैं ——— 
आपको उड़ने के मुकाबले के लिए चुनौती देता हूँ ।" 


a goose said, “Fine! I accept your challenge.” 


He then rose into the air and began flying. The 
crow followed making nasty remarks about the 
goose. 


हंस ने कहा, "ठीक है, मैं तुम्हारी चुनौती स्वीकारता 
їг 


πε फिर हवा में ऊपर उठा और उड़ने लगा । कौआ 
अँट-सँट वकता हुआ उसके पीछे उड़ чеп! 


‘The goose ignored the crow and flew on. 


He flew and he flew and soon they were so 
far over the river that they could not see 
even a speck of land below. ) | 


उड़ता रहा | 


हंस उसकी टिप्पणियों को अनसुना करता हुआ / / ነ 


वे दोनें чий रहे और πῆς ही वे दूर नदी के Ар 
ऊपर पहुँच गए जहाँ से नीचे ज़मीन का निशान Ss 
भी नहीं दिख रहा था | 


а crow began to get tired and started flying 
lower and lower. The goose on the other hand 
kept flying. 


He turned to the crow and said, *Wow! Mr. 
Crow is that another trick of yours to fly so 
close to the water?" 


\ कौआ थकने लगा और नीचे-नीचे ही उड़ने लगा । 
| दूसरी तरफ हँस उड़ता ही जा रहा था | 


क्या पानी के करीब उड़ने का यह तुम्हार कोई और 


/ 7 2 वह कौए की ओर मुड़कर बोला, “वाह! कौए भाई, 
( करतब है?" 


The crow was losing his strength fast 
and said, “Хо brother, 1 can fly no more. 
T'm going to drown ИТ don't have some 

rest. Please help me!” 


कौआ ज्ञीघ्र ही अपनी शक्ति खो रहा था और 
बोला, "नहीं भाई, मैं और उड़ नहीं सकता | 
यदि मैं थोड़ा विश्राम नहीं करूँगा तो मैं डूब 
जाऊँगा | कृपया मेरी मदद करो 1" 


— ——————— Л = መ - 


The goose felt sorry for the crow and so, he 
carried the crow on his back to the bank of the 
river. 


The crow lay gratefully and said, "Thank you 
for saving my life brother goose! I'm very 
sorry for being so rude and proud. 1 hope you 
will forgive me." 


हंस को कौए पर दवा आ गयी | इसलिए उसने कौए 
को अपनी पीठ पर बिठा कर नदी के किनारे पहुँचाया । 


कौआ आभार मानता हुआ लेट गया और बोला, “भाई 
हंस, मेरी जान बचाने के लिए धन्यवाद । मैं अपने 
घमंड और कठोरता के लिए माफी चाहता हूँ । आशा 
करता हूँ कि तुम मुझे क्षमा कर दोगे г 


Тһе goose said, “1 hope you realize that 
though I may not be able to do tricks, my 
wings serve me in a very different way. 1 
will forgive you if you promise never to be 
overcome by your pride,” 


हंस ने कहा, "तुम्हें यह एहसास हो गया होगा कि 
मैं कोई करतब तो नहीं दिखा सकता, मगर मेरे पंख 
अलग प्रकार से मेरे काम आते हैं । मैं तुम्हें तभी 
माफ़ करूँगा जब तुम अपना घंमड़ छोड़ दोगे Г 


The goose said, “I hope you realize that 
though I may not be able to do tricks, my 
wings serve me іп a very different way. 1 
will forgive you if you promise never to be 
overcome by your pride.” 


हँस ने कहा, "ሻጭ यह एहसास हो गया होगा कि 
मैं कोई करतब तो नहीं दिखा सकता, मगर मेरे पंख 
अलग प्रकार से मेरे काम आते हैं । मैं तुम्हें तभी 
माफ़ करूँगा जब तुम अपना Was छोड़ दोगे |” 


The crow promised to remain humble and 
said, “Thank you for teaching me that we all 
have our own limitations. I will always 
remember this!” 


The goose forgave him and they became good 
friends. 


ት 


कौए ने विनम्र बने रहने का वादा किया और बोला, 
“धन्यवाद, तुमने मुझे सिखाया कि हम सब की 
अपनी सीमाएँ हैं । इसे मैं हमेशा याद ጃና” 


और वे दोनों अच्छे मित्र 
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A long, long time ago іп а deep forest, there 
lived a noble elephant with a long trunk 
great big tusks. 


The elephant was very kind and helpful, and 
he was loved by every animal in the forest. 


Each time he walked by, all the animals 
would bow in respect. Even the king of the 


forest, the lion, respected him! 


बहुत समय पहले की बात है । एक घने ज॑गल में 
एक महान्‌ हाथी रहता था | उसकी लंबी सूँड और 
बड़े-बड़े दाँत à 


हाथी बड़ा दयालु और मददगार था। इसलिए जंगल 
के सभी जानवर उसे प्यार करते थे | 


जब कभी वह पास से गुज़रता, सभी जानवर झुककर 
उसे सलाम करते | यहाँ तक कि जंगल का गाजा, शेर 
भी उसका आदर करता था! 


One day, а group of merchants lost their жау 
in the forest. 


‘They went in circles and as it began to get 
dark, they began to get worried. 


एक दिन, व्यापारियों का एक जत्था जंगल में शस्ता 
भटक गया | 


È लोग गोल-गोल घूमते रहे । जैसे ही अंधेरा होने 
लगा, वे चिंतित होने लगे | 


They sat below a tree tired and hungry. 
Suddenly, one of the merchants saw the t Т 
elephant standing at a distance, beckoning i 
to them. 


He turned to the others and said, “I think А 
we should follow that elephant. We don't i 
have anything to lose.” 


थके और भूखे, वे एक पेड़ के नीचे बैठ गए । 
अचानक एक व्यापारी ने थोड़ी दूरी पर एक हाथी 
को खड़ा हुआ देखा, जो उनकी ओर इशारा कर 
ЧЕТ aT) 


वह ሂጣሻ की ओर मुड़ कर बोला, "मुझे लगता 
है, हमें उसका पीछा करना चाहिए, हमारे पास 
खोने को कुछ नहीं है?" 


So, the merchants followed the elephant and 
soon they found themselves at the edge of the 
forest! 


At some distance, they could see the walls of a 
city. The merchants were thrilled! 


They turned to thank the elephant but he had 
left. 


'फिर व्यापारी हाथी के पीछे चले πα ι τῆ ही FF 
अपने आप को ज॑गल के किनारे पाया । 


थोड़ी दूरी पर उन्होने शहर की दीवारें देखीं | अब 
व्यापारियों की खुशी का ठिकाना न रहा । 


वे हाथी को धन्यवाद देने मुड़े, मगर तब तक वह चला 
गया था | 


‘The merchants went to the city and met the 
king, 


Тһе merchants said, “Your Majesty, there is a 
wonderful elephant with the most beautiful 

tusks, in the forest on the outskirts of this city, 
Had he not helped us, wc would still be lost in 
the forest!" 


व्यापारी शहर में गए знаят से मिले । 


व्यापारियों ने कहा, “үзүп वहाँ शहर के किनारे 
जंगल में सबसे सुन्दर दाँतोंवाला हाथी है | यदि 
वह हमारी मदद न करता, तो हम अब तक ज॑गल 
में भटक रहे होते ।" 


The king however, did not hear of the clephant's 
noble nature. All he heard was that he had the 
most beautiful tusks! 


“I will kill that elephant and take his tusks! 
They will grace the walls of my palace!” thought 
the cruel king. 


кор чл у эгип wi рт! 
केवल यही सुना कि उसके दाँत सबसे सुन्दर हैं । 


कूर गजा ने सोचा, "ጵ उस हाथी को मारकर उसके दाँत ले 
लूँगा । वे अपने महल की दीवारों की शोभा ዛ የ" 


The next day, the king set out with his 
soldiers to hunt the elephant. 


He wandered through the forest and soon 
came to a watering hole where the elephant 
was bathing 


अगले दिन रजा अपने सैनिकों को लेकर हाथी का 
शिकार करने चल पड़ा । 


वह जंगल गें घूमता रहा और शीघ्र ही एक तालाव 
के पास आया जहाँ हाथी नहा रहा था | 


‘The elephant was now alert and began to 
run. The king gave chase, 


‘The elephant went deep into the forest and 
soon the king was far away from his 
attendants, 


The elephant found a place to hide and the 
king began looking for him. 


हाथी अब सतर्क हो गया और वह भागने लगा | 
गजा उसका पीछा करने लगा | 


हाथी जंगल के भीतर तक भागा और जल्दी ही 
та अपने सेवकों से दूर हो गया | 


हाथी को छिपने के लिए एक जगह मिल गई और 
गजा उसे {шї στη | 


When the king saw the elephant he said, 
“Wow! That is a beautiful elephant! He is 
mine! No one is to shoot him." 


He then took up his bow and shot an arrow. 
The arrow whizzed past the elephant. 


गजा ने ज़ब हाथी को देखा तो उसने कहा, "वाह! वह 
एक सुन्दर हाथी है । वह मेरा है, कोई उस पर वाण नहीं 
remm |" 


उसने अपना बाण निकाला और उस पर चलाया | बाण 
हाथी पर से सनसनाता हुआ निकल गया | 


Suddenly, there was а big SPLASH! The king 
had stepped into a marsh. 


The elephant came out and found the king 
being sucked under, The king screamed, 
“Help! Help! Somebody help me!” 


But his soldiers were too far away to hear him. 


अचानक वहाँ जोर का छपाका हुआ | जा दलदल 
में फैंस गया था | हाथी बाहर आया और उसने देखा 
कि राजा अन्दर की ओर थँसता जा रहा E 


राजा चिल्लाया, "बचाओ! बचाओ! कोई मुझे 
बचाओ!” 


тет उसके सैनिक इतनी दूर थे कि वे यह सुन नहीं 
सके | 


The elephant rushed to help the king, With 
his trunk he caught the king and pulled him 
out to safety. 


The king was grateful and fell at the elephant's 
feet ashamed of himself. 


The noble elephant placed the king on his back 
and took him back to the city. 


हाथी राजा को बचाने भागा | अपनी सूँड से उसने тт 
को पकड़ा और उसे खींचकर सुरक्षित बाहर निकाला । 


rm कृतज़ हुआ और शर्मिन्दा होकर हाथी के पैरों पर 
गिर पड़ा । 


महान्‌ हाथी ने उसे अपनी पीठ पर елат और उसे 
वापस शहर ले गया | 


‘The elephant rushed to help the king, With 
his trunk he caught the king and pulled him 


out to safety, 


The king was grateful and fell at the elephant's 
feet ashamed of himself. 


‘The noble elephant placed the king on his back 
and took him back to the city. 


हाथी राजा को बचाने भागा । अपनी सूँड से उसने गजा 
को पकड़ा और उसे खींचकर सुरक्षित बाहर निकाला | 


गजा FA हुआ और शर्मिन्दा होकर हाथी के पैरों पर 


गिर पड़ा । 


महान्‌ हाथी ने उसे अपनी पीठ पर बिठाया और उसे 


वापस στετ ले गया | 


The king said, “Dear elephant, 1 tried to kill 
you and yet you saved my life! You have 
taught me the true meaning of nobility! 


Thank you!" 


The elephant blessed the king and went back 
to the forest never to be troubled by hunters 


again. 


रजा ने कहा, “प्रिय हाथी! मैं ने तुम्हें मारना चाहा और 
तुमने मेरी जान बचाई । तुमने मुझे महानता का सच्चा 


अर्थ बता दिया | धन्यवाद!” 


दिया और वापस जंगल गया | 
ने त॑ग नहीं किया। 


True кому а being пайва anc helping even your enemies Leam thie хамаба 
lesson of Me from fne nob elephant. 
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The Intelligent 


Jackal | बुद्धिमान सियार 


A long time ago in a far away forest, there 
lived a wolf and a jackal. One day, they 
met and got talking. 


The wolf looked at the jackal and asked, 
“Пом much have you studied?" 


बहुत समय पहले की बात है | एक जांगल में एक 
भेड़िया और एक सियार रहते थे । एक दिन वे मिले 
और बातचीत करने लगे | 


Wise ने सियार को देखा और पूछा, “तुमने कितनी 
पढ़ाई की है?” 


Just then, a ferocious tiger stepped out from 
behind a bush and secing them said, “Going 
somewhere?” 


The jackal whispered into the wolf's саг, 
“Well Sir, you are superior to me, so tell me, 
what should we do?” 


But the frightened wolf could not utter a 
single word. 


तभी एक खूँखार बाघ झाड़ी के पीछे से बाहर आया। 
उन्हें देखकर वह बोला, "कहीं जा रहे हो?” 


सियार ने धेड़िए के कान में फुसफुसाया, " अच्छा, सर! 
आप मुझसे श्रेष्ठ हो, तो मुझे बताओ कि हमें क्या 
करना चाहिए?” 


፳፳ डरे हुए भेडिए के मुँह से एक शब्द थी निकल 
я सका । 


‘The jackal said, “Well Mr. Wolf, actually I'm 
only half-educated." 


The wolf was shocked at hearing this and 
said, “На! Only half-educated! That makes 
me superior to you! You better сай me Sir 
from now on!” 


सियार ने कहा, "श्रीमान fem मैं ने आधी पढ़ाई 
тег 


भेड़िए को यह सुनकर हैरानी हुई । वह बोला, “अच्छा, 
केवल आधा पढ़ा-लिखा! इस तरह से मैं तुमसे श्रेष्ठ 
हूँ । आज से बेहतर होगा कि तुम मुझे πι कहकर 
बुलाओ г 


— 


‘The jackal thought fast and said, “Oh mighty 
tiger, we were on our way to consult with you, 
ais you are the most powerful and clever 
animal in this forest." 


Hearing this praise, the tiger was pleased and 
asked what the problem was. 


The jackal said, “I have caught two chickens 
and my friend here says that since he is more 
educated, he must get one. Now what do you 
think?" 


सियार सोच कर बोला, "ओह, वीर बाघ, हम आपसे ही 
मिलने आ रहे थे | क्योंकि इस जंगल के सबसे बुद्धिमान 
और बलवान जानवर आप हो 1" 


अपनी प्रशंसा सुनकर शेर बड़ा प्रसन्न हुआ और उसने 
पूछा, "समस्या क्या है?”* 


सियार ber, ने दो मुर्गियों को पकड़ा है । और मेरा यह 
मित्र कहता है कि चूँकि वह अधिक शिक्षित है, उनमें से 
एक उसे मिलनी चाहिए | अब आप क्या कहते हो?” 


‘The tiger turned to the wolf and growled, 
"How much have you studied?" 


Hearing the tiger's growl, the wolf was even 
more frightened and his teeth began 
chattering. 


‘The jackal quickly said, “He says, he has as 
many qualifications as the teeth in his mouth.” 


बाघ धेड़िए की तरफ मुड़ा और गुर्सया, “तुमने कितनी 
पढ़ाई की है?" 


बाघ की गरज सुनकर भेड़िया और डर गया | उसके 
ሸና कटकटाने लगे | 


सियार ने तुरंत कहा, “वह कह रहा है उसके मुँह में 
जितने दाँत हैं, उतनी उसकी उपाधियाँ |" 


The tiger laughed and opening his mouth to 
show his sharp tecth said, “Is that so! In that 
case, I'm, much more educated than him!” 


‘The sight of the tiger's teeth unnerved the 
wolf so much that his legs gave way and he 
fell down on his knees, 


बाघ हँस पड़ा । अपने नुकीले दाँतों को दिखाता हुआ 
बोला, “अच्छा! फिर तो में तुमसे अधिक शिक्षित हूँ।” 


ጃና के दाँतों का दृश्य देख भेड़िया इतना डर गया कि 
बह їй पर खड़ा नहीं हो पा रहा था और घुटनों के 
बल गिर पड़ा | 


Sceing this, the jackal said to the tiger, “Не 
agrees that you are superior and is bowing 
in respect. Thank you for solving our 
problem!” 


Hearing this, the tiger was puzzled and said, 
"Have 12” 


इसे देख सियार बाघ से बोला, “वह आपको श्रेष्ठ 
स्वीकार करता है और इसलिए आपका आदर करते 
हुए झुक गया है । हमारी समस्या सुलझाने के 
लिए धन्यवाद!" 


इसे सुनकर ሸና असमंजस में पड़ गया और 
बोला, “अच्छा |" 


The jackal said to the tiger, “Here's my 
home. My friend, the wolf will go in and get 
the chickens for you." 


The wolf didn't know what to do but since 
he was so scared, he felt it would be better to 
go in and get away from the tiger. 


सियार बाघ से बोला, “मित्र, यह मेग घर है, भेड़िया 
अन्दर जाकर तुम्हारे लिए मुर्गियाँ ले आएगा |" 


“їгїт नहीं जानता था कि अब कया करना चाहिए | 
वह за हुआ था | उसे लगा कि बाघ से बचने के 
लिए अंदर ፳ጥ ही बेहतर È | 


“You have shown из that you deserve to get 
the chickens. 1 will take you to my home 
where the chickens are,” said the jackal. 


The tiger was pleased and thought, “Once 1 
eat the chickens, I can eat this jackal and the 
wolf too!” 


So, he followed the jackal and the wolf to a 
small hole in the ground not far off. 


सियार बोला, "आपने दिखा दिया है कि आपको 
मुर्गी दी जानी चाहिए | मैं आपको अपने घर ले 
wer, जहाँ मुर्गियाँ हैं i 


बाघ खुश हुआ और सोचने लगा, "एक बार मैं 
मुर्गियों को खा लूँ, फिर मैं इस सियार और 
भेड़िए को भी खा еті” 


तो वह सियार और भेड़िए के पीछे चल पड़ा । 
वहाँ पास ही ज़मीन में एक बिल बना था | 


The tiger and the jackal waited outside the 
hole for the wolf. 


But when he didn't come out, the jackal said, 
“I wonder what's keeping him? Let me go and 
see, I'll be back soon Mr. Tiger.” 


Tle then disappeared into the hole. 


गुफा के बाहर ሻዊ और सियार भेडिए का इंतजार 
करने लगे | 


परन्तु जब वह बाहर नहीं आया, सियार बोला, “उसे 
इतनी देर क्यों हो रही हे, मैं सोचता हूँ, मुझे जाकर 
देखना चाहिए | श्रीमान बाघ! मैं अभी आया 1" 


वह फिर उस बिल के अंदर गायब हो गया | 


The tiger waited and waited but no one came 
out. After waiting a long time, he realized that 
he had been tricked. 


He was very angry and growled. He tried. 
getting into the hole but it was too small. 
Finally he gave up and went away. 


we देर तक इंतजार करता रहा | मगर वहाँ से कोई 
बाहर नहीं आया | बहुत देर तक राह देखने पर बाघ को 
लगा कि उसके साथ छल किया गया | 


बह qu gm, πήα । वह उस बिल में घुसने 
की कोशिश करने लगा | मगर बिल बहुत छोटा था | 
आखिर में हार मानकर वह वापस चला गया | 


‘The tiger waited and waited but no one came 
out. After waiting a long time, he realized that 
he had been tricked. 


He was very angry and growled. He tried 
getting into the hole but it was too small. 
Finally he gave up and went away. 


बाघ देर तक इंतजार करता रहा । मगर वहाँ से कोई 
बाहर नहीं आया | बहुत देर तक राह देखने पर बाघ को 
लगा कि उसके साथ छल किया गया है | 


वह बहुत क्रोधित हुआ, गुर्गया | वह उस बिल में घुसने 
की कोशिश करने लगा | मगर बिल बहुत छोटा em | 
आखिर में हार मानकर वह वापस चला गया | 


The wolf turned to the jackal and said, “I'm 
sorry dear friend for calling myself superior 
to you! You have taught me that education ік 
of no importance if you cannot apply your 
brains.” 


भेड़िया सियार की ओर मुड़कर बोला, "मुझे अफसोस 

है मित्र, मैंने अपने आप को श्रेष्ठ कहा । तुमने मुझे 

सिखाया है 8 शिक्षा का महत्व तब तक प्रकट नहीं 
बुद्धि उसमें नहीं लगाते 1° 
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TALES FROM HITOPADESHA 


'The Good Side чы 
of Thing जो होगा, भला होगा! 


Media Fusion (India) Pvt. Ltd. 


| ባፍ apputeries com 


Once upon a time in a faraway kingdom, 


there lived a king who was fond of hunting. + ^ 
BN 


Пе had a chief minister who was a very e i 


wise and optimistic man. Не was so 4 A 

optimistic about everything that it irritated { tj 
the king. Y 

किसी समय की बात है | दूर एक राज्य में एक राजा 3 

रहता था । उसे ra खेलना बहुत पंसद था | - — £ 


उसका एक मुख्य मंत्री था जो बड़ा अकलमंद और 
आज्ञावादी था | वह हर बात को लेकर आज्ञावादी 
रहता, इससे राजा चिड़चिड़ा हो जाता | 


One дау, the king and the minister went 
hunting in a dense forest in the outskirts of 
the kingdom. As they went on, they began to 
get hungry. 


The king said, “Т will have some coconuts for 
lunch!" and he cut a coconut from a tree 
with his sword. 


एक दिन, σα के सीमांत प्रदेश में स्थित घने те की 
ओर राजा और मंत्री शिकार के लिए निकल पड़े | जैसे 
वे बढ़ते गए, उन्हें भूख लगने | 


राजा ने कहा, "मैं भोजन के लिए कुछ नारियल लूँगा |” 
और अपनी तलवार से पेड़ पर से नारियल काट दिया | 


Suddenly, the sword slipped from the king's 
hand and its sharp blade fell on his foot 
cutting off a toe! 


‘The king screamed in pain and turned to his 
minister. To his shock, the minister laughed 
and said, “Oh! That's magnificent!” 


अचानक उसके हाथ से तलवार फिसल गई और उसका 
“ሸጠና भाग उसके पैर पर गिर पड़ा और उसकी एक 
उँगली कट गई । 


s 
агат दर्द के मारे चिल्लाते हुए मंत्री की ओर मुड़ा । उसे κ΄ 
धक्का लगा जब उसे देख मंत्री हैसकर बोला, "ओहो! 
बड़ा अच्छा हुआ!" 


Тһе king was furious to hear this and said, 
“How can it be magnificent?” 


The minister replied, “Well your majesty, 
everything happens for the best. We may not 
be able to see the good іп it now, but we'll 
realize it in the future.” 


War ने यह सुना तो उसे बड़ा गुस्सा आया | उसने 
पूछा, “ae अच्छा कैसे हो सकता है?” 


मंत्री ने उत्तर देते हुए कहा, "ऐसा है महागज! सब 
कुछ भले के लिए ही होता है । इसमें छिपी अच्छाई 
हमें अभी नहीं दिखती । मगर भविष्य में हमें उसका 
ज्ञात ज़रूर होगा 1" 


Тһе king was very angry. Не pushed the 
minister into a dry well that was nearby and 
began hobbling back towards his palace. 


On his way, he was captured by a group of 
wild tribal who decided that he would be an — ፍኣ 
excellent sacrifice to their God! 


राजा का पाग चढ़ गया | उसने मंत्री को पास के 
सूखे pt में धकेल दिया और लड़खड़ाता हुआ 
महल की ओर चल पड़ा | 


शास्ते में जंगली कबीलों के झुंड ने उसे पकड़ 
लिया । उन्होंने निश्चय किया कि उनके भगवान 
के लिए उसकी बलि उत्तम होगी | 


The tribal set the king free and went away. 
The king rushed back to the well where he 
had pushed his minister and pulled him out. 


‘Then, hugging the minister he said, “Iam 
very sorry my dear friend! You are indeed 
wise!” 


गजा को आदिवासी ने मुक्त कर दिया और वह 
चले गया | गजा कुएँ की ओर आगा, जहाँ उसने 
अपने मंत्री को धक्का देकर गिराया था | उसने उसे 
बाहर निकाला । 


यजा ት अपने मंत्री को गले लगाते हुए कहा, "मेरे 
मित्र, मुझे माफ़ करो । तुम सचमुच बड़े बुद्धिमान 
τι 


The king was carried to the tribal priest to 
get him ready for the sacrifice. The king was 
very scared. 


То his good fortune, the tribal priest found 
that the king had a toc missing and said, “I 
ат sorry, we cannot use him for our sacrifice! 
We cannot offer anyone who is damaged to 
our Gods!” 


बलि के वास्ते तैयार करने के लिए, тәг कबीले 
के पंडित के सामने ले जाया गया | राजा बहुत डर 
गया था | 


उसके सौभाग्य से पंडित ने देखा लिया कि रजा की 
एक उंगली गायब है । तो उसने कहा, "हम इसकी 
बलि हमारे भगवान को नहीं दे सकते । हम अपने 
भगवान को ऐसा कुछ नहीं चढ़ाते जिस मे पहले से 
ही πα ብክ 


The king then told him of all that had 
happened. 


‘The minister smiled and said, “You don't 
have to apologize your majesty! I am lucky 
that you pushed me into the well! Thank 
you?" 


राजा ने सारी वात बताई | 


मंत्री मुस्कृराकर बोला, "महागज! आपको अफसोस 
जाहिर करने की ज़रूरत नहीं! मैं सौभाग्यशाली हूँ 
कि आपने मुझे कुएँ में धक्का देकर गिराया, धन्यवाद!” 


The king was puzzled and said, “Why 
are you thanking me? I did you wrong!" 


The minister laughed and said, “ОВ no 
your majesty! You saved my life! If you 
had not pushed me into the well, those 
tribal would've caught me and I would've ዬጽ ፉ 
been made the sacrifice!" 4 


रजा उलझन में पड़ गया और बोला, “तुम मुझे 
धन्यवाद क्यों दे रहे हो? मैं ने तुमसे ज्यादती की ।” 


मंत्री हैसा और बोला, "ओह! नहीं महागज! आपने 
मेरी जान बचाई | यदि आप मुझे कुएँ में नहीं 
धकेलते, वे आदिवासी मुझे पकड़ लेते और मेरी 
बलि चढ़ा देते г 


The king was taken aback by this truth and 
said, *You are right my dear friend! You are 
truly wise! From now on, I will also always 
look at things from a positive point of view!" 


इस सत्य ሸ፳፳ हक्ा-बक्रा रह गया और उसने 
कहा, "मेरे प्रिय (йя, तुम ठीक कहते हो | तुम 
सचमुच वृद्धिमान हो | आज से मैं भी हर विषय को 
आशावादी दृष्टि से ही देखूँगा τ" 


Тһе king and the minister then made their | 
мау back home. ! 


When the queen saw them coming back she 
went to them and asked, *Well my dear king, 
were you able to catch any animal?" 


rer और मंत्री घर की ओर चल पड़े । 


रानी ने जब उन्हें आते देखा, तो वह उनके पास गई 
और उसने पूछा, " अच्छा, प्रिय ram क्या आप किसी 
जानवर को पकड़ पाए?” 


Тве king and the minister then made their 
way back home. 


When the queen saw them coming back she 
went to them and asked, “Well my dear king, 
were you able to catch any animal?” 


गजा और मंत्री घर की ओर चल पड़े । 


रानी ት जब उन्हें आते देखा, तो वह उनके पास गई 
और उसने पूछा, "अच्छा, प्रिय राजा! क्या आप किसी 
जानवर को पकड़ पाए?” 


The king replied, “Хо dear queen. I did not 
catch any animal, but I got something more 
valuable!” 

“What is that?” asked the queen. 


The king smiled and said, “Wisdom!” 


गजा ने उत्तर दिया, "नहीं प्रिय रानी! मैं ने किसी 
जानवर को नहीं पकड़ा । मगर उससे भी अधिक 
मूल्यवान वस्तु पायी है [ 


622 Li “ат क्या है?” 


हा, "बुद्धिमत्ता!" 


The Good Side 
of Thing 


Every cloud has в кізе ከ. every bad station hes a Qood side and a ali depends 
on the vem you look at 46 μον that each of us need to 
now 
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መሙ raves FROM HITOPADESHA — 


The Crow and 
the Snake 


कौआ और साँप 


Once upon a time, there lived a family 
of crows in an old banyan tree at the 
edge of a forest. 


‘They had lived there for ages and were 
very happy. 


किसी समय की बात है | एक जंगल के 
किनारे एक पुराने बरगद पर कौओं का एक 
परिवार रहता था | 


वह परिवार वहाँ सदियों से रहता था और 
बड़ा खुश था | 


However, their happiness was not to last 
much longer. A long black snake came and 
made his home in a hole at the bottom of the 
tree. 


परन्तु परिवार की खुशी बहुत समय तक बरकरार रहने 
वाली नहीं थी। एक लंबा काला साँप आवा और पेड़ 
के नीचेवाले बिल में उसने अपना घर बसा लिया। 


When the crows left their nest in search of 
food, the wicked snake crawled up the tree 
and ate up the eggs Mama Crow had laid. 


कौए जब агат фе जाते πα दुष्ट साँप पेड़ पर रेंगता 
हुआ जाता और अम्मा कौए ह्वारा रखे अंडे खा जाता । 


When the crows returned, they were shocked 
to find their eggs missing. 


This happened quite a few times and then 
Mama Crow said, “Tomorrow, I will stay back 
and guard my eggs. Please bring some food 
for me." 


जब कौए वापस आये तो कुछ अंडे न पाकर हैरान रह 
गए | 


यह कई बार हुआ और फिर अम्मा कौए ने कहा, “कल 
मैं अपने अंडों की रक्षा करने यहीं î । कृपया आप 
मेरे लिए खाना ले आना ।" 


So, the next morning, Mama Crow stayed. 
back. However, the snake still came up. 


Mama Crow screamed, “Shoo Shoo! Go away! 
Leave my eggs alone!" 


But the wicked snake paid no heed and 
gobbled up the precious eggs. 


तो अगली सुबह अम्मा कौआ पेड़ पर ही रह गई | फिर भी 
साँप ऊपर आया | 


अम्मा कौआ የጥብ, “शू! शू! चले जाओ, चले जाओ | 
मेरे अंडों को छूना በክ 


परतु दृष्ट साँप ने अनसुना कर दिया और अनमोल अंडे 
निगल गया i 


When Papa Crow returned, һе found his 
wife weeping bitterly. “What is it? What 
happened?” he asked. 


Mama Crow replied, “We must leave our 
beloved home. There's а horrible snake who 
steals our eggs. Even today he took all our 
eggs!” 


जब पिता कौआ लौटा, तो उसने पत्नी को बुरी तरह 
बिलखते हुए देखा | उसने पूछा, "क्या हे? क्या हुआ?” 


अम्मा कौए ने उत्तर दिवा, "हमें अपना प्रिय घर छोड़ना 
होगा | यहाँ एक भयानक साँप है जो हमारे अंडे चुराता 
है । आज भी उसने हमारे सारे अंडे निगल feu 


Papa Crow thought for a while and said, 
*We cannot leave our home. We must 
chase the snake away instead. Lets go to 
Grandma Crow. She is wise and she will 
advise us.” 


So the Crows flew to а nearby tree where 
Grandma Crow lived. 


पिता कौआ थोड़ी देर तक सोचता रहा, फिर बोला, 
"हम अपना घर छोड़ नहीं सकते । हम उस साँप 
को ही वहाँ से भगाएँगे । हम दादी कौआ के पास 
चलते हैं । वह समझदार है और हमें सही सलाह 
mc 


फिर दोनों कौए पासवाले पेड़ की ओर उड़े, जहाँ 
दादी कौआ रहती dt i 


They told her their sorry tale and said, 
“Please Grandma, we need your help." 


‘The Grandma Crow thought for a while and 
said, “I have a plan, but you must do exactly 
as I say for И to work." 


“We will!” replied the crows eagerly. 


उन्होंने उसे अपनी दर्द भरी कहानी सुनाई और बोले, 
"कृपया करें दादी, हमें आपकी मदद की ज़रूरत है Г 


दादी कौआ थोड़ी देर तक सोचती रही । फिर बोली, 
"एक उपाय है मेरे पास | परन्तु सफल होने के लिए, 
जैसा मैं कहूँ, वैसा ही करना होगा 1" 


दोनों कौए उत्सुक होकर बोले, “हम करेंगे ।” 


Grandma Crow continued, “Еусгу morning, 
the queen and her maids come to the river 

nearby to bathe. They leave their jewelry оп 4 
the bank in the care of some servants. | 


You must steal a necklace and attract the 
attention of the servants so that they chase 
you." 
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Тһе next morning, Papa Crow carried out 
Grandma's plan. He stole the necklace and 
dropped it into the snake's hole. 


अगली ही सुबाह, पिता कौए ने दादी कौए की 
योजना का प्रयोग किया | उसने हार चुरया और 
साँप के बिल में फेंक दिया । 


When the servants tried taking the necklace 
out of the hole, the snake was disturbed and 
came out, 


Твеу were scared and beat the snake to death. 


जब नौकर बिल से हार निकालने का प्रवास कर रहे 
थे, तब साँप परेशान होकर बिल से बाहर आया | 


वे डर गए और उन्होंने साँप को मार डाला | 


— 


When the servants tried taking the necklace 
out of the hole, the snake was disturbed and 
came out, 


They were scared and beat the snake to death. 


जब नौकर बिल से हार निकालने का प्रयास कर रहे 
थे, तब साँप परेशान होकर बिल से बाहर आया | 


፳ डर गए और उन्होंने साँप को मार डाला | 


And so, Mama and Papa Crow got rid of 
their wicked enemy and lived happily ever 
after. 


А wichad snake anys sisan вари trom the crow family. How de the poor crows 
manage to get rd ofthe өзі snake? Read on to find ви 
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और इस तरह अम्मा और पिता कौए को दुष्ट 


गया और वे हमेशा 
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TALES FROM HITOPADESHA 


ADAC चतुर हिरण 
Гре Clever Deer 


Ф | 
meti 
u | 
c e^ ἐπα / 
fr ғ“ 


` 


Once upon a time, there was a river that 
flowed through a deep forest. On one bank 
of the river, there lived a handsome and 


እ 

clever deer. i Є 76 1 
- ኦ Ὧν. 

In the river, there lived а wicked crocodile. p » 2 — / 

From the day the crocodile had seen the ५ = r ~ ፻ 

deer he wanted to catch him. P fal >». 


किसी समय की बात है । घने जंगल में एक नदी b дуу کر‎ 

बहती थी | उस नदी के किनारे एक सुन्दर और Ë= и, 

चतुर हिरण रहता επι жк - ` 

नदी में एक दुष्ट मगरमच्छ रहता था । जिस दिन से 7 | 


मगरमच्छ ने हिरण को देखा, उस दिन से वह उसे 
पकड़ना चाहता था | 


The deer kept thinking of the juicy berries 
and thought, “If only I could get across! But 
the wicked crocodile and his friends will cat 
me the moment T get into the water. Oh! 
What do 1 do?” 


हिरण उन रसीले बेगें Ж ሻነ में सोचता रहा, "का 
कि मैं उस पार जा सकता! परन्तु पानी में उतरते ही, 
धूर्त मगरमच्छ और उसके दोस्त मुझे खा जाएँगे । 

ओह! अब मैं क्‍या करूँ?” 


One day when the deer was grazing near the 
river, he saw some bright red berries on the 
opposite bank. 


He said to himself, “Oh! Those berries look 
хо delicious, I wish I could go across and cat 
them!” 


एक दिन जब हिरण नदी के किनारे चर रहा था, तब उसने 
नदी के दूसरे किनारे पर चटकीले लाल रंग के फल देखे । 


उसने अपने आपसे कहा, "आहा! वे फ़ल कितने रसीले 
दिखते हैं! काश कि मैं उस पार जाकर उन्हें खा सकता!” 


Suddenly he was struck by a great idea. He 
went upto the edge of the river and shouted, 
“Mr. Crocodile, hey Mr. Crocodile!” 


On hearing the deer's calls, the crocodile 
came up the surface and said in a gruff 
voice, “What is it deer? Why are you calling 
me?” 


अचानक उसे एक तरकीब सूझी | वह नदी के 
कनारे जाकर चिल्लाने लगा, "श्रीमान मगरमच्छ! 
ओ श्रीमान मगरमच्छ!" 


हिरण की आवाज़ सुनकर मगरमच्छ सतह पर 
आया और अपनी खरज आवाज़ में बोला, 
"हिरण, क्या है? तुम मुझे क्यों बुला रहे हो?" 


The deer now stood at a safe distance and 
said, “The King is holding a banquet 
tonight and is inviting you and the other 
crocodiles. There will be а lot of delicious 
food there.” 


हिरण अब yer पर खड़े होकर बोला, “राजा 
आज गत रख रहे हैं । तुम्हें और अन्य 
मगरमच्छों को भी निमंत्रण दिया है । वहाँ खूब सारा 

स्वादिष्ठ भोजन होगा I" 


"Yes," replied the deer, “The King has asked 
me to count the crocodiles and report the 
number to him. Call ай the crocodiles in the 
river and ask them to line up one behind the 
other so that 1 can count them.” 


हिरण ने उत्तर दिया, “हाँ, राजा ने मुझे सभी मगरमच्छों 
को गिनकर उनकी संख्या बताने को कहा है | नदी से 
सभी मगरमच्छों को वृलाओ और एक पंक्ति में खड़े 
होने को कहो, ताकि मैं उन्हें गिन सकूँ ।* 


The crocodile was pleased to hear this, “Wow! 
The King is inviting us? This is unbelievable?" 
he said in wonder. 


Then he turned to the deer and asked, “Ts the 
banquet tonight?” 


मगरमच्छ इसे सुनकर प्रसन्न हुआ और हैरान होकर 
बोला, "वाह! राजा ने हमें आमब्रित किया है? विशवास 
नहीं होता!” 


वह फिर हिरण की ओर मुड़ा और उसने पूछा, "क्वा 
आज πα को ही भोज है?" 


‘The deer then said, “I will climb onto your 
backs and jump from one to the other as 1 
count. You won't eat me will you? If you do 
T won't be able to report to the King and you 
won't be invited to the banquet!" 


फिर हिरण ने कहा, “मैं तुम्हारी पीठ पर fT | 
फिर एक के बाद दूसरे मगरमच्छ पर τας эт 
Рт. तुम मुझे खाओगे नहीं, ठीक है? यदि तुम 
ऐसा करोगे तो मैं तुम्हें गिनकर राजा को बता नहीं 
wom और तुम्हें प्रीतीभोज के लिए आमंत्रित भी 
नहीं किया जाएगा |" 


The crocodile called out to all his friends and 
told them about the banquet. 


Не said to them, “Go on now line up so that 
the deer can count us.” 


The crocodiles obeyed, 


मगरमच्छ ने अपने सभी मित्रों को बुलाया और उन्हें 
प्रीतीभोज के बारे में बताया | 


उसने उनसे कहा, "चलो, सभी एक के पीछे एक 
पंक्ति में खड़े रहो, ताकि हिरण हमें गिन सके ”” 


मगरमच्छों ने आज़ा का पालन किया | 


“Хо no, ме won't eat you! We promise!" 
said the crocodiles together. 


The deer then jumped from one crocodile 
to the other counting, “One, two, three...” 
ዘኔ he went, 


सभी मगरमच्छों ने एक साथ कहा, "नहीं नहीं, हम 
वादा करते हैं, तुम्हें नहीं खाएंगे Г 


हिरण फिर उन पर कूदता हुआ गिनता गया, "एक, दो, 
ar..." 


He finally reached the other bank and said, 
“Well, thank you Mr. Crocodile for your help! 
This will now be my new home!" he then ғап 
off leaving the crocodiles angry and annoyed 
at being tricked. 


आखिर वह दूसरे किनारे पर पहुँचा और बोला, “मदद 
के लिए धन्यवाद, श्रीमान मगरमच्छ! यह मेरा नया घर 
होगा Г वह क्रोधित, भिनके और बेवकूफ बने मगरमच्छों 
को छोड़ वहाँ से भाग गवा । 


Не finally reached the other bank and said, 
“Well, thank you Mr. Crocodile for your help! 
‘This will now be my new home!" he then ran 
off leaving the crocodiles angry and annoyed 
at being tricked. 


आखिर वह दूसरे किनारे पर पहुँचा और बोला, "मदद 
के लिए धन्यवाद, श्रीमान मगरमच्छ! यह मेरा नया घर 
होगा ।" वह क्रोधित, भिनके और बेवकूफ बने मगरमच्छों 
को छोड़ वहाँ से भाग गवा । 


And so, in this way by using his wit, the 
deer was able to overcome the obstacle of 
the crocodiles, 


He lived happily in his new home, feasting 
on delicious berries and fruits everyday. 
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इस तरह हिरण ने अपनी चतुराई से बाधा बने 
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Once upon a time, there lived a poor एक समय की बात है किसी जगह एक गरीब ब्राह्मण 
Brahmin. रहता था । 


One day. He went to a neighbouring village тж दिन वह पड़ोसी गाँव के एक अमीर आदमी से 
to get a sacrificial goat from a rich man, ЕЧ 


The Brahmin was thrilled to get such а пісе 
fat goat. He carried it across his shoulders 
and headed back home. 


ब्राह्मण इतना अच्छा और मोटा बकरा पाकर फूला न 
समाया | वह बकरे को अपने कंधों पर रखकर घर 
की ओर चल दिया | 


On his way, three hungry crooks saw him. रास्ते में तीन भूखे चोरों ने उसे देखा । 


e first e ፍሎ Қ жаны ыр पहले चोर ने कहा, "उस बकरे को देखो तो, चलो 

ο ον स ता ram Deme за ब्राह्मण को बेवकूफ बना कर उसे हथिया ፳ | 
we can cook И and have a good meal! - Е ага ы 
उसे पकाकर हम एक अच्छा भोजन कर पाएंगे । 


“Yes!” said the others. 


बाकी ጃት ने कहा, "eh हाँ!” 


So, the first erook went towards the Вгаһтіп तो, पहला चोर ब्राह्मण की तरफ़ बढ़ा और उसने 


and looked at him in serprise saying, “Sir, अचाज से देखते हुए कहा, "शरीमान, आप अपने 
why are you carrying 4 dog on your कंधों पर एक कुत्ते को क्यों लिए जा रहे हो?” 
shoulders?” же 


Тһе Brahmin was annoyed and said, ब्राह्मण झुंझला उठा और बोला, "क्या, तुम अंधे हो? 
“It's a goat. Are you blind?" यह बकग है ।" 


The crook apologised and went away. сай ናና] 


Sometime later, the Brahmin met the second कुछ समय बाद ब्राह्मण को रास्ते में दूसरा चोर 
crook who laughed saying, “Oh what a fool! मिला । चोर ሃና हुआ बोला, "эй, क्या मूर्ख 
Why are you carrying a dead calf?" हो! मरे aod को क्यों उठा कर जा रहे हो?" 


Once again the Brahmin was angry and ब्राह्मण क्रोधित हुआ और बोला, "तुम मूर्ख हो मेरे 
said, “You are the fool my man! Can't you भाई! क्या तुम देखते नहीं कि यह जीवित बकरा है |" 
see it's a live goat!" 


‘This crook too apologised and went away. यह चोर भी माफ़ी माँगकर चला ካቭ | 


Тһе Brahmin was worried now. 


He thought, *Are those people mad ог. 
is something the matter with me? 1 am 
carrying a live goat, am 1 not?” 


अब ब्राह्मण चिंतित हुआ | 


उसने सोचा, "क्या वे लोग पागल हैं या मुझे ही 
कुछ हुआ है? मैं ने एक जीता जागता बकरा 
samt है न?” 


After a while, the third crook came by. कुछ समय बाद तीसरा चोर सामने आया | 


He зам the Brahmin and said, “Му dear उसने ब्राह्मण को देखकर कहा, "श्रीमान, एक गधे 


sir! Are you out of your mind to carry а τὸ τπτ लिए भा ر‎ 
donkey?" उठाए (लए E हा, T 


Тһе Brahmin was so upset by now that he अब ब्राह्मण इतना परेशान था कि उसने चोरों 
believed the crook and dropped the goat. पर विशवास कर लिया और बकरे को नीचे 
छोड़ दिया i 


To the delight of the crooks, he ran away 
thinking he was going crazy. 


चोर aga खुश हुए जब ब्राह्मण यह सोचते 
हुत खुश हुए 
हुए भाग गया कि वह पागल हो गया है | 


То the delight of the crooks, he ran away 
thinking he was going crazy. 


चोर बहुत खुश हुए जब ब्राह्मण यह सोचते 
हुए भाग गया कि वह पागल हो गया È | 


тани 
HINDI 
They laughed at the Brahmin's foolishness The Brahmin and 
and said, “It's a good thing the Brahmin the Crooks 
did not trust himself. If he did, we would've 
ick bim!" ब्राह्मण औ चोर 
never been able to trick him! ब्राह्मण और चोर 
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"Тһе Brahmin ага the Crooks’ is a delightfui tale cf how true wisdom comes 
from seif beliet 
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ब्राह्मण की मूर्खता पर चोर हँस पड़े | उनमें से एक 
बोला, "यह अच्छा हुआ कि ब्राह्मण अपना विशवास 
- 2 न करता तो, हम कभी भी 
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ር ምን 


A long time ago, іп a small village, there lived 
а Brahmin, 


He was extremely poor and lazy. 


He loved to sit all day and dream. 


बहुत समय पहले की बात है । एक छोटे 
से गाँव में एक ब्राह्मण रहता था | 


वह बहुत गरीब था और आलसी भी | 


उसे ara दिन बैठे रहना और सपने देखना 
पसद था | 


/ MIT 2 ብ. 


መ 
— One fine morning, the Brahmin set out, 
аз usual, to beg for his meal. 


To his delight, he received a pot full оГ 
milk from a kind woman. 


Placing the pot carefully on his head, 
he brought it home. 


गेज़ की तरह एक सुबह अपने खाने के लिए वह 
भीख माँगने चला | 


एक दयालु स्त्री ने उसे घड़ा भर दूध दिया, वह 
बड़ा प्रसन्न हुआ । 


घड़े को सँभालते हुए सिर पर रखकर वह घर ले 
आया | 


се. 


दूध उबालकर उसने थोड़ा पी लिया | 


बचे दूध में उसने थोड़ा दही मिलाया और ጃት 
के लिए रख दिया σα से लगे कुंडे पर उसने 
घड़ा लटका दिवा । 


फिर वह सोचने लगा कि वह कैसे धनी बनेगा 
और उसे भीख नहीं माँगनी पड़ेगी | 


The Brahmin then boiled the milk and 
treated himself to а small portion of it, 


To the remaining, he added some curd 
and left it to set, hanging from a hook 
on the ceiling. 


He then began thinking about how he 
could become rich, so that he wouldn't 


have to beg. 


His eyes fell on the pot of milk that hung 
above and a sudden thought struck him. 


He said to himself, “By tomorrow, the milk 
would have turned into thick curd; 1 will 
then churn it to make butter." 


उसकी नज़र कुंडे पर लटकते हुए घड़े पर पड़ी, 
3 $ 
और अचानक एक विचार उसके मन में आया | 


वह अपने आप से बोलने लगा, "कल तक घड़े में 
दही जम चुका होगा | उसे बिलोकर मैं मक्खन 
निकालूँगा |” 


“I will then melt the butter and get a lot 
of ghee, which I will sell in the market for 
а high price. That money would surely be 
enough to fetch me a big, healthy hen. Аһ! 
What joy!" 


"मक्खन पिघलाकर उससे बहुत सा घी 
बनाऊँगा । उसे ऊँचे दामों पर बाज़ार में 
बेचूँगा । उन रुपयों से मैं एक मोटी-ताज़ी 
मुर्गी खरीदूँगा । वाह! क्या मजा आयेगा?” 


Overjoyed with his dream, the Brahmin 
let his imagination run some more. 


He thought, “The hen would obviously 
lay many eggs. The eggs will hatch 
and I shall own a poultry farm!" 


इस सपने से खुश होकर ब्राह्मण ने अपनी 
कल्पना को और दील दी | 


πε सोचता रहा, "मुर्गी तो बहुत सारे अंडे 
देगी ही । πεῖ से ча निकलेंगे और मैं 
जल्दी ही कुकुट फार्म का मालिक बन 
जाऊंगा!" 


“After that, 1 can easily sell all the hens and 
buy many cows instead. A milk dairy would 
be a good idea then! The money that 1 make 
after selling the milk from my dairy should 

be quite a large amount." 


"उसके बाद मैं आसानी से qf को बेचकर 
गायें खरीद सकता हूँ | फिर दूध के डेरी अच्छा 
विचार होगा । दूध बेचने के बाद मेरे पास बहुत 
से रुपये होंगे ।" 


“Yes! 1 know what I'll do with the money, 
I'll buy an ELEPHANT! 


1 will, soon, be so rich that I'll start dealing 
in diamonds, rubies, gold and other kinds 
of gems and metals!” 


“हाँ! मुझे मालूम है, उन रुपयों का मैं क्या करूँगा | 
उससे मैं एक हाथी खरीदूँगा |" 


“ла ही मैं इतना धनी हो जाऊँगा कि मैं सोना, चाँदी, 
हीरे, татти, अन्य प्रकार के रत्न और धातुओं का 
थापार करने लूँगा 1” 


“I will be the proud owner of a huge "मैं एक बड़ी हवेली का मालिक ят | मैं कीमती 
mansion. I will wear expensive clothes कपड़े पहनकर इतना अमीर दिखूँगा कि हर पैसेवाला 
and look so prosperous that every rich मुझसे अपनी बेटी ब्याहना चाहेगा |" 


man will want to get his daughter 
married to те.” 


TH 


ڪڪ 


“Soon, 1 will be married to an amazingly 
beautiful girl,” thought the lazy Brahmin. 


“Then a son will be born to me, who will 
be mischievous and disobedient, In order 
to teach him good manners and discipline, 
I will use a stick to ВИ him hard.” 


आलमी ब्राह्मण सोचता रहा, “शीघ्र ही मेरी ज्ञादी 
एक अपूर्व सुन्दरी से ог 


"फिर एक लड़के का जन्म होगा । वह नटखट 
और बात न मानने वाला होगा । उसे तमीज़ और 
अनुज्ञासन सिखाने के लिए मैं एक लकड़ी से 
за जोर से माँगा |” 


By this time, the Brahmin was 50 occupied 
in the world of his glorious dream that he 
did not realize, he was actually lifting his 
stick and waving it in the air. 


ब्राह्मण उस समय अपने शानदार सपने में 
इतना डूब गया था कि उसे पता ही नहीं 
चला कि वह सचमुच लकड़ी को हवा में 
चला रहा था | 


By this time, the Brahmin was so occupied 
in the world of his glorious dream that he 
did not realize, he was actually lifting his 
stick and waving it in the air. 


ब्राह्मण उस समय अपने ज्ञानदार सपने में 
इतना डूब गया था कि उसे पता ही नहीं 

चला कि वह सचमुच लकड़ी को हवा में 
चला रहा था । 


The mud pot broke and the milk spread to сочи: AS 
every corner of the floor. astles in the Air 
He then, sat up shocked and heartbroken ы 
thinking, “Merely dreaming about fame 
and glory is not enough. Sincere hard work 
and dedication are equally important.” 


А story about dreams being just that unless we act upon cur dreams and 
make them ou realty 
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मिट्टी का пат टूट गया और कमरे के हर कोने 
में टूध फैल गया । 


फिर वह अपना टूटा हुआ दिल लेकर हैरानी से 
बैठा सोचने लगा, "वैभव और प्रसीद्धि के लिए 
[ 12/13 28 है, कड़ी मेहनत 
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Long ago, there lived four Brahmin friends, 


बहुत समय पहले की बात है । एक गाँव में चार ब्राह्मण 
Ram, Prasad, Сора! and Swami. 


मित्र रहते थे । उनके नाम थे राम, प्रसाद, गोपाल और 


Three of them were well-educated scholars ናት) 


466... ካር ር उनमें से तीन पढ़े-लिखे और विद्वान ἃ । मगर स्वामी 
अनपढ़ था । वह ब्राह्मण था, इसलिए बुद्धिमान समझा 


One day the four friends decided to go out 
into the world in search of wealth. Soon they 
set out on their journey. They used their skills 
and earned a lot of money. 


А 


One day, not long after they had left their 
village, Swami was absent. The eldest scholar 
Ram said, “Thank God Swami is not with us 
today! Now | can speak freely. The three of us 
are great scholars while he is uneducated. 


Why should we then share our earnings with 
him? Let us come up with a plan to send him 
away.” 


But Gopal was not happy with the suggestion, 
“No!” he said, “How can we do that to our 
friend? We have grown up together. It is not 
right to desert him now." 


घर से निकले उन्हें बहुत दिन बीत गए थे, जब एक दिन 
स्वामी उनके साथ नहीं था, राम, जो उन सबमें बड़ा 
विद्वान था, बोला "भगवान का धन्यवाद है ፳ आज स्वामी 
हमारे साथ नहीं है | मैं अपने मन की बात खुलकर कह 
सकता हुँ । हम तीनों बड़े विद्वान हैं और वह अनपढ़ है Г 


“हम उसके साथ अपनी कमाई क्यों बाटें? उसे कहीं दूर 
भेजने का उपाय करो 1" 


पर गोपाल को यह बात पसन्द नहीं आयी | उसने कहा, 
“नहीं, अपने मित्र के साथ हम यह कैसे कर सकते हैं? 
हम साथ-साथ बड़े हए हैं । अब उसे छोड़ देना ठीक 

नहीं होगा г 


एक दिन unt मित्रों ने घर से बाहर जाकर कुछ 
कमाने का Вуча किया | site ही वे यात्रा के लिए 
निकल पड़े | उन्होंने अपने कौल का उपयोग 
किया और बहुत धन कमाया । 


Soon this conversation was forgotten and 
the four Brahmins remained friends. They 
set off again on their journey. 


Swami however, was not very happy. "All 
this wandering is alright for a while but it 
is time for us to get jobs and settle down," 
he thought as they traveled. 


वे इस वार्तालाप को झीघ्र ही भूल गए | चारों 
मित्र बने रहे । आगे यात्रा के लिए वे चल पड़े । 


स्वामी को खुशी नहीं हुई | यात्रा के Фая वह 
सोचता रहा, "इस तरह घूमते रहना कुछ समय 
के लिए ठीक है, पर अब हमें नौकरी фа कर 

किसी जगह बस जाना चाहिए |” 


Soon, they reached a dense forest. 


“This forest is filled with dangerous 
animals. I don't want to go through it,” 
said Ram. 


HHH 


unt मित्र चलते हुए एक घने जंगल पहुँचे । 


रम ने कहा, “यह ज॑गल खतरनाक जानवरों से भर 
पड़ा है । मैं इस रास्ते से जाना नहीं चाहता ।" 


“Well,” said Swami, “We don't have a स्वामी बोला, "अच्छा, हमारे पास ፪፳ሻ रास्ता नहीं है | 

choice Ram, don't worry, the animals will राम, चिंता मत करो । जानवर इस समय इतना व्यस्त 

be 100 busy at this time to bother about из. Σὴ कि उन्हें हमारे बारे में सोचने के लिए समव नहीं 

But we better be silent and quick. होगा | परन्तु हमें चुपचाप जल्दी-जल्दी कदम बढ़ाने 
होंगे ।" 


As they reached the heart of the forest, they 
came upon a heap of bones under a large tree. 


“Hey, look!” cried Ram pointing at the bones. 
“Come on, let's use our knowledge to put these 
bones back together and bring this animal 
back to life.” 


“No, no! Don't do that. You don't know what 
animal it was!” Swami pleaded. 


जैसे ही वे जंगल के बीचों बीच पहुँचे, वहाँ उन्होंने 
एक बड़े पेड़ के नीचे हड्डियों का ढेर देखा । 


πη ने हड्डियों की तरफ ЫП करते हुए कहा, "ЗА, < 
देखो तो, चलो हम सब मिलकर अपनी विद्या का 
प्रवोग कर इन हड्डियों को जोड़ दें और उस जानवर 
को जिंदा कर दें ।" 


स्वामी उनसे प्रार्थना करने लगा, बोला, “नहीं नहीं, 
ऐसा मत कगे । तुम्हें मालूम नहीं यह कौन सा 
जानवर है г 


“Oh! Keep quiet Swami!" said Gopal 
scornfully. "You are illiterate and so you are 
always afraid of new things. You just sit back 
and watch our mastery! 


“All right,” said Swami feeling hurt, “Ifyou 
are so determined to show me your powers, 
go ahead! But first let me climb this tree. 1 
don't want a ferocious animal coming to life 
and killing me!” 


Saying this, Swami quickly climbed up the 
tree while the others stood and mocked him, 


गोपाल उसका तिरस्कार करते हुए बोला, “स्वामी, तुम चुप 
रहो | तुम अनपढ़ हो और नयी वस्तुओं से हमेशा डरते 
रहे हो | तुम चुपचाप बैठकर हमारी कुशलता देखो 1" 


स्वामी दुखी हुआ और बोला, “यदि तुम अपनी शक्तियों 
को दिखाना ही चाहते हो, तो ठीक है । पर मुझे पहले 
उस पेड पर चढ़ने दो । ፳ नहीं चाहता कि कोई ufum 
जानवर जीवित होकर मुझे मार डाले |" 


यह कहता हुआ स्वामी जल्दी से पेड़ पर चढ़ गया | दूसरे 
उसका मज़ाक उड़ाने लगे | 


राम ने सारी кїй जोड़कर उसका कंकाल 
बना दिया । 


फिर प्रसाद ने अपनी विशेष शक्तियों से उस 
कंकाल में मौस, खून और चमड़ी डाल दी | 


जैसे ही गोपाल उस yt में जान डालने वाला 
था, तभी स्वामी ने पेड़ से पुकार कर उसे 
सावधान किया, “गोपाल सतर्क रहो, वह एक 
शेर का झरीर | यदि तुम उसे जिंदा कर दोगे 
तो वह हम सबको मार डालेगा |" 


Ram collected the bones and set them to 
form a skeleton. 


Then Prasad added skin, flesh and blood 
to the skeleton with the help of his mystic 
powers. 


Gopal was about to give life to the body 
when Swami called out from the tree 
warning, “Watch out Gopal! That's the 
body of a lion. If you bring him to life, һе 
will Kill us all!” 


But the others only laughed and proudly 
carried on with their masterpiece. 


But, as soon as Gopal brought the lion to 
life, he sprang on them and killed them. 


मगर दूसरे मित्र केवल हँस पड़े और गर्व के साथ 
अपनी श्रेष्ठ रचना में जुटे रहे । 


गोपाल ने जैसे ही उसमें प्राण फूँके, वह उन पर 
कूद पड़ा और उसने उन्हें मार डाला । 
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Swami had watched all this in horror. 


When the lion went away, he carefully 
climbed down the tree and ran home. 


स्वामी डरते हुए यह सब देख रहा था | 


जब शेर चला गया तो वह सतर्कता से नीचे 
उतरा और घर की ओर भागा | 


Swami had watched ай this in horror. 


When the lion went away, he carefully 
climbed down the tree and ran home. 


स्वामी डस्ते हुए यह सब देख रहा था | 


जब जोर चला गया तो वह सतर्कता से नीचे 
उतरा और घर की ओर भागा । 


He told everyone іп the village of what had 

happened to his dear friends. The Foolish Scholars 
He mournfully added, *My friends were मूर्ख विद्वान 
indeed educated but alas! They did not TALES PROM PANCHATANTRA 


realize that wisdom is greater than any 
form of learnt knowledge!” 


The adventures of the four scholars teach us that true wisdom is worth more 
Inan mere knowledge from books, 


The Appu Senes consists οἱ beautfuly ilustrates and captvatngly narrated 
books which bring to Ме the Panchatantra tales. These Sanskrit and 
Buddhist animai fables may be over two thousand years old, but are stil full 
οἱ retevant wit, wisdom and laughs for your chia. 
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अपने प्रिय मित्रों की कहानी उसने गाँव वालों से a 
कही । 


A Maine ወሪ оған 


उसने दुखी होकर ер “हे भगवान मेरे मित्र शिक्षित 
पाये कि बुद्धिमानी किसी भी 
tr 


The Heron and 
the Crab 
बगुला और केकड़ा बगुला और केकड़ा 
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Once upon a time, there was a heron that एक समय की बात है, एक जंगल में बड़े तालाब 
lived beside a big pond in a forest. के पास एक बगुला रहता था | 


He enjoyed eating fish and other creatures उसे तालाब में से मछली तथा अन्य जीवों को 
from the pond. 


पकड़कर खाने में बड़ा मजा आता था। 


But years flew by, and he became old and 
feeble and could no longer fish for himself. 
He had to think of another way to get his 
daily food. 


One fine day, the heron stood in the middle 
of the pond, on one leg. He let all the fish and 
frogs pass by unhurt. All the creatures of the 
pond were surprised at this? 


A crab came to him and said, "Uncle, what 
is the matter? You have not caught even a 
single fish today!" 


“Times are not as they were, my child," 
replied the heron sadly. “I have heard that 

/ are going to fill up the pond and turn 
into a farm. That means, all the creatures 
of the pond will die.” 


इसी प्रकार अनेक वर्ष बीत गए | अब बगुला बूढ़ा 
और दुर्बल हो गया επι वह अपने लिए मछलियाँ 
नहीं पकड़ पाता था | उसे पेट भरने के लिए दूसग 
उपाय सोचना पड़ा । 


एक दिन तालाब के बीच वह एक पैर पर खड़ा था | 
बह मछली τῇ Heat को बिना पकड़े जाने दे रहा 
था | इस पर तालाब के जीव बड़े चकित हुए | 


ЖЫ 


एक केकड़ा उसके पास आया और उसने पूछा, 
"चाचा, आज क्या बात है? तुमने आज एक भी 
मछली नहीं पकड़ी ё" 


बगुले ने बड़े दुख के साथ उत्तर दिया, “समय 
हमेशा एक सा नहीं रहता बेटा । मैने सुना है कि 
लोग इस तालाब को मिट्टी से भर कर एक खेत 
बनाने वाले हैं । उसका मतलब, इस तालाब के 
सभी जीव मर जायेंगे |" 


“Oh no!" exclaimed the crab, “This is bad केकड़े ने अचम्भित हो कहा, "am नहीं, यह तो 
news! I must go and warn ай the creatures.” बड़ा बुरा समाचार है, मुझे सभी दूसरे जीवों को 


सावधान करना होगा |” 
The heron was pleased with himself and was सावधान करना हो 


атизей when he saw the crab rushing about जीवों को 
informing the other creatures about their केकड़ा अब अन्य जीवों को यह बात बताने दौड़ 


ኛ चला | बगुले को वह सोचकर बड़ी खुशी हुई 
ies कि अब Ят ही यह बात फैल जायेगी। ү 


The fish became frightened at this news and यह समाचार सुनकर मछलियाँ भयभीत हुईं और 
rushed to the heron saying, “Оһ heron! बगुले के पास भागीं । 
Please help us! Please, please save из!” 


उससे कहने लगीं, "ओ बगुले बंधु, чат हमारी 
मदद πὴ, दया करे, और हमें बचाओ 1" 


haw 
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The heron began carrying the fish опе 
ata time. 


The cunning heron looked at them thoughtfully 
and then said, “I think I know how you can be 

saved! If you are willing, I can safely carry you 
to a big pond not far from here.” 


The fish were scared and all they wanted was 
to somehow reach the other pond. They 
surrounded the heron pleading, “Такс те first, 
take me please!” 


Pleased, the heron replied, “I ат old and 
feeble, 1 can only carry you one at a time.” 


चालाक बगुला गंभीरतापूर्वक उनकी तरफ़ देखता रहा, 
फिर उसने कहा, “मुझे मालूम है, तुम्हें कैसे बचाए। 
पास ही एक बड़ा तालाब है | यदि तुम लोग तैयार 

हों तो मैं तुम्हें हिफाज़त के साथ वहाँ ले चलूँगा Г 


मछलिवाँ डरी हुई थीं। किसी तरह दूसरे तालाब 

पहुँच जाना चाहती थीं । वे बगुले को घेरकर उससे 

any करने ፳ | "पहले मुझे ले चलो, कृपया 
चलो г 


खुश होते हुए बगुला बोला, "मैं बूढ़ा और दुर्बल हूँ । 
केवल एक-एक कर के ही ले जा सकता हूँ Г 


बगुला एक बार मे एक मछली को ले जाने लगा । 


Losses —— ë 


But he did not take them to the pond as परन्तु, उन्हें वह बड़े तालाब पर नहीं ले गया, 

he bad promised. जैसे कि उसने वादा किया επι 

Instead, he took them to a big rock where 

he sat and ate them! बल्कि वह उन्हें एक बड़ी चट्टान पर ले गया 
और उन्हें खा गवा | 


ሁነ 


The crab began to get suspicious and so һе केकड़े को संदेह होने लगा, वह उस पर नज़र रखने 
observed the heron. लगा | 


One day he went to the heron and said, एक दिन वह बगुले के पास गया और बोला, "चाचा, 
“Uncle, this time please take me, save me 1 


too. You have been helping the fish for a चाचा, इस बार मुझे ले चलो । बहुत देर से तुम इन 
long time. This time, please help me, a मछलियों की मदद कर रहे हो । इस बार कृपया मुझ 
poor crab!” गरीब की मदद करे 1" 


‘The heron was very pleased with his plan 
and thought it was time for him to try flesh 
of a different kind. He picked up the crab in 
his beak and began to fly. 


As the heron flew, the crab saw the pile of. 
bones on the rock. He immediately knew 
that they were the bones of all the fish the 
heron had taken from the pond. 


‘The crab was frightened, but he gathered his 
courage and said, *Uncle heron, how much 
further is the new pond?" 


‘The heron replied with a laugh, “What 
pond? There is no pond! Get ready to die!” 


बगुला अपने आप से बड़ा खुश था | उसने सोचा, अब 
प्रकार का मांस खाने का समय आ गया है | उसने 
को अपनी та में उठा लिया और उड़ने लगा । 


बगुला जब उड़ रहा था, केकड़े ने एक चट्टान पर 
हड्डियों का ढेर देखा वह समझ गया कि ये та? 
उन मछलियों की हैं जिन्हें बगुला तालाव से ले गवा επι 


केकड़ा डर गया । परन्तु धीरज बाँध कर बोला, “चाचा 
बगुला, यहाँ से नया तालाब कितनी दूर है?” 


बगुले ने हँसकर उत्तर दिया, "कौन सा तालाब? यहाँ कोई 
तालाब नहीं है । अब मरने की तैयारी करे г 


The crab was very clever. He grabbed the 
heron's neck with hi sand dug it into 
the heron's flesh. 


The heron screamed and tried to escape from 
the crab's clutches but іп vain! 


The heron fell to the ground and finally died. 


केकड़ा बड़ा चालाक था | उसने बगले की गर्दन में 
अपना tar गाड़ fear i 


बगुला चीखकर केकड़े के पंजों से छुटने का प्रयास 
करने लगा, परन्तु असफल रहा | 


बगुला जमीन पर गिर गया और मर गवा । 


The crab was very clever. Не grabbed the 
heron's neck with his claws and dug it into 
the heron's flesh. 


The heron screamed and tried to escape from 
the crab's clutches but in vain! 


The heron fell to the ground and finally died. 


The clever crab dragged the dead heron 
back to the pond and told the other 
creatures about the cruel heron's betrayal. 


The creatures of the pond thanked him Гог. 
saving their lives. The crab said, “I hope 
you've learnt something from this incident!” 


“Remember, one must always beware of a 
sweet tongue as it can be deceitful!” 


τα А 
चतुर केकड़ा बगुले का शरीर खींचते हुए वापस 
तालाब के पास लाया | उसने अन्य सभी जीवों को 
बगुले की धूर्तता बताई | 


तालाब की अन्य मछलियों ने और दूसरे जीवों ने उसे 
धन्यवाद दिया | केकड़े ने कहा, "मैं आज्ञा करता हूँ 
कि आपने इस घटना से कुछ बातें सीखीं होंगी |” 


मीठी बातों से सतर्क रहना 


12/ 13 | दे सकती हैं ।” 


केकड़ा बड़ा चालाक था । उसने πητὶ की गर्दन में 
अपना पंजा गाड़ दिया । 


वगुला चीखकर केकड़े के पंजों से ge? का प्रयास 
करने लगा, परन्तु असफल रहा d 


बगुला जमीन पर गिर गया और मर गवा । 


बगुला और केकड़ा 
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Blind belief is destructive and Фуз. story shows that ከጊዜ! should be vested 


ኮዛ in the worthy. 


The Appu Series consists of besutfully llustrated and captvatngly narrated 
books which bing to Ме the Panchatantra tales. These Sanskrit and 
Buddhist animai fables may be over two thousand years oid, but are stil full 


of relevant wt, wisdom and laughs for your chic. 


Тһе Місе The Mice and the 
Elephants 
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Long, long ago in a deep forest, there was a पुराने जमाने की बात है । किसी घने जंगल में तालाब 
group of mice that lived at the foot of a large के किनारे एक fora पेड़ था за पेड़ के नीचे 
tree, which was on the edge of a pond. चूहों का тж समूह रहता ሻ | 


One day, as a herd of elephants were visiting एक दिन हाथियों का झुंड तालाब के पास आया । 
the pond, they carelessly destroyed the houses लापर्वाही से उन्होंने चूहों के ut को तहस-नहस 
of the mice and left many mice injured. कर दिया । इतना ही नहीं, अनेक चूहे घायल भी ται 
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The mice held an assembly and said to चूहों ने एक सभा बुलाई | उन्होंने अपने नेता से 
their chief, “Your majesty, those elephants कहा, "हजूर! उन हाथियों ने हमारा सब कुछ नष्ट 


have destroyed everything! Help us!" कर दिया है | हमारी मदद कगे 1" 


So, the mouse chief met the king of elephants 
and said, “Mighty king, I have come to beg 
for mercy. 


Today your elephants destroyed many of our 
houses and wounded my subjects.” 


The kind elephant king said, *I am truly 
sorry, 1 promise you that we will not pass by 
your tree anymore," 


The mouse chief was grateful and promised 
to help the elephants if they ever needed it. 


अतः चूहों का नेता गजगज से मिला और उससे 
कहने लगा, "बलशाली गजगज! मैं आपसे दवा 
की भीख माँगने आया हूँ 1" 


“आज आपके हाथियों ने тай से कई चूहों के 
घर नष्ट कर दिए और मेरी प्रजा को घायल भी कर 


दयालु танга ने कहा, “यह सुनकर मैं सचमुच 
दुःखी हूँ । मैं वचन देता हूँ कि अब हम तुम्हारे पेड़ 
पास से कभी नहीं ዣት! 


चूहों का नेता उनका आभारी रहा । उसने भी वचन 
दिया कि यदि ज़रूरत पड़ी तो वे उनकी मदद करेंगे | 


He then returned to his subjects. फिर वह अपनी प्रजा के पास लौट आया । 


The mice were ecstatic and cried, “Long er 
live our chief! Long live, the kind clephant т बहुत खुश हुए और ज़ोर-ज़ोर से बोलने | 
king!” , "नेता की जय हो, πππτ की जय हो । 


Everything was peaceful for a while. कुछ समय तक सब झान्ति से चल रहा था | 


One day, a group of hunters came into एक दिन शिकारियों का दल जंगल पहुँचा और 
the forest and set up traps by the pond. उन्होने जालाब ቼ% ጥሻ जाल Вил ዣ፣ | 


The elephant king got caught in the trap. गजगज उसमें फैंस गया । 

He remembered his friend, the mouse chief's 

pledge and told an elephant to ask the mouse बह अपने दोस्त चूहों के नेता की याद करने लगा । 

chief for help. उसने एक हाथी को चूहों के पास मदद माँगने 
भेजा । 
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The elephant rushed to the mouse chief हाथी चूहों के नेता की तरफ दौड़ता हुआ गया और 
and said, “Sir, our king is caught in a trap बोला, “श्रीमान, кит रजा जाल में फैंस गया है 
and asks Гог your help! Please hurry!” और आपकी मदद चाहता है । कृपया îy चलिए |" 


να. ፒፒ 


When the mouse heard this, he gathered जब चूहों के नेता ने यह सुना तो अपने सारे चूहों 
his mice and rushed to the aid of his friend. को अपने साथ ले, अपने मित्र की मदद के लिए 


5 तुरंत चल पड़ा | 
n they reached the spot and rushed ші 


towards the nets. vie ही वे उस स्थान पर पहुँचे और झटपट जाल 


की तरफ़ भागे । 


The mice worked hard and chewed at the चूहे अपने पैने cht से जाल काटने लगे | 
nets with their sharp teeth. 


ही जाल कट गया और गजराज गया 
Soon, the nets were cut and the elephant शीघ्र ही जाल d जरज मुक्त हो गया | 


king was free. 


Тһе mice worked hard and chewed at the चूहे अपने पैने दाँतों से जाल काटने लगे । 
nets with their sharp teeth. 
जाल कट गया और गजगज 
Soon, the nets were cut and the elephant ንስዊሽ खाल dover मुसा єн 
king was free. 


The elephant king thanked the mice and The Mice 
said to his elephants, "One good deed begets and the Elephants 


another!” 


Breaking the notions of big and small. powerful and weak, this is a story that 
teaches из never to under estimate anyone based on what they look like. 


The Appu Series consists of beautifully (ኢህ ነዴ and captvasngy narrated 
books which bring % Ме the Panchatanira tales These Sanskrit and 
Buddhist animal fables may be over two thousand years oid. but are stil full 
of relevant wit. wisdom and laughs for your сімді 
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The Monkey and The Monkey and the 
the Crocodile Crocodile 


बंदर और मगरमच्छ 


TALES FROM PANCHATANTRA बंदर और मगरमच्छ 


ዶ 


Tales from Panchatantra 


Media Fusion (India) Pvt. Ltd. 
руын мены 


Far, far away, іп a dense forest, near 
а river, there lived a monkey. 


दूर किसी घने ज॑गल में नदी के किनारे एक 


बंदर रहता था | 


In the middle of the river, there was a tiny 
island filled with all kinds of fruit trees. 


Every time the monkey was hungry, he 
jumped onto a rock in the river and then to 
the island and ate his fill. 


ΠΠ 


Not far from where the monkey 
lived, there lived a crocodile couple. 


the monkey, but in vain! 


नदी के बीचों बीच एक छोटा सा द्वीप था जो अनेक 
प्रकार के फलों के पेड़ों से भग था | 


बंदर को जब भूख लगती, वह नदी के बीच स्थित 
चट्टान पर और फिर द्वीप पर कूद जाता और भरपेट 
खा लेता 1 


जहाँ बंदर रहते था वहाँ से थोड़ी ही दूरी पर एक 
मगरमच्छ द॑पति रहते थे | 


वे बंदर को पकड़ने का प्रयास अनेक बार कर 
चुके थे, मगर असफल थे । 


One day, the erocodile's wife said, “I have 
come up with the perfect plan to catch that 
monkey!” 


“Really?” said her husband, “1 doubt we'll 


ever catch him. He's too clever Гог из!” 


*Oh! He may be clever but with this plan, 
ГИ be as easy to catch him as it is to pick a 
fruit!" replied his wife, and she whispered 
her plan to him. 


एक दिन मगरमच्छ की पत्नी ने कहा, "उस बंदर 
को पकड़ने के लिए मेरे पास एक उपाय है ।" 


पति ने कहा, "सच? मुझे संदेह है कि हम उसे 
कभी पकड़ पायेंगे । वह हमसे ज्यादा चतुर 1" 


पल्ली ने उत्तर में कहा, "अच्छा! वह चतुर होगा । 
मगर इस योजना से उसे पकड़ना पेड़ के फल 

तोडने जैसा आसान होगा |" उसने पति के कानों 
में धीमे से वह उपाय फुसफुसावा | 


№. 
m. » | 
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Soon, the monkey was ready to до 
back. He prepared to jump onto the 
rock when he noticed that the rock 
scemed bigger than usual. 

strange, why is the rock bigger? 
s that crocodile with his silly 
plans again!" said the monkey. 


शीघ्र ही बंदर वापस लौटने वाला था | जैसे 
ही वह चट्टान पर कूदने को तैयार हुआ, 
उसने देखा कि चट्टान बड़ी दिख रही है | 


उसे देख बंदर ने सोचा, “यह बड़ा विचित्र 
है, पत्थर बड़ा क्यों है? मुझे मालूम है यह 
बेवकूफ मगरमच्छ फिर से किसी कुतंत्र में 
लगा हुआ है г 


The next day, when the monkey had 
gone to the island, the crocodile lay 
down on the rock in the river. 


“Now all I have to do is wait for the 
monkey and catch him when he 
jumps on the rock!" he thought. 


अगले दिन जब बंदर द्वीप पर गया, मगरमच्छ 
जदी में स्थित एक चट्टान पर लेटा हुआ था | 


उसने सोचा, "अब मुझे यहाँ बंदर का इंतजार 
करना होगा । जैसे ही वह चट्टान पर कूदेगा, 
मैं उसे पकड़ ўт" 


वह चट्टान से चिल्लाकर पूछने लगा, "कहो 
चट्टान, आज तुम कैसी हो?" 


जब चट्टान ने कोई उत्तर नहीं दिवा, तो उसने 
फिर पूछा, "क्या बात है चट्टान, आज तुम मेरे 
साथ बातें क्यों नहीं कर रही हो?" 


He then shouted to the rock, “Hello! 
Rock, how are you today?" 


When the rock did not answer, he said, 
“What is the matter Rock? Why aren't 
you talking to me today?” 


When the crocodile heard this he मगरमच्छ ने जब यह सुना, तो उसने सोचा, 


thought, *I better pretend to be the “मुझे चट्टान होने का नाटक करते हुए कुछ 
rock and say something!" कहना चाहिए ।' ሽ 


So, he said, “Oh! I'm fi кеуі" Е а 
on ΤΕΡΜ अतः उसने कहा, “ओह! मैं ठीक हूँ बंदर । 


-ᾱ monkey now knew that И was the 
crocodile and said, “Well Mr. Crocodile, 
you are clever! You've trapped me this 
time. Open your mouth and ГИ jump in." 


अब बंदर को विश्वास हो गया कि वह मगरमच्छ ही 
है । उसने कहा, "ठीक है मित्र मगरमच्छ, तुम बड़े 
चतुर हो । तुमने मुझे इस बार पकड़ ही लिया ፤ 

अपना मुँह खोलो, ताकि मैं उसमें कूद जाऊँ Г. 


The erocodile was very pleased. 


He opened his mouth so wide that his eyes 
were closed. 


The clever monkey then jumped onto the 
crocodile's head and rushed to safety. 


मगरमच्छ बड़ा खुश हुआ | 


उसने अपना मुँह इतना ज्यादा खोला कि 
उसकी आँखें बंद हो गईं | 


За. बंदर उसके सिर पर कूद कर सुरक्षित 
जगह पर भाग गया । 


He then turned to the crocodile and said, 
“You might be strong Mr. Crocodile, but 
I'm smart and that has saved me once 


again!” 


वह फिर मुड़कर मगरमच्छ से बोला, "श्रीमान 
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तो हो, किन्तु मैं तेज़ और 
आज मैं फिर बच ሻሸ!” 


The crocodile was very pleased. 


He opened his mouth so wide that his eyes 
were closed. 


The clever monkey then jumped onto the 
erocodile's head and rushed to safety. 


मगरमच्छ बड़ा खुश हुआ | 


उसने अपना मुँह इतना ज्यादा खोला कि 
उसकी आँखें बंद हो गई | 


> oW बंदर उसके सिर पर कूद कर सुरक्षित 
जगह पर भाग गया । 


It doesn't тайы how small you are. The The Monkey and the Crocodile’ 
‘shows you thal я s how quick and smart you are that is importanti 


The Appu Seres consists of beautfull illustrated and captvatngly narrated 
books which bring to Ме the Panchatantra tales. These Sansknt and 


animal fables may be over two thousand years old, but are stil full 
of relevant vit, wisdom and laughs for your chad. 
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Once upon a time, there lived a donkey that एक समय की बात है, धोबी का एक गधा था | गधे 
belonged to а washerman. He became friends की दोस्ती एक लोमड़ी के साथ हुई। 


with a fox. 


The donkey was older in age than the fox and iode लोमड़ी से <7 था। इसलिए लोमड़ी 55. 
so out of respect, (ከር fox addressed him as TU को चाचाजी कहकर बुलाता επ! गधा 
Chachaji, which means uncle. The donkey in स्नेह से लोमड़ी को भतीजा कहकर बुलाता wi 
turn, called the fox Bhatija, or nephew, 


| 6 af 


During one of their nighttime outings, they 
found themselves in a cucumber farm. 


They ate fresh cucumbers with relish. For 
the next couple of weeks, the donkey and 
the fox went to the farm every night to eat 
the fresh cucumbers, 


“Oh, these cucumbers are so delicious! 1 
cannot stop eating them, Chachaji,” said 
the fox one night. 


“Yes Bhatija, but look at the sky with the 
dazzling full moon,” replied the donkey. 
“It is so beautiful that I feel like singing!” 


एक गत घूमते हुए वे एक ककड़ी के खेत में पहुँचे | 


बड़े स्वाद के साथ उन्होंने ताज़ी-ताज़ी ककड़ियाँ um | 


अगले कुछ हफ्तों तक वे दोनों हर गत उस खेत में 
जाकर ताज़ी ककड़ियाँ खाते रहे । 


एक ሻሻ लोमड़ी ने गधे से कहा, “आहा! चाचाजी, 
ये ककड़ियाँ इतनी स्वादिष्ट हैं कि मैं इन्हें खाना 
छोड़ ही नहीं सकता 1" 


गधे ने उत्तर दिया, “हाँ भतीजे, परन्तु जरा आकाश 
की ओर देखो तो, पूर्णिमा का चन्द्रमा कैसे चमक 
रहा है । वह इतना सुन्दर है कि उसे देखकर मुझे 
गाने की इच्छा हो रही है । 


“Dear Chachaji! Please don't do that," 
begged the fox. 


“И the guard hears you, we will be in big 
trouble! Lets just stay t and enjoy 
these cucumbers.” 


“Bhati is so beautiful that | cannot 
stop myself!” said the donkey and cleared 
his throat to sing. 


“Don't be silly Chachaji, you know your 
voice isn't melodious. Your singing will only 
make the guard angry," warned the fox. 


लोमड़ी ने उससे अनुरोध किया, "प्रिय चाचाजी, 
कृपया ऐसा मत कगे | यदि यहाँ के चौकीदार ने 
सुन लिवा तो हमें बड़ी तकलीफ़ होगी। हम 
चुपचाप रहेंगे और इन ककड़िवों का मज़ा लेंगे ।" 


गधा गाने के लिए अपना गला साफ करता हुआ 
बोला, "भतीजे, यह πα इतनी सुहावनी है कि मैं 
अपने को रक नहीं पा रहा ЕГ 


लोमड़ी गधे को सावधान करता हुआ बोला, "चाचा, 
तुम्हें मालूम है कि तुम्हारी आवाज़ मधुर नहीं है । 
और quera गाना सुनकर चौकीदार क्रोधित ही होगा |" 


“What do you know about music and 
melody? You do not even know how to 
appreciate the beauty of music," replied 
the donkey in a hurt voice. 


गधे को ሻሻ लगा, दुखभरी आवाज़ में बोला, 

"तुम्हें संगीत और लव के बारे में क्या मालूम है 
तुम्हें यह भी नहीं मालूम कि संगीत की सुंदरता 
को कैसे али जाता है |" 


ow Chachaji, please stop it. Be sensible! “चाचाजी, अब चुप भी करो | होश में आओ! 
Your singing will get us in big trouble!" आपका गाना हमें बड़े संकट में डाल देगा | 


“I know I can sing very well. Sit down and 
listen to me, my dear Bhatija and then you'll 
know that I speak the truth?" replied the 
donkey. 


, "मुझे मालूम है कि मैं अच्छा 
गाता हूँ | प्यारे भतीजे, बैठकर मेरा गाना सुनो | 
फिर तुम जान जाओगे कि मैं सच बोलता हूँ 1" 


Seeing that the donkey was not going to 
take his advice, the fox decided to save 
himself. 


“Chachaji,” he said, “Wait for a while. | 
will go out and keep watch for the guard. 
Once I have gone, you can sing to your 
heart's content. 1 will warn you if the 
guard comes.” 


Тһе fox then ran away from the farm 
before the donkey could begin his loud, 
harsh singing. 


लोमड़ी ने सोचा कि अब गधा मानने वाला नहीं है । 
उसने अपने बचाव का उपाय किया | 


वह बोला, “चाचाजी, थोड़ी देर के लिए रुक जाओ | 
मैं बाहर जाकर चौकीदार पर नज़र τη । मेरे बाहर 
जाते ही आप ज़ी भरके गा लेना | यदि चौकीदार 
आएगा तो मैं आपको सावधान कर दूँगा 1” 


इससे पहले कि गधा अपनी ऊँची, कर्कशा आवाज़ 
में गाना शुरू कर दें, लोमड़ी खेत से दूर भाग गया | 


The guard was already keeping a lookout 
for the animal that had been stealing the 
cucumbers, 


As soon as he heard the donkey singing, he 
ran towards him and beat him until he fell 
unconscious. 


चौकीदार उस जानवर से सतर्क हो गया था, जो इतने 
दिनों से उसके खेत से ककड़ियाँ चुर रहा था । 


जैसे ही उसने गधे को गाते हुए सुना, वह उसकी 
तरफ़ भागा । उसने गधे को इतना पीटा कि गधा 
Ха होकर गिर पड़ा | 


The donkey recovered, and dragged himself जब गधे को होश आया तो वह पैर घसीटता हुआ 
out of the farm to where the fox was waiting खेत से बाहर आया जही लोमड़ी उसका इंतज़ार 
for him. कर रहा था । 


“Хо Chachaji, you didn't heed my लोमड़ी हँसता हुआ बोला, "तो चाचाजी आपने मेरी 


warning. I see you have got your reward. बात नहीं मानी । मैं देख रहा हूँ कि आपको अपना 
Congratulations!" said the fox, laughing. इनाम मिल गया ቅ । बधाई हो!” 


“Please leave me to grieve over my 
stupidity,” groaned the donkey іп а 
grumpy voice. 


गधा करणहता हुआ, क्षीण, दुखभरी आवाज़ में बोला, 
“मुझे अपनी मूर्खता पर दुखी होने के लिए मेरे हाल 
पर छोड़ 2г 


warning. I see you have got your reward. 
Congratulations!" said the fox, laughing. 


"Please leave me to grieve over my 
stupidity," groaned the donkey ina 
grumpy voice. 


When the washerman found the donkey, he 
was very angry. “What am I to do with a 
wounded donkey?" he said and hurried away. 


“И was foolish of ти have ignored advice 
from a good friend. Tam suffering 
dearly for my mistake,” said the donkey. 


जब धोबी ने गधे को इस दशा में देखा तो उसे क्रोध 
आया | "इस घायल गधे से मैं क्या करैं?" कहता हुआ 
वह जल्दी चला गया । 


K; मित्र की सलाह नहीं मानी । इस 
कष्ट भोग रहा हूँ ।" 
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लोमड़ी हँसता हुआ बोला, "तो चाचाजी आपने मेरी 
बात नहीं मानी | मैं देख रहा हूँ कि आपको अपना 
इनाम मिल गया है | बधाई हो ।" 


गधा कराहता हुआ, क्षीण, दुखभरी आवाज़ में बोला, 
“मुझे अपनी मूर्खता पर दुखी होने के लिए मेरे हाल 
पर छोड़ ат 


The Singing Donkey 
गाता हु आ गधा 


TALES FROM PANCHATANTRA 


True friends give sound advice and we wil do wel io listen іс them, This 
story imparts these words of wisdom in way that one wil remember them for 
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A long time ago, in a forest, there was a बहुत समय पहले की बात है । जंगल में तालाब के 
tortoise that lived near a pond. पास एक कछुआ रहता था | 
One day, he met a pair of geese who were एक दिन वह दो हंसों से मिला, जो तालाब से पानी 


having a drink from the pond. पी रहे थे। 


"Hello!" said the tortoise, “It is a beautiful 
day isn't it! Where do you live?" 


“Not far from here" replied Soni, one of the 
geese, “We haven't seen you here before." 


“Oh! That's because 1 mostly stay at home," 
replied the tortoise. 


The tortoise and the geese soon became 
good friends and spent a lot of time 
together. 


They would meet by the pond and go for 
long walks around the forest. 


жуп ने कहा, "नमस्ते! आज बड़ा सुन्दर दिन है, 
है न? आप कहाँ रहते हो?” 


एक हंस का नाम सोनी था, वह बोला, "यहाँ से 
ज्यादा दूर नहीं, हम ने तुम्हें यहाँ पहले कभी नहीं 
፳፳” 


कछुआ बोला, “वो इसलिए कि मैं अधिकतर घर 
पर ही रहता हूँ ।" 


siu Й вуз और हंस अच्छे मित्र बन गए और 
साथ-साथ काफ़ी समय बिताने लगे । 


वे तालाब के पास मिलते और जंगल में लम्बी सैर 
करने जाते | 


Time passed happily for them, but soon 
after, a famine struck the forest. 


The trees died, and the ponds and 
rivers dried up. 


The animals and birds of the forest 
меге dying. 


They began leaving the forest in search 
of food and water. 


समय बड़ी खुशी а बीतने लगा । परन्तु कुछ ही 
समय बाद ज॑गल में अकाल ча! 


पेड़ सूख गए, तालाब एवं नदियाँ भी सूख πὲ | 
ज॑गल के जानवर और पक्षी тїї लगे | 


वे भोजन और पानी की खोज में जंगल छोड़कर 
जाने लगे। 


Even the geese decided И was time to find 
а better place to live, 


But before leaving, they visited the tortoise 
saying. "Good bye dear friend, we are 
leaving the forest. Life has become very 
difficult here. We wish you good luck!” 


हंसों ने भी रहने के लिए एक बेहतर स्थान खोजने 
का निश्चय किया i 


जंगल छोड़ने से पहले वे कछुए से मिलने गए और 
उससे कहा, "प्रिय मित्र! हम यह जंगल छोड़कर जा 
रहे है, अलविदा 1 qi का जीवन बड़ा कठोर बन 
गया है, तुमको हमारी शुभकामनाएँ 1” 


*What? You аге leaving те in this time 
of trouble?" cried the tortoise. 


“What kind of friends are you? Гат so 
scared! Please take me with you,” he 
pleaded. 


<“ 


“We wish we could dear tortoise! But how сап 
we take you?" asked Soni, “I know! 1 know! I 
cannot fly!" the tortoise said in tears. “But 1 
have a plan.” 


“You 407” the geese asked, “We will definitely 
take you if we can!” 


“Good!” said the tortoise with a sigh of relief, 
“Now, if you get a strong stick and hold its 
ends in your beaks, 1 can hold onto it with my 
mouth. Then, you can fly away carrying me 
with you." 


कछुआ बड़ा दुखी हुआ | वह रोता हुआ बोला, 
"क्या? इस कठिनाई में आप मुझे यहीं छोड़कर जा 
रहे हो? कैसे दोस्त हो आप लोग? मैं कितना 
भवभीत हूँ! कृपया मुझे भी अपने साथ ले चलो 1" 


वह उनसे अनुरोध करने लगा | 


m 
> AN 


सोनी ने पूछा, “प्रिव मित्र! हम चाहते तो है कि तुम्हें 
भी अपने साथ ले चलें । मगर कैसे?” आँखों में आँसू 
भरकर 5፻ आ बोला, "मुझे अच्छी तरह मालूम है कि 
मैं उड़ नहीं सकता | मगर मेरे पास एक उपाय tg 


ЖЕЙ ने चकित होकर पूछा, “अच्छा! हो सके तो हम 
तुम्हें जरूर ले चलेंगे г 


एक लंबी साँस लेकर कछुआ बोला, “बहुत अच्छा! 
अब यदि तुम दोनों एक मजबूत लकड़ी अपनी चोंच मेँ 
दबा लोगे, तो मैं बीच में उसे ጃሮ से पकड़ लूँगा । 
फिर आप लोग मुझे लेकर उड़ सकते |" 


The two geese were very happy with this 
plan and set out in search of a strong stick. 


“Неге is a strong stick, lets go now!" said 
Soni. "But my dear tortoise, vou must 
remember not to speak during this journey! 
If you open your mouth even a little bit, 
you will fall!” 


“Yes of course! 1 am not a fool!" replied 
the tortoise, 


“Мей, ok then, let us go," Soni said. 


Е 


“We have found a beautiful pond! I'm 
sure you will love it. We can live together 
like we did here. It will be great!” 


Saying this, they began their journey to 
their new home. The tortoise was 
wonderstruck by all that he saw on the 
way and often fclt like expressing his joy, 
but he remembered Soni's advice and 
kept quiet. 


दोनों हंस यह उपाय सुनकर बड़े खुश हुए और 
एक मजबूत लकड़ी Get चल पड़े । 


सोनी ने कहा, “यह रही एक मजबूत लकड़ी, अब 
हम उड़ चलेंगे । प्रिय मित्र कछुए, तुम्हें यह याद 
रखना होगा, कि उडते समय तुम्हें अपना मुँह बंद 
रखना होगा | यदि थोड़ा भी मुँह खोलोगे, तो नीचे 
गिर पड़ोगे 1" 


жут ने उत्तर दिया, “हाँ, हाँ, जरूर ! मैं'मूर्ख नहीं 
же 


सोनी ने कहा, “अच्छा अब हमें चलना चाहिए | 


हमने एक सुन्दर तालाब की खोज कर ली है । तुम्हें 
भी वह पसंद आयेगी | हम फिर से साध रह सकते 
हैं । बहुत मजा आएगा 1" 


ऐसा कहते हुए वे अपने नए घर की तरफ़ उड़ चले | 
रास्ते में कछुआ अपूर्व दुर्य देखकर, अचरज से भर 
गया | बार-बार वह अपनी खुशी जाहिर करना चाहता 
था, पर्नु सोनी की सलह उसे याद थी इसलिए वह 
चुप रहता । 


Soon they were flying over a large 
playground. 


A crowd of children gathered below 
clapping their hands and pointing at the 
three friends, saying, “Look, look there! 
A foolish tortoise is being carried away 
by the geese!” 


वे एक बड़े मैदान के ऊपर से उड़ रहे थे | 


मैदान में बच्चों का समूह इन तीनों की ओर देखते 
हुए तालियाँ बजा रहा था और बच्चे कह रहे थे, 
“देखो, वहाँ देखो! एक मूर्ख कछुए को ся लिए 
LE हैं!” 


The tortoise could not stand being called 
foolish and became very angry. 


He opened his mouth to shout at the 
children and fell down. 


“Ha ha! What a foolish tortoise?” laughed 
one of the children, “Did he really think he 
could fly by himself?” 


कछुए को मूर्ख कहलाना शस नहीं आवा और वह 
क्रोधित हो उठा । 


बच्चों पर चिल्लाने के लिए उसने मुँह खोला और 
वह नीचे गिर पड़ा | 


एक बच्चा उसे देख हैस पड़ा, "हा! हा! हा! कैसा 
मूर्ख है यह कछुआ? कया वह सच मे सोचता है 
कि वह खुद उड़ पाएगा?” 


The tortoise could not stand being called. 
foolish and became very angry. 


He opened his mouth to shout at the 
children and fell down. 


“Ha ha! What а foolish tortoise?” laughed 
one of the children, “Did he really think he 
could fly by himself?” 


зет को मूर्ख कहलाना शस नहीं आया और वह 
क्रोधित हो उठा । 


बच्चों पर चिल्लाने के लिए उसने मुँह खोला और 
፳፪ नीचे गिर पड़ा । 


एक बच्चा उसे देख हैस पड़ा, "हा! हा! हा! कैसा 
मूर्ख है यह कछुआ? क्या वह सच मे सोचता है 
कि वह खुद उड़ पाएगा?” 


The geese cried for having lost a dear 
friend, They were miserable and their 
hearts were filled with grief. 


“Oh, our poor friend!" cried Soni, 


“Why couldn't he understand that real 
happiness comes from keeping quiet?" 


अपने प्रिय मित्र को खोकर दोनों हंस ἢ पड़े | उनकी 
दशा दयनीय थी, दिल दुख से भर गया | 


सोनी 34-44 बोला, "हाय हमारा प्रिय मित्र! सच्चा 


मिलता है, यह बात वह क्‍यों 
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Once upon а time, there lived three fish in एक समय की बात है | ቫት जंगल के बीच स्थित 


а beautiful lake, which was іп the very heart тж सुन्दर सगेवर में तीन मछलियौँ रहती थीं । 
of a dense forest. digi 


Though the three fish were firm friends and हालौंकि तीनों मछलियाँ गहरी मित्र थीं और अपना 
spent ай their time together, each was very साग समय साथ fani थीं, मगर हर मछली दूसरे 
different from the other. से fits थीं । 


The first fish was very wise and learned. पहली मछली बुद्धिमान और ज्ञानी थी | वह हमेशा 
He always did what was right. सही काम करती थी | 

If ever any other creatures in the lake were = i rH 
in any trouble, they knew they could count ӛз? मालूम था कि उससे उबरने के लिये किस 
ο. पर विश्वास किया जा सकता है | 


GPG 


The second fish was resourceful. दूसरी मछली कुशल थी i 


Though he was not the smartest of the 
creatures in the lake, he always managed to 
think something up in order to get himself 
out of a mess. 


हालौंकि वह सरोवर की सबसे चतुर मछली तो नहीं 
थी, मगर कोई न कोई तरीका ढूँढ कर वह कठिन 
स्थिति से मुक्त हो जाती थी | 


The third fish however was rather foolish. तीसरी मछली аа थी । 


Though he generally meant well, he would ap सामान्य, तौर पर सबका भला ही सोचती на 
ойк bats መጃ од ዳነ हर बार अपने मित्रों के साथ किसी ग किसी मुसीबत 
= “ad में पड़ जाती धी । 


One day as the wise fish was leaping about in 
the water, he heard some fishermen talking. 
He was curious to hear what they had to say 
and so he swam as close to them as he dared. 


He heard the fishermen say that they would 
arrive there the next morning to fish in the 
lake. 


The wise fish quickly swam to where the 
other fish were and told them what he had 
heard. 


He also told them that he had decided to 
swim away through the canal and escape. 


“Why don't the both of you come with me 
so that we can reach safety?” asked the wise 
fish. 


एक दिन जब बुद्धिमान मछली पानी में डुबकी लगा रही 
थी, उसने कुछ मछुआगें को बात-चीत करले हुए सुना 
। वह उनकी बातें सुनकर बेचैने हो गई, और जितना 

करीब जा सकती थी, उतना करीब जाकर सुनने लगी | 


उसने मछुआगों को यह कहते हुए सुना कि वे अगले 
दिन मछली पकड़ने उस सगेवर में आने वाले हैं । 


बुद्धिमान मछली ने अन्य मछलियों के पास जाकर सारी 
बातें बताई | 


उसने यह भी कहा कि वह नहर से निकल कर वहाँ से 
भागने का {їч कर चुकी है | 


बुद्धिमान मछली ት पूछा, "क्यों न तुम दोनों भी मेरे साथ 
आ जाओ? हमसब ऐक सुरक्षित स्थान पर चले जाएंगें 1" 


The resourceful fish refused. “This has been कुशल मछली ने उसे इनकार करते हुए कहा, "यह 


my home for so many years," he said. “T सरोवर अनेक सालों से मेण घर रहा है । मैं इसे 
cannot leave it. I will stay and see what can छोड़कर नहीं जा सकती, मैं यहीं रहूँगी और देखूँगी कि 
be done. wa किया जा सकता है 1" 


. i id, "Oh! The two of : ντα डोज 
ты ымы булан veis ታማ मूर्ख मछली ने कहा, "ओहो! तुम दोनो बेकार में चिंता 


worry too much! Nothing will happen at 7 у 3 
all." Saying this he swam away. कर रहे हो, हमे कुछ नहीं होगा ।” और वह तैरती हुई 


चली ዣ | 


The fishermen came the next day and अगले दिन मछुआरे आए और उन्होंने अनेक मछलियाँ 
caught a lot of fish, among them were पकड़ी | उनमें कुशल मछली और чар मछली भी थी | 
the resourceful fish and the foolish fish. ° 


= 
स “ም: መ 
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The resourceful fish lay still, pretending to 
be dead and was placed on the ground by 
the lake. 


He quietly slipped back into the lake and 
swam away. 


कुशल मछली सरोवर के पास चुपचाप पड़ी थी जैसे 
मर गई हो । 


वह धीरे से फिसलते हुए सरोवर में जा गिरी और पानी 
में तैरते दूर चली गई । 


ው ው <> 


‘The foolish fish kept tossing about until one 
of the fishermen struck him hard and killed 


him. 


बुद्ध मछली इधर-उधर करवटें बदल रही थी | तभी एक 
прай ने उसे जोर से मार और उसे चुप कर दिया | 


The foolish fish kept tossing about until one 
of the fishermen struck him hard and Killed 
him. 


πα मछली жа? बदल रही थी 1 तभी एक 
मछुआरे ት से माग और उसे चुप कर दिया। 


A few days later, the wise fish came back. Tales from Panchatantra κ] 


He and the resourceful fish mourned the 


fact that their friend had been so foolish, ATale Three Fish 


“Had he used his brains, he መና have तीन मछलियों की कहानी 


Төле ካህነ ro geod ካበ Ven they ክጥ] out hal кем sherman ane coming 5) 
catch thee Rey rond figure cut 8 way ነ) nave ከት ወመ What dues each of Ram 
"I 
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Once upon a time, Ясер in the forest, there 


lived a partridge. 


This partridge had made her home in a 
hollow at the base of a tree. 
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एक समय की बात है । घने जंगल में एक तीतर 
रहती dr i 


इस तीतर ने एक पेड़ के निचले भाग के एक 
कोटर में अपना घर बना लिया था । 


L. CA um 


One day, the partridge decided to go and 
visit her friend the crow. The crow lived 
near a cornfield, 


“The two of us will have a very pleasant 
time eating the fresh new corn," she thought. 


So off she went to visit the crow. 


When the partridge was away, a rabbit came 
hopping by her house. 


"The rabbit saw that thc house was empty and 
decided to move in. Soon he made himself. 
very much at home. 


एक दिन तीतर ने अपने मित्र कौए से जाकर मिलने 
का Вуча किवा | कौआ एक मकई के खेत के पास 
रहता था। 


उसने सोचा, “यहाँ का ताजा दाना खाते हुए हम दोनों 
खुशी से समय बिता सकते हैं Г 


तो वह ті. зай हुए कौण्‌ से मिलने जा पहुँची । 


जब तीतर दूर चली गयी थी, एक खरगोश उसके 
घर पर आया । 


खरगोश ने देखा कि घर खाली है । उसने वहीँ 
गहने का निश्चय किया | शीघ्र ही उसने उस घर 
को अपना बना लिया । 


Тһе partridge came back from her visit, तीतर कौए से मिलकर वापस आयी और उसने घर 
and found the rabbit staying in her house. पर खरगोश को देखा | 

“Who are you, and what are you doing in तीतर ने m “तुम कौन हो, मेरे घर में तुम क्या 
my house?" asked the partridge. कर रहे is n 


πλ 


“What do you mean your house?" the 
rabbit asked angrily. 


‘The partridge grew very angry. “This is 
my house! I have lived here all my life and 
you are an intruder,” she screamed. 


खरगोश ने गुस्से से पूछा, "मेरा घर, ሻሻ मतलब 
क्या है?” 


तीतर को भी बड़ा गुस्सा आया | वह चिल्लायी, 
“यह घर मेय है, मैं जीवन भर यहाँ रही हूँ और 
तुम बाहर से आये हो |" 


Soon all the animals іп the forest gathered. 
They had known the partridge for several 
years and they all took her side. 


“This is the house of the partridge,” they 
all cried, 


शीघ्र ही ज॑गल के सारे प्राणी एकत्रित हुए । वे तीतर 
को अनेक वर्षों से जानते थे और उन सबने उसी का 
समर्थन किया । 


सभी चिल्लाए, “यह तीतर का घर है |" 


Then the rabbit said, “А house belongs to 
whoever that makes it their home. I һауе 
made this my home, so it is my house." 


तब खरगोश ने कहा, "मकान उसी का होता है जो 
उसे अपना घर बना लेता है । इसे मैं ने घर वना 
लिया है । इसलिए यहाँ मैं ही रूँगा |" 


When the animals heard this, they were जब जंगल वासियों ने यह सुना तो वे असमंजस में 
very confused. What the rabbit said was पड़ गए । खरगोश की बात भी सच थी। 
correct too. 


अब उन्हें मालूम नहीं था कि समर्थन किसे दिया जाये । 
Now they did not know whom to support. आगे क्या किया जाए, इस सोच मे वो सब पड़ गए । 
They all stood wondering what to do, 


Finally a wise old deer in the forest said, 
“The two of you should go and find an 
impartial judge to settle your dispute." 


Тһе partridge and the rabbit agreed and 
set out in search of an impartial judge. 


आखिर जंगल के एक चतुर बूढ़े हिरण ने कहा, 
"आप दोनों को किसी manra रहित न्यायाधीज्ञ के 
पास जाकर अपनी समस्या को सुलझाना चाहिए।” 


तीतर और खरगोश एक የቸቫ፳ न्यायाधीश को ढूँढने 
चल पड़े । 


Finally, after having walked several miles, 
they found a wild cat sitting on the banks 
of a river. 


They went up to him and asked him to 
judge their dispute. The wild cat agreed to 
do so and listened to the whole story. 


Тат old and cannot see and 
ly. Won't you come a little closer 
so that I can understand you better?" 


आखिर मीलों तक चलने पर उन्हें एक जंगली बिल्ली 
नदी के किनारे बैठी मिली | 


वे उसके पास गये और उन्होंने उसे अपने विवाद को 
निबटाने के लिये कहा । जंगली बिल्ली मान गवी और 
उसने सारी कहानी सुनी | 


उसने फिर कहा, “मैं बूढ़ी हूँ और ठीक ят देख 
या सुन नहीं सकती | क्या तुम थोड़ा और करीब 
आकर नहीं बता सकते, जिससे मैं आपकी बात 
बेहतर समझ सकूँ?" 


Then he said, “1 am old and cannot see and उसने फिर कहा, 


मैं बूढ़ी हूँ और ठीक तरह देख 
hear properly. Won't you come a little closer या सून नहीं सकती | क्या तुम थोड़ा और करीब 
so that I can understand you better?” आकर नहीं बता सकते, जिससे मैं आपकी बात 

बेहतर समझ सकूँ?" 


The two went closer. As soon as they did, 
(Ве cat pounced on them and ate them up. 


Never Trust a Stranger 
अजनबी पर विश्वास मत करो 


If only the two had not trusted a stranger, 
they might have still been alive. 


दोनों करीब πα | जैसे ही वे करीब आए, बिल्ली उन 
पर कुद पड़ी और उसने उन्हें पकड़कर खा गई | 


यदि इन दोनों ने अजनबी पर йун न किया होता, 
तो वे जिंदा होते । 


ТЕТІГІ 
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Once upon a time, а jackal was roaming एक समय की बात है, एक सियार भोजन की खोज 
around іп search of food. में घूम रहा था । š 


И was ап unlucky day for him. He could not 


Eta single bite to өлі वह दिन उसके लिए दुर्भाग्वपूर्ण था । उसे एक कौर 


भी खाने को नहीं मिला | 


‘Tired and hungry, he walked on until he भूखा और аз हुआ, वह चलते-चलते शहर 
reached a town. Не knew that it was not safe पहुँच गया । 
for him to stray into the town. 


बेचाग fear बहुत हताश था | उसे कुछ तो खाना 


But th Кай was d te, Не had N 
i e Dien [orn] wow perm Ра जरूरी था | नहीं तो वह भूख से मर जाता | 


to get something to cat ог he would starve to 
death. 


When he was walking about inside the शहर में घूमते हुए, उसने ей पर बिखरा थोड़ा खाना 
town, he saw some food strewn on the side देखा । 


ofthe road. 

The jackal ran quickly to it and began सियार तेजी से उसकी तरफ भागा और खाना खाने लगा | 
eating. Suddenly some dogs noticed him अचानक कुछ τ ने उसे देख लिया और ज़ोर-ज़ोर 
and began barking. से वे भौंकने | 


The jackal ran away, but the dogs were in 
hot pursuit. Finally he ran into the house 
of a washerman. 


The washerman was busy dyeing а set of 
clothes blue, so he had a whole tub of blue 
dye ready. The jackal did not see the tub 
and tumbled into it. 


सिवार भाग निकला, मगर कुत्तों ने उसका पीछा नहीं 
छोड़ा 1 आखिर भागते हुए बह धोबी के घर पहुँचा | 


धोबी कपड़ों में नील लगा रहा था та के लिए 
उसने नाँद में नील भरकर तैयार रखा था । सियार 
जे ate नहीं देखी, और वह उसमें लुड़क गया | 


jackal got out of the tub, he 
и ከር was blue all over. Не did not 


lothes for a while, 
go away. 


जब सियार ate से बाहर आया, वह पूग नीला हो गया 
था | उसे मालूम नहीं था कि अब वह क्‍या करे | कुत्तों 
के चले जाने का इंतजार करता हुआ, वह थोड़ी देर 
तक कपड़ों के ढेर के नीचे छिपा रहा | 


Once И was night, the jackal crept ош from 
under the clothes and made his way through 
the town, into the forest. 


जब रात हुई, सिवार कपड़ों के नीचे से छिपता-छिपता 
हुआ बाहर निकला और शहर से जंगल की ओर चल 
WE 


In the forest, the animals all ran away when 
they saw him. None of them had seen such a 
strange blue creature ever before and they 
were all frightened. 


‘The jackal was quite clever. Не decided to 
take advantage of this situation. 


sime के सभी प्राणी उसे देखते ही भाग खडे हुए 
किसी ने भी कभी भी ऐसा विचित्र नीला प्राणी नहीं 
देखा था । वे सभी डरे हुए थे । 


የጠ चतुर था । उसने इस स्थिति का फायदा 
उठाने का Вуча किया । 


“Най!” he shouted to the animals. “1 have 


वह उन प्राणियों पर चिल्लाया, "रुको! भगवान द्वारा मैं 
been sent by God to protect you all. He s 


आपकी रक्षा के लिए Fer गया हूँ । बह आपसे बड़े 
very pleased with all of you and has ordered сея हैं और उन्होंने मुझे आप पर नज़र रखने की 
me to watch over you. As long as you obey аа जद ढक as ah आओ ны 
me, you will come to по harm, 


करेंगे, तब तक आपको कोई हानि नहीं पहुँचेगी I" 


The animals were all іп awe of the blue सभी प्राणी नीले सियार को देख अंचभे में पड़ गए थे । 
jackal. They believed every word he said and 


5 उन्होंने उसकी हर बात पर विश्वास किया और उसे खुश 

tried their best to keep him happy. bw re mee शव) 

They brought him food and water. The jackal А А ^ ` x 

ША mot have to warey кіші autho: वे उसके каб खाना और पानी भी लाते थे | सियार को 
y Та अब किसी चीज की चिन्ता नहीं करनी पड़ी | 


Every evening the jackal would sit on top 
of a rock, with ай the animals sitting around 
him. He would tell them stories and tales, АЙ 
the animals loved this. 


“How kind our ruler is to impart to us his 
wisdom!" they said. 


One evening when the jackal was telling 
them a story, he heard a pack of jackals 
howling in the distance. 


The jackal had not seen or heard other 
jackals for a very long time. 


When he heard them howling, he was 
overjoyed and began howling too. 


Te शाम सियार एक चट्टान पर बैठ जाता | सारे अन्य 
प्राणी उसके चारों ओर बैठ जाते । वह उनको अनेक 
कथाएँ एवं कहानियाँ सुनाता । सभी प्राणियों को यह 
बड़ा अच्छा लगता | 


वे कहते, हमारे शासक इतने दयालु हैं कि वह हमें 
अपना अनुभव सुनाते हैं और ज्ञान की बातें काते हैं | 


एक संध्या को जब सियार उन्हें कहानी सुना रहा था, 
तो उसने दूर कहीं መጡ के झुंड को हुआ-हुआ 
करते सुना । 


सियार ने लंबे समय से किसी अन्य सियार को देखा 
नहीं था, सुना भी नहीं था । 


जब उसने उनकी हुआ-हुआ सुनी, तो वह प्रसन्नता से 
भर गया और वह भी हुआ-हुआ करने लगा | 


One evening when the jackal was telling 
them a story, he heard a pack of jackals 
howling in the distance. 


The jacka 1 not seen or heard other 
jackals for a very long time. 


When he heard them howling, he was 
overjoyed and began howling too. जब उसने उनकी 
भर गया और वह 


That was when all the animals realized that 
their ruler was an ordinary jackal. 


They all began to chase him. But the jackal 
was already far ahead of them, running as 
quickly as he could! 


उसी समय τ 


जासक एक 


ት सभी उसके पीछे पड़ गए, परन्तु सियार उन सबसे 
वहत आग 


सकता था, 


आ-हआ सनी, तो वह प्रसन्नता से 
भी हुआ-हुआ करने लगा | 


The Blue Jackal 
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The Boy Who Was a Snake 


लड़का जो साँप था 


In a little village, far away, there lived а 
Brahmin and his wife. 


The two were very unhappy because they 
had no children. 


सुदूर एक गाँव में एक ब्राह्मण और उसकी 
पत्नी रहते थे । 


उनकी कोई संतान नहीं थी | इसलिए वे 
बड़े दुखी थे । 


लड़का जो साँप था 
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One day, а last, the woman had а baby. But 
strangely enough, the baby turned out to be 
a snake. 


Their friends and relatives were shocked and 
told them to get rid of the snake. 


The couple did not agree. They loved their 
son very much even if he was a snake. 


आखिर एक दिन उनके यहाँ एक बच्चे ने जन्म लिया | 
परन्तु विचित्र बात यह थी कि वह बच्चा साँप निकला | 


उनके मित्र और भाई-बंधुओं को धक्का लगा और 
उन्होंने सलाह दी कि साँप से छुटकाग पाया जाए | 


मगर दंपति नहीं माने । बेटा साँप होने पर भी वे उसे 
बहुत प्यार करते थे | 


> ipm 


? "ee 


Several years passed and the snake grew up. 


< 


) 
ا 


The mother began to think of getting her son 
married too. 


es 


अनेक वर्ष बीते और बेटा साँप बड़ा हुआ | 


आता लड़के की शादी कराने की बात सोचने लगी | 


One day when the Brahmin came home һе 
found his wife in tears. 


"What's the matter?" he asked her. “Why 
are you crying?” 


“Oh! Our son is old enough to be married, 
yet no one wants to marry him. Please find 
him a bride," pleaded his wife. 


एक दिन ब्राह्मण जब घर आया तो उसने पत्नी को 
आँसू बहाते हुए देखा । 


उसने पूछा, “क्या बात है? तुम क्यों ፳ रही हो?" 
पत्नी ने बिनती की, "ओहः हमारा बेटा विवाह-योग्व 


हो गया है 1 फिर भी कोई उससे विवाह नहीं करना 
चाहता | उसके लिए कृपया एक वधू fuc 


The Brahmin set out to search for a bride ब्राह्मण बेटे के लिए वधू {тї чи чат! 
for his son. 

чт जैसे ही लड़की को पता चलता कि लड़का 
But as soon as a girl found out that his son एक साँप है, वह डर कर भाग जाती | 
was а snake she would get frightened and 


run away. 


| E 
| | 


Finally the Brahmin went to УБИ an old friend 


of his. 


“What brings you to this town?" his friend asked 


after he had welcomed him. 


“What сап I say? I have traveled far and wide 
searching for a bride for my son but have failed,” 


wailed the poor Brahmin. 


As soon as his friend heard this, he jumped 
up and exclaimed, “Why did you not say so 
before? ГИ give my daughter as bride to 
your son!” 


The Brahmin tried to explain about his son 
but in vain. In the end he left for his village 
with a bride for his son. 


आखिर ब्राह्मण अपने पुराने मित्र से मिलने тат! 


उसके मित्र ने उसका स्वागत करते हुए पूछा, "यहाँ 
किस काम से आये हो?” 


बेचारा ब्राह्मण उदास होकर ፳ पड़ा | "गैं क्या πηῖς» 
मैं ने अपने बेटे के लिए कन्या {πὴ हुए दूर-दूर तक 
यात्रा की है । मगर असफल ही रहा हूँ |" 


जैसे ही उसके मित्र ने यह सुना, वह उछल पड़ा 
और चिल्लाकर बोला, “तुमने पहले ही क्यों नहीं 
बताया? मैं अपनी बेटी का ब्याह तुम्हारे बेटे के 
साथ कराने को तैयार Ç I" 


ब्राह्मण ने उसे सफाई देने का प्रयास किया । परन्तु 
सब बेकार रहा । आखिर वह बेटे के लिए कन्या 
लेकर गाँव चल पड़ा । 


As the day of the wedding approached, all विवाह का दिन जैसे करीब आदा, अनेक पड़ोसी दुल्हन 
the neighbours gathered to warn the bride को सावधान करने एकत्रित हुए और उसको बताया कि 
that she was about to marry a snake but she वह एक साँप को ब्याहने जा रही है । मगर उस लड़की 
would not listen to them. ने किसी की भी बात नहीं सुनी । 


The wedding took place. The girl was devoted जादी संपन्न हो गई | लड़की अपने पति साँप के प्रति 
to her husband, the snake, and did everything ፳፲ थी और अच्छी पत्नी के रूप में उसकी सेवा 
that a good wife should. करती थी | 

Every night she would lay him down in a Тя ти को πε उसे एक आरामदेह डिब्बे में रख देती | 


ТІ and cosy box. 


” 


Е. 


LS ፦ 
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One night the girl saw a handsome young 
man cnter the room. 


She was terrified and tried to run away but 
the man caught her hand and stopped her. 


“Do not be frightened. It is me, your 
husband,” he said. 


एक शत लड़की ने एक सुन्दर नौजवान को कमरे में 
आते देखा । 


वह भयभीत हुई और भागने लगी परन्तु उस नौजवान जे 
उसका हाथ पकड़कर उसे रोक लिवा | 


उसने कहा, "डरे मत, मैं तुम्हार पति हूँ ।” 


Seeing that she did not believe him, he 
transformed into a snake and back into 
а man. 


This would happen every night. The шап 
would leave his snake skin behind and 
spend time till dawn with his wife. 


One day the Brahmin saw what happened 
through the window. 


लड़की को इस बात का विश्वास नहीं हुआ | यह 
देखकर नौजवान साँप में बदला, फिर वापस 
नौजवान बना | 


यह रोज़ रात को होता тат | नौजवान रात को 
अपना साँप का चोला छोड़कर स्मबेरे ue 
के साथ रहता | 


एक दिन ब्राह्मण ने खिड़की से यह 


एक ሽሻ लड़की ने एक सुन्दर नौजवान को कमरे में 
आते देखा । 


वह भयभीत हुई और भागने लगी परन्तु उस नौजवान ት 
उसका हाथ पकड़कर उसे रोक लिया | 


उसने कहा, "τὰ मत, मैं तुम्हार पति हूँ ।” — / 


Seeing that she did not believe him, he 
transformed into a snake and back into 


This would happen every night. The man 
would leave his snake skin behind and. 
spend time till dawn with his wife. 


One day the Brahmin saw what happened 
through the window. 


लड़की को इस बात का विश्वास नहीं हुआ | वह 
देखकर नौजवान साँप में बदला, फिर वापस 
ан बना । 


यह йя रात को होता रहा । नौजवान रात को 
अपना साँप का चोला छोड़कर 38 
के साथ रहता । 


एक दिन ब्राह्मण ने खिड़की से πε 


He rushed into the room at once, seized the Tales from Panchatantra 

snake skin and threw it into the fire. His son. 

४७७७७ The Boy Who Was a Snake 
लड़का जो साँप था 


He thanked his father for saving him from 
the terrible curse that had bothered him all 
his life. 


वह तुरंत कमरे में भागता हुआ गया | साँप का चोला 
लिया और उसे आग में फेंक दिया | उसका बेटा 
आखिर भयंकर στα से मुक्त हो παι 


जीवन भर सताने वाले भयानक झाप से उसे मुक्त 
करने के लिए उसने अपने पिता को धन्यवाद दिया | 
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Once upon a time, there lived three friends, іп एक समय की ሻፓ है | दूर प्रदेश में तीन मित्र रहते थे | 
a kingdom far away. à 
तीनों मित्रों में एक राजा का पुत्र था-प्रभु | दूसरा मंत्री 


One was the son of the king - Prabhu. का पुत्र धा-रघु | तीसरा एक व्यापारी का पुत्र था-रामू । 


The second was the son of а minister - Raghu. 
The third was the son of a merchant — Ramu. 


The three friends were good for nothing. They 
did not make use of their education. 


One fine day, the king, the minister and the 
merchant all met and decided that their sons 
needed to mend their ways. 


They summoned the three boys and asked 
them to go out into the world and put the 
skills they had to use. 


“The three of you must learn to be self. 
sufficient,” said the fathers. 


तीनों मित्र बेकार थे । उन्होंने अपनी शिक्षा का उपयोग 
नहीं किया। 


एक दिन ዝፍ मंत्री और व्यापारी ने निश्चय किया कि 
उन तीनों का व्यवहार बदलवाना चाहिए | 


उन्होंने तीनों लड़कों को बुलाया और कहा कि तुम 
ferar में जाओ | अपनी प्रतिभा दिखा कर जिओ | 


उन्होंने कहा, "तुम तीनों को अपने पैरों पर खड़ा 
होना चाहिए г 


The three friends left their homes and began तीनों मित्र यात्रा करने घर से निकल पड़े । 
traveling. 
πη बोला, “मैं ने सुना है कि यहौँ पास में एक पर्वत 


“I have heard that there is a mountain nearby ВАН ud А 
that has several gemstones scattered on its M — ый ር 97 Rat पड़े t । वहा 
peak," said Кати. "Let us go there and fetch a लकल за E alae! 

few gems. We can sell them and make money." सकेंगे । 


Prabhu and Raghu liked the idea very प्रभु और रघु को यह विचार अच्छा लगा | वे 
much. The three soon set off in search c था पति “ተ 
of the mountain. 

कई दिनों तक चलने के बाद d पहाड़ की 


After many days of traveling, the friends xd पर E ү खूब tar 


reached the mountain top. Over there they 


saw several gems scattered all around. frat दिखाई पड़े । 
They each picked only one gem knowing तीनों ने केवल एक-एक ही रत्न उठाया उन्हें 
that it would fetch them a very large sum मालूम था कि हर τη से उन्हें अच्छी रकम 


of money. मिल जायेगी | 


— ms 


Once they reached the bottom of the mountain 
Raghu said, “Let us swallow the gems. That 
way we can travel through the forest without 


जैसे ही वे पहाड़ की तलहटी पर पहुँचे, रघु बोला, 
“हमें इन τοῦ को निगल लेना चहिए, ताकि हम 


> ज॑गल ἡ चिंतामुक्त यात्रा कर सकें |" 

а worry. 

The others agreed. They ай swallowed their दूसरे मिन्नों ने रघु की वात मान ली और सबने 
gems. अपने-अपने зет निगल लिए | 


A thief had been hiding in the bushes and 


heard what they said. He decided that he एक चोर झाड़ी के पीछे छुपकर उनकी बातें सुन रहा 
еңсерді еу 3 था | उसने उनके साथ यात्रा 
would travel with them and gain their trust. NOT ANO कर उनका विश्वास जीतने 


he: ክፍ ፡ መዲ” у m" चोर ने सोचा, जब वे तीनों सो रहे होंगे, वह उन्हें मार 
कर रत्न ले लेगा | 


щъ - 


“May I travel with you, kind gentlemen?” "महोदव, इस जंगल में चोर ही चोर हैं । 

he asked them. “The forest ік full of thieves अकेले चलने में मुझे डर लगता है । कया मैं 
and I am afraid to travel alone. आप के साथ चल सकता हूँ?” चोर ने पूछा | 
The friends agreed at once. मके ने आर की era 


The next day as they were traveling, а gang अगले दिन जब वे ጣጃ कर रहे थे, डकैतों के एक 
of bandits captured them. They searched all गिरोह ने उन्हें पकड़ लिया! उन्होंने उन चागें की तलाशी 
four and did not find any money or wealth ली परन्तु उनके पास से कोई धन या रुपए नहीं मिले । 
on them. ы ü 

चोरों के सरदार के पास एक ጃሸ था, जो बता सकता था 
But the chief dacoit had a parrot that could w Š , ኝ 
tell him exactly where money was hidden. कि उन्होने रूपए कहौ छिपाए हैं । तोते ने बताया, “रत्न 

उनके पेट में δι" 


“The gems are in their stomachs,” said the 
parrot. 


M —— MÀ 


The chief was about to kill Prabhu and take सरदार प्रभु को मारकर उसके dz से रत्न निकालने ही 
the gems out of him, when the thief stepped वाला था कि चोर सामने आया | 
forward. 


वह जानता था कि सरदार को अगर उसके पेट में कोई 


He knew that once the dacoit found that he कीमती रतन ना मिला, तो वह दूसरों को छोड़ देगा। 


had по gems in his stomach, the others would 
be set free. 
उसने प्रार्थना की, "कृपया पहले मुझे मारे 1" 


“Please kill me first," he begged, 


‘The dacoit killed him and found nothing of सरदार ት उसे मारा । मगर कोई रल उसे नहीं 
any value within him. ет. 


“Му parrot was wrong. I have killed this 
man for no reason!" So saying he freed the 
rest. 


ат तोता गलत था | उस आदमी को मैं ने 
बेवजह मार दिया!” 4 कहते हुए सरदार ने 
दूसरों को मुक्त कर दिया | 


The dacoit killed him and found nothing of 
any value within him. 


“My parrot was wrong. I have killed this 
man for no reason!” So saying he freed the 
rest. 


Prabhu, Raghu and Ramu traveled home 
with their gems. 


They sold them and made a lot of money, 


but they never forgot the man who had 
saved their lives. 


प्रभु, रघु और रामू यात्रा कर अपने घर पहुँचे | 


उन्होंने те बेचकर खूब रूपए कमाये | परन्तु 
वे अपने प्राणदाता को कभी भुला न सके । 


= 


सरदार ने उसे मारा | मगर कोई रत्न उसे नहीं 
मिला । 


“मेरा तोता गलत था | उस आदमी को मैं ने 
बेवजह मार दिया!" यूँ कहते हुए सरदार ने 
दूसरों को मुक्त कर दिया | 
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In a tiny little village, there lived a farmer एक छोटे से गाँव में एक किसान अपनी पत्ती 
with his wife and son. और पुत्र के साथ रहता था । 


‘The three of them were very happy together. वे तीनों बड़े खुश थे । 


Опе day when he was working іп the fields, 
the farmer found a baby mongoose. 


He decided to take the mongoose home with 
him. 


He wrapped it up in a piece of cloth and 
carried it. 


एक दिन खेत में काम करते हुए किसान को एक नेवले 
का बच्चा मिला । 


किसान ने उसको अपने घर ले जाने का फैसला किया । 


उसने उसे एक कपड़े में लपेट लिया और घर ले आया | 


When he got home he gave И to his wife 
to look after. 


*Look what I have got," he said. 


“The mongoose will grow into a fine pet 
for our son someday.” 


घर पहुँचकर नेवले की देखधाल करने, उसने नेवले 
को उपनी पत्नी को सौंप दिया । 


उसने पत्नी से कहा, "देखो, मैं क्या लाया Κι" 


^mm दिन ये नेवला हमारे बेटे का सबसे प्यारा 
मित्र होगा Г 


One day the farmer's wife was going to the 
market. 


“Look after our son. | will be gone for 
some time and I do not want to leave him 
alone with the mongoose," she said. 


— mongoose was a loyal pet. He would sit 
by the baby's cradle ай day long. But the 
farmer's wife never trusted the mongoose. 


She always said, "Someday that creature 
may harm our son." 


The farmer did not pay any attention to 
what she said. 


नेवला एक वफ़ादार दुलार पशु था | वह बच्चे के 
पालने के पास सार दिन बैठा रहता | परन्तु किसान 
की पत्नी को उसपर बिलकुल विश्वास नहीं था । 


वह हमेज्ञा कहती, “किसी दिन यह प्राणी हमारे बेटे 
को तकलीफ पहुँचावेगा |” 


किसान उसकी बात अनसुनी कर देता । 


एक दिन किसान की пей बाजार जा रही थी | 


उसने अपने पति से कहा, "हमारे बेटे की देखभाल 
करो | मैं कुछ समद के लिए बाहर जा रही हूँ और 
# उसे за के साथ अकेले छोड़ना नहीं चाहती |” 


The farmer agreed to stay and watch over 
his son. 


After sometime, onc of his friends came by 
and convinced him to go for a walk. The 
farmer had nothing else to do, so he agreed. 


1 ΧΡ 


In a little while the farmer's wife came 
home. 


The little mongoose ran up to her to greet 
her. 


She saw that the mongoose had blood on Из 
mouth. 


थोड़ी ही देर में किसान की पत्नी आवी | 


छोटा नेवला उसका स्वागत करने उसकी 
तरफ़ दौड़ा । 


उसने देखा कि Зад के मुँह पर खून लगा 
हुआ हैं । 


24 ο . 


किसान घर पर रहकर बच्चे की देखभाल करने को 
तैयार हो गया । 


थोड़ी देर बाद, उसका एक मित्र आया जो उसे अपने 
साथ घूमने ले जाना चाहता था । किसान को दूसरा 
कोई काम नहीं था, इसलिए वह मान गया | 


“What have you done?" she cried. “You have वह चिल्लाई, “तुमने σαὶ कर दिवा, मेरे बेटे को 
killed my 5 मार डाला?” 


With that she brought her basket down оп the उसने अपनी टोकरी नेवले के सिर पर दे मारी ι 
head of the mongoose. 


नेवला ай पर तड़प-तड़प कर मर गया । 


The mongoose let out a cry and fell down dead. 


She ran inside to see her son. She found 
that he was sleeping peacefully in his 
cradle and was puzzled. 


बह बेटे को देखने अंदर भागी | जब उसने अपने 
बेटे को पालने में सोते देखा तो वह उलझन में 
पड़ गई | 


Then she noticed а big snake lying dead फिर उसने पास ही में एक बड़े साँप को खूत से 
in a pool of blood. लथपथ पड़ा हुआ देखा | 


The mongoose had killed the snake that नेवले ने घर में आये हुए साँप को मार डाला था | 


had come into the house, 


इसी कारण उसके मुँह पर खून लगा हुआ | 
That was how И had blood on Из mouth. 


The farmer's wife ran out at once. 
“You saved my son's life by killing the 
snake,” she cried looking at the mongoose 


that was now dead, 


‘Try as she might, she could not revive it. 


ज्ञान बचाई है г 


उसने लेबले को बहुत हिलाया डुलाया, पर उसे 
वापस जीवित न कर पाई | 


The farmer's wife ran out at once. 
“You saved my son's life by killing the 
snake," she cried looking at the mongoose 


that was now dead. 


Try ais she might, she could not revive it. 


किसान की чей तुरंत बाहर भागी | 


उसने मरे हुए नेवले की ओर देखते हुए db हुए 
कहा, "तुमने काले नाग को मार कर मेरे बेटे की 
ज्ञान बचाई है г 


उसने नेबले को बहुत हिलाया डुलाया, पर उसे 
|! जीवित न कर पाई | 


When the farr me home he was very Tales from Panchatantra 


upset 


“How could you have been so hasty? И you 
had only thought to look before acting, our 
beloved pet would still be with us.” 


किसान जब घर लौटा तो वह बड़ा परेशान हुआ | 


ने कहा, "यदि तुम थोड़ा संयम से काम लेतीं 
और सोच समझकर कदम उठातीं, तो आज 
हमारा ሸሸ uer जीवित होता | 
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Once upon a time, there was a wealthy Pilang ardê Bn gı стр ө 


merchant named Naduk. Naduk however πα han. pigh фей 
suffered a heavy loss in his business and lost hum nodes (ый οκ да. η 
а lot of money. 6.46 ጋመ; uem. урь an ds 
He decided to move to another town and try Sad WSS ЭХ SG Dean SME 
his luck there. βὰν Mey bens Сейди) ujia 


apa el Arigna 


Before leaving, Naduk went (о meet his 
friend Lakshman, 


He wanted to leave an iron beam with 
Lakshman as transporting the beam to 
another town would be very difficult, 


“Fear not friend,” said Lakshman, “Your 
beam will be safe with me and you may take 
it whenever you want.” 


Naduk thanked Lakshman for his kindness 
and left. 


निकलने से पहले नाडुक अपने मित्र लक्ष्मण 
से मिलने गया | 


उसने अपने लोहे का लट्टा लक्ष्मण के पास 
रखना चाहा, क्योंकि उसे दूसरे हर ले जाना 
मुश्किल था । 


लक्ष्मण ने कहा, “डरो मत मित्र, TTT लट्ठा 
मेरे पास सुरक्षित रहेगा । जब तुम चाहोगे तब 
उसे ले जाना 1" 


नाडुक लक्ष्मण को धन्यवाद देकर, चल पड़ा । 


А few years went by and Naduk's business 
flourished. He grew wealthy once again and 
decided to move back to his old town. 


He bought а huge mansion there and hired 
several servants to take care of his house. 


After a few days Naduk decided to go and 
meet Lakshman. Lakshman was very glad 
to sec his friend. 


He was also happy about Мадик” successful 
business, The two chatted for quite a while 
about various affairs. 


कुछ at ሻት | नाडुक का व्यापार बढ़ता गया | वह 
बहुत अमीर बन गया | उसने अपने पुराने शहर आने 
का निश्चय किवा । 


उसने वहाँ एक बड़ा महल खरीदा | अनेक ded 
को घर की देखभाल करने रख लिया । 


कुछ दिनों बाद नाड़क ने लक्ष्मण से मिलने का 
freee किया । लक्ष्मण अपने मित्र से मिलकर 
बहुत खुश हुआ | 

वह नाइक के व्यापार की सफलता पर बड़ा खुश 
हुआ | दोनों थोड़ी देर तक अनेक विषयों के बारे 
में बातें करते रहे । 


%- 
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Finally before leaving Naduk said to 
Lakshman, “Before leaving I had given 
you an iron beam to keep for me. Now 
that 1 am back, may I have it?” 


On hearing this Lakshman turned red 

and looked very worried. He had planned 

to sell the beam as it would fetch a good 
rice in the market. 7 
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“Oh! The beam you say? Oh! The thing 
is, I have had some mice іп the basement 
this year. 


“It is very unfortunate, but these pesky 
mice ate your iron beam until it was all 
gone!" stuttered Lakshman. 


आखिर चलने से पहले नाडुक ने लक्ष्मण से कहा, 
“जाने से पहले मैं लोहे का लट्ठा तुम्हारे पास 
रखकर गया था | अब मैं वापस आ गया हूँ, कया 
मैं उसे ले जा सकता हूँ?" 


यह सुनकर लक्ष्मण का चेहग सुर्ख हो गया और 
वह बड़ा चिंतित दिखाई पड़ा । उसने उसे बेचना 
चाहा था क्योंकि बाजार में उसका अच्छा दाम 
मिल सकता था । 


लक्ष्मण ने काँपती आवाज़ में कहा, "ओह, उस 
लट्ठे की बात कर रहे हो? बात यह है, मेरे घर 
में इस वर्ष कुछ चूहे आ गए थे ।” 


बड़ा दुर्भाग्य है कि इन फुर्तीले चूहों ने तुम्हारे 
लोहे के ме? को खा लिया और बह पूण खत्म 
हो गया है ।" 


= hearing this Naduk was not convinced. 
But he said to Lakshman, *I am sorry to 
hear that. Anyway, will you please send your 
son Ramu home with me. I would like him 
to collect a present that I have brought you 
from my travels.” 


Naduk took Ramu with him and locked 
him in the basement of his house. 


After a few hours Lakshman grew worried 
that his son had not yet returned. He too 
went to Naduk's house. 


рв ने रामू को अपने घर ले जाकर उसे अपने 
घर में कैद कर दिया । 


कुछ घंटों बाद भी जब बेटा वापस नहीं आया तो 
लक्ष्मण को चिंता होने लगी | वह फिर नाडुक के 
घर चल पड़ा । 


इसे सुनकर नाडुक को विश्वास नहीं हुआ । पर 
उसने लक्ष्मण से कहा, “ठीक है, कुपया अपने बेटे 
गम्‌ को मेरे साथ मेरे घर भेज दोगे? मैं तुम्हारे लिए 
एक भेंट लाया हूँ । मैं चाहता हूँ कि वह उसे आकर 
ले जाए |” 


“Where is my son?" asked Lakshman. 


“On our way here, а hawk carried him off,” 
said Naduk. 


The two got into a fierce argument since 
Lakshman said that it was impossible for a 
hawk to carry off his son. 


Eventually they went 10 the local 
magistrate. The magistrate too said that 
it was impossible for a hawk to carry off. 
а young boy. 


Clever Naduk then said, “If the mice in 
Lakshman's house can eat away my iron 
beam, of course a hawk can carry his son!” 


लक्ष्मण ने पूछा, “मेरा बेटा कहौं है?” 


नाडुक ने उत्तर दिया, "हमारे यहाँ आते समय एक बाज 
उसे लेकर उड़ गवा ।" 


दोनों एक जोरदार विवाद में पड़ गए, क्योकि लक्ष्मण 
कहने लगा कि एक बाज द्वारा उसके पुत्र को लेकर उड़ 
पाना असंभव Ê | 


आखिर वे स्थानीय न्यायाधीश के पास गए | 
ज्यायाधीञ्ञ ने भी कहा, "एक TA ἘΠῚ एक 
बच्चे को उठाकर ले जाना असंश्रव है 1" 


चतुर नाडुक ने फिर कहा, "लक्ष्मण के घर के 
चूहे यदि मेण लोहे का लट्ठा खा सकते हैं तो 
निश्चय ही बाज उसके बेटे को उठाकर ले जा 
सकता है I" 


Eventually they went to the local आखिर वे स्थानीय न्यायाधीश के पास गए 
magistrate. The magistrate too said that fex ने भी कहा, "एक बाज 
И was impossible for a hawk to carry off 


а young boy 


Clever Naduk then said, “If the mice in па 


Lakshman's house can eat away my iron निश्चय ही बाज़ उसके बे उठाकर ले जा 
beam, of course а hawk can carry his son! सकता है 


the whole story. Не 


to return the iron beam and Naduk to return The Mice that Ate Iron 


Lakshman's son. 


Lakshman apologized to Naduk for trying लोहा खानेवाला चूहा 


to trick hi 1 the two soon became friends 


once again. 
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चुहिया कन्या 
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On the banks of river Ganga there lived गंगा नदी के किनारे अनेक साधु-संत रहते थे । 
several holy men. 

उनका नेता एक ज्ञानी पुरुष था । उसमें अनेक अद्भुत 
Their lender was a man of great learning ен थीं | 
who had magical powers. 


One day, as he was praying by the side of the एक दिन वह नदी के किनारे प्रार्थना कर रहा επι 


river, a tiny little mouse fell into his hands तभी एक नन्ही चुहिया एक बाज की ዝጽ से नीचे 
from the beak of a hawk flying above. गिर पड़ी | 


The holy man was very happy with the साधु उस चुहिया को देखकर बड़ा खुश हुआ | 
mouse. 

उसकी कोई संतान नहीं थी | इसलिए साधु ने उसे 
Since he and his wife had no children he एक छोटी लड़की में बदल देने का निश्चय किया | 
decided to transform the mouse into a little 


girl. 


He took the girl home to his wife who was 
delighted at having a daughter to love and 
look after. 


“She is our daughter now. Bring her up with 
care,” said the holy man. 


वह उस लड़की को अपने घर ले गया | उसकी पत्नी, 
बह बच्ची को देखकर बड़ी खुश हुई । प्यार करने, 
और देखभाल करने के लिए एक प्यारी बच्ची जो 
मिल गई oft | 


साधु ने कहा, “यह अब हमारी बेटी है । इसका ध्यान 
से पालन-पोषण करना 1" 


Years passed Бу and the mouse maid grew 
into a very beautiful girl. 


Soon her parents decided that it was time to 
get her married. 


‘They wanted her to marry the greatest 
person in the whole world. 


कई वर्ष Ter गए | चुहिया बच्ची बड़ी होकर एक 
सुन्दर कन्वा बनी | 


उसके माँ-बाप ने fryer किया कि अब उसका 
ब्याह करने का समय आ गया ት | 


वे उसका ब्याह संसार के सबसे महान आदमी के 
साथ करना चाहते थे | 
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First the holy man summoned the sun. On 
seeing the sun, the girl said “Не is far too 
bright and hot, I cannot marry him. I 
want someone better, Father.” 


The sun said, “When the cloud covers my 
face, I cannot shine. He is therefore 
greater than me. You might prefer him.” 


So the cloud was summoned. 


When the mouse maid saw the cloud she said, 
“No! He is far too dark and stormy. 1 
need someone better.” 


The cloud then said, “The wind blows me 
wherever he pleases. He is greater than Tam.” 


पहले साधु ने सूर्य को बुलाया | सूर्य को देखकर 
लड़की ने कहा, “वह बहुत दूर है, तेजवान और गर्म 
t मैं उससे ब्याह नहीं कर सकती । पिताजी, मुझे 
कोई बेहतर व्यक्ति चाहिए |" 


सूर्य ने कहा, "जब बादल मेरे चेहरे पर छा जाते हैं, 
मैं चमक नहीं सकता | इसलिए बादल मुझसे बेहतर 
हैं । तुम उसे चुन सकती हो Г 


तो अब बादल को बुलाया गया । 


अब after कन्या ने उसे देखा तो कहा, “नहीं, नहीं, 
दह बहुत साँवला और तूफानी है | मुझे कोई बेहतर 
व्यक्ति चाहिए |" 


बादल ने फिर कहा, "पवन जब चाहे बहता है, वह 
मुझसे महान ё" 


‘The wind was summoned. He swished around чая को बुलाया गया, वह साँय-साँय करता हुआ 


and made howling noises. This frightened the आया | इससे लड़की भयभीत हो गई और उसने 
mouse maid and she refused to have him too. उसका हाथ पकड़ने से भी इनकार कर दिया | 

But the wind admitted that he was not nearly परन्तु पवन ने स्वीकार किया कि बह पहाड़ जितना 
as strong as the mountain. Try as he would, तो बलवान नही है । जितना भी प्रयास करे वह उसे 
he simply could not move the mountain. हिला नहीं सकता | 


The holy man summoned the mountain. The 
girl would not have him either. He was far 
too big and rough. 


The holy man was beginning to lose his 
patience. He threw his hands up in the air 
and said, “Oh! Please mighty mountain! Tell 
me if there is anyone greater than you.” 


साधु ने पहाड़ को बुलाया | वह बहुत बड़ा और 
खुरदर है कह कर लड़की ने इनकार कर दिया | 


साधु अपनी सहन शक्ति गँवा रहा था | उसने अपने 
दोनों हाथ हवा में हिलाए,” ओह?! शक्तिशाली पहाड़! 
मुझे जल्दी बताओ कि तुमसे महान कोई है?" 
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The mountain thought long and hard. 


Finally in а deep rumbling voice he said, “1 
might be larger and stronger than most 
others, but there is one person who manages 
to get the better of me. It is the little mouse 
who bores holes in my base and makes his 
home there.” 


पहाड़ ने देर तक सोचा । आखिर गंभीर और घरघराती 
आवाज़ में उसने कहा, "मैं हूँ सबसे अधिक विशाल 
और बलवान! परनु एक आदमी मुझसे अधिक काम 
करवा लेता है । वह एक छोटा चूहा है । वह मेरी नींव 
में बिल बनाकर अपना घर वसा लेता है ।" 


Finally the mouse was summoned. 


When she saw him the girl squealed with 
joy. “Father, I shall marry him,” she said. 
“He is perfect for me!” 


अंत में चूहे को बुलाया गया । 


जब लड़की ने उसे देखा, तो वह खिलखिला कर 
हँसी | उसने कहा, "पिताजी, मैं इससे ब्याह же, 
वह मेरे लायक है |" 


Finally the mouse was summoned. 


When she saw him the girl squealed with 
joy. “Father, I shall marry him," she said. 
“He is perfect for me!” 


अंत में चूहे को बुलावा गया | 


जब लड़की ने उसे देखा, तो वह खिलखिला कर 
हँसी | उसने कहा, "पिताजी, मैं इससे व्याह करूँगी, 
πε मेरे लायक В 


So the holy man transformed his daughter 
back into a mouse. 


The two got married and went to live in the 
base of the mountain. 


तो साधु ने बेटी को फिर चूहे में बदल दिया | 


उन दोनों ने ब्याह किया और वे पहाड़ के नीचे रहने 
चले ሻ | 
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Once upon a time, there lived a flock of 
geese on a huge tamarind tree in the jungle. 


‘The geese had made the tree their home 
because of its constant supply of tamarind, 


एक समय की बात है । किसी जंगल में 
тие के बड़े पेड़ पर हंसों का एक झुंड 
रहता था। 


निरंतर इमली की आपूर्ति के कारण हंसों ने 
उसे अपना घर बना लिया था। 


One day а wise old goose noticed a tiny एक दिन πὰ हंस ने इमली के पेड़ तले तने पर एक 
little creeper growing at the foot of the чай बेल को बढ़ते देखा । 

tamarind tree, 

उसने दूसरे हंसों से कहा, "इस बेल को उखाड़ते हैं, 
किसी दिन यह इतनी बड़ी हो जाएगी कि हम इसे 
उखाड़ नहीं पायेंगे और төте? 1" 


“Let us get rid of that creeper,” he told 
the other geese. “Someday it may be too 
big for us to destroy and we will regret it." 


The other geese paid no attention to the wise 
old goose. 


They went about their usual business without 
a worry or care. The creeper grew little by 
little. 


ሻኮ፳ና बूढ़े हँस की बातों पर किसी ने ध्यान 
नहीं दिया | 


बे ж होकर अपने ዝተ के काम करते 
रहे | बेल गेज बढ़ती जा रही επι 


One day the сгеерег had grown large enough 
and strong enough for a man to climb. 


‘The old goose warned them once again. “We 
must get rid of the creeper. If we do not, we 
Will be sorry.” 


एक दिन वह बेल का तना एक आदमी के चढ़ने 
लायक जितना बड़ गया επι 


πὲ हंस ने उन्हें एक बार फिर सावधान किया और 
कहा, "हमें इस बेल को उखाड़ना ही होगा । यदि 
ऐसा न किया तो एक दिन हम पछताएँगे 1" 


The other geese still did not listen to him. 
One day when they were out flying, а 
hunter came to the forest. 


He saw the tamarind tree and decided that 
it would be a good place to put his net. 


He went away, deciding to come back the 
next day. 


दूसरे हंसों ने फिर भी उसकी ओर ध्यान नहीं दिया । 
एक दिन जब वे सब बाहर गये थे, तब एक शिकारी 
जंगल में आया | 


उसने इमली का पेड़ देखकर निश्चय किया कि यह 
जगह जाल बिछाने का उत्तम स्थान है | 


वह अगले दिन आने का निश्चय कर के चला ሻሻ | 


And so the hunter came the very next day 
and climbed up the tree with the help of 
the creeper. 


He set up his net on the tree and went 
away. 


और ठीक अगले दिन आकर वह बेल के सहारे पेड़ 
पर चढ़ गया | 


उसने पेड़ पर जाल बिछाया और वापस चला गया । 


When the birds came back to the tree, they 
flew right into it without noticing the net. 


Soon they were trapped under it. 


पक्षी जब पेड़ पर वापस आये, तो उन्हें जाल नहीं 
दिखाई पड़ा । 


वे पेड़ पर जा बैठे और शीघ्र ही उसमें अटक गए । 


The birds began to squawk loudly. They हंस जोर-जोर से चीखने लगे । भय के मारे पंख 
flapped their wings about in panic. फड़फड़ाने लगे | 
Only the wise old goose sat very still and केवल वुद्धिमान बूढ़ा पक्षी चुपचाप बैठा था | 


quiet. 


“How can you be so calm?" asked one of 


the other gee 


“I tried to tell you that a day would come बुद्धिमान बड़े पक्षी ने कहा, "मैं ने तुम्हें समझाने 
when we would regret not destroying the का प्रयास किया था कि उस बेल को बढ़ने मत देना 
creeper, but no one listened,” said the wise एक दिन हमें पछताना पड़ेगा, परन्तु उस समय ян 


अनसुनी कर दी |’ 


लोगों ने मेरी वात ३ 


The others pleaded with him to help them 
escape. 


So he said, “When the hunter comes, Не 
down perfectly still. He will throw you down 
one by one, thinking that you are dead. After 
all of us have been thrown down and before 
the hunter climbs down, we shall take flight 
together." 


When the hunter came, the birds lay 
perfectly still, pretending to be dead. 


He climbed the tree and threw them down 


one by 


As soon as the last bird had been flung to 
the ground, all of them took flight to; 


जब शिकारी आया तब सभी मरे हुओं जैसे 
चुपचाप पड़े रहे । 


शिकारी ने पेड़ पर चढ़कर उन्हें एक-एक 
कर नीचे डाला । 


जैसे ही अंतिम पक्षी नीचे डाला गया तब 
सब एक साथ उड़ गये 


दूसरे हंसों ने उससे मदद के लिए प्रार्थना की । 


! उसने कहा, "जब शिकारी आता है, at 
ले-डुले बिना पड़े रहो | वह तुम्हें मा हआ 
सोचकर नीचे डाल देगा । जब शिकारी हम सव 
को नीचे फेंक चुका होगा और उसके नीचे उतरने 
से पहले हम एक साथ उड़ जायेंगे |" 


When the hunter came, the birds lay 
perfectly still, pretending to be dead. 


He climbed the tree and threw them down 
one by one. 


As soon as the last bird had been flung to 
the ground, all of them took flight together. 


जब शिकारी आया तब सभी मरे हुओं जैसे 
चुपचाप पड़े रहे । 


शिकारी ने पेड़ पर चढ़कर उन्हें एक-0 


The hunter stood there, shocked at how he 
had been outwitted by the geese, 


All the geese were very grateful to the wise 
old goose. 


They had realized that they ought to solve 


problems before the problem grows too big 
to be solved. 


शिकारी को धक्का लगा कि इन हंसों ने उसे कैसे 
मूर्ख बनाया | 
सभी पक्षी बुद्धिमान बूढ़े पक्षी के आभारी थे । 


उन्हें पता चला कि समस्या के उलझने के पहले ही 
उसे सुलझा लेना चाहिए । 


The Wise Old Bird 


बुद्धिमान बूढ़ा पक्षी 


Tales from Panchatantra There is Strength 
There is Strength in in Numbers 
Numbers 


एकता में बल है 


एकता में बल है 


Tales from Panchatantra 


Media Fusion (India) Pvt. Ltd. 
AM mes Reserved. 
ww appuseries com 


Once upon a time, there was a flock of doves एक समव की बात है । कबूतरें का एक झुंड भोजन 


that flew far away from their home іп search की खोज में घर से निकलकर दूर उड़ता हुआ निकल 
of food. They soon grew tired and hungry and गया | शीघ्र ही कबूतर थक गए और उन्हें भूख लगी 
wanted to stop. थी । वे कहीं रुकना चाहते थे | 

The Dove King urged them to continue flying, उनके राजा ने उन्हें उड़ते हुए आगे बढ़ने को कहा | 
“Come, come little ones. I am sure that we वह बोला, “चलो, चलो, बच्चो मुझे लगता है थोड़ी 
will find food soon И we just Пу a little दूर चलने के बाद हमें खाना ज़रूर emm EN 


further." 


" they flew. Soon enough they did find 
grain scattered in the forest below them, 


They all landed and began feasting on the 
grain. 


वे आगे зай गए। जल्द ही उन्हें जंगल में दाना 
Ват हुआ दिखाई दिया i 


वे जमीन पर उतरे, और दाना चुगने लगे | 


Suddenly a net fell over them, trapping 
them. The doves did not know what to do. 


They started flapping their wings in fright. 


अचानक उन पर एक जाल गिरा और वे सब उसमे 
жа गए | उन्हें पता नहीं था कि अब वे क्‍या करे | 


डर के मारे वे अपने पंख फड़फड़ाने लगे | 


Тһе hunter was fast approaching to collect 
his catch. 


Тһе Dove King said to them, “1 have ап 
idea. We must work together. We shall all 
fly up at the same time, carrying the net 
with us. Remember now, unity is our only 


Тһе doves did as they were told. 


beak and flapped their wings with all their 
might and rose into the air. 


They each lifted a part of the net with their 


शिकारी उन्हें पकड़ने के लिए तेजी से आ रहा था । 


पक्षी गजा ने उनसे कहा, "ቋት मन में एक विचार 
आया ἃ | हमें एक साथ काम करना होगा | हम सब 
इस जाल को लिए एक ही समय पर उड़ जायेंगे । 
याद रखो, एकता में ही हमारा बल है Г 


पक्षी गजा ने जैसे कहा पक्षियों ने वैसे ही 
किया । 


पकड़ा, पंख फड़फड़ाते हुए, पूरी शक्ति लगाकर 


हर पक्षी ने अपनी चोच में जाल का एक भाग | 
बे हवा में उड़ने लगे | | 


The hunter was shocked. He tried chasing 
the doves for a while, but soon they rose 
too high in the air. 


He stood there watching in amazement as 
his net flew into the air. 


Once they were some distance away from thc 
forest, the Dove King said, “Най our worries 
аге over. Now we must fly to the Kingdom of 
Mice. My friend, the Mouse King, will surely 


help us.” 


शिकारी को धक्का लगा | उसने थोड़ी देर तक 
उनका पीछा किया, परन्तु वे हवा में बड़ी उँचाई 
पर उड़ने लगे थे । 


वह विस्मित होकर खड़ा देखने लगा, उसका जाल 
लेकर पक्षियाँ उड़ गए ፳ | 


जब पक्षियाँ जंगल से थोड़ी दूर पहुँचे, पक्षी यजा ने 
कहा, "हमारी आधी चिंताएँ दूर हुईं । अब हमें चूहों के 
TA में चलना होगा | चूहा राजा मेरा मित्र है, वह 
हमारी मदद जरूर करेगा Г 


"The doves flew to the Kingdom of Микс. ቫ፳8 चूहों के राज्य में उड़ चले | 
When the mice heard the flapping noises, चूहों ने पक्षियों के ta फड़फड़ाने की आवाज़ wt । 
they thought that the hawks were coming उन्होंने सोचा कि वाज उन्हें खाने आ रहे हैं । 
to eat them. 
सभी चूहे अपने छोटे बिलों में छिप गए । 


All the mice hid in their little mice holes. 


‘The Dove King called out to his friend, “It is पक्षी रजा ने अपने दोस्त को पुकारा, "मैं हूँ, चूहे 
me, the King of Doves. My subjects and 1 are रज्ञ! मेरे साथी और मैं बड़ी तकलीफ में हैं, क्या 
in trouble. Won't you please come out and तुम बाहर आकर हमारी मदद नहीं करोगे?” 

help us?” 


е 
ТӘ 


‘The Mouse King came rushing out when he 
heard that. 


He was very upset to see his friend in such а 
state. 

“И will take me a very long time to free you," 
he said. “I will call upon ай my subjects to 
help us." 


जब चूहे राज़ ने यह बात सुनी वह भागता 
हुआ बाहर आया | 


वह अपने मित्र को इस स्थिति में देख बहुत 
दुखी हुआ। 


उसने कहा, "तुम सबको मुक्त करने में मुझे 
बहुत समव लगेगा | हमरी मदद के लिए मैं 
अपने सारे साथिवों को बुला लाता È |" 


All the mice set to work, gnawing at the net 
with their tiny teeth. 


Slowly they had made small holes all over 
the net. 


The grateful doves climbed out one by one 
and stretched their tired wings. 


सभी चूहे काम पे लग गए | उन्होंने अपने 
छोटे-छोटे दाँतों से जाल काट दिए । 


कबूतरों ने आभार πὸ इए 1 एक के वाद एक बाहर 
आये और अपने थके को फड़फड़ाने लगे । 


All the mice set to work, gnawing at the net सभी चूहे काम पे लग πα | उन्होंने अपने 


with their tiny teeth. छोटे-छोटे da से जाल काट दिए | 
Slowly they had made small holes ай over कबूतरों ने आभार मानते हुए एक के बाद एक बाहर 
the net. आये और अपने थके पंखों को फड़फड़ाने लगे । 


The grateful doves climbed out one by one 
and stretched their tired wings. 


The doves thanked the Mouse King and 
his subjects for freeing them. E 4 
There is Strength in 

They also thanked their King. “It is true,” 
said the doves. “There really is strength in Numbers 


kanaa” एकता में बल है 


पक्षियों ने चूहे Ta और उनके साथियों को उन्हें मुक्त 
करने के लिए धन्यवाद दिया | 


पक्षियों ने अपने गजा को भी धन्यवाद दिया | उन्होंने 
कहा, "यह सच है, एकता में बल है 1" 
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लोभ में लाभ नहीं 


Tales from Jataka 


Long, long, ago, in a far away village, 
there lived a Brahmin who had a wife 
and three beautiful daughters whom he 
loved very much. 


बहुत समय पहले की बात है | दूर एक गाँव में एक 
ब्राह्मण अपनी पत्नी एवं तीन सुंदर बेटियों के साथ 
रहता था | वह उन्हें बहुत प्यार करता था | 


The Brahmin worked hard and took good 
care of his family. But one day, all of a sudden, 
he died. His family was heartbroken. 


ब्राह्मण परिश्रमी था और अपने परिवार की अच्छी 
देखभाल करता था | एक दिन अचानक उसका देहांत 
हो गया | उसका परिवार za के सागर में डूब गया | 


The Brahmin's wife Yashoda, cried with ब्राह्मण की чей, यशोदा, बड़े दुख से रोने 


grief, “O God! What will I do? How will I भगवान, मैं अब वया करूँ? अपने बच्चों की देखभाल 
support my children?" कैसे करूँ?” 


In the meantime, the Brahmin was reborn 
ауа beautiful golden swan, 


One day, the swan said to himself, "I 


wonder how my dear family is doing, 1 
must visit them.” 


He flew to his village and was unhappy 
to find his family begging for a living. 


He said, “I must do something to help 
them. I cannot leave them to beg!" 


& 


इसी बीच ब्राह्मण एक सुन्दर, सुनहरे हंस के रूप 
में दूसग जन्म ले चुका था | 


एक दिन हंस ने अपने आप से कहा, “मेरा प्रिय 
परिवार न जाने कैसा है, मुझे उनसे मिलना 
चाहिए |" 


ЧЕ उड़कर अपने गाँव गया | परिवार को भीख 
मौंगते देख वह बहुत दुखी हुआ | 


वह बोला, "मुझे उनकी मदद के लिए कुछ 
करना चाहिए । मैं इन्हें भीख मांगने के लिए 
नहीं छोड़ सकता Г. 


Plucking one of his feathers he said, “Sell 
this feather Yashoda and buy some food 
and clothes.” 


‘Then, he flew away. 


अपना एक पर निकालते हुए उसने कहा, 
“यशोदा, इस पर को बेचकर उससे भोजन 
और कपड़े खरीद लो |" 


फिर वह उड़ गया । 


The swan then flew towards Yashoda. 
When she saw the lovely bird she wanted 


to catch it, but the swan said, “Wait Yashoda, 
I'm your husband!" 


हंस यशोदा की तरफ़ उड़ा | 


उसने जब इस सुन्दर पक्षी को देखा, तो उसे 
पकड़ने चाहती 1 मगर हंस ने कहा, “кї 
यशोदा, मैं तुम्हारा पति हूँ г 


Every week, he came back to provide 
for his family 


Soon Yashoda and her daughters 
were rich and were able to live in luxury. 


हर सप्ताह वह अपने परिवार का भरण-पोषण 
करने आ जाता | 


शीघ्र ही यशोदा और उसकी बेटियाँ अमीर हो πὲ 
और वे सुख-आराम से रहने लगे | 


However, Yashoda was a very greedy 
woman! 


She was not happy with getting just 
one feather a week and so decided to 
pluck all the feathers off the swan. 


मगर यशोदा बड़ी लोभी स्त्री थी | 


वह सप्ताह में केवल एक पर लेकर खुश नहीं 1 
वह हंस के सारे पर उखाड़ लेना चाहती थी | 


So, the next time the swan arrived, अगली बार जब हंस आया तो वह उस पर झपटी | 
Yashoda pounced on it. 
Вай हंस ने उससे अनुरोध किया कि उसके सारे 


Тһе poor swan begged her not to pull पर न निकालें | पर कोई फायदा नहीं था। 


off its feathers but in vain. 


The swan cried to her, "What have हंस उस पर चिल्लाया, "यह तुमने क्या किया? वे 

you done! Those feathers are useless! पर बेकार हैं! तुमने उन्हें जबरन निकाला है, इसलिए 
Because you took them by force, they ἃ साधारण परें में बदल गए हैँ |” 5 
have changed to ordinary feathers!" κ 


Тһе Сіеуег МопКеу 


Тһе Сіеуег МопКеу 


TALES FROM JATAKA चालाक बंदर 
( += ) बंदर 


Tales from Jataka 


Far, far away, in a dense forest, near 
а river, there lived a monkey. 


दूर किसी घने ज॑गल में नदी के किनारे एक 
बंदर रहता था 


In the middle of the river, there was а tiny 
island filled with all kinds of fruit trees. 


Every time the monkey was hungry, he 
jumped onto a rock in the river and then to 
the island and ate his fill. 


< 


Not far from where the monkey 
lived, there lived a crocodile couple. 


They had tried many times to catch 
the monkey, but in vain! 


“ራድ 


नदी के drat बीच एक छोटा सा द्वीप था जो अनेक 
प्रकार के फलों के पेड़ों से भर था । 


बंदर को जब भूख लगती, वह नदी के बीच स्थित 
चट्टान पर और फिर द्वीप पर कूद जाता और भरपेट 
खा लेता । 


जहाँ बंदर रहते था वहाँ से थोड़ी ही दूरी पर एक 
मगरमच्छ दंपति रहते थे | 


वे बंदर को पकड़ने का प्रयास अनेक बार कर 
चुके थे, मगर असफल थे । 


One day, the crocodile's wife said, “I have 
come up with the perfect plan to catch that 
monkey!" 


“Really?” said her husband, “I doubt we'll 
ever catch him. He's too clever Гог us!” 


“Oh! He may be clever but with this plan, 
it'll be as easy to catch him as it is to pick a 
fruit!" replied his wife, and she whispered 
her plan to him. 


एक दिन मगरमच्छ की पत्नी ने कहा, “उस बंदर 
को पकड़ने के लिए मेरे पास एक उपाय #1 


पति ने कहा, “सच? मुझे संदेह है कि हम उसे 
कभी पकड़ पायेंगे | वह हमसे ज्यादा चतुर |" 


पत्ती ने उत्तर में कहा, "अच्छा! वह चतुर होगा । 
मगर इस योजना से उसे पकड़ना पेड़ के फल 

तोड़ने जैसा आसान होगा 1" उसने पति के कानों 
में धीमे से वह उपाय फुसफुसाया | 


The next дау, when the monkey had 
gone to the island, the crocodile lay 
down on the rock in the river. 


“Now all I have to do is wait for the 
monkey and catch him when he 
jumps on the rock!" he thought. 


अगले दिन जब बंदर द्वीप पर गया, मगरमच्छ 
नदी में स्थित एक चट्टान पर लेटा हुआ था | 


उसने सोचा, “अब मुझे यहाँ बंदर का इंतजार 
करना होगा । जैसे ही वह चट्टान पर कूदेगा, 
मैं उसे पकड़ ет Г 


"A 
TIK 


Soon, the monkey was ready to go 
back. He prepared to jump onto the 
rock when he noticed that the rock 
seemed bigger than usual. 


“That's strange, why is the rock bigger? 
I bet it's that crocodile with his silly 
plans again!” said the monkey. 


ite ही बंदर वापस लौटने वाला था। जैसे 
ही वह चट्टान पर कूदने को तैयार हुआ, 
उसने देखा कि चट्टान बड़ी दिख रही है | 


उसे देख बंदर ने सोचा, “यह बड़ा विचित्र 
है, पत्थर बड़ा क्यों है? मुझे मालूम है यह 
बेवकूफ मगरमच्छ फिर से किसी कुतंत्र में 
लगा हुआ है Г 


वह चट्टान से चिल्लाकर पूछने लगा, "कहो 
चट्टान, आज तुम कैसी हो?" 


जब चट्टान ने कोई उत्तर नहीं दिया, तो उसने 
फिर पूछा, "क्या बात है चट्टान, आज तुम मेरे 
साथ बातें क्यों नहीं कर रही हो?” 


He then shouted to the rock, “Hello! 
Rock, how are you today?" 


When the rock did not answer, he said, 
“What is the matter Rock? Why aren't 
you talking to me today?” 


When the crocodile heard this he मगरमच्छ ने जब यह सुना, तो उसने सोचा, 


thought, “I better pretend to be the “मुझे चट्टान होने का नाटक करते हुए कुछ 
rock and say something!" कहना चाहिए ।” in 


So, id, “Oh! I'm fi am — 
Барсы "ON Far fine ውን अतः उसने कहा, "ओह! मैं ठीक हूँ बंदर । 


= monkey now knew that it was the 
crocodile and said, “W. г. Crocodile, 
you are clever! You've trapped me this 
time. Open your mouth and I'll jump in.” 


अब बंदर को विश्वास हो गया कि यह मगरमच्छ ही 
है । उसने कहा, "ठीक है मित्र मगरमच्छ, तुम बड़े 
चतुर हो । तुमने मुझे इस बार पकड़ ही लिया । 

अपना मुँह खोलो, ताकि मैं उसमें कूद जाऊँ 1" 


The crocodile was very pleased. 


He opened his mouth so wide that his eyes 
were closed, 


The clever monkey then jumped onto the 
crocodile's head and rushed to safety. 


मगरमच्छ बड़ा खुश हुआ | 


उसने अपना मुँह इतना ज्यादा खोला कि 
उसकी आँखें बंद हो πὲ । 


> ча बंदर उसके सिर पर कूद कर सुरक्षित 
जगह पर भाग गवा | 


अब बंदर को विश्वास हो गया कि यह मगरमच्छ ही 
है । उसने कहा, "ठीक ት मित्र मगरमच्छ, तुम बड़े 
चतुर हो । तुमने मुझे इस बार पकड़ ही लिया । 
अपना मुँह खोलो, ताकि मैं उसमें कूद जाऊँ I" 


The crocodile was very pleased. 


He opened his mouth so wide that his eyes 
were closed. 


The clever monkey then jumped onto the 
erocodile's head and rushed to safety. 


मगरमच्छ बड़ा खुश हुआ | 


उसने अपना मुँह इतना ज्यादा खोला कि 
उसकी आँखें बंद हो गईं । 


चतुर बंदर उसके सिर पर कूद कर सुरक्षित 
जगह पर भाग गया | 


He then turned to the crocodile and said, 
“You might be strong Mr. Crocodile, but 
I'm smart and that has saved me once 
again!” 
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वह फिर मुड़कर मगरमच्छ से बोला, "श्रीमान 
तो हो, किन्तु मैं तेज़ और 
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चतुर पुत्र 


One morning in a faraway village, a farmer 
named Ravi helped his father onto a bullock 
cart. 


Just at that moment, his son Vivek ғап 
towards them, 


चतुर पुत्र 
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एक सुबह की बात है । किसी दूर गाँव में रवि नाम का 
किसान अपने पिता को बैलगाड़ी में बैठने में मदद का 
रहा था। 


तभी उसका पुत्र विवेक उनके पास दौड़ता हुआ आया । 


"Father, where аге you taking grandfather?" 
Vivek called out. 


“I'm taking him to town,” replied Ravi. 


विवेक ने पूछा, “पिताजी, दादाजी को कहाँ ले जा 
रहे हो?” 


रवि ने उत्तर दिया, “मैं उन्हें शहर लिये जा रहा हूँ 1" 


“I'm coming too father!" said Vivek. विवेक बोला, "पिताजी मैं भी आ रहा हूँ |" 


Ravi however told the boy to stay at home. 
He called his wife and asked her to take 
Vivek away. 


मगर रवि लड़के को घर पर रहने के लिए कहा | 
उसने पत्नी को बुलाया और उसे विवेक को अंदर ले 
जाने को कहा | 


But Vivek ran after the cart and jumped in. 


Ravi gave up and took him along. They rode 
on and soon came to а graveyard. 


मगर विवेक भागता हुआ गाड़ी में कूद गया | 


रवि हार मान उसे अपने साथ ले गया । वे गाड़ी में 
आगे बढ़े | रस्ते में एक ጃና दिखाई दिवा | 


Ravi got off the cart and said, “Vivek, stay रवि गाड़ी से उतरा और बोला, "विवेक, यहीं दादा 
here with grandfather. will come back soon.” के पास रहो । मैं जल्दी आ जाऊँगा 1" 


. ሜኔ. रवि एक निर्जन जगह गया और उसने खोदना शुरू 
digging. किक। 


After 8 while, Vivek became restless and 
decided to look for his father. 


He saw his father and asked, *What are 
you doing father?” 


“1 ዘጠ digging! What are you doing here? 
I told you stay with grandfather!" answered 
Ravi angrily. 


But Vivek enquired, “What are you digging 
for father?” 


थोड़ी देर वाद, विवेक बेचैन हो उठा ፳ पिता को 
देखने निकल पड़ा | 


उसने पिता को देखा और पूछा, "पिताजी, कवा कर 
रहे हो?” 


रवि ने गुस्से से कहा, “मैं खोद रहा हूँ । तुम यहाँ 
क्या कर रहे हो? मैं ने कहा था दादाजी के साथ 
таг 


पर विवेक ने फिर पूछा, “पिताजी, किस लिए खोद 
रहे हो?” 


Ravi saw that һе had no choice but to tell 
Vivek the truth. 


He said, “Son, it's a grave for your 
grandfather." 


“But grandfather's not dead!" said Vivek. 


“Yes, but he's old and useless. He won't 
live long so there's no harm in burying 
him now,” said Ravi. 


“Oh!” said Vivek and he picked up the 
spade and began digging nearby. 


रवि अब छिपा न सका, उसे विवेक से सच 
बोलना पड़ा | 


उसने कहा, “बेटे, यह तुम्हारे दादा की कब्र |" 


विवेक बोला, "पर दादाजी तो अभी जीवित हैं ।” 


रवि ሻጣ, "हाँ, पर वह बूढ़े और बेकार हो गए 
हैं। वे अधिक दिनों तक नहीं जिएंगे | अतः 
उन्हें अभी गाड़ देने में कोई ሻሸ नहीं है ।" 


"अच्छा!" कहते n विवेक ने एक और फावड़ा 
लिया और पास ही में खोदना शुरू कर दिया | 


“What are you doing?" asked Ravi. गविने पूछा, "तुम कया कर रहे हो?" 
Vivek replied, “When you become old, PH 


bring you here and push you in.” विवेक ने उत्तर दिवा, “जब πο हो जाओगे तो 


मै तुम्हें यहाँ ले आऊँगा और इधर गाड़ दूँगा ।" 
mb РЕТ रवि बोला, “क्या? तुम अपने पिता से ऐसा बर्ताव 
करोगे?” 


“I wouldn't want to break the family विवेक ने उत्तर दिया, “पिताजी, मैं परिवार की प्रथा 
tradition, father!” said Vivek. तोड़ना नहीं चाहता |" 


Ravi realized his folly, He hugged Vivek 
and said, “Боп, you have stopped me from 


रवि को अपनी गलती का अहसास हुआ | वह बोला, 
committing a horrible crime!" “बेटे, तुमने मुझे घोर अपराध करने से बचा लिया है!” 


“I wouldn't want to break the family 
traditi father!" said Vivek. 


Ravi realized his folly. He hugged Vivek 
nd said, “Son, you have stopped me from 
committing a horrible crime 


Ravi then took his father home and told his 
wife of all that had happened. He said, “You 
know, sometimes children are wiser than 


grownups!” 


रवि अपने पिता को वापस घर 
पत्नी से सारी कहानी बः 


मालूम है, कभी-कभी बच्चे बड़ों से भी अक़लमंद 
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Along time ago, on the foothills of the बहुत समय पहले की बात है | हिमालय की घाटियों में 
Himalayas, there lived a large flock of birds. पक्षियों का एक झड रहता था | 


The king of the birds said, “Go and look for पक्षियों NIS τὰ 
grain. If you find some report to me, and पक्षियों के राजा ने कहा, "जाओ जाकर अनाज det | 


we'll all share it." यदि तुम्हें कुछ मिले तो मुझे बताओ । हम सभी उसे 
Же लेंगे | 


—— ÁO AA 


Soon all the birds set out. 


One bird flew far and found many carts 
loaded with grain passing through a road. 


As the carts passed, grain fell onto the road. 


“Wow! So much grain! What a feast! I 
won't tell the others or I'll have to share it 
with them," thought the selfish bird and 


then flew back to his flock. 


जल्दी ही सभी पक्षी निकल पड़े | 


एक पक्षी बहुत दूर उड़ गया और उसने अनाज से 
भरी गाड़ीयों को रास्ते से गुज़रते देखा । 


जैसे-जैसे गाड़ियाँ निकल रही थीं, शस्ते पर अनाज 
गिर रहा | 


इतना सार अनाज! क्या दावत है? मैं 
quib को यह नहीं बताऊँगा, नहींतो मुझे इसे 
wen पड़ेगा,” मतलबी पक्षी यह सोचता हआ 
अपने झुंड कि ओर उड़ गया | и 


— 


When the other birds asked him if he had जब दूसरे पक्षियों ने उससे पूछा कि क्या उसे कुछ 
found anything, he said, “Oh my dear अनाज मिला, तब उसने उत्तर दिया, "मेरे प्रिय मित्रो, 
friends! I found a road with many carts!" मैं ने सड़क में अनेक ጣት देखी |" 


“Carts! There must be a lot of grain there," पक्षियों ने उत्साह से कहा, “ИЕ! गाड़ियों में खूब 
said the birds excitedly. अनाज होगा |" 


“Yes, but there are so many carts rushing by 
that it would be fatal to try and get the grain,” 
said the bird. 


पक्षी ने कहा, “aga सारी गाड़िया इतनी तेजी से जा 
रही होती हैं कि उनमें से अनाज लेना जानलेवा होगा 1" 


c 


‚ ὦ 
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The other birds were disappointed and अन्य पक्षी Вита होकर बोले, "ओह! कितना बेकार 
said, “Oh! What а waste! Well our lives है । हमारी जिंदगी ज्यादा जरूरी है | हम वहाँ नहीं 
are more important. We won't go there." जाएँगे ।* 


The bird was thrilled to see his plan work. 
पक्षी बड़ा खुश हुआ कि उसकी योजना काम कर 


गयी siti 


Everyday after that, he would Пу off to the 
road and eat his fill. 


Soon he became really fat and the other 
birds got suspicious of him. 


उसके बाद वह їл उस रास्ते पर चला जाता और 
Веда खा लेता । 


शीघ्र ही वह मोटा हो गया और अन्य पक्षी उस पर 
संदेह करने लगे | 


One day, when the bird set out as usual, the 
= followed him at a distance, 


The king saw the bird feasting on the grain 
and realised that he had cheated the others, 


एक दिन जब वह ሕጃ की तरह जाने लगा, तब 
गजा थोड़ी दूर से उसका पीछा करने लगा | 


गाजा ने उसे अनाज खाते हुए देखा । तब उसे 
समझ आया कि उसने दूसरों को धोखा दिया επι 


As he watched, а cart came down the road. 


The greedy bird saw the cart and said, 
“It's still far away. I have time to eat some 
more,” and he went on eating, 


जैसे वह देख रहा था, एक गाड़ी Tê ча आयी। 


लोभी पक्षी ने गाड़ी देखी और कहा, "गाड़ी अभी दूर 
है, थोड़ा और खाने के लिए मेरे पास समय है |" वह 
अनाज चुगता रहा । 


፦ cart was moving at a great speed and 
suddenly the bird cried, “Оһ no! It's here!" 
But before he could fly away, the cart ran 
over him. 


गाड़ी तेज़ चल रही थी, अचानक पक्षी የመጣና 
“अरे नहीं! यह तो यहीं |” परन्तु उसके उड़ने 
से पहले ही गाड़ी ने उसे कुचल Кати 


The bird lay there on the verge of death 
when the king flew to him. 


He was very ashamed, and saying, “፤ ጠጠ 
very sorry your majesty!” he died. 


TT जब उस पक्षी के पास उड़ कर गया, तो वह 
- पक्षी मृत्यू के द्वार पर था | 


पक्षी बड़ा लज्जित हुआ, "महागज मुझे माफ़ कर 
दो," कहते हुए बह मर गवा । 


The bird lay there on the verge of death 
when the king flew to him. 


He was very ashamed, and saying, “I am 
very sorry your majesty!” he died. 


The king flew back to his flock and told 
them of all that happened. 


“I hope you'll realize now that selfishness 
and deceit brings one's own ruin,” he said, 


राजा ने अपने झुंड में जाकर सारी बात बताई | 


उसने कहा, "मुझे आज्ञा है कि अब आप समझ गए 
होंगे कि स्वार्थ और धोखे में अपना ही अंत होता है ।” 
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गाजा जब उस पक्षी के पास उड़ कर गया, तो वह 
पक्षी मुत्यु के द्वार पर था | 


पक्षी war लज्जित हुआ, "महारज मुझे माफ़ कर 
दो," कहते हुए वह मर गवा | 
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Once upon a time in a dense jungle, बहुत पुराने समय की बात है । घने जंगल में एक 
а hungry jackal met a ferocious lion. भूखा सियार एक ан शेर से मिला । 


The lion had just caught his prey and 


Was oni way bome. शेर ने अभी-अभी अपना शिकार पकड़ा था और 


बह घर की तरफ जा रहा था | 


When the lion saw the jackal, he said जोर ने जब सियार को देखा, उसने गुस्से से पूछा, "क्या 
angrily, “What is it? What do you want?” है? तुम्हें क्या चाहिए?” 


The jackal knew he could not escape now 
so he said, “Your majesty, I would like to 
serve you.” 


सियार समझ गया कि, वह अब भाग नहीं सकता था, 
उसने कहा, "στ, मैं आपकी सेवा करना चाहता हूँ |" 


The lion was pleased to hear this and agreed. यह सुन जोर को खुशी हुई और वह मान गया | 


The jackal was also thrilled. Не thought, 


“Ha! Now I will never be hungry again!” ia тин | असत चद CUNT 


अब मैं कभी भी भूखा नहीं Têm!" 


Тһе lion said, “Everyday, you will go to शेर ने कहा, "तुम रोज़ उस पहाड़ी के ऊपर जाओगे | 
the top of that hill and inform me if there те मे नीचे यदि कोर्ट जाग दिखते $e 
аге any animals in the forest below." सूचित करेगे ι' H 


The jackal agreed and the next morning 
he set out to climb the hill. 


Soon, he reported, *My Lord, there is an 
elephant down there." 


सियार मान गया और दूसरे दिन सुबह पहाड़ी 
पर चढ़ने के लिए निकल पड़ा । 


शीघ्र ही उसने सूचना दी, Ἔπι ሸ7 नीचे 
एक हाथी है ι" 


The lion immediately went hunting and शेर तुरंत शिकार के लिए चल पड़ा और उसने 

killed the elephant. हाथी को मार डाला। Ἢ 

He then ate his fill and left the rest for ` ° 

the jackal. उसने पेटभर खा लिया, बचा-कुचा सियार के लिए 
छोड़ दिवा । 


Months passed and the jackal became महीनों गुज़ार गए | अब सियार बेचैन होने लगा | 
restless. zi 
x उसने सोचा, "मुझमें और शोर में कोई अंतर नहीं 
"There is no difference between the M Eads ч 

т यदि मालूम हो जाता ип T 
lion and me! I can also hunt only if 1 । यदि मुझे मालूम हो जाता कि मेरा शिका 


Mrak Edel has 
knew where my prey was!" he thought. हाँ है, तो मैं भी शिकार कर सकता हूँ। 


So, he went to the lion and said, "Your 
majesty, you have been very generous to 
me but I would like to eat something that 
I have killed.” 


वह शेर के पास गया और बोला, "हुजूर! आप 
मेरे साथ बड़े उदार हैं । परन्तु मैं खुद शिकार 
करके खाना चाहता हूँ |’ 


The lion tried hard to dissuade the 
jackal but in vain. 


Finally, he agreed and climbed the hill 
to scout prey for the jackal, 


Не soon spotted an elephant and 
informed the jackal. 


शेर ने उसे रोकने का बहुत प्रयास किया । मगर 
सब बेकार रहा । 


अंत में शेर पहाड़ी पर चढ़ गया और सियार के 
लिए शिकार देखने लगा | 


शीघ्र ही उसने एक हाथी देखा और सियार को 
उसकी सूचना दी | 


The jackal rushed away to catch the सियार हाथी को पकड़ने भागा | 

elephant. 

वह हाथी का गला पकड़ने कूदा, मगर चूक गया | 
He jumped at the elephant hoping to ? т 

catch its throat, but missed. 


The elephant was perplexed and in the हाथी हैगन हुआ और घबग गया | उसने व्याकुल 


confusion, he stepped on the jackal and Qu Barro पैर रखा और सिथर मर गया 1 
killed him. 


=-= 


The elephant was perplexed and in the हाथी हैरान हुआ और ππη गया | उसने व्याकुल 
confusion, he stepped on the jackal and होकर सियार पर पैर रखा और सियार मर गया । 
killed him. 


The lion came by and seeing the jackal 
said, “If only my dear friend knew his 
limitations he could have lived a long 
and happy life!” 


जेर उसके पास आया और उसे देखते हुए बोला, 
12/21 अपनी सीमा जानता, तो वह 
खुश रहता |" 
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Once upon a time, a troop of monkeys 
settled down on the outskirts of a forest. 
The forest had many poisonous trees and 
a lake that was home to а demon. 


एक समय की πτα है, बंदरों का एक झुंड एक 
जंगल के पास बस गया επι जंगल में अनेक 
विषैले पेड़ थे, और एक झील थी, जिसमें एक 
ТЕЧ रहता ὑπ ι 


The monkey chief called а meeting to warn his 
subjects. He said, *My dear monkeys, you have 
to be wary here. Do not eat any fruit or drink 
any water without my permission." 


One day, a few monkeys set out in search of 
firewood and wandered far into the forest. 
As they went along, they passed a lake. 


Wet के सरदार ने चेतावनी देने के लिए एक 
सभा बुलाई | उसने कहा, “मेरे प्यारे बंदरों, तुम्हें 
यहाँ सावधान रहना पड़ेगा । मेरे अनुमति के बिना 
न कोई फल खाएं न पानी Ku i" 


एक दिन कुछ बंदर लकड़ी {πὶ निकले | जंगल में 
घूमते -घूमते काफी दूर तक पहुँच गए। चलते हुए वे 
एक तालाब के सामने से गुज़रे । 


The monkeys were tired and thirsty, One of 
them decided to have a drink from the lake, 
but the others yelled, “No! Don't drink that 
water. Have you forgotten our chief's 
warning?” 


“Oh dear!” replied the monkey, “I'm so 
thirsty that I entirely forgot! Let's wait 
here for the chief.” 


बंदर थक गए और опа थे । एक ने झील से पानी 
पीने का Вуча किवा, परंतु TR सब चिल्ला पड़े, 

नहीं! यह पानी मत पीना | क्या तुम सरदार की 
चेतावनी भूल गऐ?” 


अरे दोस्तों!” बंदर ने उत्तर दिया, “मैं इतना 
प्यासा हूँ कि मैं बिलकुल भूल गया | चलो 
सरदार का इंतजार करेते हैं |” 


Soon the chief came by and decided to जल्दी ही सरदार ने वहाँ आकर झील का पानी जाँचने 
check И the water was safe to drink. The pm oo 
chief investigated around the lake and झील की ओर जा रहे थे । उसने कहा, "माफी चाहता 


found footsteps leading to the lake. Е 
“Hmm... I'm sorry dear monkeys, but हूँ प्यारे чей, यह राक्षस की झील है । 


this із the demon's lake,” he said. 


The monkeys replied, *Oh no! What do we ed ने कहा, “अरे नहीं! अब हम क्या करें? हमें 
do now? We are very thirsty." The chief said, बड़ी प्यास लगी है ` सरदार ने कहा, “sro मुझे 
“Let me think of a way to get the water.” सोचने दो कि पानी कैसे ጣት " v 


All of a sudden, the demon jumped out of अचानक ата तालाब से बाहर कूद पड़ा और 
the lake and screamed, “This із my lake! በ “यह मेरी झील है । यदि कोई इसमें 
If anyone enters it, I will eat him up!” उतरेगा, तो सैं उसे खा जाऊँगा |" 


The chief said, “OK, demon, then we will सरदार बोला, "ठीक है πατε, हम झील में उतरे 
drink the water without entering the lake!" बिना ही पानी पी लेंगे Г राक्षस ने कहा, "हा हा, 
“На Ha! How will you do that?" mocked 


तुम पसा कैसे करेगे?” 
the demon. + 


ш“. 
E 


(68 


АМ 


ግዙ “> 


The chief said, “Monkeys, cut some 
bamboo reeds from that tree.” 


Тһе monkeys obeyed and soon the chief 
joined all the reeds together and put one 
end into the lake. 


He then stood at the other end and sucked 
through it with all his might. 


Soon water began gushing out and the 
monkeys drank their fill. 


सरदार ने कहा, “tet, Ян के कुछ डंडे वहाँ से 
तोड़ लाओ 1" 


ጃኗቡ ने वही किया और सरदार ने सभी tra के 
πεῖ को जोड़कर उसे नली-सा बनाकर उसका 
एक किनाग झील में डाला | 


चह दूसरे किनारे पर खड़ा रहा और पूरी शक्ति के 
साथ चूसने लगा | 


पानी वहौ से बहने लगा और тай ने जी भरकर 
पानी पिया । 


He then stood at the other end and sucked 
through it with all his might. 


Soon water began gushing out and the 
monkeys drank their fill. 


The chief then turned to the angry demon 

and said, *Oh demon, you might be big and 

strong but strength is nothing when 
ompared to brains!” 


सरदार क्रोधित wan की ओर मुड़कर बोला, 
रक्षस, तुम बड़े और बलवान तो होगे परन्तु वृद्धि के 
मुकाबले बल कुछ नहीं होता |" 


πε दूसरे किनारे पर खड़ा रहा और पूरी शक्ति के 
साथ चूसने लगा | 

पानी वहौ से बहने लगा और тай ने जी ж 
पानी पिया i 
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Once upon a time, in a mango grove on the 
bank of a large river, there lived a troop of 
monkeys. 


एक समय की बात t | एक बड़ी नदी के किनारे स्थित 
आम के बाग में ей की एक टोली रहती थी | 


So, the monkeys decided to pluck all the 
fruit from the branches that spread over 


the river so that no mango could fall and 


flow into the town, 


One day, the с f the monkeys called for 
a meeting. He said, “My dear monkeys, a 
human town has come up not far from here. 
They have never tasted mangoes. If they do, 
we will be in danger.” 


एक दिन чай के सरदार ने एक सभा बुलाई | उसने 
कहा, “प्रिय मित्रों, मानवों का हाँ से 

बस गया है 
यदि वे जान जावेंगे 


तो हमारे लिए τασα होगा | 


फिर बंदगें ने निश्चय किया कि उन डालियों से फलों 
को तोड़ लिया जाए, जो नदी पर फैली थीं । इस तरह 
कोई आम पानी में गिरकर शहर ጭት पहुँचेगा 


But, one mango did fall! It floated towards पर एक आम गिर ही पड़ा | वह नदी में बहता हुआ 
the town and got caught іп a fisherman's जहर की तरफ़ चला और एक मछुआरे के जाल मे 


net. When the fisherman saw the strange Wa गया । इस अनोखे फल को देखते ही वह उसे 
fruit, he immediately took И to his king. अपने सणा के पास ले WI 


The king looked at the delicious fruit and इस स्वादिष्ट फल को गजा ने देखा और अपने 

called for his forest officers. “What is this बन अधिकारियों को बुला भेजा | गजा ት उनसे 

fruit? Is it good to eat?” he asked them. पूछा, "यह कैसा फल है! क्या यह खाने के fem 
अच्छा है?” 


“ОВ yes! Your majesty! It is good to eat. 
That is a mango and it grows not far from 
here," said the forest officers. Hearing this, 
the king cut the mango and ate it. 


Rp. 


| 


The mango was so juicy that the king 
decided to set out to find the grove. 


On reaching the grove, the king ordered his 
men to gather all the fruits they could. 


चन अधिकारियों ने कहा, "हाँ हुजूर! यह खाने के 
लिए अच्छा है । वह आम है और ай से करीब के 
जंगल में उगता है 1" उसे सुनते ही राजा ने आम 
काटकर खा लिवा | 


आम इतना रसीला था कि wen ने निश्चय किया 
और आमों के बाग की तलाज में निकल पड़ा | 


बाग पहुँचकर राजा ने आदेश दिया कि जितने फल 
जोड़ सकते हैं, तोड़ लिए जाएँ । 


а 
बंदरों के सरदार 
जोर मचाया कि राजा ने 
आदेश दिया, "Ἐπὶ ሻዊት को मार डालो 


The monkey chief and his troop made 
such a noise that the king ordered his 
archers to shoot down all the monkeys. 


е monkey chief saw the archers and 
called to his troop, “Hurry! We are in 
danger. Everybody hide! Come only 
when I call you." 


зе? के सरदार ने सैनिकों को देखा और अपने 
सैनिक зей को बुलाया, "जल्दी कगे, हम संकट 
में हैं, सभी छिप जाओ | जब मैं बुलाऊँ तभी वाहर 
आना 1" 


The monkey chief went to а branch that बंदरों का सरदार उस डाली पर गया जो नदी पर 


stretched over the river and grabbed the फैली हुई थी, उसने दूसरे किनारे पर उगे पेड़ की 
branch of a tree on the other side. He called डाली को पकड़ लिया | उसने अपनी टोली को 
to his troop and said, “Come monkeys, climb बुलाया और बोला, “आओ बंदरे, मेरी पीठ पर 
on my back and cross to the other side of the चढ़कर नदी के उस पार चले जाओ |" 

river." 


The monkeys did as they were told and soon 
the whole troop was safe. The king saw this 
and said, “That monkey saved his troop. We 
can all learn about courage from him!” 


बंदरों ने वैसा ही किया | सारी टोली अब सुरक्षित 
थी । राजा ने यह देखा और कहा, за बंदर ने 

अपनी टोली की रक्षा की । हम उसके साहस से 
अच्छी सीख ले सकते ê | 


Тһе king was so pleased with the monkey 
chief's bravery that he decided that no one 


from his kingdom would ever trouble the 
monkeys again! 


राजा ча? के सरदार की बहादुरी से aga UD 
हुआ | उसने Вуча किया कि आगे उसके т 
उन बंदरों को तंग नहीं करेगा । 


Ihe monkeys did as they were told and soon 
the whole troop was safe. The king saw this 
and said, “That monkey saved his troop. We 
can all learn about courage from him! 


बंदरों ने वैसा ही किया | सारी टोली अब सुरक्षित 
थी । राजा ने यह देखा और कहा, “उस बंदर ने 
अपनी टोली की रक्षा की । हम उसके साहस से 
अच्छी सीख ले सकते हैं г 
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Long ago, in a dense forest, there lived a wolf. बहुत समय पहले की बात है | एक जंगल में एक 
and his wife. They loved each other very भेड़िया और उसकी पत्नी रहते थे । बे एक दुसरे 
much and were very happy. से बहुत प्यार करते थे और बड़े खुश ፳1 


One day, the wolf's wife said, “I am craving 
to eat some fresh fish today.” 


The wolf immediately said, “Well then, I'll go 
fishing!" 


एक दिन भेड़िये की पत्नी ने कहा, "आज मुझे 
ताजा मछली खाने की बड़ी इच्छा हो रही |" 


भेड़िये ने तुरंत कहा, “ठीक है, मैं मछली पकड़ने 
जाता हूँ |" 


50, the wolf went down to the river. But, he 
did not know how to catch a fish. Just then, 
he saw (४० otters dragging out a huge fish 
from the river. 


भेड़िया नदी के पास गया | परन्तु उसे मछली पकड़ा 
नहीं आता था । 


तभी उसने दो ऊदों को बड़ी मछली पकड़कर उसे 
नदी से बाहर खींचते हुए देखा । 


They put the fish on the ground and 
stood looking at it wondering how to 
divide it. The first otter said, *I want 
the with the head.” 


उन्होंने मछली को जमीन पर रखा । उसे देखते हुए वह 
सोचने लगे, "इसे कैसे बाटा जाए?" पहला ऊद बोला, 
"मुझे सिरवाला आधा भाग चाहिए 1" 


The second otter was not pleased and said, दूसरे ऊद को यह अच्छा नहीं लगा | उसने कहा, 

“No, I want the head! You always get the “नहीं, मुझे सिरबाला हिस्सा चाहिए । तुम्हें हमेशा 
ы” T 3 T 

head! सिर वाला ही मिलता है 1" 


Ж 


A 


This argument went for а long time and 
the wolf sat behind a tree listening to the 
silly otters. 


यह बहस काफी देर तक चलती रही और भेड़िया 
पेड़ की आड़ में बैठकर उन मूर्ख ऊदों की बातें 
सुना रहा था । 


He then came up with a plan to get the fish 
from the otters, So, he went up to the otters 
and said, “My dear friends, why are you 

fighting? What's the matter?™ 


ऊदों से उस मछली को हथिया लेने का उसने एक 
उपाय सोचा | इसलिए वह उन эй के पास गया 
और बोला, "प्रिय मित्रो, आप झगड़ क्यों τὲ हो? 
बात क्या है?” 


Just as the wolf had expected, the otters जैसा की ἀ[εὰ ने सोचा था, ऊट उसकी तरफ πὲ 
turned to him and said, “Оһ wolf, we are - 


और बोले, "ओह! Ва भाई, हम इस मछली को 
uapa «а ide this fish between us. Will आपस में बाँट नहीं पा रहे हैं । ችና तुम हमारे लिए 
you do И for us? यह कर सकते हो?" 


The wolf smiled and replied, “Of course! भेड़िये ने черты उत्तर दिया, “क्यों नहीं, क्यों 
Nothing will make me happier! I will लिए 


м नहीं! मेरे लिए इससे ज्यादा खुशी की बात зат 
divide it equally. होगी । मै इसे बराबर बाट фт" 


Тһе cunning wolf then cut off the head 
and the tail of the fish and gave the 
otters a piece each. 


The otters were pleased. “Не is fair! 
Now let's see how you divide the body, 
oh wolf!” they said. 


The wolf looked at the otters and said, 
“Divide the body? Why! That is my 

payment for helping you!” and he ran 
home with the best portion of the fish. 


चालाक भेड़िये ने मछली का सिर और पूँछ 
काट दिया और ऊदों को एक-एक टुकड़ा दे 
दिवा। 


за को बड़ी खुशी हुई | उन्होंने कहा, "वह 
न्यायपूर्ण ት । भेड़िये भाई, देखते हैं अब तुम 
इसके झरीर को कैसे बौटते हो!" 


भेड़िया set की तरफ देखता हुआ बोला, “मछली 
के शरीर को фе दें? क्यों? वह तो आपकी मदद 
करने की मेरी मजूरी है Г कहता हुआ वह मछली 
के उत्तम हिस्से को लेकर घर की ओर भागा | 


The wolf looked at the otters and said, भेड़िया ऊदों की तरफ देखता हुआ बोला, “मछली 
“Divide the body? Why! That is my के πῆτ को बौट दें? क्यों? वह तो आपकी मदद 
payment for helping you!" and he ғап मजूरी "FEMT 

home with the best portion of the fish. ma ल Hi ወው m ሸና i 


The poor otters could do nothing. They [ The Otters and the Wolf ыш 


just said, “This is our punishment for 
being greedy and not trusting each other, TALES FROM JATAKA 


We will never make this mistake again!” 
ऊद और भेड़िया 


बेचारे ऊद कुछ नहीं कर पाये | उन्होंने कहा, "एक 
en करने का और लालची होने का 
ft फिर कभी नहीं करेंगे Г 
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Once upon a time, in a faraway country, 
there lived a king who had a son called 
Bharat. 


He loved his son but was very worried 
about his behaviour. 


किसी ज़माने में दूर देश में एक गजा रहता था। 
उसका एक पुत्र था, जिसका नाम भरत था 


राजा अपने पुत्र से बहुत प्यार करता था, परन्तु 
उसके व्यवहार को लेकर काफी चिंतित रहता | 


Prince Bharat was a young boy, but he had a 
very fierce temper. 


The king thought, “What do I do? Most of my 
courtiers are afraid of him. Sometimes, even 
I'm afraid of his temper!" 


One day, his minister advised, “Your 
Majesty, there is a wise sage in the forest 
just outside the city. Why don't you ask 
him for advice?” 


राजकुमार भ्ररत एक बालक ही था, मगर उसका 
मिजाज़ एकदम चढ़ा रहता था | 


राजा ने सोचा, “मैं क्या करैं? मेरे अधिकतर दरवारी 
उससे Tê हैं । कभी-कभी मैं भी उसके कोध से 
इस्ता हूँ ।" 


एक दिन मंत्री ने सलाह दी, "हुजूर, शहर के बाहर 
एक बुद्धिमान ऋषि रहते हैं । आप उनसे सलाह क्यों 
नहीँ लेते ?" 


So, the king visited the sage. 


राजा ऋषि से मिलने गया | 
On hearing the king's problem, the sage =. * 
said, “I will do all 1 can. Send the prince राजा की समस्या सुनकर ऋषि ने कहा, "जो 
tome" कुछ बन पड़ेगा, मैं करूँगा । राजकुमार को मेरे 
पास भेजो ι΄ 


The king went back to the palace and said to राजा वापस अपने महल गया और राजकुमार से 
the prince, “Боп, tomorrow go УБИ the sage in बोला, "पुत्र, कल जंगल में जाकर ऋषि के दर्शन 
the forest." ፳፲” | 


The next day, the prince set out to the forest 
to meet the sage. 


Soon he reached the sage's ashram. 


अगले दिन गजकुमार उस ऋषि से मिलने चल पड़ा । 


शीघ्र ही वह ऋषि के आश्रम पहुँचा | 


The sage welcomed the prince and showed 
him around the ashram. When they reached 
the backyard, the sage showed him the 
seedling of a neem plant. 


ऋषि ने गजकुमार का स्वागत किया और आश्रम 
दिखाया । जब बे पिछवाड़े में पहुँचे, ऋषि ने उसे 
नीम का छोटा पौधा दिखावा | 


“Do you see that seedling?” he asked, “Pluck 
one of its leaves and eat it.” 


Hardly had the prince begun to chew the leaf 
when he spat it out in disgust, 


*What a bitter taste!" he shouted in anger. 


उन्होंने कहा, "उस नन्हे पौधे को देख रहे हो? 
उसका पत्ता तोड़कर खा लो |" 


राजकुमार ने पत्ता चबाना शुरु हि किया था, कि 
उसने अरूचि से उसे थूक दिया | 


πε ЦЕЙ से चिल्ला उठा, "कितना कड़वा है!” 


“If this plant is so bitter, I can only imagine 
how revolting the full grown tree will be! 1 
won't let it grow!" saying this, he ripped the 
plant into pieces. 


“यदि यह पौधा इतना कड़वा है, मैं कल्पना कर सकता 
हूँ कि बड़ा होने पर यह कितना घिनौना होगा । मैं इसे 
बढ़ने नहीं दूँगा ।" कहते हुए उसने पौधे को उखाड़कर 
ट्कड़े-ट्रकड़े कर दिए | 


The sage watched this in silence and then ऋषि यह सब चुपचाप देखते रहे । और फिर बोले, 

said, “If you as a young prince сап be so “एक ग़जकुमार होकर तुम इतने πὶ हो सकते हो, 

vicious, what will you be like when you're तो जब गजा want तो तुम्हारी क्‍या ሮፓ होगी? तुम्हें 
2 You too will be destroyed like the भी उस पौधे के ናና उकाडा waar | а 


The prince was shocked at these words but 
knew them to be true. 


He said, “1 understand you, oh wise sage! 
Thank you for helping me. I promise to 
mend шу ways." 


ये ገጃ सुनकर राजकुमार चौंक ሻሻ | मगर उसे मालुम 
था कि ये सव सच्च है। 


उसने कहा, "मैं आपकी बात समझता हूँ माहाऋषि, मेरी 
मदद करने के लिए थन्ववाद | ἢ अपना व्यवहार बदलने 
का वादा करता हुँ Г 


- 


Тһе prince was shocked at these words but. 
knew them to be true. 


He said, “I understand you, oh wise sage! 
Thank you for helping me. I promise to 
mend my ways.” 


ये ye सुनकर राजकुमार चौंक गया | मगर उसे मालुम 
था कि ये सब सच्च #1 


उसने कहा, "मैं आपकी बात समझता हूँ माहाऋषि, मेरी 
मदद करने के लिए धन्यवाद | मैं अपना व्यवहार बदलने 
का वादा करता ф 1" 


ns ልም pap. __ ы The Prince and the Seedling 


He kept his promise and went on to become a š ТЕ! ЕЕГ 
kind king who was loved by ай his subjects. — — 
राजकुमार और नन्हा पौधा 


Tha Appu Seres ο ከሃ бшмей and caçêairgly narrated scola 
which Dring % ife Ви These are 


राजकुमार वापस आया तो बदल चुका था | 


और आगे चलकर वह एक 
ec ने बहुत um दिया i 
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A long time ago, a group of carts led by an old 
and wise man were about to cross a desert. 


बुद्धिमान नेता 


፲ኻ 


> «Ὁ 
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बहुत समय पहले की बात है | गाड़ियों का ፳፡ጃ एक 
बुद्धिमान बुजुर्ग के नेतृत्व में रेगिस्तान पार कर रहा था | 


On the way, one of the travelers said to the रास्ते में एक यात्री ने दूसरे से कहा, “यदि हमारे 
other, “ГА feel much safer И we had a braver लिए बहादुर जेता होता तो मैं अधिक सुरक्षित 


yos us. Our leader is too wary for my महसूस करता | वह मेगी पसंद से परे है ° 


“Yes, if only we were with that clever दूसरे यात्री ने कहा, "हौ, यदि हम कुछ दिन पहले आए 
merchant who visited us some days ago! He उस चतुर व्यापारी के साथ होते तो कितना अच्छा होता! 


зо cleverly talked our master into letting him ушу loma 
v उसने बड़ी चतुगई से हमारे नेता से बातचीत कर मना 
go ahead of us!” replied the other traveler. आए कि A ала 


In the meantime, the leader was talking 
to his driver. 


“I wonder who dug those wells," said the 
driver, “they are a boon!” 


The leader replied, “The merchant dug 
them. Why do you think 1 let him go 
ahead of us?” 


उसी समय उनका बुजुर्ग नेता गाड़ीवान से बातें कर 
ат था 


गाड़ीवान ने कहा, "पता नहीं, किसने इन कुओँ को 
खोदा है, हमारे लिए तो वे बरदान हैं г 


नेता ने कहा, "उस व्यापारी ने उसे खोदा है । तुम्हें 
क्या लगता है, मैंने उसे आगे πα जाने दिया?” 


“Digging wells is difficult," he continued, “I 
didn't want to lead fatigued men across this 
scorching desert.” 


He then turned to his troop saying, “You will 
not find water in the desert. Use it carefully.” 


वह आगे कहने लगा, "कुएँ खोदना कठिन है । मैं 
थके आदमियों को इस जलते रेगिस्तान से उस पार 
ऐसे ही नहीं ले जाना चाहता әгі” 


wg अपनी फौज से बोला, “रेगिस्तान में पानी नहीं 
मिलता । उसका संभालकर उपयोग करे |" 


= 


Some way ahead, they saw a cart of men 
heading their way. 


“Good day!” said one of the strangers, “You 
don't need all that water. Throw it away, You 
can refresh yourself in the forest right past 
those sand dunes. И has many lakes and it is 
raining heavily there.” 


The leader looked up into the sky and then 
said, “Thank you, but I'd rather keep the 
water.” 


The men shrugged saying, “Alright, Good- 
bye," and they went on their way. 


जैसे वे आगे बढ़े, उन्होंने एक गाड़ी में कुछ 
लोगों को अपनी ओर आते देखा | 


उनमें से एक अजनबी ने कहा, “राम राम! तुम्हें 
इतने पानी की ज़रूरत नहीं है । उसे फेंक दो । 
Ya के पहाड़ो के आगे कई झीलें हैं, और वहाँ 
ज़ोरों से बारिश हो रही है । ፳፲ आप Tirar 
हो सकते ёг 


नेता ने आकाश की ओर देखा और बोला, "धन्यवाद, 
मगर मैं यह पानी रख लेना चाहता हूँ 1" 


अजनबी ने उपेक्षा से कहा, "ठीक है, अलविदा,” और 
चे अपनी गह पर चले по | 


The travelers wanted to throw away (һе 
water but the leader said, “Үош fools! Those 
were man-eating demons. They just want 
you to get rid of the water and weaken you 
before they attack!" 


Hearing this, the men laughed at their 
old leader and resumed their journey. 


Soon, they passed the remains of a 
caravan and were shocked to find that it 
belonged to the merchant who had gone 
ahead of them. 


यात्री पानी फेंक देना चाहते थे, मगर नेता ने 
कहा, "чаї, वे आदमखोर हैं । इससे पहले 
कि वे हमला करें, वे आप लोगें को बिना पानी 
के कमज़ोर कर देना चाहते हैं 1" 


यह सुनकर यात्री बुजुर्ग नेता पर ፻፳ पड़े और 
वे आगे बढ़े । 


जल्दी ही अचरज के साथ उन्होंने are के 
अवशेष देखे, वे सभी उस व्यापारी के थे जो 
उनसे पहले चला था | 


The leader got off his cart and looking at 
the wreckage said, “Тһе demons must have 
tricked them. Look at the bones." 


The travelers were ashamed and apologized 
to their leader. “But, how did you know 
they were demons?” they asked. 


— б 


The leader replied, “When they said it was 
raining heavily in the nearby forest, I 
looked into the sky and finding no clouds, 
became suspicious and on looking at them 
closely I found they had red eyes and knew 
they were demons.” 


नेता अपनी गाड़ी से зил, अवज्ेषों को देखकर 
बोला, "उन आदमखोरें ने उन्हें अपने जाल में 
फसाया होगा | इन हड्डियों को तो देखो |" 


यात्री शर्मिन्दा τα | उन्होने नेता से माफ़ी मागी | 
उन्होंने पूछा, "पर आपको कैसे पता चला कि वे 
आदमखोर हैं?" 


नेता ने उत्तर दिया, “जब उन्होंने कहा कि पास के वन 
में ज़ोगें से बारिश हो रही है, मैंने आकाश की ओर 
देखा, बादल नहीं दिखे, तो मुझे शक हुआ । मैं ने 
उन्हें गौर से देखा, तो पता चला कि उनकी आखें 
लाल थीं | मैं समझ गया कि वे आदमखोर है।” 


وا 


The leader replied, “When they said it was 
raining heavily in the nearby forest, 1 
looked into the sky and finding no clouds, 
became suspicious and on looking at them 
closely I found they had red eyes and knew 
they were demons." 


The travelers were impressed and said to 
each other, “We are lucky to have such а 
wise leader! After all, true wisdom comes 
from experience!” 


यात्री प्रभावित ፻፲ । वे एक दूसरे से बोले, "हमारा 
सौभाग्य है कि ऐसा चतुर और नेक नेता हमें मिला | 


अनुभव से ही आती है ° 
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नेता ने उत्तर दिया, “जब उन्होंने कहा कि पास के वन 
में ज़ोगें से बारिश हो रही है, मैंने आकाश की ओर 
देखा, बादल नहीं दिखे, तो मुझे शक हुआ । मैं ने 
उन्हें गौर से देखा, लो पता चला कि उनकी зт 
लाल थीं | मैं समझ गवा कि वे आदमखोर #1" 


Тһе Wise Leader 
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In a faraway kingdom, there once lived a दर के एक ዝግና में, दौनन नाम का एक र 


king called Younan. कर्ता επι 


He had a beautiful, white pet falcon that went 


सके पास एक а 
everywhere he did. PS 


गाजा जाता, बाज 


ы Younan was fond of hunting. em यौनन के लिए शिकार प्रिय खेल था | 


He and his friends would ride their 
horses into а nearby forest in search 
of wonderful creatures. 


और उसके मित्र पास वाले जंगल में अद्भुत 
जीवों की खोज में अपने घोड़े दौड़ाते रहते | 


Оп one such hunting trip, they saw а gazelle, 


“After ዘ!” they cried. “Let's capture ዘ!” 


इस बार शिकार करते हुए उन्होंने एक चिंकाग़ देखा । 


राजा ने चीखकर कहा, "इसके पीछे, चलो इसे पकड़ो!" 


The gazelle bounded quickly through the चिंकारा तेज़ी से पेड़ों को लांघ रहा था | राजा ने उसे 
trees. The king, eager to catch it, rode faster पकड़ने की इच्छा से उसके पीछे ज़ोर से घोड़ा दौड़ाया 


and faster, and deeper and deeper into (һе aM ዝና тїглип जंगल йоят तक चला गया . 
mysterious forest. 5 


However, the gazelle escaped. 


Looking around, the king suddenly realized 
that he had left his friends far behind. 


He was lost! Only his falcon had followed 
him. Now he was all alone in the forest with 
just his falcon and his horse for company. 


της चिंकाग वचकर भाग निकला | 


आसपास देखते हुए यजा को एहसास हुआ कि 
उसके मित्र बहुत पीछे रह गए थे | 


፳፪ जंगल में भटक गया था | सिर्फ उसका बाज़ 
उसका पीछा कर रहा था | अब वह जंगल में अपने 
बाज़ और घोड़े के साथ अकेला था । 


By now, the king was feeling very thirsty. 


Не said to himself, “I wonder if I can find 
some water here." 


After searching for a long time, he finally 
came upon a small, sparkling pond. 


अब गाजा को बड़ी प्यास लग रही थी | 


उसने अपने आप से कहा, "शायद ही यहाँ 
पानी मिले г 


बहुत देर तक du के बाद वह एक छोटे से 
चमकते हुए तालाब के पास आया | 


3 
Relieved, he dipped his palms into the water आरम महसूस करते हुए, उसने अपनी दोनों हथेलियों 
and was just about to drink it when his falcon को पानी में жатат । वह पानी पीने ही वाला था कि 
suddenly swooped down and made him drop NUT जात GON आय, उस पर ቦባ और इथेली 
the water. TA ir Шы а 


से पानी गिर पड़ा । 


N 


CY 


А 


= ed, he bent (о pick up some more "TT होकर वह दुबारा पानी लेने के लिए झुका | 
water to drink. E H 


mA दुबारा ज़ोर से अपने पंख फड़फड़ाता हुआ, 


Again the bird flew at him squawking r $ 
चीख कर उसकी ओर उड़ा | 


loudly and flapping Из wings very hard. 


Now King Younan was very angry. 


“Silly bird! How dare you bother me! Can't 
you see how thirsty I am?" he shouted. 


He pulled his sword out and was 
determined to Kill this bird that was 
irritating him. 


अब रजा यौनन बहुत क्रोधित था | 


चह चिल्लाकर बोला, “मूर्ख पक्षी! तेरी हिम्मत कैसे 
हुई मुझे परेशान करने की, क्या तुम देख नहीं सकते 
कि मैं कितनी प्यासा हूँ? 


उसने अपनी तलवार निकाली और इस परेशान करने 
वाले पक्षी को वह तुरंत मार डालना चाहता था । 


तभी बाज़ उड़ कर पेड़ पर बैठ गया | राजा ने हवा 
में तलवार हिलाते हुए ऊपर की ओर देखा | 


उसने पेड़ को ज़हरीले fur से भग पाया तो उसे 
आइचर्य हुआ | सभी साँप बाधा पड़ने के कारण 
जागज़ होकर फुफकार τὲ थे | 


तालाब में पानी नहीं था | वह तो इन साँपों के विष 
से भग हुआ था | 


Just then, the bird flew up to the trees. 
> ‘The king looked up as he waved his 
sword wildly. 


| То his surprise, he noticed that the trees 
above were full of poisonous snakes that 
were now hissing dangerously at having 
| been disturbed. 


The pond didn't have any water; it was 
just made of the poison from the snakes! 


It was then that the king realized that his 
falcon had saved his life. 


He was ashamed that he had nearly killed 
his beloved pet. 


“1 am sorry, little friend.” he said softly as 
he stroked it, 


गजा को तब एहसास हुआ कि बाज़ ने उसकी 
जान वचायी थी | 


वह 8ዘዙ था कि उसने अपने प्रिय बाज़ को 
मारना चाहा । 


उसने धीमे से उसे सहलाते हुए कहा, “मुझे 
माफ कर दो छोटे दोस्त!” 


Г was then that the king realized that his 
falcon had saved his life. 


He was ashamed that h 
his beloved pet. 


“I ат sorry, little friend,” he said softly as 
he stroked it. 


राजा को तब एहसास हआ कि बाज़ ने उसकी 
जान बचायी थी 


वह я ет था कि उसने अपने प्रिय बाज़ को 


मारना चाहा 


उसने धीमे से उसे सहलाते ZU कहा, “मुझे 
माफ़ कर दो छोटे दोस्त! 


The king then followed his clever falcon as 
it led the way out of the forest. 


Пе cared for the bird for the rest of his life. 


चलते हुए गजा जंगल से बाहर 


पक्षी की देखभाल की 


The Clever Falc 


--- 


चतुर बाज़ 


King Younan had a beaut 
falcon hal rescued he 


The Sultan of Persia ruled a very rich 
Kingdom. His kingdom was full of new and 
wonderful things. 


One day, a traveller came to his court. The 
traveller was actually a very learned man. 
Пе had made а beautiful wooden horse that 
could fly. 


उड़नखटोला 
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फारस का सुलतान एक संपन्न राज्य पर शज करता था | 
उसका राज्य नई-नई अद्भुत वस्तुओं से भग पड़ा था | 


एक दिन एक मुसाफिर उसके दरबार में आया | वह 
सचमुच एक ज़ानी ፳ | उसने लकड़ी का एक सुन्दर 
घोड़ा बनाया था जो उड़ सकता था | 


Everybody in the king's court was amazed. 


ሣ will buy it from you. How much is it?” 
demanded the Sultan. 


The traveller replied, “I will give it to you if 
you let me marry the princess." 


The Sultan and the princess agreed. 


“But before ፪ buy this wonderful horse, 1 
want my son to try riding it and see how it 
is,” said the Sultan. 


The traveller agreed, Without waiting for 
instructions, the prince climbed onto the 
horse and flew away. 


दरबार में हर एक व्यक्ति हैरान ፳ | 


सुलतान ने उससे ጃክ की, "मैं इसे तुमसे खरीदूँगा, 
यह कितने का È?” 


Деве ने उत्तर दिया, “यदि आप मुझे गजकृमारी 
विवाह करने देंगे तो मैं आप को यह दे т |" 


सुलतान और राजकुमारी मान गए | 


सुलतान ने कहा, "इस अदभुत घोड़े को खरीदने से 
पहले मैं चाहता हूँ कि मेर बेटा इस पर सवारी करके 
देखे कि यह कैसे उड़ता है Г 


मुसाफ़िर मान गया | आदेश का इंतजार किए ят हि 
राजकुमार घोड़े पर सवार हुआ और दूर उड़ गया | 


However, the prince didn't return. After а 
while, everybody got very worried. 


They were convinced the boy had met with 
an accident. The Sultan blamed the traveller 
and threw him into jail. 


But the prince had only lost his way. 


After a few days, he came back to the 
kingdom. Everybody was overjoyed and 
the traveller was released. 


मगर राजकुमार लौटकर नहीं आया | कुछ समय 
बाद सभी चिंतित हो उठे । 


उन्होंने मान लिया था कि लड़के के साथ कोई 
हादसा हो गया है । सुलतान ने मुसाफिर पर दोष 
लगाकर उसे जेल में डाल दिवा । 


परन्तु राजकुमार तो सिफ भटक गया επι 


कुछ दिनों बाद वह वापस अपने राज्य लौटा | 
सभी बहुत खुश हुए और मुसाफिर को छोड़ 
दिया गया | 


Now the traveller was very angry at being 
ill-treated by the Sultan and his subjects. 
He swore to teach them a lesson and take 
his revenge. 


अब मुसाफिर बड़ा क्रोधित हुआ क्योंकि सुलतान 
और उसके दरबारियों ने उसके साथ बुरा व्यवहार 
किया था। उसने कसम खायी कि वह उन्हें अच्छा 
पाठ чата अपना बदला लेगा | 


A few days later, the princess fell very ill. 


The king offered a big reward to anybody 
who could cure her, but nobody in the 
kingdom could make her feel fine again. 


कुछ दिनों बाद राजकुमारी बहुत बीमार पड़ गई | 


राजा ने घोषणा की, कि यदि कोई राजकुमारी को 
ठीक करेगा, तो чё बड़ा इनाम पायेगा । परन्तु 
राज्य में कोई भी उसे ठीक न कर सका | 


The traveller decided that this was his 
chance. He disguised himself as a doctor 
and went to the palace. 


perfi ने सोचा, यही मौका है । वह हकीम का 
भेस बदल कर गजमहल गया | 


“I will cure the princess,” he said to the उसने सुलतान से कहा, “राजकुमारी का इलाज 
Sultan. “Bring her and the enchanted horse मैं करूँगा । राजकुमारी और जादुई घोड़े को मेरे 


to те,” he ordered. सामने लाइए |” 


The Sultan did as he was told. 


सुलतान ने वैसा ही किया जैसे उसे कहा गया | 


As everybody looked оп, the traveller मुसाफिर ने कोई विचित्र चूर्ण गजकुमारी पर छिड़का ' 
used some strange powder and quickly सब के देखते-देखते ग़ज़कुमारी शीघ्र ही ठीक हो गई | 
cured the princess. 


At the same time, he lifted her onto the उसी समय लोगों के देखते-देखते उसने राजकुमारी 
horse and flew away before anybody को उठाकर घोड़े पर बिठा दिया | किसी को ज्ञात 
realized what was happening, होने से पहले हि वह ፳፻ से उड़ गवा । 

The Sultan was very angry but he couldn't सुलतान को बड़ा गुस्सा आया | मगर वह कुछ न 


AS कर सका । 


उसी समय लोगों के देखते-देखते उसने गाजकृमारी 
को उठाकर घोड़े पर बिठा दिया । किसी को ज़ात 
होने से पहले हि वह वहाँ से उड़ गया । 


At the same time, he lifted her onto the 
horse and flew away before anybody 
realized what was happening. 


The Sultan was very angry but he couldn't acc euge CS 
do anything. T का बड़ा गुस्सा आया | हि कुछ न 
कर सका | 
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The Enchanted Horse 


The traveller finally got his revenge. Не and 
the princess flew far away and lived happily 
ever after. 


fies away on the 


he utes his vitto wach 


आखिर मुसाफिर ने अपना बदला ले ही लिया | वह 
शजकुमारी के साथ दूर उड़ कर चला गया | 
खुज्ञी से रहने लगे 


12/13 


APPU SERIES - BILINGUAL 


The Fisherman and 
the Jinn 
P Fisherman 
and the Jinn ዝመ और जिन्न 


मछुआरा और जिन्न 


Tales From Arabian Nights 


Media Fusion (India) Pvt. Ltd. 


wwwapputeries com 


Abdul was a poor fisherman. He had been 
sitting by the river with his net but had not 
been able to catch any fish the whole day. 


वह दिन भर नदी के 
बैठा रहा । मगर एक भी 


He said sadly, “It is getting late. If I don't 
catch any fish soon, I will have nothing to 
eat tonight." 


His tummy was already grumbling. 


उसने उदास होकर कहा, “अब देर हो रही है । यदि 
मैंने जल्दी कोई मछली नहीं पकड़ी तो आज रात मेरे 
पास खाने को कुछ नहीं होगा 1 


भूख से उसके पेट में गुड़गुड़ हो रही थी | 


| 


Just then, һе felt something getting caught in 
his net. 


“И must be a really big fish!" he said happily 
and he tugged hard. 


तभी उसे लगा कि उसके जाल में कुछ फस रहा है । 


खुश होकर, ज़ोर से खींचते हुए वह बोला, "यह 
सचमुच एक बड़ी मछली होगी Г 


Immediately а lot of white smoke came out 
of the jar. 


Once the smoke went away, he saw a huge, 
ferocious looking genie in front of him. 


It was an evil genie called Jinn. 


तभी उस सुगही से सफेद धुआँ निकला | 


x 
धुएँ के हटने के बाद एक बड़ा और खूँखार दिखने СЕН 


वाला जिन्न उसने अपने सामने खड़ा पाया । ? 


वह जिन नाम का दुष्ट प्रेत था | 


Jinn said to him, “I have sworn to kill the जिन ने उससे कहा, "मैंने कसम खायी है कि इस 

first man I see when I am released from this सुरही से मुक्त होते ही मैं जिस भी आदमी को 

jar. Now you must prepare to die!” पहले Зайт, उसे मार डालूँगा। अब तुम मरते के 
लिए तैयार हो जाओ 1" 


Poor Abdul stood trembling. 


“Please let me go!" he cried, "I set you 
free, I helped you, you can't kill me!” 


But Jinn would not listen. 


बेचाग अब्दुल थर-थर काँपता हुआ खड़ा था । 
वह ቋጠ हुआ बोला, "कृपया मुझे छोड़ दो, मैंने 
तुम्हें मुक्त किया, तुम्हारी मदद की | तुम मुझे 
मार नहीं सकते 1" 


मगर जिन्न माना ही नहीं रहा επι 


Abdul knew his only hope was to trick Jinn. 


So he said, “ОК, you сап kill me if you 
must. But before you do, will you tell me 
how a big genie like you can fit into such a 
small jar?" 


अब्दुल जानता था कि अब जिन्न को धोखे से ही 
हराया जा सकता है | 


अतः उसने कहा, “ठीक है, यदि मुझे मारना ही है 
तो मार डालो 1951 मारने से पहले मुझे यह 

बताओ कि इतने बड़े जिन्न होकर उतनी छोटी सी 
дай में तुम कैसे समा गए?” 


- لالس 


Jinn laughed, “You fool! Тат а powerful 
genie. I can be taller than the mountains 
or smaller than a little rat if I want," he 
boasted. 


^I don't believe you. Go into the jar and 
prove it to те,” replied Abdul. 


Immediately Jinn became very small and 
vanished into the jar in a puff of smoke. 


Before he realized, Abdul quickly closed 
the jar tight. Пе had trapped Jinn in the 
jar again! 


जिन्न ज़ोर से हँसता हुआ गर्व से वोला, “अरे मूर्ख, 
मैं एक शक्तिशाली जिन्न Фи ê तो मैं पहाड़ों से 
ऊँचा या चूहे से भी छोटा बन सकता हूँ Г 


अब्दुल ने कहा, "विश्वास नहीं होता । उस सुराही 
में जाकर साबित करे ।" 


9 b 
— 


> um 


जिन्न तुरंत छोटा रूप धारण कर सुरही में धुएँ 
के साथ गायब हो गया । 


за एहसास होने से पहले ही अब्दुल ने झट 
से सुराही का тая कस कर बंद कर दिया | 
उसने चालाकी से जिन्न को सुरही में ачы 

डाल दिया था । 


€— келең 


Immediately 1 е very small and == 


तुरंत छोटा रूप धारण कर सुराही में धुएँ 
vanished i jar in a puff of smoke. 


के साथ गायब हो गया । 
Before he realized, Abdul quickly closed 


उसे एहसास होने से पहले ही अब्दूल ने झट 
the jar tight. Пе had trapped Jinn in the . M 


से सुगही का явя कस कर 
उसने चालाकी से fore को सुराही में वपस 
डाल दिया था | 
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Quickly he picked up the jar and threw it The Fisherman and the Jinn 
far away, back into the river. He never 


wanted to see it ever again. मछ्आरा और जिन्न 


Thus, the clever fisherman outwitted the 
evil genie. . — Pinks ма ш 


जल्दी से उसने सूरही 
दी । वह फिर कभी उसे देः 


та а ат उज आरे ने ZE जिन्न को चकमा दे 
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Abdullah was a rich but greedy merchant. 


After having sold his spices in faraway lands, 
he was ready to go back home with his forty 


camels, "ያ 
Ё 


अब्दुल्ला एक धनी परन्तु लालची व्यापारी था | ( 82 4 ms 


दूर राज्यों मे मसाले बेचने के बाद वह अपने चालीस 
ऊँटों के साथ वापस चलने को तैयार था । 


Оп his way back, he met a holy man. 


वापसी में वह एक साधु से मिला | 


— " 1 


— F 
> —OVAY = 2 
m... > Ж " መመ መሙ 
‘The holy man confiding in him, said, “I can साधु ने उसमे विश्वास दिखाते हुए कहा, "मैं तुम्हें एक 
take you to a place full of precious stones. ऐसी जगह ले जाऊँगा, जो कीमती पत्थरों एवं जेवरों से 
and jewels like you've never seen before, You zh tu ऐसी जगह तुमने कभी देखी EI їйї! 


сап load your сәтсіз with all vou can find 


but you must give me half of it." जो मिलेगा तुभ उसे अपने ऊँटों पर लाद कर ला 


Want, पर्नु उसमें से मुझे आधा देना होगा 1" 


Abdullah's eyes were shining as he agreed. να τι की आँखें चमक रहीं dt | 


The two of them reached the secret and दोनों ऊँचे पर्वतों के बीच सुनसान और रहस्यमय 
lonely land in the middle of tall mountains. स्थान पर पहुँचे । š 


Abdullah could hardly wait, қ 
енун агау val अब्दुल्ला इंतजार नहीं कर पा रहा था | 


The man pulled out ዘ small, ancient box from साधु ने अपनी झोले से छोटा, waa डिब्बा निकाला, 


his bag. Не took some mysterious powder out, उसमें से चूर्ण निकाला, कुछ फुसफुसाते हुए थोड़ा सा 


muttered under his breath, and sprinkled it on 


ज़मीन पर छिड़क दिया 
the ground. š резки 


- Abdullah's astonishment, an opening 
appeared in the mountain before him. 


पहाड़ी पर एक रास्ता निकल आया, जिसे 
देख अब्दुल्ला अचरज से भर ሻሻ | 

It led into a cave full of precious, sparkling 

jewels and gold. теп एक गुफा को जाता था जहाँ कीमती 
चमकते हुए जवाहरत और सोना था | 


Abdullah quickly packed the riches onto 


अब्दुल्ला ने जल्दी से धन अपने ऊँटों पर लाद लिया d 
his camels, 


4 greedy Abdullah wanted more than his 
share of twenty camels. 


He said to the holy man, “You are а holy 
man, why do you want so much of the 
treasure? Let me have thirty camels and you 
can keep ten." 


‘The holy man understood Abdullah's greed 
and was disgusted, but he agreed. 


अब लालची अब्दुल्ला को अपने हिस्से में आये बीस 
за पर लदे धन से भी अधिक की इच्छा होने लगी | 


उसने साधु से कहा, “तुम तो साधु हो, तुम इतना ám 
लेकर क्या करोगे? मुझे तीस Sz रखने दो, तुम दस 
ले लेना г 


साधु को अब्दुल्ला का लालच समझ में आ गया औ 
उसे घृणा हुई । पर वह मात्र | 


> e 
ES 


Since he had agreed so easily, Abdullah 
decided to try for more. 


“Теп camels will also be a burden to you. 
Give those to me as well,” he said. 


The holy man decided that Abdullah 
needed to be taught a lesson, so he agreed. 


ЧЕ इतनी आसानी से मान गया था तो अब्दुल्ला 
ने सोचा, थोड़ा और प्रयास किया जाए | 


उसने कहा, "दस зе भी तुम्हारे लिए भारी होंगे, 
उन्हें भी मुझे दे दो г 


साधु ने ከፎ किया कि अब्दुल्ला को सबक 
सीखाना ही पढ़ेगा, इसलिए वह मान गया | 


Abdullah was still not satisfied. “Тһе box too 
is of no use to you. Why don't you let me have 
that as well?" 


The holy man said, “Alright, you can take it. 
But never use it: if you put the powder in your 
right eye, you will see everything as gold, but 
if you put it in the left eye, you will go blind.” 


Then he walked away. 


अब्दुल्ला अभी भी तृप्त नहीं था | उसने कहा, “यह 
डिब्बा तुम्हारे किसी काम का नहीं है । इसे भी मुझे 
क्यों नहीं दे देते?” 


साधु ने कहा, "ठीक है, यह तुम ले सकते हो । मगर 
उसका उपयोग कभी न करना । यदि तुम इस चूर्ण को 
अपनी दायीं आँख में डालोगे तो तुम्हें सब कुछ सोना 
ही सोना नज़र आयेगा | परन्तु यदि अपनी बायीं आँख 
में डालोगे तो तुम अंधे हो जाओगे 1" 


फिर वह चला गया | 


Abdullah did not heed the man's warning. 
He sprinkled the powder in his right eye, 
and was thrilled to see everything in gold. 


“Imagine how much gold there would be ИТ 
sprinkled it into my left eye as well!" he said. 


Unfortunately the minute he did so, he went 
completely blind, just as the holy man had 
warned, 


अब्दुल्ला ने उसकी चेतावनी पर ध्यान नहीं दिया । 
उसने थोड़ा चूर्ण अपनी दायीं आँख पर छिड़क लिया | 
उसे सब कुछ सोना नज़र आने लगा । वह खुशी से 
पागल हो उठा । 


उसने कहा, "επ, कितना सोना होगा यदि इसे मैं 
अपनी वावी आँख में भी छिड़क लूँगा |" 


दर्भाग्यवश जिस पल उसने ऐसा किया, तभी, जैसे कि 
साधु ने कहा था, वह अंधा हो ሻሻ | 


Abdullah did not heed the man's warning. 
He sprinkled the powder in his right eye. 
and was thrilled to see everything in gold. 


"Imagine how much gold there would be if T 
4 sprinkled it into my left eye as well!" he said. 


Unfortunately the minute he did so, he went 


completely blind, just as the holy man had 
warned. 


अब्दुल्ला ने उसकी चेतावनी पर ध्यान नहीं दिया | 
उसने थोड़ा चूर्ण अपनी दायीं आँख पर छिड़क लिया । 
उसे सब कुछ सोना नज़र आने लगा । वह खुशी से 
पागल हो उठा । 


उसने कहा, “सोचा, कितना सोना होगा यदि इसे मैं 
CS बायीं आँख में भी छिड़क लूँगा |" 


दुर्भाग्यवश जिस पल उसने ऐसा किया, तभी, जैसे कि 
साधु ने कहा था, वह अंधा हो गवा | 


Abdullah had learnt his lesson the hard way, The Greedy Merchant 


but now, it was too late to repent. 


ДА 


अब्दल्ला ने भारी नुक्सान उठा कर यह सबक सीखा 


ते के लिए बहुत देर हो चुकी 21! 
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The Hunt for 
the Camel 


Once, a traveller lost his camel. He searched 
frantically for it all around the place, but 
nobody had seen it or could tell him where 
it was. 
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एक बार एक मुसाफिर का ऊँट खो गया था । वह उसे 
ятї ओर बेचैन होकर ፪፪ रहा था, परन्तु न तों किसी 
ने उसे देखा था और न ही कोई बता पा रहा था कि वह 
कहाँ | 


वुद्धिमान आदमियों से मिला | 


Finally he came upon three wise men. 


आखिर में वह तीन वृद्धिमा 


उसने उनसे पूछा, "जिस πτὴ से आप आ τὸ थे, 
कया आपने वहाँ कहीं एक #2 देखा?" 


acamel 


seen 


anywhere along the road from where you 
me?" 


He asked them, “Have you 
have coi 


उनमें से पहले आदमी ने पूछा, “क्या, तुम्हारा ऊट एक 


आँख से अंधा है?” 


The first man ask. 
blind in one eye?" 


मुसाफिर ने उत्तर दिया, mic 


“Yes, И is!" replied the traveller. 


TE 


142% ኤ 


ASS 


Тһе second man asked, “Is your camel lame दूसरे आदमी ने पूछा, Up qup ऊँट एक पैर 
in one leg?” से लंगड़ा | I 


ን itedly, “Yes! Yes! It is!” қ 
The traveller said excitedly, “Yes! Yes! It is! मुसाफिर ने उत्तेजित होकर कहा, "हाँ! हाँ! Ê I" 


The third man enquired, “Was your camel तीसरे आदमी ने पूछा, "क्या तुम्हारा Эл एक तरफ़ अनाज 
carrying a bag of grain on one side and honey की बोरी, और दूसरी तरफ़ शहद ले जा रहा था?” 

on the other side?” s Ë 

मुसाफिर ने कहा, "हाँ! ले जा रहा था | वह मेण ही ऊट 
है! आपने उसे कहाँ देखा? कृपया मुझे ай" 


“Yes И was!" said the traveller. “That is my 
camel! Where did you see it? Please tell me!” 


“We're sorry, but we didn't see your camel," 
they said. 


The traveller was angry. He didn't believe 
them and took them to the king's court. 


उन्होंने कहा, “हमें अफसोस ት 1 हमने तुम्हारे 
ऊट को नहीं देखा г 


मुसाफिर क्रोधित हो 22 | उसे उन पर विश्वास 
नहीं हुआ और वह उन्हें यजा के दरबार में ले 
गया | 


There he cried, “Your Majesty, these men 
describe my camel perfectly, yet they say they 
haven't seen it. They are hiding my camel!" 


πεῖ वह ሕሳ हुए बोला, "सुलतान, इन आदमियों मेरे 
Зе का सही-सही वर्णन किवा | फिर भी ये कहते हैं 

कि इन्होंने उसे नहीं देखा । इन्होंने मेरे ऊँट को कहीं 

छिपा रखा है ।" 


But the men pleaded innocence. परन्तु आदमियों ने सफाई दी कि वे निर्दोष हैं । 


“We had nothing to до with the camel's 


disappearance," one said. "We knew that एक बोला, "ऊट के गायब होने में हमारा कोई 

the camel was blind because the grass of लेना देना नहीं है | ዝፍት में एक ही तरफ ही 

only one side of the road was eaten." घास खायी गयी थी, इसलिए हमें पता चला कि 
वह #2 काना है GC 


"We knew that И was lame because we saw 
that one hoof-print was different from the 
rest," the other added. 


दूसरे ने बताया, "हमें मालूम था कि वह लंगड़ा है, 
क्योंकि उसके एक पैर के निज्ञान अन्य तीनों से 
अलग gt 


The third man continued, *We guessed 
it was carrying grain and honey. On one 
side of the road we saw that grain had 
been spilt, and on the other side there 
were traces of honey.” 


Hearing this, the king was convinced 
that the three men were not thieves. 


He was very impressed with their 
intelligence and offered them to be his 
courtiers. 


तीसरे ने आगे कहा, "एक तरफ रास्ते में अनाज fnr 
था और दूसरी तरफ शहद के गिरने के निशान थे, तब 
हमने अनुमान लगाया कि वह xz अनाज और शहद 
ले कर जा रहा होगा г 


गया कि वे 


यह सुन कर सुलतान को विश्वास हो 
तीनों आदमी चोर नहीं थे ι 


उनकी बुद्धिमत्ता से प्रभावित हुआ और उसने 


ሽ፳ 
उन्हें अपना दरवारी बनाने का प्रस्ताव दिया । 
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The Jealous Sister 
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Abad was a trader who lived іп a land 
called Damascus. He was in love with 
Hee who was th er of h 


wazir or minister. 


Abad and Heena knew that the wazir 
would never agree to their mar 
and so, they used to шесі secretly. 


Heena had a sister named Rabia. 
Rabia was а very curious girl. She noticed 
how Heena used to go out every evening and 


constantly annoyed her with questions, 


“Where do you go everyday?" she used to ask. 


हीना की एक बहन थी, ቭ፳ዣ | 

राविया बड़ी उत्सुक लड़की थी | वह हीना को रोज़ 
эти बाहर जाते देख, उससे लगातार प्रश्न पूछकर 
उसे परेशान करती थी । 


з Tod, “तुम रोज़ कहाँ जाती हो?” 


One day, when Неепа refused to tell her, 
Rabia decided to secretly follow her sister. 


एक दिन जब हीना ने जवाब देने से इनकार 
किया तो उसने छिपकर बहन का पीछा í 
का निश्चय किया | 


When she saw Heena and Abad, she was 
overcome with jealousy. 


She jumped out of her hiding place and 
cried, “Oh, so this is what you've been 
doing! You will be in big trouble when I 
tell father!” 


जब उसने अबद और हीना को साथ देखा तब वह 
ईर्ष्या से भर गई । 


ae छिपने वाली जगह से बाहर आयी और चिल्लाइ, 
"ओह! तो तुम यह सब कर रही थी, जब मैं पिताजी 
को बताऊंगी तब तुम बहुत परेशानी में पड़ जाओगी 1" 


Heena pleaded with her to keep this a secret, 
and so Rabia sulkily agreed. But in reality, she x? -- 
was thinking of a wicked plan... 


हीना ने उसे इस बारे मे किसी से न कहने का अनुरेध 
किया और ዝብና चिढ़कर मान गई । मगर वह मन ही 
मन एक योजना बना रही | 


The next day, Rabia went to Abad and अगले दिन after अबद के पास गई और बड़े 
pretended to be very friendly. दोस्ताना तरीके से उससे बातें करने लगी । 
When he wasn't looking, she quickly slipped 

her very expensive necklace into his pocket जब अबद का ध्यान कहीं और था तब fur 
and ran away. ने उसकी जेब में अपना कीमती हार डाल कर 


वहाँ से भाग गयी | 


She went to her father and cried, “Му 
necklace! My necklace! Somebody has 
stolen it!” 


Everyone began searching for it, but of 
course, it couldn't be found. 


बह अपने पिता के पास जाकर ቋት लगी, “मेरा 
हार! मेग हार! किसीने उसे चुरा लिया है г 


सब उसे Фа? में लग πᾶ | मगर वह किसीको 
नहीं मिला । 


Ву then, Abad had found the necklace іп 
his pocket. He didn't know how it got there 

™ but since he needed money, he decided to 
sell it. 


8:2 Не went to the jeweler, but as soon as the 
jeweler saw it, he recognized it as the 
wazir's necklace. 


तक अबद को अपनी जेब में वह हार मिल 

ग था । उसे मालूम नहीं था कि वह कहाँ से, 

कैसे वहाँ आया । क्योंकि उसे पैसों की 
थी उसने उसे बेचने का निश्चय किया | 


Е सुतार के पास गवा । सुनार ने जैसे ही उस 
हार को देखा वह तुरंत पहचान गया कि वह वज़ीर 
का ही हार | 


The wazir and the police were called. चज़ीर और पुलिस को बुलाया गया | अबद पर हार 


Abad was accused of stealing the necklace. चुग़ने का आग्रेप लगाया गया । 
“I'm innocent, please believe me!" he ` 
हनन उसने पार्थना की, "मैं निर्दोष हूँ, ቺና मेरा विश्वास 


कीजिए Г मगर सव Gm | 


Now Heena suspected that her sneaky 
sister was behind all of this. She went 
to her father and told him everything. 


The wazir summoned his younger 
daughter and questioned her. 


अब हीना को अपनी ईर्ष्यालु बहन पर संदेह हुआ कि 
πῇ इस सबके पीछे है, तो उसने पिता के सामने 
जाकर सारी बातें बता दीं । 


वज़ीर ने छोटी बेटी को बुलाकर उससे पूछताछ की | 


Ву now, Rabia was afraid. After being 
questioned hard, she finally confessed 
to all she had done, 


The wazir was very angry. Rabia was 
punished for what her jealousy had led 
her to do. 


अब तक राविया घबरा गयी थी | कड़ी तरह पूछने पर 
उसने अपनी करतूत स्वीकार कर ली | 


ят को बहुत गुस्सा आया | गबिया की ईर्ष्या के 
कारण जो हुआ, उस के लिए उसे दण्ड दिया गया | 


By now, Rabia was afraid. Aft 
questioned hard, she finally c« 
to all she had done. 


. Rabia was 
what her jealousy had led 


The wazir 
punished fo 
her to do. 


very 


अब तक राबिया घबरा गयी थी | कड़ी तरह पूछने 
उसने अपनी करतूत स्वीकार कर ली | 


ав को बहुत गुस्सा आया | णबिया की ईर्ष्या के 
कारण जो हुआ, उस के लिए उसे दण्ड दिया गया । 


Аз Гог Abad, the wazir saw what a good 
man he was and agreed to let him marry 
his daughter. 


Abad and Неспа were married in a grand 
omy. 


cer 


ने अबद को देखा और उसे लगा कि वह 
है । अतः हीना के साथ उसकी 
må के लिए ज़ी हो गया | 


1! हीना और अबद का 


12/13 


APPU SERIES - BILINGUAL 
бъ. Тһе Lazy Donkey 


आलसी गधा 


Tales From Arabian Nights 


Media Fus 


In a land far away, lived a kind and ) 
hardworking farmer. gS 1 


He had a special power to understand the 
language of animals. 


बहुत दूर के एक राज्य में एक मेहनती और दयालु 
किसान रहता था | 


जानवरों की भाषा समझने की उसमें एक विशेष 
शक्ति 1 


One evening, he heard the donkey and the 
bull talking to each other. He hid behind a 
tree and listened. 


एक शाम उसने ጣቋ और बैल को एक दूसरे से बातें 
करते हुए सुना । वह पेड़ की आड़ में खड़े होकर 
उनकी बातें सुनने लगा । 


y 


The bull was complaining to his friend, the बैल अपने दोस्त πὴ से 
donkey, “I am so tired,” he said. "I worked 
| so hard in the fields today." 


शिकायत कर रहा था। उसने 
कहा, "ት ने आज खेत में बड़ी मेहनत की और मैं 
wes थक गया #1" 


“Why до you work so much?" asked the 
donkey, “Look at me, all Ido the whole day 


” तरफ़ देखो, 
В eat, sleep and enjoy myself! ч 
| 2 करता Е 


गधे ने पूछा, “तुम इतनी मेहनत क्यों करते हो? मेरी 
साग दिन मैं खाता हूँ, सोता हूँ और मज़े 


| / TS 2 ат w їй М с - miw. 


The bull thought the donkey was very जैल ने सोचा कि गधा बड़ा भाग्यज्ञाली है । उसने 
lucky, *What do I do to live like you?" उदास होकर पूछा, "तुम्हारी तरह जीने के लिए मुझे 
he asked sadly. ፳፳ करना चाहिए?” 
“Well, I always pretend to be ill. Pretend та ይው сш 
4 गधे ने सलाह दी, “मैं हमेशा बीमारी का बहाना 
not to eat your food, moan and roll on ὃς SERM ፍሙ. 
ihe ground as if you are in país. Then बनाता हूँ। खाना न खाने mw बनाओ, 22 
the farmer won't take you to the fields,” हो कर ज़मीन पर लोटो, जैसे बड़ी पीड़ा हो रही 
the donkey advised. हो, तब किसान तुम्हें खेत में नहीं ले जाएगा ।” 


The next morning the bull did as the donkey अगली सुबह बैल ने वही किया जैसा गधे ने 


told him. उसे समझाया επι 


But the farmer, who had heard everything, 
was determined to teach the lazy donkey а 
lesson. 


परन्तु वह किसान जिसने सब कुछ सुन लिया था, 
उसने निश्चय किया कि इस गधे को जरूर सबक 
सिखाएगा । 


М 


He went to the donkey and said, "Since the वह πὲ के पास गया और बोला, “बैल बीमार है, 
bull is ill, vou will have to help me today." इसलिए तुम्हें आज मेरी मदद करनी होगी Г 


— < 


- 
= ο 


The bull howev 
his friend and 
idea. 


r, was cheerful. He came to 


Кей him for his brilliant 


“I had a wonderful day today! 1 think 1 will 
fool the far ow," he said. 


The poor donkey puffed and panted as he 
did all the work. By evening, he was aching 
all over. 


बेचारा गधा हाँफता-हाँफता साग काम करता रहा | 
ἜΠΗ तक उसका सार बदन थक कर चूर-चूर हो 
गया था | 


परन्तु बैल बहुत खुश था। वह अपने दोस्त के पास 
тат और उसके बढ़िया उपाय के लिए उसे धन्यवाद 
देने लगा | 


उसने कहा," आज़ मेश दिन बहुत अच्छा बीता । मैं 
कल फिर किसान को बेवकूफ बनाऊंगा |" 


Тһе donkey was worried. Не didn't want 
to toil so hard for one more day. 


Не quickly said, “Оһ no, you mustn't do 
that! Just today I heard the farmer say 
that if you were sick for longer, he would 
sell you to the butcher.” 


The bull was scared, He didn't want that 
to happen! He made up his mind that he 
was going to be a good bull and work hard 
again the next day. 


к... | 


EEE . 


गधे को चिंता हो गई | वह एक और दिन इतनी 
मेहनत नहीं करना चाहता था | 


उसने तुरंत कहा, "ओह नहीं! तुम्हें ऐसा नहीं 
करना चाहिए | आज ही मैंने किसान को यह 
कहते हुए सुना कि यदि तुम बीमार पड़ते रहे 
तो वह तुम्हें कसाई को बेच देगा |” 


बैल डर गया | वह ऐसा नहीं होने देना चाहता था | 
उसने सोच लिया था कि वह एक अच्छा बैल बनेगा 
और अगले दिन से फिर कड़ी मेहनत करेगा | 


The bull was scared. He didn't want that बैल डर गया | वह ऐसा नहीं होने देना चाहता था | 
to happen! He made up his mind that he उसने सोच लिया या कि यह एक अच्छा वैल abe. 
was going to be a good bull and work hard और अगले दिन से फिर कड़ी मेहनत करेगा | 
again the next day. 


ENGLISH 


HINDI 
The farmer, who had again hidden behind a 


to listen to their conversation, smiled to himself. 


The Lazy Donkey 
рази 
donkey, I hope you have learned your lesson आलसी गधा 


never to be lazy again. 


He went up to his donkey and quietly said, “So 


The donkey lowered his head in shame. Не Бай 
indeed learnt his lesson. 


кет 
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Once there lived а powerful Sultan who had एक बार एक प्रतापी सुलतान ት एक बड़े रज्य पर 
ruled over a large kingdom Гог many years. अनेक वर्षो तक रज किया। Ἢ 

However he had no sons to rule the land after परतु उसका कोई बेटा नहीं था जो उसके बाद उस 
him. राज्य पर गाज करता | 

Atthe advice of a wise man, he gave each of एक बुद्धिमान आदमी की सलाह से सुलतान ने अपनी 
his three queens a special fruit. तीनों πρ को एक-एक विशेष फल खाने को दिया | 


कुछ समय बाद पहली और दूसरी गनी ने एक-एक 


In time, the first and the second each gave 
पुत्र को जन्म दिया | 


Unfortunately, the third queen did not, and 
so the Sultan banished her into the forest. 


ሻት तीसरी эгїї को कोई बच्चा नहीं हुआ | 
इसलिए सुलतान ने उसे जंगल भेज दिया | 


Many days later, the queen gave birth to a 
boy in the forest. 


She named him Khudadad. 


बहुत दिनों के बाद रानी ने जंगल में एक बेटे को जन्म 
दिया । 


उसने उसे खुदादाद नाम दिया | 


= was а smart boy. He grew up into 
a strong young man, and was a skilled 
fighter. 


One day, his mother told him about his rcal 
father, the Sultan. 


However, the boy said, “Let me prove my 
worth before I tell him who I am." 


खुदादाद एक होशियार लड़का था | वह बड़ा होकर 
बलवान नौजवान और योग्य योद्धा बना । 


एक दिन उसकी τῇ ने उसे उसके असली पिता, 
सुलतान के बारे में बताया । 


परन्तु लड़के ने कहा, “उनको अपने बारे में बताने से 
पहले मैं अपनी काबिलियत साबित करना चाहता EG 


And so, Khudadad joined his father's army. 
With his courage and cleverness, he soon 
became very popular, and was the Sultan's 
favourite. 


इसलिए खुदादाद सुलतान की सेना में भर्ती हो गया | 
अपने साहस और चतुराई के कारण वह शीघ्र ही 
लोकप्रिय हो गया और सुलतान का प्रिय भी हो गया था। 


One day the two princes, who had gone एक दिन दो ग़ज़कुमार जो शिकार करने गए 
hunting, suddenly went missing. थे, अचानक जंगल में गायब हो गए । 


А massive search began. Brave Khudadad 


100 went looking for them in the forest. उन्हें Фа जाने लगा बहादुर खुदादाद भी 
उन्हें tat जंगल की ओर चल पड़ा । 


τα 
е 


There іп the forest, he found a beautiful 
young girl crying below the trees. 


“Who are you?" he asked. “Why are you 
weeping?" 


“I am the princess of the neighbouring 
land,” she said amidst sobs. “A horrid 
giant captured me. But save yourself! 
Run away from here before he finds 
you!” 


जंगल में उसे एक सुन्दर लड़की मिली, जो एक पेड़ 
के नीचे बैठी रो रही थी | 


उसने पूछा, "qu कौन हो? ἢ क्यों रही 817” 


उसने सिसकते हुए कहा, “मैं पड़ोसी राज्य की 

शजकुमारी हूँ । एक भयानक राक्षस ने मुझे पकड़कर 
यहाँ बंदी बनाकर रखा है | परन्तु, तुम अपने को बचा 
लो | इससे पहले कि वह ππὲ qu ले, तुम यहाँ से 
भाग जाओ ।” 


But Khudadad was the bravest warrior of. परन्तु खुदादाद उस राज्य का सबसे साहसी ug er | 
the land. 


He declared, “I will fight this monster. He = Нола КА i а wt । वह फ़िर 


will never hurt anyone ever again!" 


When the giant returned, Khudadad 
attacked him. 


The giant roared and yelled, but after a 
long fight, Khudadad defeated him and 
killed him. 


जब दैत्य वापस लौटा, खुदादाद ने उस पर हमला 
किया | 


दैत्य गरजा, चिल्लावा, परन्तु लम्बी लड़ाई के बाद 
खुदादाद ने उसे हराकर मार डाला | 


"The шаші has kept many people captive іп राजकुमारी ने कहा, “दैत्य ने कई लोगों को 
а cave nearby. Let's set them free," said the बन्दी बनाकर गुफा में रखा है | चलो हम उन्हें 
princess. मुक्त | 


The two of them went to the giant's secret दोनों दैत्य की ти ች गये और उन्होंने 
cave and freed the prisoners. Among the दोनों दैत्य की गुप्त गुफा में गये और उन्होंने 
prisoners were the two princes! सभी बंदियों को मुक्त कर दिया | उनमें दोनों 
गजकुमार भी थे | 


The Sultan was very pleased to see his 


सुलतान अपने दोनों बेटों को देखकर बहुत खुश हुआ | 
two 5085. 


ЧЕ खुदादाद को पुरस्कृत करना चाहता था | खुदादाद ने 
आखिर सच बता ही दिया | "मैं उस रानी का बेटा हूँ. 
जिसे आपने बरसों पहले देशनिकाले की सज़ा दी थी |” 


Не was ready to reward Khudadad when 
the boy finally told him, “I am the son of 
the queen you banished many years ago.” 


सुलतान अपने दोनों बे खकर बहुत खुश үз 


The Sultan was very pleased to see his 


two sons. 

н " 1 Khudadad wh वह खदादाद का ΤΠΕ करना चाहता 

e was ready to reward Khudadad when τπτ a و‎ Е 

the boy finally told him, “I am the son of RN irr. . 
> š ` जिसे आपने बरसां पहले देशनेकाले की सज़ा दी थी । 

the queen you banished many years age 


The Sultan was overjoyed at the news. 
The Sultan’s Third Son 


The third queen was soon brought back 


to the kingdom from the forest. 


Khudadad married the princess and they 
lived happily in the рай 


Arabas Nights 


सुलतान की खुशी का 


तीसरी Tî को से TT F वापस बुलाया गया 


τπο विवाह किया 3 
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The Three Brothers 


There once lived three brothers named 
Hassim, Khalced and Ali. The three of them 
divided the family fortune among themselves. 


While Hassim and Khaleed went off to travel 
around the world, Ali stayed behind. 


तीन भाई रहा करते 


यात्रा करने निकल पड़े 


Tales From Arabian Nights 


Media india) Pvt. Ltd. 


मगर अली घर पर ही रहा | 


Ali was a hardworking and honest young अली मेहनती और इमान्दार नौजवान था | उसने 


man. He began to do business, and soon व्यापार करना प्रारंभ किया | शीघ्र ही वह सफल 
became rich and successful. और धनवान बन गया | 


He married Laila, a kind, beautiful woman, 
who was also a very clever witch. 


उसने लैला नाम की सुन्दर और दयाला स्त्री से 
विवाह किया जो एक चतुर चुड़ैल भी थी | 


One day, two men in rags came to his door. 
“По you not recognize us, Ali?" they asked. 


< Тва moment, Ali realized that (һе poor men 
were actually his brothers. 


“Oh! What happened to you?" he cried. 


एक दिन दो आदमी फटेहाल में उनके दरवाज़े पर 
आये । 


उन्होंने पूछा, "क्या हमें पहचानते हो अली?” 


क्षण भर में अली ने पहचान लिया कि वे दोनों 
असल में उसके ही भाई थे । 


वह ἢ पड़ा और बोला, "अरे, तुम्हें क्वा हुआ?” 


Hassim and Khaleed told him, *We wandered हासिम और खालीद ने उसे बाताय, “हम हर 
around and lost all our money. That's how we तरफ घूमते रहे और अपना सारा धन गँवा बैठे 


are in this sad state." और इसलिए इस बुरे हाल मे हैं ।” 


Ali took them home and gave them food, 
clothes and money. 


अली उन्हें अन्दर ले गया और उनको भोजन, कपड़े 
और पैसे दिए i 


The brothers stayed with 


. But soon, दोनों भाई अली के साथ ही रहने लगे | परन्तु शीघ्र 


looking at how happy Ali was, they began री अली को ቺና देखकर उन्‍हें इम्मा होने लमी । 
to grow envious of him. 

They came up with a plan to take over his उसका व्यापार और धन हथियाने के लिए उन्होंने एक 
business and his riches. योजना बनाई | 


The two cunning brothers went up to АШ 
and suggested, “Let us all go on a trip to a 
faraway land. We want to start afresh, but 
we want you and your lovely wife to come 
with us as well.” 


Ali agreed and they all set off by ship. 


दोनों चालाक भाई अली के पास गए और प्रस्ताव 
रखा कि "हम सभी टूर यात्रा पर चलेंगे । हम दुबाग 
नया जीवन शुरू करना चाहते हैं, पर हम तुम्हे और 
तुम्हारी सुन्दर पत्नी को भी साथ ले जाना चाहते हैं |" 


अली मान गया और वे सब जहाज़ से निकल पड़े । 


S 


A 
ነቃ. 


One morning, on the deck of the ship, Hassim 
and Khaleed, laughing wickedly, pushed poor 
Ali off the ship and into the water. They ran 
away before anybody could see them. 


एक सुबह, जहाज़ पर हासिम और खालीद ने धूर्ततापूर्ण 
हँसते हुए बेचारे अली को जहाज़ से पानी में धकेल 
दिया और किसी के देखने से पहले ही वहाँ से भाग 
गए। 


Laila had always suspected her husband's 
brothers. 


She had been sure that they would do 
ы something wrong and so she had kept a 
close watch on them. 


She saw what they had done, and 
immediately rescued her husband. 


लैला को हमेशा से अपने देवरों पर संदेह ፻፲ | 


„ А जानती थी कि वे जरूर कुछ गड़बड़ करेंगे, 
[ वह उन पर हमेशा नज़र रखती थी | 


उसने उनकी यह करतूत देख ली और तुरंत अपने 
पति को बचा लिया | 


Laila was fuming. In her anger, she cast लैला क्रोधित हो उठी और क्रोध में आकर उसने दोनों 
а spell оп them and so they turned into भाइयों पर ऐसा मंत्र फूंका कि वे दोनों कुत्ते बन गए । 
dogs. 


But Ali was a good man. He decided to परन्तु अली एक भला आदमी था | उसने अपने भाइयों 
forgive his brothers. He requested Laila to को माफ़ कर दिया । उसने पत्नी से अनुरोध किया कि 
remove the spell. Moved by his kindness, ae उन्हें मंत्रमुक्त कर दे | पति के दयाभाव से प्रभावित 


she agreed. होकर वह मान ጣጃ | 


But Ali was a good man. He decided to 
forgive his brothers. He requested Laila to 
remove the spell. Moved by his kindness, 
she agreed. 


Hassim and Khaleed were turned to their 
original forms. They had learnt their lesson 
and went away feeling ashamed of themselves, 


हासिम और खालीद फिर अपने असल रूप में बदल 
ता पाठ सीख लिया था और 
हुए वे वहाँ से चले गए | 


परन्तु अली एक भला आदमी था | उसने अपने भाइयों 
को माफ़ कर दिवा उसने पत्नी से ae किया कि 

वह उन्हें मंत्रमुक्त कर दे | पति के दयाभाव से प्रभावित 
मान गवी | 


होकर वह 


TheThree Brothers 


तीन भाई 
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कृतध्न राजा 


The Ungrateful King 


कृतघ्न राजा 


Roum was а large, prosperous kingdom. गौम एक बड़ा और संपन्न राज्य | मगर उसका 
However; the king, King Jafar was affected राजा जाफ़र एक विचित्र गोग से पीड़ित επι 
by a strange disease. 


संसार भर के हकीमों ने उसका इलाज करने का 


Physicians from all over the world had tried 3 
š प्रवास किया, मगर नाकामयाब τὸ | 


to treat him but they failed. 


One day, а wise and powerful sage, Sage 
Budin came to the king's court. “I will cure 
the king,” he claimed. 


King Jafar promised him a huge reward if 
he could. 


Sage Budin took out some strange looking 
herbs and rubbed some paste onto the king. 


After a while, he washed it off. Soon enough, 
the king was cured, There was no sign of the 
disease at all! 


एक दिन एक बुद्धिमान और पहुँचा हुआ साधु बुदिन 
राजा के दरबार में आया और उसने दावा किया, "मैं 
агат का इलाज़ करूँगा |” 


राजा ने उसे कामयाब होने पर बड़ा इनाम देने का 
፳፳ किया | 


बुद्धिमान बुदिन ने कुछ विचित्र सी दिखने वाली 
जड़ी-बूटियों को निकालकर उसका लेप राजा 
को लगाया । 


कुछ समय ጃሮ उसने उसे थो डाला cx ही 
rem टीक हो गया | गेग का निज्ञान तक नहीं था | 


King Jafar was extremely pleased. “You will राजा जाफ़र अति प्रसन्न हो ሻሸ | उसने कहा, “जैसे 
have the reward as 1 promised,” he said. मैंने वादा किया था, तुम्हें इनाम ज़रूर मिलेगा i 


However, there was one wicked minister 
in the king's court who was very jealous. 


He didn't like the fact that the sage was 
showered with presents and that the sage 
was now the king's favourite. 


मगर राजा के दरबार में एक दुष्ट मंत्री था जो 


बड़ा ही #ый भी था। 


उसे यह बात अच्छी नहीं लगी कि साधु को 
ढेरों इनाम दिए गए और वह राजा का चहेता 
बन गया था | 


He went to the king and said, “Your Highness, उसने ጽ፳ के पास जाकर कहा, "pap आपको मूर्ख 
you аге being fooled. That man is actually a spy बनाया जा रहा है । वह आदमी दुश्मनों का एक गुप्तचर 
from the enemy kingdom. Не В only trying to है । वह आपका मित्र बनने का नाटक कर रहा है | 


be your friend until he can find the right time 
to kill you and become the king himself." 


N 
SE 


ताकि मौका मिलते ही आपको मार कर erê राजा बन 
जाए |” 


King Jafar was slowly convinced by the 
poisonous words of his minister, 


He called his guards and ordered, “Bring 
Sage Budin to me! ГП punish him!” 


፳፳ को धीरे-धीरे मंत्री के विषैले शब्दों पर 


विश्वास हो गया । 


उसने अपने पहरेदागें को बुलाकर आज्ञा दी 
कि “साधु बुदिन को मेरे सामने पेश करो | 
मैं उसे दण्ड ἕπτ’ 


Заре Budin was brought before the king. 


He warned the king and said, “I am the one 
who cured you of your terrible illness. Is 
this how you should treat me? Lam a sage, 
not a spy. If you try to do anything to me, 
you will only bring trouble upon yourself." 


But the king didn't listen, 


साधु बुदिन को गजा के सामने पेश किया गवा । 


उसने गजा को सावधान करते हुए कहा, “मैं हि हूँ 
जिसने आपकी भयानक बीमारी का इलाज़ किया | 
« आप इसी तरह मुझसे व्यवहार करेंगे? मैं एक 
साधु हूँ, कोई जासूस नहीं । यदि आप मुझे कोई 
हानि पहुँचाने का प्रयत्न करेंगे, तो आप अपने लिए 
संकट को न्योता її 


परन्तु राजा ने अनसुना कर दिया | 


'። 


ጊን 


The sage said, “Ok, in that case, I һауе one 
last wish, Please read this book. It will tell 
you how to prepare all my secret medicines. 
You will become the wisest king in the 
whole world." 


साधु बृदिन ने कहा, “ठीक है, मेरी अंतिम इच्छा है 
कि आप कृप्या इस किताब को पढ़े | इसमें आपको 
मेरी गुप्त दवाइयों को बनाने की विधी मिलेगी । आप 
पूरे संसार के सबसे बुद्धिमान रजा बन जाएंगे |” 


Не was about to shout in anger at Sage 
Budin when suddenly he fell to the ground 
moaning in pain. 


He was taken ill again! 


चह क्रोध से बृदिन पर चिल्लाने ही वाला था कि 
अचानक दर्द से कराहते हुए ज़मीन पर गिर पड़ा । 


ae फिर से बीमार पड़ गया था | 


The king greedily opened the book and 
turned the pages. 


But he was puzzled to see that there was 
nothing written in it. 


राजा ने लोभित होकर किताब खोली और उसके 
ча पलटे । 


उसमें कुछ भी लिखा ना पाकर वह व्याकुल हो 
за! 


- 


He was about to shout іп anger at Sage 
Budin when suddenly he fell to the ground 
moaning in pain. 


He was taken ill again! 


बह क्रोध से बुदिन पर चिल्लाने ही वाला था कि 
अचानक दर्द से कराहते हुए ज़मीन पर गिर पड़ा | 


वह फिर से बीमार पड़ गया था | 


It was then that the ministers realized that 5 2 
the pages of the book had a strong polson The Ungrateful King 


that made the king fall sick again. t سے‎ 


कृतघ्न राजा 


The sage had taught them all a lesson for 
their ungratefulness. 


मंत्रियों को तब बोध हुआ कि किताव के पन्नों में 
तेज विष था, जिस कारण राजा फिर से बीमार हा 


गया था 


K सभी को उनकी कृतघ्नता 
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बदसूरत बतख बच्चा 


The Ugly Duckling 


बदसूरत बतख बच्चा 
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N, 


A Fairy Tale 
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Yurt n tnê by me tape 


Once upon a time, there lived a mother 
диск. She was excited. Her five eggs were 
finally going to hatch. 


She watched and counted as one by one the 
eggs hatched. 


“One duckling...two ducklings... 
three...four...five ducklings!” 
she said happily. 


एक समय की बात है । एक गाँव में झील के किनारे 
एक बतख रहती थी। वह बड़ी खुश थी। क्योंकि 
፳፪ माँ बननेवाली थी | उसके पाँच зі से बच्चे 
निकलने ही वाले थे । 


जैसे ही अंडे टूटने लगे, वह बड़े आनंद से अपने 
watt को गिनने लगी। 


"एक बच्चा, दो बच्चे, तीन बच्चे, चार बच्चे, पाँच- 
жәйі” — m © 


EN 
LN 


— ९ 


- she noticed that there was one अचानक माँ बतख चौंक गई । उसने देखा कि एक 
more egg. और अंडा था | 


It was bigger and whiter than the rest. यह अंडा दूसरे अंडों से बड़ा और सफेद था | 
“This cannot һе my egg!” she thought. "वा मेण अंडा नही हो A 
де मेण अंडा नहीं हो सकता, उसने सोचा | 


Slowly. the big egg began to crack and 


а strange looking duckling came out. धीर-धीरे वह अंडा टूटने लगा और उसमें से एक 


अजीब बच्चा निकल आया | 


Mother Duck was surprised. माँ बतख चकित रह ዣ | 


The youngest duckling was grey and bigger अह सबसे Әсте, भरे रंव का था और दिको में 


than the rest. 3 
सवसं बड़ा επι 


“How ugly the little one is!" she thought. E τ "m 
аят बदसूरत है यह बच्चा!” उसने सोचा | 


As the days went by, the ducklings began 
to grow. But the youngest duckling looked 
different from the rest. 


Everybody looked at him and said, “There 
goes the Ugly Duckling!” 


His brothers and sisters teased him all the 
time, 
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दिन बीतते गए और πητα के बच्चे बड़े होने ጣባ | 
लेकिन सबसे छोटा बच्चा बाकी बच्चों से काफी 
अलग था | 


सभी उसे देखकर कहते, "देखो देखो, यह जा रहा 
है बदसूरत बतख बच्चा |” 


उसके भाई-बहन भी उसे हमेज्ञा चिढ़ाते रहते थे । 


The Ugly Duckling felt very bad. Whenever 
people laughed at him, he used to run away 
and hide behind the reeds near the lake. 


"Nobody loves me," he sobbed. 


बदसूरत बतख बच्चे को बड़ा арт लगता था | जब उसे 
सारे चिढ़ाने लगते तब वह झील के किनारे बाँस के 
झुस्मुट में छिप जाता | 


"कोई मुझसे प्यार नहीं करता”, बह दःखी होकर 
सोचता रहता । 


One day, the duckling decided to run एक दिन, बतख बच्चे ने तव किया कि वह घर से 
away from home. भाग जाएगा | 


He swam and he swam. On the way, + š 
he had many adventures. वह झील में छलांग लगा कर तैरने लगा । आगे उसे 
कई अनोखे अनुभवों का सामना करना पड़ा । 


In the woods, hunters tried to shoot him, जंगल में, शिकारियों ने उसे मारने की कोशिश की | 

but he ran away from them and their dogs. लेकिन ava बच्चा वही से दुम-दबाके आगा और 
गया 

He had never been so scared! E 


зе कभी इतना ZT हुआ नहीं था! 


The duckling lived for some time near 
another lake. But winter came and soon 
the water in the lake became ice. 


The duckling shivered and shook in the 
freezing cold. 


He escaped to an old woman's house, but 
when she found out that he couldn't lay 
any eggs for her, she shooed him out. 


बह एक बुढ़िया के घर में जा छिप गया । जब बतख 
बच्चे ने कोई अंडे नहीं दिये तब че ने उसे घर 
से बाहर निकाल दिया । 


बतख बच्चा एक दूसरे झील के पास रहने लगा | 
जब सरदी का मौसम आया, तब झील पर बफ 
जम गई | 


बतख बच्चा ठंड में थरथणने और їчї लगा | 


= was rescued by a kind farmer. But 
the farmer's naughty son chased him all 
around and threw stones at him. 


He ran away from there too, squawking in 
fear and pain, 


The duckling was tired from all his travels 
but he trudged on with a heavy heart. 


Finally during spring, he reached a 
shimmering lake. 


There he saw two beautiful, white birds 
with long necks, swimming gracefully, 


Пе looked at them and thought, “Пом 
beautiful those birds are! But ! am so ugly. 
They will never let me stay with them,” 


तब बतख बच्चे को एक उदार किसान ት आसरा 
दिया । पर उसके नटखट बेटे ने बतख बच्चे को 
भगाकर थका दिया और उस पर पत्थर भी फेंके । 


बतख बच्चा वहाँ से चीखते-चिल्लाते भाग निकला | 


वह अपने सारे अनुभवों से थक गया था और उदास 
होकर चलता झा | 


फिर वसंत का मौसम आया और बतख बच्चा एक 
सुंदर सी झिलमिलाती झील के पास पहुँच пати 


झील में दो सुंदर लंबे गरदनवाले सफेद पक्षी थे । 
बे बड़े आकर्षक रूप से तैर रहे थे । 


aaa बच्चे ने उन्हें देखकर सोचा, “कितने सुंदर हैँ 
ये पक्षी और मैं कितना बदसूरत! वे मुझे अपने साथ 
कभी नहीँ रहने देंगे |” 


Finally during spring, he reached a 
shimmering lake 


There he saw two Бе: 


with le 


utiful, white birds 


ng necks, swimming gracefully. 


He looked at them and thought, “How 
beautiful those birds are! But I am so ugly. 
They will never let me stay with them.” 


Just then, he looked into the water at his 
refle 
looked just like the other two elegant birds! 


ion. To his surprise, he saw that he 


@ he Ugly Duckling 
बदसूरत बतख बच्चा 


The birds came to him and said, “Welcome 
friend! You must be the most beautiful 
this whole lak It was then that he 
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Once upon а time, there lived а kind एक समय की बात है । एक दयाल मोची और उसकी 
shoemaker and his wife. पत्नी रहते थे । 1 


Sadly, nobody bought his shoes anymore, 
and they had become poor. 


दुर्भाग्य से मोची के जूते बिक नहीं रहे थे और 
धीरे-धीरे मोची गरीब हो गया | 

He only had cloth left to make one last мак 09 
pair of shoes. एक़ वक्त आया कि बहुत बुरी हालत हो गई | मोची के 
पास सिर्फ आखिरी जूते की जोड़ी के लिये कपड़ा 
बचा था | 


To console him, his wife said, “Don't worry 
too much. Everything will soon be all righ 
Leave the cloth on the table. You can stitch 
the shoes tomorrow. Let us go to bed now." 


मोची को दिलासा देते हुए उसकी पत्नी ने कहा, 

"आप चिंता मत कीजिए | सब कुछ ठीक हो जाएगा। 
आप अब थक गए हैं । कल जूते बना दीजिए । कपड़े 
को मेज़ पर रख दीजिए और अब आप सो जाइवे 1" 


However, four little elves who had been 
outside their window, had heard them 
talking. 


They felt sorry for the kind man. 


“We must help the poor shoemaker!” 
they decided. 


चार देवदूत मोची के घर की खिड़की के सामने से 
गुजर रहे थे। उन्होंने मोची और उसकी पत्नी की 
सारी बातें सुन लीं । 


उन्हें उन दोनों पर बड़ी दवा आई | 


“हमें उनकी मदद करनी चाहिये“, उन चारों ने सोचा । 


The smart, talented elves fluttered 
into the house through the window. 


They took the cloth and soon began 
cutting, sewing and decorating it. 


Before morning, they made the most 
beautiful pair of shoes in the whole 
world and flew away, 


चतुर और बुद्धिमान देवदूत खिड़की से उड़कर 
मोची के घर में आए। 


उन्होंने मेज़ पर पड़े कपड़े को लिवा और तुरंत 
काटने, सीने और सजाने का काम शुरू किया | 


सुबह होने से पहले उन्होंने दुनिया भर में सबसे 
बेहतरीन जूते की जोड़ी को बनाया और वहीँ से 
उड़ ти 


In the morning, the shoemaker and his 
wife were amazed to see the pretty shoes 
lying on the table. 


“Who made this?" they both wondered. 
“They are lovely!” 


सुबह मेज़ पर पड़े सुंदर जूते की जोड़ी को देखकर 
मोची और उसकी पत्नी आइचर्यचकित हुए | 


बे सोचने लगे, “ag किसने बनाई? यह कितनी 
सुंदर है!” 


Soon, а merchant saw the shoes in the shop जल्द ही, एक व्यापारी ने उन जूतों को पसंद कर, उसे 


window and immediately bought them. тя खरीद लिया | 

He gave the shoemaker enough money to ав 

buy cloth for two pairs of shoes. उसने मोची को पैसे दिये जिससे वह दो जूतों की 
जोड़ियों के लिये कपड़ा खरीद सका । 


p Фу 
4 / 
That night too, the shoemaker left the cloth उस πα मोची ने फिर से कपड़ा मेज़ पर रख दिया | 

on the table before going to bed. 
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Тһе elves returned. Before sunrise, they had देवदूत फिर से आए और सूरज उगने से पहले दो 
made two more pairs of shoes that were much और जूतों की जोड़ियाँ बनाकर चले गए । यह दो 
prettier! जोड़ियाँ पहले की जोड़ियों से भी ज्यादा सुंदर थीं । 
"This continued for many more nights. Lovely " 

shoes that the elves made used to wait for the यह सिलसिला कई दिनों तक चलता रहा । हर सुबह 


shoemaker every morning. मोची को देवदूत की बनाई गई जूतों की जोड़ियाँ 
मिल जातीं | 


The shoemaker and his wife were puzzled. 
“I wonder who our friends are,” they said. 
“We must thank them for their kindness.” 


They decided to stay awake that night and 
hide behind the door to find out who made 
the shoes for them. 


मोची और उसकी पत्नी їл परेशान हो जाते | 
“हमारे यह अच्छे दोस्त कौन हैं?” वे सोचते, 
“हमें उनका शुक्रिया अदा करना चाहिये Г 


उन्होने तव किया कि वे रात को जागकर दरवाज़े 
के पीछे छिप जाएंगे । जब उनके दोस्त उनकी 
मदद करने आएंगे, तब वे उन्हें देख लेंगे | 


As they waited, they saw the elves fly in, 
laughing, singing and quickly stitching 
the shoes. 


“How lucky we are!" exclaimed the 
shoemaker се the elves had left. “We 
must give them something in return.” 


ov 


जैसे ही वे इंतजार कर रहे थे, देवदूत अंदर आए 
और हँसते - गाते जूते बनाने लगे | 


"हम कितने भाग्यज्ञाली δ", मोची और पत्नी ने 


सोचा | उन्होंने निश्चय किया, "हम उन्हें बदले में 
कुछ खास देंगे |" 


The wife suggested, “Their clothes were 
torn. Let us make tiny clothes for them!” 


They both worked hard to make the best 
clothes, including the cutest pair of shoes 
for the friendly elves, and left them on the 
table the next night. 


When the elves came, they were thrilled 
to see their new clothes, 


They danced and sang in happiness, and 
flew out of the window, never to return again. 


чей ने सुझाया, "उनके कपड़े 5-09 लग रहे 
थे । क्‍यों न हम उनके लिये छोटे कपड़े बनाएँ ।" 


दोंनो ने बड़ी मेहनत से देवदूतों के लिये बढ़िया 
कपड़े और छोट-छोटे जूते बनाए और गत को उन्हें 
मेज़ पर रख दिया । 


रात को जब देवदूत आए , तब वे नए कपड़े देखकर बड़े 
ππττι 


आनंद से वे नाचते-गाते झूमने लगे और फिर वे खिड़की 
से उड़कर सदा के लिये चले गए । 


When the elves came, they were thrilled रात को जब देवदूत आए , तब वे नए कपड़े देखकर बड़े 
to see their new clothes. खुश ፻፲ | 


They danced and sang in happiness, and 
flew out of the window, never to return again. 


आनंद से वे नाचते-गाते झूमने लगे और फिर वे खिड़की 
से उड़कर सदा के लिये चले गए । 


The shoemaker continued to make the best 
shoes in town and sold them. he Shoemaker and 


the (Eves 
He and his wife never forgot the kind elves 
who had helped them in their time of need. मोची और देवदूत 


मोची शहर के सबसे बढ़िया जूते बनाकर बेचता रहा | 


और उसकी पत्नी की ऐन वक्त 17:26 
EE कभी नहीं भूले । ኣብ” 
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Once upon a time, in a faraway land, lived a 
beautiful princess. 


Her skin was white аз snow, her lips were гей 
аз roses and her hair was black like the night. 
Her name was Snow White. 


एक समय की बात है । दूर के प्रदेश में एक सुंदर 
गजकुमारी रहती vit | 


उसका रंग बर्फ की तरह सफेद था, होंठ लाल गुलावों 
की ፳፳ लाल और बाल रात के अंधेरे की तरह काले। 
उसका नाम था स्नोव्हाइट | 


Snow White had a beautiful but proud 
stepmother who was a witch. 


Everyday, she stood in front of her magic 
mirror and asked, *Mirror, mirror on 
the wall, who is the fairest of us all?” 


The mirror used to answer, “You are, 
oh Queen!” 


स्नोव्हाइट की सौतेली रानी-मौ, बड़ी सुंदर थी । 
लेकिन घमंडी और नकचढ़ी भी थी | वह एक 
जादूगरनी भी थी । 


हर रोज़, वह अपने जादुई आईने में झौक कर पूछती, 
"बोल रे मेरे आईने, जग में सुंदर कौन है वो ललना, 
क्या है तेग कहना?" 


और आईना कहता, "जग में सबसे सुंदर आप ही हो 
ሺ. बेहतर कोई आप से, नहीं है, यह सब ने मानी ।" 


However, one day, the mirror replied, “You पर, एक दिन आईने ने उत्तर दिया, “जग में सबसे 
are beautiful but Snow White is the fairest सुंदर आप ही हो रानी, लेकिन आपसे भी सुंदर है 


of them all!" स्नोव्हाइट यह सब ने मानी |" 


The jealous Queen was so angry that she ده‎ T— 
ordered Snow White to be taken to the यह सुनकर रानी स्नोव्हाइट से ईर्ष्या करने लगी і 
forest and killed. उसने क्रोध में आकर अपने खास सिपाही को 


आदेज्ञ दिया, "स्नोव्हाइट को जंगल में ले जाओ 
और उसे खत्म कर दो ΙΓ 


But the guard took pity оп Snow White सिपाही को स्नोव्हाइट पर दया आई और उसने उसे 
and instead left her deep in the forest. घने जंगल में छोड़ दिया । 


Snow White wandered through the forest 
alone till she finally saw a strange house 
in the middle of the woods. 


स्नोव्हाइट ज॑गल में भटकती रही और उसने जंगल 
के बीच एक अजीब घर देखा । 


The house belonged to seven dwarfs. वह घर था सात "πὶ का | 


The kind dwarfs heard her sad story and 
said, “You can live with us, Snow White.” 


“Oh thank you!" she said. “I can take care 
of you!" 


So everyday, when the dwarfs went off into 
the forest to work, Snow White stayed back. 


тач बौनों ने स्नोव्हाइट की दुःख भरी कहानी सुनी 

| और कहा, “तुम हमारे साथ रह सकती हो स्नोव्हाइट!” 
4 

यह सुत्रकर ату ने उनका शुक्रिया अदा किया और 
"wer "मैं तुम्हाण ख्याल ፐቋዥ 1" रोज़ ሻት जंगल में 
काम करने जाते और स्नोव्हाइट घर को संभालती | 


In the mean time, the wicked stepmother 
eagerly asked her mirror the question. 


But the mirror again answered, “You are 
still fair, but none to Snow White can 
compare. Deep within the forest glen, 
there she stays with seven little men.” 


राज्य में दुष्ट रानी अपने जादुई आईने से प्रशन पूछ 
रही थी । 


XR आईने ने उत्तर दिया, “आप तो हैं सबसे सुंदर 
जाली, लेकिन आप से भी सुंदर वह है स्नोव्हाइट, जो 
) जंगल में काटे दिन-रात, सात बौनों के साथ |" 


The furious Queen decided to go to the forest रानी अब आग πατῃ हो गई | उसने तव किया 
and kill Snow White, कि वह खुद जंगल में जाकर स्नोव्हाइट को खत्म 


कर देगी | 
She disguised herself as an old woman selling 


apples, filled a basket with poisoned apples, 


and went to the dwarfs’ house. उसने अपने आप को सेब बेचनेवाली Ява ЕЈ 


रूप में बदला, एक टोकरी में जहरीले सेव भरे 
और वह वौनों के घर गई | 


She knocked on the door. “Good 
morning!" she said in a hoarse voice. 


“Ро buy some of these wonderful apples. 
They are very sweet and tasty!" 


Snow White was scared to open the door 
to strangers, but the woman pleaded. 


She said, “Look how big, round and red 
they are! They are delicious!” 


тата को खट्खटाकर उसने रूखे स्वर में कहा, 
“सुप्रभात बेटी! क्या तुम यह लज़ीज सेव लेना पसंद 
करोगी? यह बड़े मीठे और स्वादिष्ट हैं!” 


स्नोव्हाइट ने अजनबियों के डर से दरवाज़ा नहीं 
खोला | पर बूढ़ी औरत ने आग्रह किया | 


वह लालच दिखाते हुए बोली, "देखो ये सेब है कितने 
बड़े, कितने ताजे, कितने लाल और रसीले! उन्हें सबा 
खाना चाहते हैं ।” 


Snow White couldn't resist. She took an apple 
but the minute she bit into the poisonous 
apple, she fell to the ground. 


The evil Queen ran away laughing wickedly. 


स्नोव्हाइट अपने आप को रोक नहीं पाईं । पर जैसे ही 
वह जहरीला सेब खाने लगी, वह ज़मीन पर गिर पड़ी । 


दुष्ट ፐባ हँसते हुए वहाँ से चली गई । 


When the dwarfs returned, they were 
shocked to see Snow White lying like she 
was dead. 


They put her in a glass case and sadly sat 
around her. 


जब बौने वापस आए , तब उन्होंने हैनी से देखा 
कि स्नोव्हाइट बेहोश पड़ी थी | 


बौनों ने उसे एक शीशे के बक्से में रखा और 
सभी बड़े दुःखी होकर रोने लगे | 


Just then, а Prince годе by. He saw the 
beautiful Snow White in the case and fell in 
love with her. He leaned over and kissed her. 


At that moment, the evil witch's magic 
spell was broken and Snow White awoke! 


तभी एक गजकुमार वहाँ से ሻጋ፣ रहा था | सुंदर 
स्नोव्हाइट को देखकर और उसकी कहानी सुनकर 
राजकुमार उससे प्यार करने लगा | बड़ी कोमलता 
से उसने उसे चूम लिया | 


उसी क्षण दुष्ट गनी का जादू खत्म हो गया और 


स्नोव्हाइट ने आँखें खोलीं! 


Just then, а Prince rode by. He saw the 
beautiful Snow White in the case and fell in 
love with her. He leaned over and kissed her. 


At that moment, the evil witch's magic 
spell was broken and Snow White awoke! 


‘The dwarfs were overjoyed and danced 
in glee. 


The Prince and Snow White were 
married and they lived happily ever after. 


ትት खुशी से झूमकर नाचने-गाने लगे | 
pz ने शादी कर ली और वे 
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तभी एक गजकुमार वहाँ से गूज़र रहा था | सुंदर 

स्नोव्हाइट को देखकर और उसकी कहानी सुनकर 
गजकुमार उससे प्यार करने लगा | बड़ी कोमलता 
से उसने उसे चूम लिया । 


ल उर का ጣን सम शच और 
स्नोव्हाइट ने आँखें खोली! 


Snow White 
and the Seven Dwarfs 


स्नोव्हाइट और सात बौने 


noe Hess езі mepnotre vars her አቀር Snow Whie escapes ard rows wth 
τ... 
ο “ዛዛ ager? 
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Once upon a time in a faraway land, a 
beautiful girl was born to the king and queen. 


Fairies from all over were invited for the 
celebration. They brought with them 
precious gifts and blessed the little princess 
so that she would become a clever, beautiful 
and kind girl. 


एक समय की बात ፻ | एक दुर के देश के रज्ञा और 
тї को एक सुंदर-सी राजकुमारी हुई | 


इस Ч में एक शानदार उत्सव मनाया गया और 
दुनिया भर की परियों को आमंत्रित किया गया | परियों 
ने राजकुमारी को अनमोल तोफे और आशीर्वाद दिवे 
कि वह चतुर सुंदर और दवालु बने | 


Just then, an old, wicked fairy came to the 


palace and cursed the princess. 


“On your sixteenth birthday, you will prick on 
a spindle and die!" she screamed in anger and 


vanished. 


Everybody was shocked, 


A young fairy said, “I can't take away 
the evil witch's curse, but ГІ try to help. 
When the princess pricks herself, she 
won't die, but will instead fall into a deep 
sleep, and will only awaken with a kiss of 
a prince who loves her.” 


तभी, एक बूढ़ी दुष्ट परी महल मै आई और उसने 
राजकुमारी को σπα दिवा | 


वह ऋध में चीखी, “तुम्हारे सोलहवें जन्मदिन पर 
तुम्हें एक सुई चुभेगी और तुम मर जाओगी!” और 
वह गायब т? 1 


सभी हैरान रह गए। 


फिर एक नेक परी ने कहा, "मैं दृष्ट परी का ज्ञाप 
बदल नहीं सकती | पर मैं आपकी मदद करूँगी | जब 
राजकुमारी को सुई चुभ जाएगी, तब वह मरेगी नहीं 
पर गहरी नींद में सो जाएगी । वह तभी जागेगी 

जब उसे एक प्यार करनेवाला राजकुमार चूम लेगा 1" 


The king and queen were so worried for 
their dear daughter that they ordered all 
spinning wheels of the kingdom to be 

destroyed forever. 


However, unknown to them, one spinning 
wheel was still left... 


राजा और गनी, राजकुमारी के भविष्य को लेकर 
गहरी चिंता में पड़ गए | उन्होंने राज्य की सारी 
чей और चरखे नष्ट कर दिये । 


लेकिन उनसे अज़ात एक सुई का चरखा अभी भी 
राज्य में πετ गया था । 


As the years went by, the baby grew to be 
а lovely, charming young girl. 


On her sixteenth birthday, when she was 
roaming about the castle, she came upon 
а secret room at the very top of the castle 
towers. Curious, she went in to find an old 
woman bent over a spinning whecl. 


- कई साल बीत गए और गजकुमारी एक सुंदर सुशील 
युवती हो गई | 


उसके ጥት जन्मदिन पर वह महल में टहल रही 
थी | जब महल के सबसे ऊँचे मीनार में उसे एक गुप्त 
कमरा मिला, उत्सुक हो कर वह अंदर गई और देखा 
कि वहाँ एक बूढ़ी औरत सुई के चरखे पर काम कर 
रही dri 


“Oh, what is this?” she cried, for she had 
never seen such a thing before. 


She pleaded with the woman, “Please do 
let me try it as well!” 


"ओहः! यह क्या है?" राजकुमारी ने आइचर्य 
से पूछा, क्योकि उसने सुई के चरखे को कभी 
नहीं देखा था। 


उसने औरत से विनती की, "क्या मैं भी इस 
पर काम कर सकती हूँ?" 


But the minute she touched the needle of 
the spindle, she fell to the ground. 


Тһе witch's spell had come true! With а 
heavy heart, the king ordered her to be 
taken to a grand room where she would lie. 


The whole kingdom was sad. 


राजकुमारी ने सुई को हाथ लगाया और उसी क्षण 
ae जमीन पर बेहोश गिर पड़ी | 


gE परी का στα सच हो गया! बड़े दु:खी होकर 
राजा ने आदेश दिया कि ग्रज़कुमारी को एक भव्य 
~ कमरे में रखा जाए d 


पूरे राज्य में उदासी का माहौल छा गया | 


The youngest fairy watched all of this. 


She said with а wave of her wand, “Let the 
whole kingdom fall asleep with the princess. 
So when she is woken by her prince, she will 
not be alone.” 


The moment she said this, all the people 
and all the animals in the kingdom fell 
asleep where they were. Everything stopped. 


As the years went by, a thick forest grew 
around the palace and the kingdom to 
hide it. 


नेक परी यह सब कुछ देख रही थी । 


उसने अपनी जादुई छड़ी घुमाई और कहा, 
“राजकुमारी के साथ-साथ सारी जनता सो 
जावे | जब राजकुमारी arnt, तभी ये लोग 
भी जाग उठेंगे |” 


जैसे ही उसके मुँह से वे बोल निकले, राज्य के सारे 
लोग और पशु-पक्षी जहाँ थे वहीं τὴ गए | सब कुछ 
धम गया । 


कई साल बीत गए और एक घने जंगल ने महल और 
Ta को घेर लिया | सब कुछ दुनिया से छिप गया | 


Exactly hundred years later, a handsome TË साल ο... 
prince was passing through the forest से गाला पा የሺ: ሽና अचानक उसे बका आगी 
when he discovered the strange kingdom. aoa беті 


жаға 


While exploring it, he was surprised to find 
the beautiful princess lying fast asleep and 
immediately fell in love with her. 


*I wonder who she is," he said. *How gentle 
and peaceful she looks!” 


He leaned down and kissed her. 


महल से गुजरते हुए उसने एक सुंदर राजकुमारी को 
गहरी नींद में सोते हुए देखा और वह उससे प्वार 
करने लगा | 


"पता नहीं वह कौन है?" उसने सोचा | “कितनी 
कोमल और ጃሸ፳ लग रही है!” 


बह कहते हुए उसने ग़ज़कुमारी को चूम लिया | 


While exploring it, Ве was surprised to find 
the beautiful princess lying fast asleep and 
immediately fell in love with her. 


| “I wonder who she is," he said. “How gentle 
and peaceful she looks!” 


He leaned down and kissed her, 


महल से गुजरते हुए उसने एक सुंदर राजकुमारी को 
गहरी नींद में सोते हुए देखा और बह उससे प्यार 
करने लगा । 

"पता नहीं यह कौन है?” उसने सोचा । "कितनी 
कोमल और शांत लग रही है!” 


ЖЕ कहते हुए उसने राजकुमारी को चूम लिया | 


ENGISH 
HINDI 
Instantly, the spell was lifted! The princess 


and all the people awoke. Sleeping Beauty 


There was joy and celebration all around. सोती हुई सुंदरी 


The prince and princess were soon married 
and they lived happily ever after. 


उसी क्षण शाप zz गया और शैजकुमारी और सारे 
लोग जाग गए | 


राज्य में खुशी और आनंद का उत्सव मनाया गया | 
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There once lived a miller and his daughter. एक समय की बात है | एक पिसनहारा अपनी बेटी 


के साथ रहता था | 
One day, the miller foolishly lied to 


everybody, “Му daughter is so clever that 


тя पिसनहारे रे ने + झूठी Я *TT " 'मेरी 
she can spin straw into gold." क दिन पिसनहारे ने सबसे झूठी डींग ዛት "मेरी 


बेटी इतनी होशियार है कि वह भूसे से सोना बना 
सकती है |" 


The news reached the King. 


He called the miller and his daughter to 
his court and said to the girl, “I have a 
room full of straw. You must spin it into 
gold by tomorrow morning. Or else, I will 


The poor girl was locked in the room with 
only a spinning wheel. 


“Oh dear! What am I going to do now? I 
can't spin straw into gold!" she said and 
began to cry. 


यह ख़बर गजा तक पहुँच गई | 


उसने पिसनहारे और उसकी बेटी को दरबार में 

बुलाया और कहा, Mikel cei 

कल सुबह तक तुम्हें उस बनाना 

Mel Eod эы ο... 
गार में बंद किया जाएगा i 


बेचारी लड़की को कमरे में एक चरखे के साथ बंद 
किया गया | 


"अरे बाप रे! मैं अब क्‍या करूँ? मैं तो πὸ को सोना 
बनाना नहीं जानती”, यह सोचकर वह रे पड़ी | 


POP! Suddenly, there was a strange 
sound in the room. 


A xhort elf with a big, white, bushy beard 
appeared in the room. He was wearing a 
pointed, green hat and a red coat. 


чїч! अचानक कमरे में एक अजीब-सी आवाज़ आई | 


एक छोटा देवदूत प्रकट हुआ | उसकी लंबी, सफेद और 
ጃ፳ दाढ़ी थी और उसने एक नुकीली हरी टोपी और 
लाल अँगरखा पहना था | 


“Why were you crying, young girl?" asked 
the elf. 


She told him her problem. He laughed and 
replied, “Is that all? Ifyou give me your gold 
necklace, I will spin the straw into gold!” 


The girl was so relieved that she immediately 
agreed, 


“बेटी तुम ችሮ ἢ τῇ हो?” देवदूत ने पूछा । लड़की ने 
अपनी समस्या वताई | 


iv जे हँसकर कहा, “बस! इतनी-सी बात! तुम मुझे 
सोने का हार दे दो और मैं कमरे भर भूसे को सोने 
में बदल देता हूँ । 


लड़की को तसल्ली हो गई और वह राज़ी हो गई | 


The elf worked quickly. By morning, when 
the King opened the door, a big pile of gold 
was waiting for him. He was very pleased. 


But the greedy King wanted more gold, so 
he filled the room with more straw and 
again locked the miller's daughter in. 


देवदूत ने बड़ी फुर्ती से काम किया । जब सुबह τὲ 
और गाजा ने दरवाज़ा खोला, तब सोने का बड़ा ढ़ेर 
उसके सामने эп | रजा बहुत प्रसन्न हुआ | 


पर अब राजा लालची बन गया और उसे और भी 
सोना चाहिये था । उसने पिसनहारे की बेटी को 
से कमरे में बंद किया | 


This happened for few more nights. Every 
night, the elf used to come and spin straw 
into gold, and the girl used to give him 
something in return. 


However, soon, the girl had nothing left 
to give the elf. 


“Very well, you must give me your first 
child," he said and she agreed. 


यह सिलसिला कुछ देर तक चलता रहा । हर सत 
लड़की कुछ सोने की वस्तु देवदूत को देती और वह 
πὰ को सोने में बदल देता | 


पर एक πη लड़की के पास कोई वस्तु नहीं बची थी | 


“ठीक है, पर तुम्हें मुझे अपना पहला बच्चा देना 
होगा”, देवदूत ने कहा और लड़की मान ዣ | 


The Queen was heartbroken and begged 
him to allow her to keep the child. 


He replied, “I will give you three days. 
If by then you find out my name, you can 
keep the child.” 


The King was so happy with her that he 
married her, Soon, a beautiful baby was 
born to them. 


That very day, the elf came and told the 
new Queen, “Remember your promise? 
You must give me the baby!” 


राजा लड़की से इतना खुश हुआ कि उसने उससे 
па कर ली | थोड़े दिनों में ही, गनी ने एक 
सुंदर बेटे को जन्म दिया । 


उसी दिन देवदूत आया और उसने शनी को अपने 
वचन की याद दिलाई, "याद है ना वादा, अब मुझे 
अपना बेटा दो!" 


रानी दुःखी और परेशान हो गई और उसने देवदूत 
से वच्चे को न ले जाने की प्रार्थना की । 


देवदूत ने कहा, “मैं तुम्हें तीन दिन का समव देता 
हूँ । यदि तब तक तुम मेरा नाम जान सकती हो तो 
तुम अपना बेटा रख सकती हो |” 


The Queen began guessing names. 
For two days she stayed awake thinking 
of all possible names. “15 your name Joe? 


Fred? Dumpledoe? Scatterbug?" 


But every time the elf shook his head, "Not 
Wrong again!” She began to get worried. 
She sent her soldiers all over the kingdom 
to find new names, 


रानी दो दिन और दो रात तक अलग-अलग नामों से 
Эбт करती रही । "क्या ሻሻ नाम है, जो? 
फ्रेंड? दंपलदो? тыят!" 


घर हर बार देवदूत ने कहा, "नहीं! गलत, गलत, फिर 
से गलत!” रानी अब चिंता में पड़ गई | 


उसने सिपाहियों को पूरे राज्य में नए नाम ἐπὶ का 
आदेश दिया । 


Finally one soldier came to her and said, 
“Пеер in the forest, I saw a short, strange 
man dancing and singing, 'I will have the 
Queen's child, oh what a wonderful game! 
For the Queen will never guess, that 
Rumpelstiltskin is my name!" 


आखिर में एक सिपाही ने सनी से कहा, "घने जंगल 
के बीच मैंने एक छोटे अजीब आदमी को नाचते 
देखा । वह गा रहा था, "मुझे मिलेगा रानी का बेटा! 
ओह, कितना सुंदर है यह खेल! क्योंकि गनी कभी 
जानेगी नहीं कि मेण नाम है स्म्पेलस्टिल्टस्किन!" 


Finally one soldier came to her and said, 
СЕ; in the forest, I saw a short, strange 
man dancing and singing, 'I will have the 
Queen's child, oh what a wonderful game! 
For the Queen will never guess, that 


Rumpelstiltskin is my name! 


आखिर में एक सिपाही ने रानी से कहा, "घने जंगल 
के बीच मैंने एक छोटे अजीब आदमी को नाचते 
देखा | वह गा रहा था, "मुझे मिलेगा रानी का बेटा! 
ओह, कितना सुंदर है यह खेल! क्योंकि ዝብ कभी 
जानेगी नहीं कि मेया नाम है रम्पेलस्टिल्टस्किन!" 


How happy the Queen was to hear this! The 
next day, when the elf came, she said, “How 
about Fitz? Is it William? No? Then your 
name must be...RUMPELSTILTSKIN!" 


The elf became so angry! He stomped his foot 
and screamed. Then in a flash, he disappeared. 
forever. He never bothered the Queen ever 
again. 


тӯ यह सुनकर बड़ी खुश हो गई। अगले दिन जब 
देवदूत आया, तब गनी ने कहा, "क्या ሻና नाम है 
бен? या विलियम? नहीं? तो तुम्हार नाम होना 
चाहिवे रम्पेलस्टिल्टस्किन! ” 


देवदूत बड़ा कोधित हुआ! वह चीखा, चिल्लाया और 
p लिये ओझल हो गया | उसने 
नहीं किया i 


Rumpelstiltskin 
रम्पेलस्टिल्टस्किन 


\ Fairy Tale 
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In а land far away, lived a poor farmer and 
his wife. One day, they tried to pluck fruits 
from their neighbour's garden, 


But their neighbour was actually an old, 
wicked witch. 


दूर के प्रदेश में एक गरीब किसान और उसकी чей 
रहते थे । एक दिन उन्होंने अपने पड़ोसी के घर से 
फल तोड़ने की कोशिश की | 


उन्हें पता नहीं था कि उनकी पड़ोसिन वास्तव में एक 
जादूगरनी थी । 


She screamed, “How dare you steal from my 
garden! I'll turn you both into rats!” The 
couple trembled with fear. 


Finally the witch said, “Very well, I'll let you 
go. But you have to give me your first child.” 


‘They were so scared, that they immediately 
agreed and fled. 


उन्हे देखकर जादूगरनी चिल्लाई, "तुम्हारी हिम्मत कैसे 
हुई मेरे बगीचे में आकर फल चुराने की! मैं तुम 

दोनों को चूहा बना दूंगी!" किसान और उसकी पत्ती 
डर से कौंपने लगे | वे उससे माफ़ी माँगने लगे | 


अंत में जादूगरनी ने कहा, "ठीक है, मैं तुम्हें जाने 
देती हूँ । लेकिन तुम्हें अपना पहला बच्चा मुझे दान 
करना होगा ।” 


वे इतने डर गए थे कि उन्होंने जादूगरनी की बात तुरंत 
मान ली और чёт से भाग निकले | 


A few years later, a beautiful baby girl 
was born to the farmer and his wife. 


Immediately, the old witch came and 
snatched the girl away from them. 


She named her Rapunzel, and kept her 
locked up in a tall tower. 


कुछ साल बाद किसान की पली को एक सुंदर सी 
बेटी हुई। 


जाटूगरनी आई और उसे छीनकर ले गई | 


उसी वक्त जादू 


"उसने बच्ची का नाम रखा, रॉपुंझिल और उसे एक 


बड़े ऊँचे मीनार में कैद कर दिया । 


Rapunzel grew up to be a beautiful girl. 
But most beautiful of all was her long, 
golden hair. 


A. बड़ी wow बहुत सुंदर लगती थी | लेकिन 
उससे भी सुंदर थे लंबे सुनहरे बाल | 


The only person she ever saw was the 
old witch. 


Everyday, the witch used to come to the 
foot of the tower and call, "Rapunzel, 
Rapunzel, let down your hair!” 


Rapunzel then used to let her long plait 
Tall out of the window, and the witch used 
to hold onto it and climb up. 


Ви 
Tq सिर्फ जादूगरनी को ही जानती थी ι L 27 
Тя, जादूगरनी मीनार के पास आकर የጠ 

ее, रॉपुझिल वाल नीचे छोड़ो!” T 

Tq अपनी लंबी चोटी मीनार की खिड़की से - | 


नीचे छोड़ देती और जादूगरनी उसे पकड़कर ऊपर 
चढ़ जाती | 


One day, a prince who was passing by, hid 
behind the trees and watched the witch. 


As soon as she left, he too decided to try. 
“Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down your hair!” 
he cried, and climbed up into her room. 


एक दिन एक गजकुमार वहाँ से गुज़र रहा था और 
उसने जादूगरनी को ऊपर चढ़ते हुए देख लिया | 


उसने भी कोशिश करने का Вуча किया | "रॉपुंझिल 
ayia, वाल नीचे छोड़ो!", वह चिल्लाया और बह 
चढ़कर रॉपुंझिल के कमरे में आ गया | 


Rapunzel was stunned to see the prince, 


She had never before seen anybody so 
handsome. The prince too fell in love with her. 


They began to secretly meet everyday 
after the witch left. 


Зета राजकुमार को देखकर हैगन हो πέ | 


उसने कभी इतने सुंदर आदमी को नहीं देखा था | 
राजकुमार भी qf से प्यार करने लगा। 


वे दोनों छिपकर रोज़ मिलने लगे । 


One day however, by mistake, Rapunzel एक दिन Түн ने बिना सोचे-समझे जादूगरनी से 


said to the witch, “Му, you are so much कहा, “अरे! आप तो राजकुमार से ज्यादा भारी हैं |" 
heavier than my prince!" 


‘The witch realized what had been going जादूगरनी को अंदाजा हो गया कि क्या हो रहा है । 
on. She screamed and shouted in anger. वह गुस्से से ай, चिल्लाई | उसने ናቹ 
She cut off Rapunzel's hair and sent her बाल काट दिये और उसे दूर जंगल में भेज दिया | 
off deep into the forest. 


That day, when the prince came, he found the 
witch waiting for him at the top of the tower. 


She cursed and screamed some more, before 
casting a spell on him, and made the prince 
lose his sight. 


उस दिन जब गजकुमार आया, दुष्ट тетей मीनार 
में उसकी राह देख रही धी । 


वह ЦЕЙ से चीखी, चिल्लाई और उसने ग़ज़कुमार 
को शाप देकर उसे अंधा बना डाला | 


Тһе prince, now blind and broken 
hearted, wandered through the forest. 


Many days later, Rapunzel found him 
wounded among the trees. 


अंधा राजकुमार अपना टूटा दिल लिये जंगल में 
भटकता रहा । 


कई दिनों बाद रॉपुझिल ने राजकुमार को जंगल 
में बड़ी ही जख्मी हालत में पाया | 


Rapunzel began to cry at the sorry sight of 
her prince, 


But as soon as her tears fell on him, his 
wounds healed, and his eyesight returned! 


пета, राजकुमार को इस हालत में पाकर रोने 
लगी i 


जैसे ही उसके आँसू राजकुमार पर गिरे, उसके 
जख्म भर गए और उसकी आँखों की रोशनी वापस 


आ गई । 


Rapunzel began to cry at the sorry sight of गॉपुझिल, गजकुमार को इस हालत में पाकर रेने 
her prince. miti 


But as soon аз her tears fell on him, his 


जैसे ही उसके आँसू राजकुमार पर गिरे, उसके 
wounds healed, and his eyesight returned! σπα 


जख्म भर गए और उसकी आँखों की रोशनी वापस 
आ गई | 


The first thing (һе prince saw was his 
beloved Rapunzel. 


They were overjoyed to find each other 
again. They went away to his kingdom, and 
lived happily ever after, far away from the 
wicked witch. 


राजकुमार की आँखें wert हीं पहले उसने सुंदर 
गॅपुझिल को देखा | वे दोनों एक दूसरे को पाकर खुशी 
से झूम उठे । 


TAF के रज्य जाकर दोनों ने शादी कर ली और 


тай से दूर वे अपनी ज़िंदगी 
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In a faraway land lived a boy named Jack, 
and his mother. 


They were very poor and so, one day, Jack 
decided to go to the market and sell his cow 
for some money. 


वे बड़े गरीब थे, 
लिया कि वह मंडी जाकर 
ет जा. 


On the way, Jack met a strange traveler. 


He said to Jack, "That's a fine cow you've 
got. I'll buy it from you, but I have no money. 
All E have are these beans.” 


“I can't sell you a cow for beans!” 


But the traveler replied, “These are magic 
beans. They will grow into a large beanstalk 
in only one night." 


Jack was curious. He sold his cow to the 
traveler for the beans, 


शस्ते में उसे एक अजीब यात्री मिला । 


उसने जॉँक से कहा, "यह बड़ी अच्छी गाय है । मैं 
तुमसे खरीदना चाहता हूँ | पर मेरे पास पैसे नहीं हैं । 
सिर्फ़ ये सेम के बीज हैं г 


25 बोला, "पर मैं चन्द सेम के बीजों के लिए 
अपनी गाय नहीं बेच सकता |" 


पर यात्री ने कहा, "ये जादुई बीज हैं । एक ही गत में 
चे एक लंबी डाली बन जाएंगे |” 


जॉक बड़ा ही जिज्ञासु था | उसने अपनी गाय जादुई 
बीज के बदले यात्री को बेच दी । 


Jack was very pleased with himself. But 
when he went back home without any 
money, his mother was very angry. 


“You are a very silly boy!" she shouted at 
Jack. “These beans are useless!” she said 
and threw the beans out of the window. 


зї अपने किये पर बहुत खुश था | पर जब विना 4 
किसी पैसे के वह घर पहुँचा, तव उसकी माँ बड़ी с. 
क्रोधित हुई । 


“तुम बड़े ही नादान और मूर्ख लड़के हो!” वह जॉक 
पर चिल्लाई, "ये बीज हमारे लिवे बेकार हैं ।" वह 
कहते हुए उसने बीज खिड़की के बाहर 8፳ ы! | 


However, the next morning, there was 
а surprise for them. 


Outside their window was the biggest 
beanstalk in the whole world! It was so 
tall that it reached the clouds. 


लेकिन, अगली सुबह, उनके लिये एक злуч επι 


उनकी खिड़की के सामने जग की सबसे विशाल 
डाली थी! वह इतनी लंबी थी कि आसमान में 
बादलों तक पहुँच गई थी | 


Jack was excited. “I wonder what is at the 
top of the beanstalk,” he said and began to 
climb it. 


He climbed and climbed but he still didn't 
reach the (ор. Although he was tired, he 
didn't stop. 


जॉक बड़ा उतावला हो गया । "सेम की डाली के 
ऊपर war होगा?", वह सोचने लगा और जल्द ही 
अपने TT का उत्तर जानने, डाली पर चढ़ने लगा | 


वह ऊपर चढ़ता गया, चढ़ता गया, फिर भी वह 
ऊपर तक नहीं पहुँच पाया | वह थक गवा था, पर 
रूका नहीं | 


Finally, just at some clouds, the beanstalk 
stopped. 


Jack saw that he had reached a strange land. 
In the distance was a large castle. 


अंत में बादलों के बीच डाली रुक गई | 


፳ ने देखा कि वह किसी अनोखी जगह में आ 
गया था | दूर एक विशाल महल दिखाई दे रहा था । 


Jack slowly crept into the castle. He was 


surprised to see a huge giant sleeping inside. 


Quietly, he began to explore the castle. 


Jack soon found rooms full of treasure 
in the castle. 


He said to himself, “There is so much gold 
here! If I take some back with me, Mother 
and I will no longer be poor." 


He filled some bags with the treasure. Пе 
even found a bird that laid golden eggs and 
а magic harp to take back with him. 


е ने देखा कि महल में सोने, हीरे और रत्नों से 
भरे हुए बहुत सारे कमरे थे । 


उसने सोचा, "यहाँ तो कितना सारा सोना है! यदि 
मैं थोड़ा ले जाऊँ तो मैं और मेरी τῇ कभी गरीब 
नहीं τὴ |" 


उसने कई थैलियों में सोना भर दिया । उसे एक 
जादुई पक्षी मिला जो सोने के अंडे देता था और 
एक जादुई बीन | 


“፻፳ सावधानी से महल के अंदर गया | आइचर्य से 
उसने देखा कि अंदर एक बहुत बड़ा दानव सो रहा था | 


वह चुपचाप महल की जाँच करने लगा | 


<, just as he was going to leave the castle, 
the giant woke up. 


“Fee-fi-fo-fum, I smell the blood of an 
f መ. Englishman!” he thundered, 


He saw Jack and ran after him roaring 
іп anger. 


“Come back with my gold!” he shouted. 
“Come back! I'll eat you for dinner!” 


पर जब वह महल से जाने लगा तब बड़ा दानव उठ 
गया । 


"फी-फ़ाय-फ़ो-फ़म, मुझे आदमी के खून की गंध 
आ रही है!", वह बोला । 


® उसने जॉक को देखा और क्रोध में उसका पीछा 
हि करने लगा। 


“йт सोना लेके वापस आओ | वापस आओ, नहीं 
लो तुम्हें खा जाऊंगा!” 


But Jack was too fast for him. He quickly पर जाक बड़े दानव की तुलना में ज्यादा तेज़ था 
slid down the beanstalk with the giant और बह झट से डाली के नीचे पहुँच गया | 
behind him. * 

उसने तुरंत एक कुल्हाड़ी ली और डाली को 


As soon аз he reached the ground, һе took 
काट दिवा । 


an axe and chopped down the beanstalk. 


But Jack was too fast for him. He quickly 
slid down the beanstalk with the giant 
behind him. 


^s soon as he reached the ground, he took 
ап ахс and chopped down the beanstalk. 


As the beanstalk fell to the ground, the giant 
too fell and died, leaving a 1 е hole in the 
ground 


Jack and his mother lived happily, for they 


were never poor again 


दानव भी गिर 


खुशी से रहने लगे, क्योंकि 
हो गई थी 
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Once upon a time there lived а sweet little girl 
called Ella. Her mother had died when she was 
a child and soon, her father too died. 


She lived with her mean stepmother and 
her two proud stepsisters. 


एक समय की बात है । एक प्यारी सी लड़की रहती थी 
जिसका नाम था एूल्ला | जब птеп छोटी-सी थी, तब 
उसकी माँ परलोक सिधर गई और थोड़े वक्त में उसके 
पिता भी चल बसे ι 


बह अपनी दुष्ट सौतेली मौ और दो घमंडी सौतेली 
बहनों के साथ रहती थी। 


They made Ella do ай the housework. 


“Clean the chimney! Dust the cupboards! 
Iron my clothes!” they cried. 


The young girl was always covered in 
soot and dust. Hence she was called 
Cinderella. 


बे घर का सारा काम एल्ला से करवाते थे । 


वे दिन-रात उस पर चिल्लाते, "चिमनी साफ़ करे! 
सारी अलमारियों से थूल साफ़ की या नहीं! मेरे 
कपड़ों को अभी इस्त्री करो a^ 


meer हमेशा कालिख और धूल से भरी रहती थी 
और इसलिए उसे सब सिंडरेला कहते थे । 


-— 
=L 


One day, the Prince invited all the giris in the 
kingdom for a ball in the castle. Everyone, 
including the two stepsisters, were very excited, 


Cinderella too wanted to go to the ball, but her 
sisters laughed at her. “Stay at home and scrub 
the floors!” screamed her stepmother. 


एक दिन गजकुमार ने राज्य की सारी युवतियों को एक 
ज्ञानदार नाच-गाने की दावत पर आमंत्रित किया | गज्य 
के लोग और सिंडरेला की सौतेली मौ और बहनें भी 
बड़े खुश और उत्साहित थे | 


सिंडरेला भी इस जश्न में जाना चाहती थी । पर उसकी 
सौतेली ሻት उस पर हँस ЧЕТ | सौतेली माँ उस पर 
चिल्लाई, "घर बैठकर सार फर्श साफ़ करे |" 


The day of the Бай finally came. The 
stepmother and stepsisters left Cinderella 
alone at home. She was so disappointed 
that she began to cry. 


Suddenly, she saw a shimmering light. 
A woman with a kind smile and a wand 
stood in front of her. 


*Who are you?" asked Cinderella, 
surprised. 


The woman replied, “I am your fairy 
godmother. I will help you go to the ball. 
Now do stop crying!” 


*But I have nothing to wear!" sobbed 
Cinderella. “I can't go to the ball." 


"आप कौन #2”, सिंडरेला ने sya से पूछा । 


उस परी ने उत्तर दिया, “मैं तुम्हारी परी-माँ हूँ | तुम्हें 
FA में जाना है ना? मैं इसलिए तुम्हारी मदद करने 
आई हूँ । चलो, अब रोना बंद करो!” 

सिंडरेला ने गेते हुए कहा, "पर मेरे पास पहनने के लिये" 
कुछ भी नहीं है | मैं जशन में कैसे जा सकती हूँ? 


जश्न के दिन, सौतेली मौ और बहनों ने सिंडरेला 
को घर में बंद करके चली गईं | सिंडरेला दुःखी 
होकर गेने लगी | 


अचानक उसने झिलमिलाती रोशनी देखी और 
faster के सामने, एक सूंदर-सी मुस्कान और 
हाथ में जादुई छड़ी लिये एक परी प्रकट हुई | 


= There! Now you look like a princess!” she said 
to Cinderella. “But remember, you should come 
back home before 12 O'clock, for then the spell 
will be broken.” 


Cinderella replied, “I won't forget. Thank you 
so much!” and she went to the castle. 


The fairy godmother smiled. She touched 
a pumpkin and turned it into a grand carriage. 


With a wave of her wand, she changed six mice 
into six magnificent horses to pull the carriage, 
and another mouse into а footman. 


Finally, she changed Cinderella's rags into a 
beautiful dress. 


परी-मौं ने मुस्कुराकर अपनी जादुई छड़ी घुमाई और 
कहा, “कद्दू, बन जा तू एक SÉT सवारी 1" 


फिर छड़ी घुमाई और कहा, "छः चूहो, जाही सवारी 
को चलाने के लिये तुम बन जाओ छः ज्ञानदार घोड़े, 
और एक चूहा बनेगा सेवक ।” 


अंतिम बार छड़ी wit और सिंडरेला ዛጥ 
फ़टे-पुराने कपड़े बन गए सितारों τὶ सजी सुंदर 
पोशाक । 


“देखा! अब तुम राजकुमारी लग रही हो!” परी-माँ ने 
सिंडरेला से कहा | पर चेतावनी देते हुए उसने सिंडरेला 
को सावधान किया, “पर याद रहे, तुम्हें пе के बारह 
wert से पहले घर आना है, क्योंकि तभी जादू खत्म हो 
जायेगा" 


सिंडरेला ने वादा किया, "h, ት भूलूँगी नहीं। परी-मौ, 
इस सब के लिये बहुत-बहुत धन्यवाद” और वह महल 
की ओर चल पड़ी । 


Cinderella was the prettiest girl at the ball. 
Even her stepsisters did not recognize her. 


All the other girls were very jealous because 
the Prince danced with her the whole night. 


Cinderella had a wonderful time at the ball. 
However, the moment she heard the clock 
strike twelve, she remembered the fairy 
godmother's words and ran away. 


In her hurry, she left one glass slipper on the 
castle steps. 


सिंडरेला ने ay का पूर आनंद लिया । लेकिन जब 
उसने घड़ी में बारह बजने के ठोके सुने तब उसे 
परी-मौ के शब्द याद आए और वह महल से भाग 
निकली । 


पर जल्दी में वह अपना कांच का एक जूता महल 
की सीढ़ियों पर छोड़ आई । 


सिंडरेला जश्न में सबसे खूबसूरत लग रही थी । 
उसकी सौतेली मौ और बहनें उसे पहचान ही नहीं 
чё! 


वहाँ सारी लड़किवौ सिंडरेला से जल रही dt, 


क्योंकि ग़ज़कुमार सिर्फ उसीके साथ.नाच रहा 8 
ҮР? vA 


а 
i, 


πα 


Now the Prince had fallen in love with her शजकुमार सिंडरेला से प्यार करने लगा था और उसे 
and wanted to find her. {тт चाहता था | 


He said to his men, “Со to every house іп ` ት मंत्रियों "n 
the land. Find the girl whose foot fits into उसने अपने मंत्रियों से कहा, "राज्य के हर घर की 


this glass slipper. She will be thi Iwill तलाशी लो | {шї उस लड़की को जिसका यह 
н. το EN कांच का जूता है | मैं उसीसे शादी करूँगा 1" 


Тһе Prince's men reached Cinderella's 
house. 


The two stepsisters tried hard to get their 
big feet to fit into the slippers, but in vain, 


Finally, Cinderella peeped out and 
said, “May 1 try as мей?” 


Тө everybody's surprise, Cinderella's foot 
fit perfectly into the glass slipper! 


राजकुमार के मंत्री सिंडरेला के घर पहुँच गए | 


दोनों सौतेली वहनों ने कांच का जूता पहनने की कोशिश 
की पर बे नाकामयाब रही | 


फिर सिंडरेला ने पूछा, "क्या मैं कोशिश कर सकती हूँ?" 


सारे हक्के-बक्के रह गए, जब सिंडरेला ने बड़ी आसानी 
से जूता पहन लिवा | 


The Prince's men reached Cinderella's 
house. 


The two stepsisters tried hard to get their 
big feet to fit into the slippers, but in vain. 


Finally, Cinderella peeped out and 
said, “May I try as well?” 


То everybody's surprise, Cinderella's foot 
fit perfectly into the glass slipper! 


शाजकुमार के मंत्री सिंडरेला के घर पहुँच गए। 


दोनों सौतेली बहनों ने कांच का जूता पहनने की कोशिश 
की पर बे नाकामयाब रही | 


फिर सिंडरेला ने पूछा, "क्या मैं कोशिश कर सकती हूँ?” 


सारे हक्‍्के-बक्के रह गए, जब सिंडरेला ने बड़ी आसानी 
से जूता पहन लिवा । 


The Prince and Cinderella were soon married 
in a grand ceremony. 


The wicked sisters never bothered her again. fester 
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राजकृमार और सिंडरेला की शादी बड़ी धूम-धाम 
से हुई । 


हैर बहनों ने उसे कभी तंग नहीं 
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In a land far away, lived a merchant 
and his daughter, Beauty. 


Beauty, like her name, was very pretty, 
loving and kind. 


एक दूर के प्रदेश में एक साहूकार और उसकी बेटी 


ब्युटी अपने नाम की तरह ही बड़ी ही सुंदर, स्नेही 
और दयालु थी | 


One day, the merchant got lost deep in the 
woods and reached a castle hidden amongst 
the trees. He went inside and yelled, 
“HELLO! Is anybody home?” 


“Since nobody seems to be here,” he thought, 
“I'll spend the night here.” 


एक दिन साहूकार एक जंगल में खो गया | अपना 
wen ढुँढ़ते-ढरँढ़ते उसे झाड़ियों में छिपा एक чї 
महल मिला | अंदर जाकर वह चिल्लाया, " अरे! 
कोई है?" 


साहूकार ने सोचा, "यहाँ तो कोई नहीं है । मैं रात 
यहीं गुज़ार लेता हूँ |" 


id 
| | 


In the morning, just as һе was preparing to leave, 
he saw a beautiful rosebush in the gardens. He 
thought of Beauty and plucked a rose. 


Suddenly, he heard a shout. A horrible 
beast was standing behind him. 


“Ungrateful man! How dare you steal from my 
garden even after I let you stay here?" he cried. 


सुबह महल से निकलते हुए, उसने बगीचे में एक 
सुंदर गुलाब का पौधा देखा । उसने अपनी बेटी 
ब्यूटी के लिये एक गुलाब तोड़ लिया। 


अचानक उसने एक चीख सुनी | साहूकार ने एक बीस्ट 
को पीछे खड़े हुए देखा । 


“तुमने मेरे बगीचे से गुलाब तोड़ने की हिम्मत कैसे 
की? मैंने तुम्हें रात के लिये ज़गह दी और तुमने यह 
ሻና दिखाई!" वह गरज उठा | 


The merchant shivered with fright. He begged 
the Beast not to hurt him, and tried to explain 
that the flower was for his daughter Beauty. 


The Beast said, “I will let you go if you promise 
to send Beauty to live with me." The merchant 
fearfully agreed. 


At home, he sorrowfully told Beauty the 
whole story. 


She said, “You should keep your promise. 
ГИ go to the Beast. Don't worry," and she 
left for the castle, 


घर आकर उसने ब्यूटी को सारी कहानी सुनाई | 


ब्यूटी ने कहा, “पिताजी आपको अपना वादा 
निभाना पड़ेगा । मैं उस बीस्ट के पास चली 
जाऊँगी 1 आप चिंता मत कीजिए Г यह कह कर 
वह महल के लिए राना हो गई | 


साहुकार डर के मारे काँपने लगा । “मुझे मत 
मारिए, मैं तो यह फूल अपनी बेटी ब्यूटी के लिये 
ले जा रहा था г 


बीस्ट ने कहा, "ठीक है, लेकिन तुम्हें वादा करना 
होगा कि तुम ब्यूटी को मेरे पास रहने भेज दोगे 1" 
साहूकार डर से मान गया | 


In the beginning, she too was frightened 
by the ugly Beast and his gruff voice. 


ut in a few days, she realized that the 
Beast was actually very kind and gentle. 


He took good care of her and she slowly began 
to like him. She was no longer afraid of him. 


शुरु में ब्यूटी बीस्ट और उसकी आवाज़ से बहुत 
डरती dri 


पर थोड़े ही दिनों में बह जान गई कि बीस्ट वास्तव में 
बड़ा ही зае और नेक था | 


उसने ब्यूटी की अच्छी देखभाल की । ब्यूटी उसे 
चाहने लगी | 


Even though the Beast dearly loved her, 
Beauty missed her home and her father, 
She often thought of him and cried. 


One day, she looked through a magic mirror 
that the Beast had given her, and saw that 
her father was terribly unwell. 


“Oh! Father is ill! I must go to see him!" 
- she cried in panic. 


ब्यूटी जानती थी कि बीस्ट उसे दिलोजान से प्यार 
करता है । लेकिन वह अपने घर और पिताजी की 
~याद कर्ते हुए गे पड़ती थी | 


एक दिन जब ब्यूटी, बीस्ट के दिये हुए जादुई आईने 
में झाँक रही थी, तब उसने देखा कि उसके पिताजी 
बहुत बीमार थे । 


“पिताजी बीमार हैं, मुझे उनके पास जाना होगा”, 
ब्यूटी ने ሽት हुए कहा । 


बीस्ट ब्यूटी की यह हालत देख न सका | उसने 
कहा, “घर जाओ, ब्यूटी | पर मुझे भूल मत जाना |" 


ब्यूटी ने खुश होकर बीस्ट को गले लगाया और 
कहा, “धन्यवाद मित्र!" 


वह घर की ओर निकल पड़ी | 


Unable to see her sadness, the Beast 
sighed and said, “Со back home. But I 
hope you will never forget me.” 


“Thank you Beast!" she said. 


Beauty was so happy that she hugged 
the Beast and ran home. 


Beauty was glad to be home again, and under 
her care, her father quickly recovered. 


One day, she thought of the Beast and looked 
into the mirror. 


1 То her dismay, she saw that the Beast too was 
ill. He was on thc ground moaning in pain. 


ब्यूटी घर आकर खुश थी और उसकी देख-रेख में 
उसके पिताजी भी ठीक हो ዣ| 


एक दिन अपने मित्र को याद करते हुए, उसने जादुई 
आईने में झाँका । 


हैरान होकर उसने देखा कि उसका मित्र बड़ा ही 
बीमार था। 


She sped to the castle. The Beast was dying 
and was very glad to see her. 


She held him and sobbed, *Beast, what's 
wrong? Don't die! love you!” 


Then she kissed him softly. 


ब्यूटी महल की ओर निकल पड़ी | बीस्ट अपनी 
अंतिम साँसे ले रहा था और उसे देखकर 
बड़ा प्रसन्न हुआ 


ब्यूटी उसकी हालत देखकर गे पड़ी, "बीस्ट मेरे 
मित्र, क्या हुआ है तुम्हें? तुम मर नहीं सकते । मैं 
तुमसे बहुत प्यार करती हूँ", और यह कहकर उसने 


अपने मित्र को धीरे से चूम लिया | 


At that very instant, the Beast changed into 
a handsome Prince! Beauty was so surprised! 


उसी क्षण, बीस्ट एक सुंदर TAFT के रूप में 
बदल गया । ब्यूटी आउचर्यचकित रह गई | 


š 


At that very instant, the Beast changed into 
а handsome Prince! Beauty was so surprised! 


उसी क्षण, बीस्ट एक सुंदर राजकुमार के रूप में 
बदल गया | ब्यूटी आइचर्यचकित रह गई | 


“Thank you Beauty! А wicked witch had cast a 


spell on Your sweet words broke the spell!” Феашу and the Peast 
he said. В Y Ве 


Beauty and the Prince were soon married, ब्यूटी और बीस्ट 


and they lived happily ever after. 


| 


"धन्यवाद, ब्यूटी! एक दुष्ट जादूगरनी ने मुझे शाप 
दिया था । पर तुम्हारे मीठे शब्दों ने उसे तोड़ दिया" 
शणजकुमार ने कहा | 


की जल्दी ही शादी हो गई और 
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Once upon a time, there lived an Emperor 
who spent ай his time trying out new clothes. 


Tailors from all around the world came to 
prepare new clothes to fill his cupboards. 


एक समय की बात है | एक गाज्च के सम्राट, नए 
कपड़ों के बड़े शौकीन थे | कई दर्जी, देश-विदेश से 
सम्राट के लिए ढ़ेर सारे सुंदर नए कपड़े बनाने आते | 


सम्राट अपना साग समय उन नए कपड़ों को परखने में 
“लगाते । 


Two travelers who were passing through the 
land heard about the Emperor and his love 
for clothes. 


They decided to fool the Emperor and make 
some money. 


एक दिन, दो यात्री राज्य से गुजर रहे थे । जब उन्होंने 
सम्राट के नए कपड़ों के शौक के बारे में सुना, तब 
उनके ጣና दिमाग ने एक तरकीब सोची | 


तर्कीब थी, सम्राट को मूर्ख बनाकर बहुत-सा धन 


कमाने की | 

Sa /7; 
The travelers went to the Emperor and said, दोनों यात्री सम्राट के पास जाकर बोले, "महागज! 
“Your Highness, we are two famous tailors हम एक दूर के प्रदेश के प्रसिद्ध दर्जी । हम 


from a faraway land. We will make the best 
clothes for you from a special material that 
fools cannot see!” 


आपके लिये एक खास कपड़े से बेहतरीन पोशाक 
सीना चाहते हैं । इस कपड़े की खासियत है कि यह 
बुद्धुओं को नज़र नहीं आता |” 


The Emperor readily agreed. " 
सम्राट बड़े उत्साह से मान πα | 


A 


SN 


The two men received a large sum of money उन दो यात्रियों को सम्राट से बहुत सारे पैसे मिले 
from the Emperor and began to work. और बे काम पर लग गए | 


However, the cunning travelers were only 
pretending to measure, cut and sew the 
amazing clothes. 


लेकिन वास्तव में चालाक यात्री कपड़े ጣናት का, 
काटने का, सिलने का और बेहतरीन पोशाक बनाने 
का सिर्फ़ नाटक कर रहे थे | 


One day, one of the Emperor's ministers 
went to them. 


Looking around, he saw no sign of any 
dresses anywhere, but the tailors seemed 
to be busy. 


“I cannot see any dress. Am 1 а fool?" 
the minister thought. 


So when the tailors asked him how the 
dress was, he lied and suid, “That is 
indeed a lovely suit!” 


एक दिन, सम्राट का एक मंत्री उनके पास गया । 


मंत्री ने बड़े गौर से देखा । पर उसे कहीं पर भी कपड़े या 
पोशाक का कोई भी नामोनिशान नहीं दिखा | 


"मुझे तो कहीं भी कपड़े नहीं दिखे? क्या मैं πα हूँ?" 
उसने सोचा । 


तो जब दर्जीयों ने पोशाक के बारे में पूछा, तब मंत्री ने 
झूठ कहा, "यह तो बहुत ही सुंदर है ।* 


Similarly, many curious ministers came to see उसी तरह कई जिज़ास मंत्री उस खास कपड़े को 
the special cloth. देखने आए | ы 
None of them saw anything, but they thought, कुछ 3 
“If I don't see it, ГИ be called а fool.” किसी को कुछ भी नहीं दिखा । पर सब ने सोचा, 
"यदि मैं यह कहता हूँ कि मुझे कुछ नहीं दिखता 
So they ай praised it. “ "Emus célors!” तो सब मुझे बुद्ध कहेंगे ।* 
said onc. "Magnificent ва. = 
safe ጃና ने कपड़ों की तारीफ़ की, “वाह, कितने 


१”, "अति उत्तम!" 


Soon the two men went before the Emperor 
with their creation, “Isn't it the most 
wonderful thing you've ever seen?” they asked. 


Like the others, the Emperor too saw 
nothing. But he didn't want to admit that 
he was a fool, so he cried, “Marvelous! 
Wonderful! Splendid! I will wear it for the 
parade today!" 


जल्द ही दोनों यात्री सम्राट के पास पोशाक लेकर 
हाज़िर हुए | “क्या आपने कभी इतने सुंदर कपड़े 
देखे हैं?” उन्होंने पूछा | 


са की तरह, सम्राट को भी कुछ नहीं दिखा । 
परंतु यह कहना, अपने आप को πᾷ कहलाने के 
बराबर होता । इसलिए सम्राट ने भी कहा, "सुंदर, 
अति उत्तम, शानदार! मैं तो आज की सवारी में 
та тт г 


The entire town had gathered on the roads ሻኛ शहर सम्राट और उनके अनोखे पोशाक को 
to watch their Emperor and his fine clothes. देखने सड़कों पर आ गया 1 


The Emperor, with his crown on his head, 
and proud of his clothes, marched along 
the streets. All his subjects cheered loudly. 


“The Emperor's clothes are beautiful,” 
they all cried, even though none of them 
actually saw any clothes. 


सम्राट, सिर पर ताज पहने हुए, अपने कपड़ों पर 
नाज़ करवे हुए, सड़कों पर चल रहे थे । उनकी प्रजा 
बड़े आनंद से उनका स्वागत कर रही थी | 


सभी कह रहे थे, "वाह, सम्राट के कपड़े अतिसुंदर 
हैं!” लेकिन वास्तव में क्रिसीको कोई कपड़े नहीं 
दिख रहे थे । 


Finally, a little voice cried, “But Mummy, 
why isn't the Emperor wearing any clothes?" 


आखिर एक नन्ही आवाज़ बोल पड़ी, “पर माँ सम्राट 
ने कोई भी कपड़े ай नहीं पहने हैं?" 


There was pin drop silence. Slowly the people यह सुनकर सन्नाटा छा गया | धीरे-धीरे लोग कानाफूसी 
started whispering. They realized that they करने लगे । सभी को यकीन हो गया कि उनको = 


had ай been fooled. बनाया गया था | 


“The Emperor is по wearing any clothes!” 
they laughed. 


सब हँसते-हँसते कहने लगे, “सम्राट ने कोई कपड़े ही 
नहीं पहले हैं!" 


———— 


There was pin drop silence, Slowly the people यह सुनकर सन्नाटा छा गया | धीरे-धीरे लोग कानाफूसी 


started whispering. They realized that they करने लगे | सभी को यकीन हो गया कि उनको TE 
had ай been fooled. बनाया गया था | j 


"The Emperor is not wearing any clothes!" Фара कहने πὰ ^ د‎ .3$ за 
they laughed. सब -# 0 , सम्राट ने कोई कपड़े हं 


नहीं पहने हैं!” 


The Emperor too understood his mistake. s Nev 
@ he Emperor's New 
Clothes 


सम्राट के नए कपड़े 


у Tale 


He turned red with shame and wanted to 
punish the cunning travelers. 


But the two men had taken the money 
and had already run away, 


3 А 2 
सम्राट को अपनी गलती का एहसास हो गया | वे 
शर्म के मारे लाल-लाल हो गए | 


| 12/13} देना चाहते थे । लेकिन 
भाग चुके थे । 


अकबर और बीरबल हो 
गए लालची 
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Birbal was Emperor Akbar's favourite. 
However, Akbar always looked for some 
way to try and outwit his clever minister. 


One day, he got another chance... 


सम्राट अकबर, बीरबल को दरबार में सबसे ज्यादा 
पसंद करते थे | लेकिन वे उसे किसी-न-किसी 
तरह चकमा देने का अवसर ढूँढ़ते रहते थे । 


एक दिन, उन्हें ऐसा ही मौका मिला... 


There was а grand feast organized by Akbar. 


People from all over the kingdom, including 
all his courtiers were invited to enjoy the 
celebrations. 


During dinner, Birbal sat next to Akbar. 


As they enjoyed the delicious dishes specially 
prepared for the night, Birbal entertained 
Akbar with his witty stories. 


सम्राट अकबर ने एक बड़ी शानदार दावत रखी थी | 


राज्य के कोने- कोने से लोगों और सारे दरबारियों को 
इस दावत में आमंत्रित किया गया था । 


रात के भोजन के समय, बीरबल, सम्राट अकबर के 
पास बैठा था। 


सब लोग दावत के लिये बनाए गए बढ़िया खाने का 
स्वाद ले रहे थे और बीरबल किस्से-कहानियों से 
सम्राट अकबर का मनोरंजन कर रहा था | 


Soon after dinner the best fruits were served. जैसे खाना खत्म हुआ, अतिउत्तम फल पेश किए गए | 


Both Akbar and Birbal chose big bowls of सम्राट अकबर और बीरबल, दोनों ने खजूर की बड़ी 
dates and happily ate them. कटोरी उठाई और खुशी से खजूर खाने लगे | 


As they continued to eat the fine dates, they खजूर खाते-खाते वे दोनों उसके बीज अपनी Şî 
slowly began throwing the seeds of the fruit के नीचे फेंकते गए । 
below their chairs. 


Soon there was a rather large pile of seeds που, कुर्सियों के नीचे वीज का बड़ा सा 
under their seats. र बद सख 


Akbar decided that this was an opportunity 
to play a trick on Birbal. 


Using his foot, he quietly pushed his own 
pile of seeds under Birbal's chair. Now the 
place near his feet was empty! 


Birbal was so busy talking and laughing 
that he didn't notice anything at all. 


This filled Akbar with even more glee and 
he couldn't wait to trap Birbal! 


सम्राट अकबर ने तय किया कि यही मौका था बीरबल को 
चकमा देने का। 


उन्होंने अपने पैर से अपनी कुर्सी के नीचे का ढ्रेर 
ከ. के नीचे ढकेल दिया। अब उनकी 
कुर्सी के नीचे की जगह बिलकुल खाली थी 


बीरबल बात करने और हँसने में इतना व्यस्त था कि 
उसने यह बात होते हुए नहीं देखी | 


यह देखकर सम्राट अकबर, बीरबल को चकमा देने 
के विचार से ही बहुत खुश हुए | 


Pretending to be surprised, Akbar loudly 
said, “Оһ my! Birbal, how greedy you have 
been even after eating such a huge dinner! 
Look at the large pile of date seeds under 
your chair!" 


All those sitting around too heard Akbar's 
remark. Everyone remained silent as they 
waited for his reply. 


They wondered if Birbal would be able to 
save himself this time. 


आश्चर्य का नाटक करते हुए, सम्राट अकबर ने जोर 
से कहा, “अरे बीरबल, इतना सार भोजन करने के 
बावजूद, तुम बड़े लालची हो गए हो! तुम्हारी कुर्सी 
के नीचे खजूर के बीज का ढ़ेर तो देखो!" 


आसपास बैठे हुए सारे लोगों ने सम्राट अकबर की 
बात सुनी | सारे चुपचाप बीरबल का उत्तर सुनने की 
प्रतीक्षा करते रहे । 


सभी सोच में पड़ गए कि इस बार ἥπατι अपने 
आप को कैसे बचा लेगा । 


Birbal realized right away that this маз 
Akbar's joke, for he had himself noticed 
the seeds under the Emperor's seat. 


But he couldn't be fooled so easily. 


बीरबल समझ गया कि सम्राट अकबर उसका मज़ाक 
उड़ा रहे थे, क्योंकि उसने खुद सम्राट की कुर्सी के 
नीचे बीज देखे थे । 


पर वह इतनी आसानी से हार मानने वाला नहीं था | 


Birbal smiled and slyly said, *Jahanpanah, 
yes, Ihave eaten a lot! But I at least left the 
seeds, You have been so greedy that you've 
eaten up all the seeds too!” 


बीरबल ने धूर्तता से कहा, "जहौपना, हाँ मैंने काफी 
खाया है! पर मैंने खजूर के बीज तो नहीं खाए | 
आप तो इतने लालची हो गए हैं कि आपने सारे 
बीज भी खा लिये г 


Birbal smiled and slyly said, “Jahanpanah, 
yes, 1 have eaten a lot! But I at least left the 
seeds. You have been so greedy that you've 
eaten up all the seeds too!” 


For a moment Akbar was annoyed that his 
trick had failed. But he saw that once again 
Birbal had come up with a clever answer, 


“Birbal, you have helped me enjoy myself. 
today!" he said and began to laugh out loud. 


> 


एक क्षण के लिये सम्राट अकबर नाराज़ हो गये कि 
उनका मज़ाक उलटा पड़ गया | पर दूसरे पल में ही वे 
समझ गए कि बीरबल ने बड़ा ही चतुर उत्तर दिया था । 


हे दोले, बीरबल, तुमने मुझे आज 
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बीरबल ने धूर्तता से कहा, "जहौपना, हाँ मैंने काफी 
खाया है! पर मैंने खजूर के बीज तो नहीं खाए | 
आप तो इतने लालची हो गए हैं कि आपने सारे 
बीज भी खा लिये г 
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Sultan Khan was a courtier in Emperor 
Akbar's court. 


He wanted to make his son the royal 
treasurer but his cunning plans always 
failed. 


सुल्तान खान सम्राट अकबर के दरबार का एक 
таб था | वह अपने बेटे को ፓት कोषपाल 
बनाना चाहता 5ሸ | पर उसकी चलाक योजनाएँ 
हमेज्ञा नाकामयाब रहती थी | 


One day, Birbal was late to arrive at the 
Emperor's court. 


Seeing that Akbar was quite angry, the 
crafty Sultan Khan immediately got up and 
said, “Your Majesty, don't you think Birbal 
is taking his position here for granted? He is 
late so often these days." 


Sultan Khan thought that Birbal was to be 
blamed for his son's misfortune. So he 
always looked for an opportunity to get 
rid of Birbal. 


सुल्तान खान सोचता कि उसके बेटे के दुर्भाग्य का 
कारण बीरबल है । इसलिए वह वीरवल को दरवार 
से निकालने का मौका жат रहता था | 


π दिन बीरबल दरबार में देर से पहुँचा | 


जब चालाक सुल्तान खान ने देखा कि सम्राट अकबर 
गुस्से में थे, तब वह तुरंत बोला, "महाराज, आपको 
नहीं लगता कि बीरबल दरबार में अपनी जगह का 
फायदा उठा रहा है? वह आज़-कल दरबार में काफ़ी 
देर से आता है ।* 


“This must be another plan to trap Birbal, 
thought Akbar. 


However, he decided to wait and see what 
Birbal would do this time. 


He said to Sultan Khan, “Yes, indeed! He 
must be punished! What do you suggest?” 


Sultan Khan was very pleased to see his plan 
work so well. 


*Jahanpanah, you should not agree to 
anything he says today. Say 'no' to anything 
he asks you for,” he said. 


“Agreed!” replied Akbar. 


सुलतान खान अपनी योजना सफल होते देख 
बहुत खुश हुआ । 


उसने कहा, “जहौपना, आप आज उसकी 
बातों में बिलकुल मत आइए । आप उसकी 
हर माँग को “ना” कहिवे I" 


बादशाह अकबर वैसे ही करने को गज़ी 
हो गए। 


p जे साचा, "यह तो बीरबल को ሻት 
की एक और साजिश लग रही Г 


लेकिन उन्होंने सोचा कि इस बार वे कुछ नहीं करेंगे 
और देखेंगे कि बीरवल क्या करता है | 


उन्होंने सुल्तान खान से कहा, "हाँ, उसे तो सज़ा 
मिलनी चाहिये! तुम्हारी क्या गय है?" 


Soon Birbal came to court. He said to Akbar, 
"Please pardon me for being late. My wife 
was unwell.” 


According to plan, Akbar immediately sald, 
“No! I will not!” 


Birbal was surprised. He tried again, 
saying, “But that's the truth, please 
believe me." 


Again Akbar replied, “No! I will not!” 


बीरबल इस बात से हकका-वक्का रह गया | उसने 
फिर से कोशिश की, "पर यह सच है, मेण यकीन 
कीजिये г 


लेकिन सम्राट अकवर ने फिर से कहा, "नहीं! मैं 
नहीं करूँगा!” 


इसके तुरंत बाद, बीरबल दरार में हाज़िर हुआ | उसने 
सप्राट अकबर से कहा, "मुझे माफ़ कर दीजिए | मेरी 
पली बीमार थी |" 


योजना के मुताबिक सम्राट अकबर ने कहा, "नहीं! मैं 
नहीं करूंगा!” 


“There must be something going on,” 
thought Birbal to himself. He then asked, 
“Сап we discuss important matters today?" 


Akbar replied, “No! We will not!” 


“कुछ तो बात है,” बीरबल ने सोचा । उसने फिर 
से पूछा, "क्या आज हम महत्वपूर्ण बातों पर चर्चा 
कर सकते हैं?" 


सम्राट अकबर ने कहा, “नहीं! हम नहीं करेंगे!” 


“Then may 1 go home?" asked Birbal. “फिर क्या मैं घर जा सकता हूँ?” बीरबल ने पूछा | 


“No! You must stay here all evening!” “नहीं! तुम्हे πὲῑ पूरी ज्ञाम बितानी होगी!” सम्राट 
ordered Akbar, enjoying himself very much. अकबर ने खुशी-खुशी आदेश दिया। 


Birbal understood what was happening. 


“Oh! So this is the game! The Emperor is 
saying "Хо to all my questions,” he thought. 


He looked around and saw Sultan Khan 
smiling to see him in trouble, 


“This must be his idea,” guessed Birbal. 
“Let me teach him a lesson.” 


बीरवल समझ गया कि क्‍या हो रहा है । 


उसने सोचा, "ओह! तो यह एक खेल है | सम्राट मेरी 
हर बात को “ना” कहेंगे 1" 


> 3 4 : 


उसने दरबार में नज़र फेरी और देखा कि सुल्तान खान 
उसे इस हालत में देखकर बहुत खुश था । 


“यह उसी की चाल होगी," उसने अनुमान लगाया और 
सोचा, ቋት उसे अभी सबक सिखाता हूँ।” 


The clever Birbal bowed to Akbar. “Very चतुर बीरबल ने सम्राट अकबर के सामने सर झुकाकर 
well,” he said. “But I have one last request. कहा, "ठीक है, पर मेरी एक अंतिम इच्छा | क्या आप 
Will you please make Sultan Khan's son the कृपा कर सुल्तान खान के बेटे को कोषपाल बनाएँगे?” 
treasurer?” 


Akb hat Birbal had done. Hi सम्राट अकबर ने जान लिया कि बीरबल क्या कर रहा 
4 ar saw what г! lon e was उन्होंने А > — * 'जहीँ 1 
very pleased and called loudly, “No! I will ы! Шылкы c UN 5 № የ दिया, “at 


never make him the treasurer!” 


‘The clever Birbal bowed to Akbar. “Very 
well,” he said. “But I have one last reque 
Will you please make Sultan Khan's son the 
treasurer?” 


Akbar saw what Birbal had done. He was 
very pleased and called loudly, “No! I will 
never make him the treasurer!” 


Birbal smiled. “That is all, Jahanpanah," һе 
said before returning to his seat. 


Sultan Khan was stunned and angry. Once 


more Birbal had outwitted him. As for his 
son, he could never become the treasurer! 


® 


बीरबल ने मुस्कुराकर कहा, "ठीक है, जहौपना,” और 
वह अपनी कुर्सी पर बैठ गया । 


en बात से दंग रह गया और उसे गुस्सा 
बीरबल ने उसे चकमा दिया था | 
कोषपाल नहीं वन सकता था | 


चतुर बीरबल ने सम्राट अकबर के सामने सर झुकाकर 
कहा, "ठीक है, पर मेरी एक अंतिम इच्छा है । क्या आप 
कृपा कर सुल्तान खान के बेटे को कोषपाल बनाएँगे?" 


सम्राट अकबर ने जान लिया 88 बीरबल क्‍या कर रहा 
था | उन्होने प्रसन्न होकर जोर से जवाब दिया, “नहीं! 
मैं उसे कभी कोषुषाल नहीं बनाऊँगा 1" 
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One day іп Emperor Akbar's kingdom, а एक दिन सम्राट अकबर के गज्य में एक कसाई 
butcher and a grain merchant were fighting और एक अनाज व्यापारी के बीच झगड़ा हुआ | 
outside the butcher's shop. दोनों कसाई की दुकान के सामने खड़े थे | 
People gathered all around to find out what इस झगड़े का कारण जानने, आस-पास के लोग 
the matter was. जमा हो गये | 


m m. — — ра 


“This man has stolen my money bag!” कसाई дей से चिल्ला रहा था, “इस आदमी ने मेरे 
screamed the butcher angrily. पैसों की थैली चुराई है ।" 

“No, it is my bag and the butcher tried to А 

steal it! He is a thief and a cheat!" yelled = ने भी जोर से चिल्लाकर कहा, "नहीं, थैली 
the merchant just as angrily. मेरी है और इस कसाई ने उसे चोरी करने की 


कोशिश की | यह एक चोर और धोखेबाज़ है!” 


Finally, one of the men in the crowd said, भीड़ में से एक आदमी ने सलाह दी, "बहस मत 
“Don't argue! Let Birbal decide who is करो! बीरवल को तय करने दो कि कौन सही है!” 
right!” 

So the two men went to Emperor Akbar's Аз प के ግርት πετ я 


court to meet the clever Birbal. 


The merchant too told his story, 


“Sir, I bought some meat from the butcher, 
but just as I was about to pay him, he 
snatched my bag. The bag is mine, | swear 
I'm not a thief,” he pleaded. 


In the court, the butcher repeated his story 
and said, “I took out my money bag to hand 
the merchant some change, but he grabbed 
it from me. I'm a poor man, this is all the 
money I have.” 


दरबार में कसाई ने अपनी कहानी दोहराई और कहा, 
"मैंने व्यापारी को छुट्टे पैसे देने के लिये अपनी थैली 
खोली, पर उसने मुझसे थैली छीन ली! मैं एक गरीब 
आदमी हूँ और यही मेरी सारी कमाई है! 


व्यापारी ने भी अपनी कहानी सुनाई | 


उसने अनुरोध किवा, "जनाब, मैंने इस कसाई से 
йн खरीदकर पैसे देने के लिये थैली खोली तो 

इसने थैली छीन ली! थैली मेरी है, मैं सच कह 

उहा हूँ, मैं चोर नहीं हूँ!” 


T listened to both sides carefully. बीखल ने दोनों पक्षों को बड़े ध्यान से सुने | 


“Hmm. This is tricky,” he said. “May I उसने कहा, “मामला आसान नहीं है! क्या मैं 
look at the bag?" वह थैली देख सकता हूँ?” 


Under the curious eyes of the court, Birbal 
examined the bag. 


He looked carefully at every spot and each 
stitch on the bag. He turned it inside out 
and smelt it. 


दरबारियों की जिज़ासु भरी आँखों के सामने बीरबल 
ने उस थैली का निरीक्षण किया । 


उसने थैली के हर कोने की छानबीन की | उसने 
थैली को उलट-पुलट कर देखा और ат भी! 


He even took out ай the money and coins іп उसने थैली से पैसे और सिक्के बाहर निकालकर 
the bag and examined each one. एक-एक को ध्यान से परखा | 
Everyone eagerly waited for his decision.... सभी उसका निर्णय सुनने के लिये उतावले होकर 
इंतज़ार कर रहे ἃ... 
алт | 
“ 
ሠ CU 
=’ \ 
Finally, Birbal handed the money bag अन्त में बीरबल ने थैली कसाई को दी और कहा, 
to the butcher and said, “Неге, take “अपनी थैली ले लो और इसे संभालकर रखो |” 


your money bag and keep И safe!" 


He explained to the court, “I knew that the 
bag belonged to the butcher because it smelt 
of raw meat. There were blood stains on the 
bag and even on the coins." 


He continued, “I'm sure the butcher doesn't 
wash his hands before putting the money 
inside!" 


फिर उसने दरबारियों से कहा, "मुझे पता चल गया कि 
थैली कसाई की ही है, क्योंकि उससे कच्चे मौस की 
बू आ रही थी। थैली तथा पैसों पर खून के निज्ञान | 
मैं निश्चित होकर कह सकता हूँ कि पैसा डालने से 
पहले कसाई अपना हाथ साफ नहीं करता 1" 


He pointed to the merchant and said, 
“This man is a thief and a liar! He should 
be arrested!" 


उसने व्यापारी की ओर इशाग करके कहा, "यह 
आदमी चोर और झूठा है, इसको गिरफ्तार करो!” 


He pointed to the merchant and said, 
“This man is a thief and a ! He should 
be arrested!" 


उसने व्यापारी की ओर гп करके कहा, "यह 
आदमी चोर और झूठा है, इसको गिरफ्तार करो!” 


The man begged for forgiveness, but in vain. 
The grateful butcher thanked Birbal. 


Once again everyone was amazed by Birbal's 
cleverness. 


व्यापारी ने माफ़ी मौंगी पर बीरबल माना नहीं | कृतज़ 
कसाई ने बीरबल को धन्यवाद Рат 


3 अपनी aque से सभी को 
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Emperor Akbar was very popular. People सम्राट अकबर अपने Tr में बड़े ही लोकप्रिय थे । 
from all over the kingdom came to meet him. रज्य के लोग उन्हें दूर-दूर से मिलने आते थे । 


One day, a famous poet came to his court. А ETT 
एक दिन, एक बहुत प्रसिद्ध कवि उनके दरबार में पधारे | 


The poet recited songs and poems about कवि ने सम्राट अकबर की ज्ञान में उनकी बहादुरी, 
Akbar's bravery, wisdom and kindness. Не बद्धिमानी और दया की तारीफ करते हुए लिखी गई 
was rewarded by the Emperor. कविताएँ ቫጥ । कवि को इसका इनाम भी मिला । 


Before leaving, he tried to flatter Akbar by 
saying, “Your Majesty, you are greater than 
God himself!” 

x 


५७ 
& 


जाने से पहले कवि ने 2 अकबर की खुशामदी 
करते हुए कहा, "महागज, आप तो भगवान से भी 
महान हैं!" 


Akbar knew better than to believe such 
flattery. 


Yet, he saw this аз a chance to challenge ደ 
ministers and test them. 


सम्राट अकबर ऐसी झूठी तारीफ करनेवालों से 
परिचित थे । 


पर उन्होंने सोचा कि यही मौका था उनके मंत्रियों 
को चुनौती देकर परखे का । 


Тһе ministers looked at each other in surprise 
and confusion. “How can any man be greater 
than God?" they wondered. 


But of course, they were afraid to say 
anything to Akbar. 


He pretended to be serious and asked his 
ministers, “That man says I am greater than 
God. Do you all agree?” 


सम्राट अकबर ने बड़ी गंभीरता से मंत्रियों से पूछा, 
“यह आदमी कहता है कि मैं भगवान से भी महान हूँ । 
क्या आप इससे सहमत हैं?” 


सारे मंत्री असमंजस में पड़कर एक दूसरे की ओर 
देखने लगे | सभी आइचर्य से सोचने लगे, "कोई 
आदमी भगवान से अधिक महान कैसे हो सकता है?" 


पर सभी, सप्राट अकबर से यह कहने के लिए घब 


रहे थे । 


— 


The ministers were afraid to anger Akbar. सारे मंत्री डर रहे थे कि सम्राट अकबर क्रोधित ना हो 
जाएँ । 

If they told Akbar the truth, then he might я 

feel insulted. И they didn't, he might still 


punish them for lying. They were indeed ፳፪ मंत्री सच्चाई का अनुमान करते, तो ज्ञायद सम्राट 

worried. अकबर अपमानित होते | लेकिन यदि बे सच्चाई नहीं 
कहते तो झूठ बोलने का दंड भूगतते | वे तो बड़े धर्म 
संकट में फैस गए थे | 


ο 
a, 


(атыз 


One minister said, “Ұош are the greatest एक मंत्री ने कहा, "आप तो सबसे महान सम्राट हैं, 
Emperor ever, Jahanpanah. You are greater जहौपना । आप भगवान से भी महान Ê I" 

than God himself.” 

Another agreed as he claimed, "Your power दुसरे ने हामी भरते हुए कहा, "आपकी ताकत और 
and fame is everywhere, You are more कीर्ति दुनिया भर में मशहूर है । आप भगवान से भी 


supreme than God.” "REC 


One after the other, all the ministers agreed. 
Akbar was slightly disappointed at their 
answers, 


He asked, “Is there nobody here who doesn't 
think that I'm greater than God?” 


एक के बाद एक सभी मंत्रियों ने यही कहा | सम्राट 
अकबर यह सुनकर बड़े उदास हो गए । 


उन्होंने पूछा, "क्या यहौ पर कोई है जो समझता है 
कि मैं भगवान से महान नहीँ हूँ?” 


He finally asked Birbal, “Birbal, what do 
you think about this?" 


Birbal immediately said, “There is no 
question about this, Your Majesty. You are 
the greatest." 


अंत में उन्होंने बीरबल से पूछा, “बीरबल, इस बारे में 
तुम्हारी क्या राय है?” 


बीरबल ने तुरंत उत्तर दिया, "कोई शंका नहीं है, 
महाराज | आप सबसे महान हैं |” 


Akbar was surprised. 


“What? Is Birbal too trying to flatter me?” 
he thought and asked, “Сап you prove it?" 


Birbal readily agreed and said, “Jahanpanah, 
you can do something that even the ruler of 
the universe cannot do. You сап banish а man 
from your kingdom." 


He continued, *But God rules the whole world 
and so He can never send anyone away from 
his land." 


बीरबल ने तुरंत राजी हो कर जवाब दिया, “бт, 
आप एक चीज़ कर सकते हैं जो सारे संसार के गजा, 
भगवान भी नहीं कर सकते । आप एक आदमी को राज्य 
से निर्वासित कर सकते हैं |” 


बीरबल ने आगे समझाया, "भगवान सारी दुनिया पर | 
करते हैं, पर वे किसी को अपने राज्य से निकाल πεῖ 
БЕБІ 


सम्राट अकबर को बहुत эту हुआ | 


उन्होंने सोचा, "क्या? बीएल भी मुझे खुश करना 
चाहता है?” उन्होंने पूछा, "क्या तुम यह साबित कर 
सकते हो, बीरबलर' 


= 


Birbal readily agreed and said, “Jahanpanah, 
you сап do something that even the of 
the universe cannot do. You can banish а man 
from your kingdom." 


He continued, *But God rules the whole world 
can never кепе ne away from 


बीरबल ने तुरंत राजी हो कर जवाब दिया, “जहौपना, 
आप एक चीज़ कर सकते हैं जो सारे संसार के गजा 
भगवान भी नहीं कर सकते । आप एक आदमी को राज्य 


निर्वासित कर सकते 


बीरबल ने आगे समझाया, "भगव T दुनिया पर राज़ 
करते हैं, पर वे किसी को अपने से निकाल नहीं 
सकते! 


Akbar saw how Birbal had cleverly taught him 
that no man, even a great ruler like himself, 
could be greater than God. 


He was pleased with the answer and rewarded 
Birbal handsomely. 


नहीं हो सकता | 
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People all around the world had heard दुनिया-भर में सम्राट अकबर के πα τοῦ के किस्से 
tales about the "Nine Jewels’ in Emperor बड़े जाने-माने ፳ | 
Akbar's court. 


दूर फारस में, फारसी सुलतान ने भी उनकी बुद्धि और 


The Emperor, іп far away Persia, too had गुणे के किस्से सुने थे। 


heard these stories of their talent and 
wisdom. 


The Persian Emperor wanted to see for 
himself if this was true. 


So he sent his wisest minister to India to 
test Birbal and all the other ministers in 
the Indian Emperor's court. 


In Akbar's court the minister said, "Your 
Majesty, I have one request. We in Persia, 
have heard a lot about the wisdom of your 
ministers. I would like to test their 
intelligence." 


Akbar readily agreed. 


फारसी सुलतान खुद देखना चाहते थे कि वास्तव मेँ 
सच्चाई क्या #1 


इसलिए उन्होंने अपने सबसे बुद्धिमान मंत्री को 
हिंदुस्तानी सम्राट के दरबार में बीरवल और वाकी 
मंत्रियों की परीक्षा लेने हिंदुस्तान भेज दिया | 


सम्राट अकबर के दरबार में जाकर मंत्री ने कहा, 
“महाराज, मेगा आपसे एक अनुरोध Ë | हमने फारस 
में, आपके मंत्रियों के ята और बुद्धिमानी के बारे में 
बहुत सुना है । मैं उनकी परीक्षा लेना चाहता हूँ ।” 


सम्राट अकबर ने तुरन्त रजामंदी दे दी । 


He continued, “I want to ask you all just 
one question. How many turns are there 
in the roads of Agra? You must give me 
the answer by tomorrow morning." 


АШ the ministers were puzzled. 


“Agra is such a big city! How can we count the 
number of turns in each road and each street 
here?" they all thought to themselves as they 
scratched their heads in wonder. 


7a 


मंत्री ने कहा, “मैं आप सब से सिर्फ एक सवाल 
पूछना चाहता हूँ । आगरे की सड़कों में कितने 
मोड़ हैं? आपको कल सुबह तक मुझे उत्तर देना 
होगा।" 


सवाल सुनकर सब मंत्री परेशान हो गए | 


सिर खुजाते हुए वे सब आश्‍चर्य से सोचने लगे, 
“आगरा कितना बड़ा शहर है! हम हर एक सड़क 
और हर एक रास्ते के मोड़ कैसे गिन सकते हैं? 


Akbar was worrled. Не didn't want to look 
like a fool before the famous Emperor of 
Persia! 


He called some soldiers and ordered, 
“Gather some men and start counting the 
number of turns at once!" 


But where was Birbal? Well, Birbal had 
gone to the neighbouring city on business 
and was to return only late in the evening. 


“Maybe he'll be able to help us," hoped 
all the courtiers. 


सम्राट अकबर खुद चिन्ता में पड़ गए | वे नामी फारसी 
सम्राट के सामने अपना सम्मान नहीं खोना चाहते थे । 


उन्होंने कुछ सिपाहियों को बुलाया और आदेश दिया, 
"कुछ आदमियों को ले जाओ और सारे सड़कों में 
कितने मोड़ हैं उनकी गिनती πὴ |" 


% 
NY 


मगर बीरबल कहाँ था? बीरबल किसी काम से पासवाले 
शहर में गया था और जाम को देरी से लौटने वाला था । 


सारे दरवारियों ने आशा करते हुए सोचा, "उम्मीद है कि 
πο हमारी कुछ मदद कर पाए Г 


When Birbal returned that evening, Akbar 
immediately told him about their problem. 


Birbal listened carefully and was deep in 
thought. 


जब ሸጃ को बीरबल वापस लौटा तब सम्राट 
अकबर ने उसे समस्या बताई | 


बीरबल ने ध्यान से सुना और वह गहरी सोच 
में पड़ गया | 
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у he smiled and said, “Don't worry, फिर उसने मुस्कुराते हुए कहा, "चिन्ता मत कीजिये, ት 
the answer ready by tomorrow कल तक उत्तर तैयार रखूंगा । कृपया सिपाहियों से मोड़ 


morning. Please tell our soldiers to Чор गिनवाना बन्द करवाइये 1" 
counting the turns now." 


—— ——— 


The next day, their guest returned. दूसरे दिन, फारसी मेहमान दरार में अपना उत्तर 


माँगने लौटा | 
“So can anybody tell me how many turns 


there are on the roads of Agra?" he asked. M कोई 
उसने फिर पूछा, "क्या कोई बता सकता है कि 


Birbal stood up and replied, “TWO!” आगरे की सड़कों में कितने मोड़ हैं?" 


वीरवल ने खड़े होकर उत्तर दिया, Я!" 


Everybody looked at Birbal іп surprise. सभी बीरबल को आइचर्य से देखने लगे। 


“What! Are there only two turns in Agra?" 3 ` y रोड़ हैं?" 
asked the Persian minister. मंत्री ने पूछा, "क्या? आगरे में सिर्फ दो ही मोड़ हैं 


“Yes!” replied Birbal, “Left turn and right “हौं!” बीरबल ने कहा, ”ጃሻ मोड़ और ሻሻ मोड़!" 
turn!” 


a 


d at Birbal in surprise. सभी बीरबल को आइचर्य से देखने लगे | 
"What! Are there only two turns іп Аш छा, “क्या? आगरे में सिर्फ दो ही 
asked the Persian minis 


ፔት!" बीरबल ने कहा, "दायौ मोड़ और ቫት मोड़! 


“Yes!” replied Birbal, “Left turn and right 


turn!” 


The whole court, including Akbar and the 
Persian minister burst out laughing at this 


clever answer! 


The minister said, mperor Akbar, I now 
agree that your ministers, especially Birbal, 
he wisest in the w 


Tales of Akbar and Вива! 


ез büngually 


सभी दरबारी, सम्राट अकबर 
यह चतुर उत्तर सुनकर जोर से 


सम्राट अकबर, मैं अब मानता हूँ कि 
के सबसे 
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Charan and Mahesh were two citizens in 
Emperor Akbar's kingdom. They were 
neighbours but they used to always fight 
over the smallest of things. 


चरण और महेज्ञा, सम्नाट अकबर के राज्य के दो 
नागरिक थे | वे दोनों पड़ोसी थे | पर हमेशा छोटी 
से छोटी बात पर लड़ते па थे | 


Once, they began arguing over a mango 
tree that was between their houses. Each 
claimed that the tree was his, 


Finally they took their troubles to Emperor 
Akbar. 


एक बार वे दोनों एक आम के पेड़ के सिलसिले 
में झगड़ने लगे | पेड़ उनके πὴ के बीचोबीच था 
और दोनों दावा कर τὸ थे कि पेड़ का असली 
मालिक बह खुद है | 


अंत में वे अपनी समस्या लेकर सम्राट अकबर के A 


पास गए | 


However, even after listening to both men, 
neither Akbar nor Birbal was able to say 
who owned the tree. 


So Вира! said, “You both may go back 
home now. I need to think this over." 


दोनों पक्षों की बातें सुनने के बावजूद सम्राट अकबर 
और बीरबल कोई निर्णय नहीं दे पाए कि पेड़ का 
सही मालिक कौन है । 


बीरवल ने कहा, “तुम दोनों घर जाओ । मुझे सोचने 
का वक्त चाहिये г 


Soon after the men left, Birbal called his जैसे ही वे दोनों गए, बीरबल ने अपने सेवक को 
servant and ordered, “Со to Charan and बुलाकर आदेश दिया, “चरण और महेश को जाकर 
Mahesh and tell them that thieves are बता दो कि चोर पेड़ के आम चोरी कर रहे S SN 
stealing mangoes from the tree." 


The servant obeyed immediately. सेवक ने तुरंत आदेश का पालन किया | 


As soon as Charan heard the news, he said, जैसे ही चरण ने खबर 5% उसने कहा, “ओह हो! 
“Oh! Thieves are always stealing from the चोर हमेशा ही उस पेड़ के आम ጂቫጵ रहते हैं । अभी 
tree. 1 will deal with them later, I am busy तो मैं व्यस्त हूँ, मैं उनसे बाद में निपट ሻካ!” 


! 
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ማፕ! | ብ 


On the other hand, when Mahesh heard पर जब महेश ने वही खबर सुनी, πα वह लाठी 
the servant, he quickly grabbed a stick उठाकर ፔት को भगाने के लिए दौड़ा । 
and ran to chase away the thieves. 


The servant returned to Birbal and reported सेवक ने वापस आकर बीरबल को सारी बातें बताई | 
exactly what had happened. 

Birbal looked thoughtful. “I will meet both сте ने सोचकर कहा, “ἢ दोनों से कल бейт! 
the men again tomorrow,” he said. 


The next day, Charan and Mahesh returned अगले दिन, चरण और महेश दरबार में आए । 

to court, 

Birbal said to them, “I cannot decide whose बीरबल ἡ उनसे कहा, "ት ዝና नहीं कर पा उहा हूँ 
tree it is. 1 think the tree should be cut. The कि पेड़ किसका है | मेरे मुताबिक पेड़ को काटना 
wood from the tree can be equally shared by ही मुनासिव रहेगा | जो लकड़ी पेड़ से निकलेगी, 
both of you.” m तुम दोनों में बराबर के हिस्सों में बाँटी जाएगी।” 


Charan looked pleased. Не thought of all चरण बहुत खुश हुआ | वह सोचने लगा कि वह 
the money he could earn from selling the लकड़ी बेचकर कितने पैसे कमा सकता है! 
wood. 


"हा! यही करना अब ठीक रहेगा,” उसने मानते हुए 
कहा । 


“Yes, that is the only thing left to do now,’ 
he agreed. 


እእ 


e looked horrified. “Хо! Please don't 
cut the tree!" he pleaded, “І have looked after 
that tree for so many years.” 


He continued, “I cannot sec it being chopped 
down. I don't want the tree, please give it to 
Charan.” 


a 


же 


>: 


Birbal now knew for sure that Mahesh 
was the real owner of the tree. 


“1 can see how much you care for the tree, 
Mahesh. It is rightfully yours,” he said. 


He then explained to the court what had 


लेकिन महेश इस वात से बड़ा डग हुआ लग रहा था। 
“नहीं! मैं हाथ जोड़ता हूँ, पर आप कृपा करके पेड़ को 
मत काटिवे,” उसने कहा । “मैंने कितने सालों से उस 
पेड़ की देखभाल की है |" 


उसने आगे बताया, "मैं उसे कटते हुए नहीं देख सकता | 
मुझे यह पेड़ नहीं चाहिये । आप उसे चरण को दे सकते 
tr 


बीरबल ने अब अंदाजा लगा लिया था कि महेश 
ही पेड़ का सही मालिक है | 


उसने कहा, “महेश मैं देख रहा हूँ कि तुम्हें इस 
पेड़ की कितनी परवाह है । यह पेड़ सही मायने 
में तुम्हाग ही है ।" 


बीरबल ने दरबार में सभी को कल की बातें भी 
बता दी । 
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Birbal now knew for sure that Mahesh 
was the real owner of the tree. 


“1 can see how much you care for the tree, 
Mahesh. It is rightfully yours,” he said. 


He then explained to the court what had 


It was decided that the tree belonged to 
Mahesh. 


Everybody in the court, including Akbar 


was impressed with the clever way in which 


Birbal had solved the problem. 


अब साबित हो गया था कि पेड़ महेश का ही επι 


22 भी मान गए कि बीखल ने 


का हल ढूँढ़ा था | 


बीरबल ने अब अंदाज़ा लगा लिया था कि महेश 


ही पेड़ का सही मालिक है | 


उसने कहा, “महेश मैं देख रहा हूँ कि तुम्हें इस 
पेड़ की कितनी परवाह है । यह पेड़ सही मायने 
Тана ही है |" 


बीरबल ने दरवार में सभी को कल की ሻት भी 
बता दी । 


The Appu Series bilingual 


In Emperor Akbar"s kingdom lived a man सम्राट अकबर के uu में ध्यानचंद नाम का आदमी रहता 
named Dhyanchand. He had а very famous था | उसकी मिठाई की दुकान बड़ी ही विख्यात थी | 
sweet shop in the market. 


ا 


One afternoon, а poor man named Gopu sat 
outside the sweet shop. 


"Those sweets smell wonderful?" he said to 
himself. But unfortunately, he had no money 
to buy any sweets. 


He opened his own lunch box and began to 
сай his simple food. 


But Gopu enjoyed the mouth watering smell 
of the sweets so much that even his dry lunch 
tasted much better. 


т / ታረ 
E А 


एक दोपहर, गोपू नाम का एक गरीब आदमी मिठाई 
की दुकान के सामने बैठ TT | 


"इस मिठाई की मीठी खुशबू का जवाब नहीं," 
उसने सोचा | पर दुर्भाग्य से, उसके पास मिठाई 
खरीदने के लिये पैसे नहीं dpa 


उसने अपना ከና खोला और अपना सादा भोजन 
करने लगा। 


मिठाई की खुशबू से गोपू को अपना सादा भोजन 
भी स्वादिष्ट लगने लगा | 


N - 
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“Му lunch was so much tastier today 
because I'm sitting here,” he thought. 


He began to go to the shop everyday to 
eat his lunch and take in the lovely smell. 


ፖ 
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Dhyanchand soon noticed this man and 
understood what he was doing. 


In anger he yelled, “How dare you enjoy the 
smell of my sweets without paying for them? 
Give me my money now?" 


“मे भोजन इतना स्वादिष्ट लग रहा है, क्योंकि मैं 
यहाँ बैठा हूँ,” उसने सोचा । 


वह रोज़ दुकान के पास जाकर मीठी खुशबू का 
आनंद लेकर भोजन करता | 


गोपू की यह बात ध्यानचंद की नज़र में आ गई dt | 


क्रोध से वह गोपू पर била ри " हिम्मत कैसे 
हुई, बिना कीमत चुकाए,मेरी की खुशबू का 
आनंद लेने की? अभी के अभी पैसे निकालो, नहीं 
ια, 


*What! Do you want me to pay for smelling 
your sweets?" Gopu asked in surprise. 


Cunning Dhyanchand replied, “Yes, | make 
the sweets with my 
sitting here for many days enjoying them. 
Now pay!” 


"क्या? तुम चाहते हो कि मैं तुम्हें मिठाई की खुशबू 
чї के पैसे दूँ?" गोपू ने आश्चर्य से पूछा । 


चालाक ध्यानचंद ने जवाब दिया, "हौ, मेरी मिठाई मेरी 
रोज़ की मेहनत का फल है | तुम यहा कितने दिन 
बैठकर उसका आनंद लूट रहे हो । अब उसकी कीमत 
ጃጃ” 


“But I have по money!” exclaimed Сори. “पर मेरे पास पैसे नहीं हैं,” та ने बताया | 
“Then come with me to the court!" said "ठीक है, फिर मेरे साथ दरबार चलो,” ध्यानचंद ने 
Dhyanchand and they both went to meet कहा और दोनों सम्राट अकबर के पास चले गए | 


Akbar. 


፦ court, Akbar and Birbal listened to the दरबार में सम्राट अकबर और बीरबल 3 दोनों की 
two men as they argued. बहस सुनी । 


Биет να सभी को इस अनोखे मामले में दिलचस्पी थी | 


Birbal thought carefully and said to Сори, बीरबल ने बड़े ध्यान से सोचा और गोपू से कहा, 
*Dhyanchand is right. The sweets are his, “ध्यानचंद बिलकुल सही है । मिठाई उसकी है, तो 
so you must pay him for enjoying their तुम्हें उसे मिठाई की खुशबू чі के पैसे देने ही 


delicious smell." gr 


тте ने ኻና को एक सिक्का दिया और कहा, “यह 


He gave Сори а coin and said to him, “Неге, 


take this coin and keep it under Dhyanchand's लो, इस को ध्यानचंद की नाक के सामने रख 
nose. The smell of the money ік enough दो । पैसे की खुशबू, मिठाई की खुशबू के लिए 
payment for the smell of sweets.” विलकुल सही कीमत है ।” 


Everybody іп the court burst out laughing 
at Birbal's answer. 


Dhyanchand felt ashamed to have brought 


such a silly problem before Akbar and һе 
pleaded for forgiveness. 


बीरबल की यह बात सुनकर दरवार में सब हँस पड़े | 


ध्यानचंद йт рэт कि उसने इतनी छोटी समस्या 
सम्राट अकबर के सामने रखी | उसने अपनी भूल के 
लिए माफ़ी माँगी | 


К 


Everybody іп the court burst out laughing 
at Birbal's answer. 


Dhyanchand felt ashamed to have brought 


such a silly problem before Akbar and he 
pleaded for forgiveness. 


बीरबल की यह बात सुनकर दरवार में सब ፻፳ पड़े । 
ध्यानचंद शर्मिन्दा हुआ कि उसने इतनी छोटी समस्या 


सम्राट अकबर के सामने रखी | उसने अपनी भूल के 
लिए माफ़ी माँगी । 


As for Gopu, Birbal gave him the coin e Price of a Sweet Smell J 
and told him to go buy sweets for himself. 2 4 


He went away а very happy шап. 
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Birbal was one of the gems in Emperor 
Akbar's court. He used his wit to help others 
and his fame had spread far and wide. 


Yet, there were many who were jealous of. 
him. 


आगरे की चिडियाँ 
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बीरबल, सम्राट अकबर के दरबार का एक अनमोल 
हीरा माना जाता था | वह अपनी चतुराई से दूसरों की 
मदद करता और इस कारण उसका नाम दृनिया भर में 
मशहूर हो गया | 


लेकिन ऐसे कई थे, जो उसकी सफलता से ईर्ष्या 


Chand was one such man. He saw how चांद उन में से एक था | उसने देखा कि सम्राट 


much Akbar liked Birbal and he thought, अकबर बीरबल አሕ. मानते थे और सोचा, 
“Tam more learned than anybody іп the "मैं तो राज्य का ज्ञानी विद्वान हूँ । मुझे 
kingdom. I should be given Birbal's place." ही बीरबल की जगह मिलनी चाहिये ।" 


TN 


Chand decided that he would ask Birbal a 
very difficult question. 


“When he fails to answer it, he will have to 
resign and I will become Akbar's favourite,” 
he thought laughing to himself. 


चांद ने तय किया कि वह बीरबल को एक बहुत 
कठिन πππ पूछेगा | 


"जब बीरवल उत्तर देने में असफल होगा, तो वह 
जार्मिदा होकर चला जाएगा और मैं सम्राट अकबर 
का चहेता बन जाऊँगा,” उसने मुस्कुराकर सोचा | 


= 


He went to Akbar's court and challenged चांद ने सम्राट अकबर के दरबार में जाकर बीरबल को 
Birbal. चुनौती दी । 


“Birbal!” he called, “Can you tell me how “ና 
many sparrows there аге in Agra? You ықы सकते हो कि आगरे में የ መጣ 


must give me the exact number." 


lg ча 


कितनी है? तुम्हें बिलकुल सही संख्या बतानी होगी 1" 


Е 


Everybody іп the court, including Akbar दरबार में सभी, सम्राट अकबर भी, इस पहेली से 
was puzzled. हैरान हो गये | 


“How can anybody count the number of सब ने सोचा, "कोई भला चिडियों की संख्या कैसे 
sparrows?” they wondered. серік 
\ ? 


Я 


However Birbal wasn't worried at all. 


He calmly replied, *Give me time 
till tomorrow. In the morning, I 
will definitely give you the answer." 


The next day, everyone had gathered in the 
court to hear Birbal's answer. 


Akbar asked, “Well Birbal, can you tell us 
the number of sparrows in Agra?" 


लेकिन ቋ ज़रा भी चिंतित नहीं επι 


उसने बड़ी ΠΒ से कहा, "मुझे कल तक का 
समय दीजिए । कल सुबह, मैं आपको इस प्रश्न 
का उत्तर दे दूँगा ।" 


दूसरे दिन, सभी बीरबल का उत्तर सुनने दरबार में आए | 


सम्राट अकबर ने पूछा, “क्यों बीरबल, क्या तुम हमें 
आगरे के चिड़ियोँ की संख्या बता सकते हो?” 


Birbal smiled as he said, “There are exactly बीरबल ने मुस्कुराते हुए कहा, тапи में १९,५३७ 
19,537 sparrows! You can count for yourself चिड़िया हैं! आप खुद бл तसल्ली कर सकते to 
and check." 


Chand knew he could never count all the चांद को पता था कि बीरबल चिड़ियों को गिन नहीं 
sparrows and he refused to believe him. सकता था, और उसने यह उत्तर स्वीकार करने से 
इन्कार किया । 


"How сап you say that?" he demanded. 
“Tere may bo kara or ме "तुम ऐसा कैसे कह सकते हो?” उसने पूछा । 
"Табий ज्यादा या कम भी तो हो सकते हैं |” 


፻ 


== =, 


“No, there are exactly 19,537 sparrows,” "नहीं, आगरे में १९,५३७ चिड़ियौं ही है.” बीरबल ने 
said Birbal. He continued, “И there аге less, कहा, "यदि कम हैं, at इसका यह मतलब है कि Ут 
И means that sparrows from the city have за दूसरे शहर 92 करने गई है ° 

left to visit other places." 


Akbar smiled. *And what if there are more सम्राट अकबर ने मुस्कुग़कर पूछा, "और यदि ज्यादा 
sparrows?" he asked. चिड़ियौं होंगी तो?" 


“Оһ, those are the sparrows from different "तो, пв i रे झहयें d अपने सगे-संबंधियों 


cities that have come to visit their relatives = k 
here!” Birbal replied immediately. को मिलने आई होंगी |" बीरबल ने तुरंत उत्तर दिया । 


Akbar smiled. “And what if there are more 
sparrows?" he asked. 


“Оһ, those are the sparrows from different 
cities that have come to visit their relatives 
here!" Birbal replied immediately. 


The whole court laughed at Birbal's clever 
answer. 


Chand had to accept defeat and agree that 
Birbal was indeed the wisest man in the 


kingdom. 


q दरबार बीरबल की चतुराई पर हँस पड़ा | 


और यह स्वीकार करना पड़ा 
सबसे बड़ा ज़ानी | 


सम्राट अकबर ት πεπππτ पूछा, "और यदि ज्यादा 
Бабай होंगी तो?" 


"तो, चिड़ियाँ दूसरे शहरों से अपने सगे-संबंधियों 
को मिलने आई होंगी ।" बीरबल ने तुरंत उत्तर दिया । 


zi The Unlucky Face 
È Tales of Akbar and Birbal 
अशुभ चेहरा 


There was once ап old servant named Yusuf 
in Emperor Akbar"s palace. 


He was a good, kind man, but everybody 
thought that seeing his face brought bad luck. 
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The Unlucky Face 
अशुभ चेहरा 
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सम्राट अकबर के महल Я यूसुफ नाम का एक बूढ़ा 
सेवक था | 


वह एक नेक और शरीफ आदमी था, पर सब सोचते 
थे कि उसका चेहरा अशुभ है | 


АА —— 90 ዐ- 


One day, Akbar bumped into Yusuf first एक दिन सम्राट अकबर ने सुबह उठते ही पहले यूसुफ 
thing in the morning. का चेहरा देखा | 

“Oh dear, I hope I don't have a bad day उन्होंने यूसुफ की ओर चिढ़कर देखते हुए सोचा, "ओह 
now,” he thought and frowned at Yusuf. हो! मैं उम्मीद करता हूँ कि मेरा दिन बुरा न हो ।" 


Unfortunately five minutes later, the m से पाँच ही मिनट बाद सम्राट अकबर फिसलकर 
Emperor slipped and fell! mi 


ича im 


(я 


کے 


í 


Soon, а messenger came rushing with the 
news that his beloved grandson was very ill. 


Akbar ran to his side and was relieved to 
find that it was only a slight cold. 


Later in the day, the Emperor was informed 
that there was some problem with his enemies 
at the border. 


To make things worse, he didn't even like the 
food prepared that day. Пе was feeling very 
grumpy indeed! 


फिर सम्राट अकबर को संदेश आया कि araq की 
सीमा पर उनके शत्रुओं ने कोई समस्याँए खड़ी कर 
दीहै। 


उसपर, उन्हें उनके लिये बनाया गया कोई भी खाना 
अच्छा नहीं लगा । वे बड़े चिड़चिड़े हो गए । 


उसके कुछ मिनटों बाद, उन्हें समाचार मिला कि 
उनका प्याग पोता बीमार है | 


सम्राट अकबर तुरंत उसके पास दौड़े चले गये । जब 
उन्होंने देखा कि पोते को मामूली बुखार था तब उनकी 
जान में जान आई | 


“This is all Yusuf's fault. 1 was unlucky to 
see his face the first thing, this morning!” 
he complained, 


The angry Emperor ordered that the old 
man should be thrown in jail. 


He said, “Let nobody see his face ever 
again!” 


Luckily for Yusuf, he met Birbal on the 
way to prison. “You must help me, Sir!” 
he pleaded іп tears. 


Birbal agreed and they both went back to 
Emperor Akbar. 


“ae सब यूसुफ की गल्ती ት | सुबह उसका चेहग देखते ही 
Ят दिन अशुभ गया है,” सम्राट अकबर ने शिकायत की 1 


गुस्से में आकर उन्होंने आदेश दिया कि वूसुफ को कारागार 
में बंद किया जाए । 


सम्राट अकबर ने कहा, “उसका चेहरा कोई ना देख पाए !” 


यूसुफ कागगार की ओर जाते समय, भाग्य से बीरबल 
को मिला | "मेरी मदद कीजिए महोदय,” उसने रेने 
हए बीरबल से अनुरेध किया | 


बीरबल राज़ी हुआ और दोनों सम्राट अकबर के पास 
गए | 


Birbal said, *Your Majesty, this man is बीरबल ने कहा, "जहाँपना, यह आदमी बेकसूर है | 
innocent. Let me ask him some questions मैं इससे कुछ सवाल करता हूँ, और देखिये, आप 
and you will see for yourself,” खुद इस बात पर यकीन करेंगे 1" 


Birbal asked the poor man, *Who was the बीरबल ने यूसुफ से पूछा, "तुमने सुबह किस 
first person you saw this morning?" आदमी को पहले देखा?” 


The terrified Yusuf was trembling as һе डर से काँपते हए यूसुफ ने उत्तर दिया, "मैंने... 
replied, “1...1 first saw the Emperor..." पहले... सम्राट अकबर को देखा |" 


Birbal said to Akbar, *You see, your बीरबल ने सम्राट अकबर से कहा, "देखा जहाँपना, आप 
Highness, you зау that your day was bad कहते हैं कि आपका दिन qa गया क्योंकि आपने सुवह 
because you saw his face early this morning." इसका चेहग देखा | पर आपकी मुझ्किलें बहुत छोटी हैं | 

यूसुफ, जिसने आपका चेहरा पहले देखा, उसका दुर्भाग्य 
He continued, “Your misfortunes were small. देखिये, वह तो कारागार जा रहा है ।” 


Yusuf, who also saw your face first thing this 
morning, is now being thrown іп jail.” 


š 


“So whose face is unluckier, his or yours?" 
Birbal cleverly asked. 


Akbar immediately understood what Birbal was 
trying to tell him. 


“Yes, I was foolish to believe in such 
superstition and wrongly accuse an innocent. 


man," he agreed. 


"तो किसका चेहरा अशुभ हुआ, आपका या इसका?” 


सम्राट अकबर तुरंत समझ गए कि बीरबल क्‍या कह 
Ls | 


वे बोले, "zt, मैं मूर्ख था । सुनी सुनाई ऐसी बातों 
पर विश्वास कर, मैंने एक मासूम पर गलत इलजाम 
लगाया |” 


“So whose face is unluckier, his or yours?" 
Birbal cleverly asked. 


Akbar immediately understood what Birbal was 
trying to tell him. 


“Yes, I was foolish to believe in such 
superstition and wrongly accuse an innocent 
man," he agreed. 


"तो किसका चेहरा अशुभ हुआ, आपका या इसका?" 


सम्राट अकबर तुरंत समझ गए कि बीरबल क्या कह 
रहा था। 


वे बोले, "हाँ, मैं मूर्ख था | सुनी सुनाई ऐसी बातों 
पर विश्वास कर, मैंने एक मासूम पर गलत इलजाम 
लगाया 1" 


А + ‘HINDI 
Yusuf was set free and was very grateful The Unlucky Face ) - 
to Birbal for saving his life. 4 


Akbar too thanked Birbal. Once more 
Birbal saved the day! 
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There once lived a farmer named Sukhdev 
in Emperor Akbar's kingdom. He was old 
and quite poor but, he worked hard on his 
land everyday. 


एक समव की बात है | सम्राट अकवर के राज्य में 
सुखदेव नाम का किसान रहता था | वह बूढ़ा और 
गरीव था | लेकिन बड़ी लगन से du अपने खेत पर 
काम करता था । 

- Y me 
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Sukhdev had a young neighbour called सुखदेव का पड़ोसी, बलरज नाम का एक नौजवान 
Balraj. He was a rich man but, he was эт 1 वह अमीर था, परन्तु बड़ा धोखेबाज़ था । वह 
very cunning and cheated many people. कई लोगों को धोखा दे चुका था। 


Sukhdev bought a well from his neighbour सुखदेव ने पूरे पैसे देकर अपने पड़ोसी से एक कुआँ 
and paid him ай the money. खरीदा | 


But soon, Balraj was back asking for more पर कुछ दिन वाद ही, बलराज और पैसे माँगने लगा । 
money! They both began to argue until they जब दोनों में काफी बहस होने लगी तब उन्होनें निश्चय 
finally decided to go to Birbal. किया कि वे बीरवल के पास जाएंगे | 


= παν шз: = 


When they met Birbal, the farmer said, 
“Sir, a week ago I bought a well from my 
neighbour. I paid him all the money, but 
yesterday he asked me to pay some more. 


जब वे वीरवल से मिले तब किसान ने कहा, "महोदय, एक 
हफ्ता पहले मैने अपने पड़ोसी से एक कुआँ खरीदा | मैंने 
पूरे पैसे दे दिये थे, पर कल उसने मुझसे और पैसों की 
माँग की ብክ 
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Sukhdev continued, *My neighbour, Balraj 
says that I should pay for the water іп the well 
also! How can he ask me to buy the water 
separately? He is cheating me!” 


सुखदेव ने आगे बताया, "मेरे पड़ोसी ने मुझे कुएँ के 
पानी के लिये पैसे देने को कहा है । मुझसे पानी के 
लिये अलग पैसे कैसे माँग सकता है? वह मुझे ठग 
mtr 


Balraj immediately replied, *Yes, I sold him बलराज ने तुरंत बताया, "हाँ, मैंने कुआँ इसे बेच दिवा, 
the well. But I didn't sell him the water. If he पर मैंने उसे पानी तो नहीं बेचा । यदि उसे पानी चाहिये 
wants to use the water he should buy that too.” तो उसे उसके पैसे अलग से देने पड़ेंगे г 


Birbal listened carefully to both sides, He saw 
that Sukhdev was a poor but truthful man. 


Birbal quickly understood that the cunning / 
Balraj was trying to cheat the farmer. j 


बीखल ने बहस के दोनों पहलू सुने । उसने जान 
लिया था कि सुखदेव एक गरीब पर ईमानदार 
किसान था | 


बीरबल यह भी समझ गया कि कपटी बलगज 
किसान को ठगने की कोशिश कर रहा था | 


Birbal asked Balraj, “You say that you sold बीरबल ने बलराज से पूछा, "तुमने कहा कि तुमने 
the well to this farmer, is that right?” कुआँ किसान को बेच दिया, ठीक?” 


“Yes, I agree I sold him the well," he claimed. à “हाँ, मैने कुऔं इसे वेचा था,” बलराज़ ने उत्तर दिया | 


“But you claim that the water belongs to 
you, right?" Birbal questioned him again. 


The man replied eagerly, “Yes, yes! The 
water in the well is mine.” 


“पर итп यह दावा है कि ж? का पानी 
तुम्हारा है?” बीरवल ने ናጃ से फिर पूछा i 


"हाँ, हाँ, कुएँ का पानी मेण ही है,” उसने जल्द 
उत्तर दिया । 


“Then tell me,” said Birbal seriously, “Why “ठीक है फिर मुझे बताओ, तुमने अपना पानी इसके 
are you keeping your water in his well? You कुएँ में क्यों रखा है? तुम्हें सुखदेव को pat बेचने 
should have taken out ай the water before से पहले अपना पानी निकाल लेना चाहिये Әт 1" 


selling the well to Sukhdev.” 


==— < 
Balraj was speechless. ππππτ इस बात से हक्का-बक्का रह गया | 
Birbal looked at him angrily and continued, बीरबल ने क्रोधित होकर कहा, “पैसे यदि किसी को 
“It is you, who must pay the farmer rent for देने हैं, तो वह तुम्ही को है । तुमने इसे, अपना पानी 
using his well to keep your water! It is your इसके कुएँ में रखने का किराया देना चाहिये । यह 
fault 4 तुम्हारी गलती ê ı" 
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Balraj was speechless, 
Birbal looked at him angrily and continued, 


“It is you, who must pay the farmer rent for 
using his well to keep your water! It is your 


Balraj was terrified. He saw how Birbal had 
taught him a lesson for being greedy, 


He begged for forgiveness and went away 
promising never to cheat anyone again, 


чепти काँपने लगा | उसने जान लिया कि बीरबल उसे 
उसके कपटी स्वभाव के लिये सबक सिखा रहा है । 


माँगी और कभी किसीको ना 


зетя इस बात से हक्का-बक्का रह गया | 


बीरबल ने क्रोधित होकर कहा, "पैसे यदि किसी को 
देने है, तो वह तुम्ही को ት । तुमने इसे, अपना पानी 
इसके कुएँ में रखने का किराया देना चाहिये + यह 
तुम्हारी गलती t 


